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“How I Met Your Father”
     I look across the room at Alyson, my best friend since seventh grade.   She is wearing my favorite jeans, her Notre Dame sweatshirt, and a pair of faded royal blue converse.  As I sit trying to decipher whether once again she has mixed up her converse with mine she breaks the silence.  “Jen, you can’t keep waiting for him to talk to you.  We have to figure out a better way to get his attention than spending hours deciding what you are going to wear.  At some point he will notice that you seem to show up everywhere he is.  If you keep it up he is going to think you are a stalker.”  I knew she was right, but I still wasn’t sure if I was prepared to take this step. As if reading my mind, Alyson gestures to emphasize her point, “You have to move on and be willing to take a chance.  You had one really bad relationship you can’t let it keep you from falling in love again.“  She pauses and again with her hands in the air desperately tries to drive the argument home.  “What if he is ‘the one’?”

     On my way to work I contemplate the conversation from earlier.  What if he was “the one?” I wasn’t supposed to work, but one of my friends had a test the next day and begged me to take her shift.  I never thought that accepting her desperate request would be the one domino that would push a series of events into motion and alter the course of my life.  Tonight is the always-dreaded Enchilada Wednesday.  They are always grueling from the moment you walk in it is like Black Friday at Wal-Mart. As I was rushing to get drink orders for a 15 top and 4 top I ran straight into one of my friends urgently trying to gather the wait staff to sing Happy Birthday to one of her tables.  Even though I knew that helping her out would cost me I forced myself to nod towards her implying that she could count on me.  Trying to ignore the evil glares as I passed my tables I looked in the direction of the birthday boy.   Time seemed to freeze as I realized that it was him.  I had never seen him outside of the science wing.  I tried to soak in every detail.  He stood up a little embarrassed with a slight smile on his face giving me the impression that he enjoyed the attention.  He was wearing a heavy striped wool sweater.  The colors in the sweater blended into one another, brown to green to orange, each color as warm as his arresting smile.  He wore the same tan and green hat that I had seen him in a hundred times.  A sharp pain in my side brought me back to reality and the sounds of the room entered my mind, “Happy birthday to you, Happy birthday dear Michael…”  The source of the pain was another one of my friends jabbing me in the side.   
     I looked at her with the excitement of a child on Christmas morning, “It’s him!  The guy I was telling you about!” She looked at me as though I was loosing grip on reality.  I knew exactly what she was thinking I had overheard a few of my friends a several weeks back discussing the possibility that I made him up to keep them from setting me up with guys.  The truth is I had just finished picking up the remnants of my broken heart and wasn’t prepared to do it again. The song ended and the world continued to revolve.  I spent the rest of the night in anticipation trying to piece together how I was going to use this recent development to my advantage.  I knew that Alyson would know exactly what to do.  

     Alyson and I spent that night and the next day trying to decide on the perfect introduction.  I was supposed to see him on Friday but he was a no show.  Finally, Monday came around and I told myself he has to be here today.  
     My mind begins to race along with my feet.  How could I be late today of all days?  I knew that this might be my last chance to talk to him.  As I make my way down the meandering sidewalks of Northeastern State I can see that the leaves have covered the floor of the universities grounds.  A leaf gently lands on my head as I rush past the Education building I realize that maybe all of this is a sign, him not coming to school on Friday, me running late…I cannot talk to him.  He could never be interested in a girl like me if he was he would have made a move by now.  We have been standing outside adjacent classrooms for four months and he does not even know I exist.  
     It is at this moment I realize I have finally arrived at the ancient doors of the science building and I decide as I reach to open the bulky door, that today I am going to take a chance!  As I dash down the hall of the science wing I try to remember verbatim the words that Alyson meticulously constructed for me several days before.  I play them over and over in my mind like I would my favorite song on my Ipod.  As I make my way around the corner I notice that his class has started to file into to the Zoology room.  I instantly begin to frantically search for his tan and green hat.  The moment I catch a glimpse of it my heart skips a beat and my mind goes blank.  At least 60 students witness, as I raise my arm high in the air as though reaching for the ceiling.  Almost simultaneously my mouth opens to shout across the hall the four most embarrassing words that I have ever uttered, “Hey! Hey!...HAPPY BIRTHDAY!”

