
“I love you. I love you, I love you, I love you, I love-“  

“Okay, okay, that’s enough!” Eliana exclaims, pushing Sam away from her. And, a little while 

later, she tells him, “I love you too.”  

They sit on her front porch for a minute or more, swinging on the small bench their family 

decided to invest in (since her little siblings broke the last one; which was much worse than the 

current one). Sam is content to sit there and swing, bask in his girlfriend’s presence and dream 

about the day she becomes his wife, but Eliana drags him off the porch and into the grass, to lie 

down and stare at the stars.  

“They’re so beautiful,” she tells him, as she does every other weekend.  

“You’re a walking cliché.”  

“And you love it. Stop acting like you’re any different.”  

“Oh, you’re right, I do love it.” He kisses her cheek and listens to her point out the constellations 

to him, and it seems like she finds new ones every week but he listens, and he listens to her 

dreams of bigger cities and towns then where they are right now. She wants to make art, on a 

bigger scale than she already does, in a way that can reach and touch more people than the 

ones that exist in their tiny bubble of a small town. He cannot wait to see her achieve it, and he 

knows he will be a part of it. When she’s done getting her start, they will be able to settle down. 

Get married. Have babies. He will work in whatever field he wants, which he does not know 

exactly which field that is yet, but they’ve got another few months until college. Sam is not 

worried at all.  

“So which one is your favorite?” Eliana asks, turning towards him. Grass tickles her cheek, not 

yet wet with dew that will come with the morning in just a few hours.  

“Oh… Orion, maybe? I like them all.”  

“Good answer, good answer. I can’t decide either.”  

Sam watches her watch the stars, and the heavy weight in the pocket of his jacket grows 

heavier by the minute. Today he bought her an extremely special necklace from her favorite 

antique shop, one he knew she had her eye on for quite a while but didn’t have enough money 

to buy. Naturally, he bought it for her. Not just for that reason but as some sort of promise, albeit 

a cheesy one, that they will have the future they both dream of. That both of their dreams will 

combine into a beautiful thing, and one day they will both be happy.  

“Eliana.” He can’t wait any longer.  

“And I just think that we should be able to- hm?”  

“I… uh… I got you something.”  

“Oh- yes, what is it?” She sits abruptly, her long brown hair cascading in perfect waves down 

her back. Chocolate brown eyes stare at him with the same curiosity, wonder, and light they 

have always held. He relishes in the fact that he can take comfort in her eyes for the rest of his 

life, when they marry. Perhaps they’ll have a child with her eyes and his hair, and a nice quiet 

backyard for them to play in. That would be so wonderful. 



“Y’know the antique shop, down the street?”  

“Mhm.”  

“Well, I saw you looking at this necklace a while back but I know you never buy anything for 

yourself, so I thought I would get it for you.”  

“Oh- Sam. You shouldn’t have.”  

“I wanted to. Here, let me-“ He takes the beautiful necklace apart and Eliana turns her back to 

him and lifts her hair so he can clasp it around her neck. It is pure silver, with a glass heart 

charm hanging in the middle of it. He knows there’s no other necklace like it in the world. “A 

special necklace for a special lady.”  

“I love you so much.”  

“I love you, too.”  

A few months later, college letters are arriving. Surprisingly, Sam gets a little concerned with 

this. He did not apply to any colleges where Eliana did. He thought they would work it out long 

distance, but now he is realizing just how much he is going to miss her.  

“I got into college in New York!” she exclaims to him over the phone one night, just a few more 

days until summer. They keep promising each other the best summer yet, however much Sam 

doubts it could get any better than last summer.  

“That’s amazing! I’m- wow. I can’t believe it. Not that I ever doubted you for a second, but this 

is- I mean, this is really happening. All the times we talked about it, bam. Just like that. We’re 

going off to college- isn’t it crazy that in four months or so, we won’t live in our parents homes?”  

“Yes. Yes! And I cannot wait.”  

Sam does not share the same sentiment. He tries to, he really does, for Eliana. His mind just 

continues to spiral as he thinks about their future as a couple, and then he separates himself 

from that and just can’t… see anything. It terrifies him. Eliana living in New York City and him 

staying back home, waiting for her. As much as he wants to. He can. He could. He will. He 

pushes down his worries, and calls her, the night before the last day of school, to discover that 

she has been having some similar thoughts.  

“But it’ll be okay, right?” Sam asks her. “It’s all going to be fine. We’ll get through it together, like 

we’ve been promising each other all this time. We promised.”  

“Sam, I-“  

“Eliana?”  

“I think we should break up.”  

His heart drops and shatters in his chest. 

“Wait… wh-what?”  

“It’s just, with me moving to New York and you staying here, I don’t think it’s going to work out 

the way we hoped.”  



“What do you mean? Of course it will! You can’t just give up on everything, Eliana!”  

“I’m not giving up!” She fights back. “I’m creating new opportunities for myself. To meet new 

people, experience new things-“  

“And what, that doesn’t include me?” Sam asks, hurt, and fueling her fire. She’s so passionate, 

and more than anything about her future and freedom. 

“Of course it does! You’re my best friend, I will always love you, I just- I think we should take a 

break for a little while! So we can meet other people! And when we come back from college, of 

course we will see each other, and things can be- things can be like they were. Maybe. Or 

maybe things will never be the way they were again and maybe that’s okay! Maybe, it’s okay, 

Sam! And we don’t have to live this cookie-cutter life that everybody wants us to live! Come on, 

do you really want to marry me fresh out of high school?”  

“YES! And No, no, no,” Sam says. His brain refuses to process anything she is saying. “No. I’m 

coming over now, and we can bake your famous chocolate chip cookies, and you can yell at me 

for eating too much dough, and we can talk about college because it’s not actually here, no-“  

“You can’t come over, I- uh, I’m already here.”  

“You- oh.” The fight nearly leaves Sam then, but not completely. He still loves her with every 

fiber of his being, is convinced that he always will, and can’t help but smile a bit when he sees 

her on his front steps. The smile is gone as soon as he sees what she is holding: a box filled 

with his things.  

“Eliana-“  

“I’ve thought this through and through, Sam. It is what’s best for both of us. I promise you.”  

“I can’t let you do this. I love you.”  

“I love you too.”  

Gosh, she confused him so much! “Then why break up with me?”  

“So we can live our lives, instead of both of us living mine. You don’t want to go to New York, do 

you?”  

“I do, if you’re there.” 

“But that’s my dream. What’s yours?”  

He doesn’t know. “I’ll figure it out, just please-“  

Her hands move to the pure silver necklace clasped tightly around her neck. 

“Eliana, no-“  

She hands it to him, but he won’t take it.  

“No, that’s yours. That’s your necklace, Eliana. I can’t have it. It’s yours.”  

 “Sam, I can’t.” 

“Then stay, stay with me.”  



“I can’t.” She cries then, and runs back to her car.  

He drove her away, and he feels horrible, left with nothing but a box of his old mismatched 

things and a broken heart. 

Years later, Eliana opens a box of old things from college, to show her children. She worked on 

Broadway in New York City for a time before moving on to do bigger projects in LA, eventually 

meeting a boy while she was passing by in Chicago. They worked together for some time, fell in 

love, and had two children. She is looking for some old photo albums now, they asked too many 

questions about her childhood and now she wants to show them. 

A brown box sits at the back of her attic, and she grabs it and blows the dust off it. She opens 

the box, and there is absolutely nothing inside. She tips it over, and a beautiful silver necklace 

falls out.  

“Oh.” Sam. 

She holds the necklace to her chest, remembering her lost love and using the necklace as a 

symbol of a life she could have had. A simpler one. Not necessarily better, just different. She 

hopes, wherever Sam is, that he is happy. 

 

 

 

 

 

 


