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What People Are Saying About 
Chicken Soup for the Girl’s Soul . . . 

“I loved Chicken Soup for the Girl’s Soul because it shows girls what they are likely to experience during their preteen years. This book will touch the lives of many girls and at the same time, teach one of the most important lessons in life—to be yourself.”

Aubrey Caswell, 13 

“Real. Relevant and ‘Right on!’ Finally, a book just for girls that truly supports and inspires at the most important time in a girl’s life!” 

Tami Walsh, M.A. 
President
TeenWisdom.com 

“All of the stories were great. Each one was unique in its own way. Some of them made me think about how good my life really is. For the people that wrote these stories—you rock!”

Linnea Whisman, 11 

“This book really nails it! Chicken Soup for the Girl’s Soul reflects all the complexities, joys and challenges of a real girl’s life, and provides peer support during a time when peer pressure is a strong force. The message is loud and clear—stay true to yourself and know that others are experiencing many of the same issues.”

MJ Reale 
President/Founder 
www.girlzone.com

“Chicken Soup for the Girl’s Soul is uplifting and comforting. It made me feel that other girls were going through the same thing that I was. I think that girls all over the world will love and appreciate this book.” 

Wynden Rogers, 14 

“Chicken Soup for the Girl’s Soul is a wonderful compilation of stories that inspires girls to reach new heights, and soothes those who may feel left out, or different, as they take on the challenges of growing up! As both a mother and the founder of Girls on the Run International, I appreciate this book for its impact on me (as a grown-up girl) and the support it has had on my own precious daughter.”

Molly Barker, Founder and Vision Keeper
 Girls on the Run International 

“I thought that these stories were very powerful and they made me laugh. Some of the stories gave good advice to girls and some made me feel like I was right there in the story.”

Jazz Brandon, 12 

“The joys and strains associated with this phase of life create an exciting and challenging emotional period for all young women. When I think of my own daughter reaching this stage, I am comforted to know that Chicken Soup for the Girl’s Soul will be there to help guide her through the tough subjects that she would most likely prefer not to discuss with her mom or dad.”

Jonathan Graff 
President
www.Kaboose.com

“These stories are very different and exciting. Every story had problems that real girls go through. Every girl should read Chicken Soup for the Girl’s Soul.”

Morgan Conklin, 11 

“There are few resources I would recommend to teachers and parents that can build character like the Chicken Soup series. With the Chicken Soup for the Girl’s Soul we have a timely resource for equipping today’s young women with meaningful stories of character—I wholeheartedly recommend it as a professor, writer, and father of three girls!”

Jeff Keuss, Ph.D.
Educational Specialist and Author, Character in Action!

“I found all of the stories unique and empowering. I loved how all of them taught me a different lesson about life.”

Ying Johnstone, 12 

“Chicken Soup for the Girls’ Soul has a message that every young girl should hear, and one that can, unfortunately, be hard to come by. It lets girls know that trouble and hardship can come their way, but that intelligence, courage and wit will help them rise above it, and take them far! Any girl who needs a little inspiration, and any parent looking for a fun, spunky read for their daughters should take a look at this book!”

Rachel Muir 
Founder 
Girlstart.org 

“I like how open and truthful the authors of Chicken Soup for the Girl’s Soul are.”

Riley Fleet, 11 

“Most of the stories in Chicken Soup for the Girl’s Soul just wind you into them and you get stuck until the story is over. You really feel your emotions. The stories make you laugh and cry. They really are for your soul.”

Elise Greiner, 12 
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All around the world 

With all kinds of faces 

Are all kinds of girls 

Of all kinds of races.



All colors of eyes 

And their own body size 

Many different ages 

At many different stages 

Many kinds of names 

And all sorts of fame.



Whether rich or poor 

Red, tan, black or white 

We are all in this world 

And we all unite.

Meredith Brown, 13 





Foreword 

It isn’t easy being a girl today—I know from experience! As the publisher of Discovery Girls, I read mail from the thousands of preteens who write to the magazine each issue. These letters have given me a window into what concerns girls most, as well as what energizes them as they strive for success. What I love about Chicken Soup for the Girl’s Soul is that it’s all here. There’s the pain of being rejected by friends, the confusion of a crush that doesn’t work out, the sadness of losing someone you love. And these stories capture the excitement of being a girl, too: of making true friends, conquering fears and knowing that you write your own destiny.

But the best part is that this book is written “girl to girl”! What better way to show girls that they are not alone? You’ll find a friend in every chapter—and a ton of inspiration, too. I wish I would have had this book when I was growing up!

So whether you are in need of some extra support or a boost of confidence, or you just want to soak in all the wonder of being alive, you’ll know where to go—straight to these pages! And remember, you can do anything! After all, you’re a girl!

Catherine Lee 
Publisher, Discovery Girls 
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Introduction 

Who would ever think that so much went on in the soul of a young girl?

Anne Frank 

What exactly is a soul? Is it as light as air, as beautiful as an angel? Is your soul what keeps you alive? Are you your soul? I think if we just keep feeding our souls with stories of encouragement, we’ll find out what a soul really is.

Vivian Ling, 11 

For a girl growing up, life is an experience rich in swirling emotions and adjustments. You’re sorting out who you are and who you want to become; what role family, friends and that special crush play in your life— and all of this happens during a few short years that include more changes than any other time of life.

When you were younger, you spent your time playing with Barbie dolls—but now, you and your girlfriends find yourselves trying on makeup and looking at bras in the Victoria’s Secret catalog. But life for a preteen girl is far more than exchanging Barbies for bras. One minute  you’re edgy with excitement, the next, you are immobilized by your fears—only to be overcome with hysterical laughter, and then betrayed by your tears. Chicken Soup fan twelve-year-old Lindsey Appleton has this to say:

Hormones, well, that is something everybody deals with. Like crying for no apparent reason and being happy—just because.

And preteen reader Paige Rasmussen puts it this way:

Right now is a time in our lives when we are dealing with peer pressure, boys and puberty. And it is really nice to know that in a rough time like this in our lives, there is actually someone else in the world who is going through the same things! Most of us have our mothers and sisters, but sometimes that is not enough.

The preteen years, between nine and thirteen, carry with them so much to sort out. We want to share examples with you that can guide you and to let you know that you aren’t alone in what you are going through. We want you to see that these years can be a roller-coaster ride where sometimes you have to hang on for dear life—but you will come through it. Each of you will have your own unique experiences at your own timing. At the end, you will be ready for the next chapter in your life—your teen years.

This book was created to be your companion to help you move through the maze of your sometimes confusing and challenging experiences as a preteen girl. Each contributing author, whether a preteen or an adult, gives you a glimpse of her life and that pivotal experience that helped shape the person she is. The stories shared in Chicken Soup for the Girl’s Soul are meant to be empowering to a growing preteen girl—and they are as incredibly diverse as are the changes and emotions you are feeling.

Another one of our readers, Devoreaux Walton, explains:

Going through the preteen years can be really tough. Your parents pressure you about your grades, and your teachers are really starting to pile on the homework.High school seems so far away, like it’s hard to visualize. Deep down inside, you know you’re not ready for high school yet. At night, you wonder when you’ll be ready or if you ever will be.

Your preteen years just might be the most important years of your life. You are taking shape in every imaginable way—body, mind and soul. As you navigate through, remember that this time is unique and very significant. You are becoming a woman, so be in the moment. Embrace every day as you journey through the unknown in the company of millions of other girls like you, who are also making their way through this time of life. It’s your life—love it and live it. Grab on to the adventure! Dream and plan. Take the good with the bad. Most of all, stay true to yourself and be good to others along the way. And while you do, hold close the words of Karen Ravn:

Only as high as I reach can I grow, only as far as I seek can I go, only as deep as I look can I see, only as much as I dream can I be.

We love you, and we hope you will love this book. As you grow into the woman you are meant to be, we hope you are blessed with joy, love, fulfillment, peace and wisdom. We want you to celebrate just how fantastic it is to be the gender that has so much complexity—and, without a doubt, so much power!

Patty Hansen and Irene Dunlap 





1

 STRAIGHT UP
 GIRL STUFF 

When we stand together 
We all hold the key 
Once we open the door, 
Everyone will see 
Pride is what we have 
And pride is what we’ll keep 
Being girls forever . . .
You and me.

Courtney Bullock, 11 





A Perfect Fit 

Risk! Risk anything! Care no more for the opinions of others, for those voices. Do the hardest thing on earth for you. Act for yourself. Face the truth.

Katherine Mansfield 

When I was twelve, my summer consisted of getting into trouble on my family’s farm. I spent hours on end swimming in a make-do livestock tank and climbing oak trees, getting my knees and elbows all skinned up. Thoughts of clothes, makeup or boys were far from my mind. I was a tomboy.

I grew up in a rural Texas town. The only movie theater was forty miles away, and my parents didn’t travel unless it was to go to the grocery store and back. I was fortunate to have the daily company of two sisters close to my age, which meant I could easily go an entire summer off from school without getting lonely and needing to see any of my girlfriends. So, I was basically out of touch with anyone but my family for two entire months. That is how the first day of sixth grade almost turned into the worst day of my preteen life.

Two weeks before school started, my mother took me shopping for the usual school clothes, just like she did every year. As usual, I had to be dragged to the bright, fluorescent-lit department store in the next county, and then practically forced to try on clothes. I never once glanced at the dresses on the circular silver racks or showed the slightest interest in any shoes other than those that could be tied with laces. I quickly learned to regret my lack of attention and enthusiasm for this particular back-to-school shopping trip.

The first day of school began like any other school year. I left the house dressed in my new clothes, carrying my purple notebook under one arm, eager to see my friends after two months apart. I couldn’t wait to tell them about the new baby calf we were bottle-feeding or that I had nearly broken my arm in July climbing the tallest tree I’d ever conquered.

But from the moment I walked up those concrete steps to the junior high school, I knew something was horribly wrong . . . with ME.

My friends were huddled together in a circle, and the first thing I noticed was that most of them were carrying purses—some white, some hot pink, some brown leather. I didn’t even own a purse. Four of them were wearing sandals with heels—we’re talking lime green—with the tips of their pink-painted toenails peeking out! I immediately looked down at my plain white sneakers and felt out of place.

A boy we’d all known since kindergarten walked up and tapped my friend Morgan on the shoulder. She tossed her blond hair to the side just as he grabbed the back of her thin, frilly blouse. Then he popped the elastic on the back strap of her bra and ran away laughing. Morgan pretended to be mad, but I could tell she was somehow pleased. The other girls started laughing and  teasing Morgan by saying that he liked her.

Somehow, without my even knowing it, over the summer our whole class had graduated from grade school to junior high—complete with new wardrobes, crushes on boys and bra-popping. I no longer knew what planet I was on.

I hadn’t given the idea of needing a bra a single thought. I looked down at the front of my shirt. It looked no different than it had this time the previous year. There was nothing there that needed support, for sure. I think the phrase “flat as a pancake” was one my mother had used to describe me.

The bell for first period rang before I could ponder this further. But already I was feeling like my whole world had changed overnight, and no one had bothered to clue me in.

My first class was PE, but not the PE of my previous years. The gym of the junior high included locker rooms and showers, and we were issued polyester shorts and T-shirts to wear. The teacher informed us that from here on out, we’d be wearing these during gym class. In absolute horror, I clutched the uniform tightly to my body and numbly made my way to the locker rooms to change. I looked around me as all of my friends took off their shirts, gabbing about stuff the whole time like, “How cute is Devin this year?!” and “Did you know that he’s going out with Chelsey?” All I could do was stare at the forty or so bras glaring at me from every angle. I was obviously the only girl in the entire sixth grade, perhaps the Entire World of Sixth Graders, who hadn’t gotten the memo: Sixth grade meant girls wore bras.

I huddled next to a locker, hoping to get my shirt off and the uniform on without drawing attention to the fact that I wasn’t wearing a bra. It didn’t work, of course.

Morgan saw it first. “Where on earth is your bra?”

I swallowed and looked up as a group of six girls gathered around me.

“I . . . I . . .” was all I could muster.

Whispers rushed around the room and echoed off the tall ceilings, and I could feel my heart beating so hard against my chest I was sure everyone could see it, right there where my bra should have been.

“I forgot it,” I said. Yep, I could really think on my feet.

“How could you forget a bra?” one of the girls asked, snickering over her shoulder at the others.

I didn’t know the answer. All I knew is that I was now blushing in places I never thought possible.

As the day wore on, so did the rumors about what I didn’t have on. Boys ran up to me and brushed their hands across my back in the hall between classes, shouting to each other that it was true. Nothing there to snap.

My so-called circle of friends closed their circle, and I was quickly on the outside looking in. I hung my head and hunched my shoulders as best I could to make viewing my chest as difficult as possible. And I secretly vowed to get even with my mother for not knowing about all this and for not preparing me like the other girls’ mothers obviously had done. I had never felt this alone—or this foolish. I had missed the boat that carried the rest of my class to the shores of sixth grade, leaving me behind; me and my braless, boobless, purseless, high-heeled-sandal-less self. 

Last period could not have come soon enough. I took a seat in the back and prayed the math teacher would not call on me for anything or draw attention to me in any way. I made marks on my spiral notebook, indicating to myself the number of people who had actually spoken to me since PE—and behind my back certainly didn’t count. I was up to three, and one of those was the janitor.

That’s when a redheaded girl named Maureen picked up a pencil that had rolled off my desk and handed it to  me. I nodded my thanks without looking up or even really moving. In fact, I was beginning to master the ability of breathing without even the slightest rise and fall of my upper body.

“Listen, I heard what happened this morning.”

So even Maureen had heard. She was the least popular girl in the whole class. She was taller than everyone else, weighed more than most eighth graders and had probably been wearing a bra since she was a toddler for all I knew. Her face was already covered in zits, something most of us girls hadn’t begun to deal with yet. Most of the kids were either afraid of her or ignored her. I had always tried to be nice to her, but not in an overly friendly way that would get me cast out of the in-crowd. A lot of good that had done me. One underwear mistake, and I was now on my own.

I allowed myself to slightly turn toward her. “I just forgot it, that’s all.” I was sticking to my story—it was all I had.

Maureen smiled at me. “Some people can be really mean.” She probably knew that better than anyone.

“Yeah,” I said, fully realizing that by now, some of the other girls had noticed I was carrying on a conversation with Maureen.

“I’ve got an extra one in my gym bag if you need it,” she said.

I thought it was the nicest thing anyone had said to me in years.

Then we exchanged glances, each of us looking at our own chests, then at the other’s. Let’s just say Maureen’s C cup wouldn’t have been the best fit for me. My body wasn’t even in training bra mode yet.

We began to laugh. In fact, we couldn’t stop. Classmates around me rolled their eyes. The teacher gave us the look that said, “Quiet down or else,” but we couldn’t stop.

Sitting there, I realized I loved the way Maureen’s  laugh sounded, full and real. I liked her smile and the way she was far beyond caring about what others thought of her. I liked that nothing about her was fancy and that she carried a backpack. I liked that she wore jeans and sneakers like mine, and that her T-shirt was just like the ones I’d seen at Wal-Mart on the clearance rack. Her bra might not have been the right size for me, but everything else about her suddenly seemed like a perfect fit.

By the end of last period, I finally let the stress of the day fade away. I no longer cared what everyone else thought I should be wearing. I didn’t really need a bra, so why should I be forced to put one on everyday until I was ready?

After class, Maureen and I walked down those junior high concrete steps, and I stood with her as she waited for the bus, our chests out and heads high.

And frankly, I didn’t care who noticed—anything.

Kathy Lynn Harris 
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Not Just for Girls Anymore!

Learn to laugh at your troubles and you’ll never run out of things to laugh at.

Lyn Karol 

“Mom, I’m sick again!” I shouted from the bathroom. My mother appeared in the doorway.

“Did you start this morning, Sweetie?” she asked sympathetically. “Your periods sure are awful for you.” She wasn’t kidding. It wasn’t just the cramps, although those were bad enough. My stomach got so upset that I would throw up for the whole first day, every month. It was completely miserable.

“Why don’t you crawl back into bed? It’s obvious that you can’t go to school today,” Mom said. “I’ll bring you some Sprite and a piece of toast for your stomach.”

I did as she suggested. When she came to my room a few minutes later, she looked distracted. “Honey, the radio just announced that the school district called a fog delay. Tim’s bus is going to be coming two hours late, and I have to be at work soon. Can you help him catch the bus?” Tim is my brother, who was six at the time.

“Sure, Mom, I’ll make sure he gets to school. Thanks for the toast.”

My mother left thirty minutes later. I was responsible for making sure that Tim got on the bus for school. No problem, I thought, until my stomach decided it didn’t want the toast I’d eaten. I was resting on the bathroom floor when Tim walked by and asked me why I wasn’t at school. He was still wearing his pajamas. “I had to stay home today,” I explained. “My stomach is really sick because I have my period.” Tim nodded, although he clearly didn’t understand.

“It was foggy this morning, so your bus is going to be late. Mom asked me to make sure you get to school. Your bus should be here soon.” It was then that we heard the distinct sounds of a school bus horn. Had two whole hours gone by already? I’d been so sick that I’d forgotten to wake Tim up and get him ready for school! My mom was going to kill me!

I racked my brain and decided to call a neighbor and beg her to drive Tim to school. She agreed, and the situation was resolved. I was able to relax with my heating pad for the remainder of the day.

The following week, Tim ate too much sugar and ended up with a stomachache. He was holding his belly when my mom saw him and asked him what was wrong.

“Oh, Mom, my stomach is killing me,” he moaned. “I feel awful! I think I have my period!”

Growing up is tough, and sometimes, you have to laugh to keep from crying. The next time you’re doubled over with cramps, just think of little Timmy holding his belly, complaining about having his period!

Diane Sonntag 





The Bust Developer 

Self-esteem isn’t everything; it’s just that there’s nothing without it.

Gloria Steinem 

I was sure that there was something wrong with me because I was thirteen and still flat. Ann Tompkins, my best friend, was six months younger than me, and she was already in a B cup. She had started wearing bras while I was still in undershirts, and my envy grew, even though nothing else did.

Every morning I wrapped a measuring tape around my chest, and every morning it was the same pathetic thirty-one inches. I examined my breasts for changes, however small. My nipples were beginning to get puffy, but I looked like a little girl compared to Ann Tompkins. Each day at school, the outline of a bra under Ann’s blouse was a constant reminder of my inadequacy.

I thought the answer to my problem was a bra of my own, so I badgered my mother to buy me a pretty one from the Victoria’s Secret catalog. I dwelled on the satiny, lacy bras,whilemymother talked only of the need for “support.” 

“I don’t know why you’re in such a hurry to grow up,” she said. She finally promised that she’d look in the cedar chest for my older sister’s outgrown training bras. Training bras! When I heard them described that way, I expected them to train my breasts somehow and pull them out of my chest like magic.

When Mom opened the lid of the chest, the scent of cedar radiated from it. Beside the baby quilt, a first communion dress and my mother’s wedding dress, there were three slender bras. I gladly traded them for my undershirts, certain that I was entering a new stage of my life. I ran to the bathroom and clasped the hooks on the smallest setting, then spun the bra around and put my arms through the cotton straps.

To my dismay, the cups weren’t padded. They were made of some kind of stretchy material.

“That’s why they’re called training bras,” Mom said. “They expand as you grow.” But I wasn’t growing, so the stretchy stuff just drew in the little nipple swellings that I did have. They actually bound me in a way that made me look flatter than ever! The tag said AA, which was the smallest size in the Victoria’s Secret catalog and a far cry from Ann’s B.

A few days later, I noticed an ad in the back of a magazine for something called a Bust Developer. It showed a picture of a woman in a bikini with huge breasts. She’d grown from a 34-inch A cup to a 38-inch C cup in just six months using this thing. According to the ad, any woman could improve her bust line to whatever size she wanted by doing simple exercises with the developer. It cost only $19.99, plus $4.00 shipping and handling. I quickly tore out the ad. It was time to take matters into my own hands.

There was twenty-five dollars stashed in the honey bear jar on my dresser; money I’d earned baby-sitting my cousins on my aunt and uncle’s bowling nights. I’d been  saving for a new bike, but this was more important. I gave the money to my mother and asked her to write a check. She tried to convince me to wait (my breasts would grow on their own, she assured me) and not to order it, but I broke her down and she finally wrote the check. I plopped it into an envelope and mailed it off that day.

Every afternoon, I jumped off the steps of the school bus and rushed inside. “Did anything come in the mail for me?” I’d ask, out of breath.

“Not today, Mary,” my mother would say.

Finally, when I’d almost given up all hope of it ever coming and had begun to compose nasty letters to the company, there it was, sitting on the kitchen table when I got home one day—a small package in a plain brown wrapper with my name on the address label. I grabbed the box and raced up the stairs.

Once inside my bedroom, I quickly ripped open the box. The gadget was pink and plastic, with two paddles connected at the top by a hinge and in the middle by a thick metal spring. This couldn’t be all! The only thing left in the box was a little booklet of instructions. On the first page, it had the same picture of the woman from the original advertisement. Seeing her boasting again about how she grew to thirty-eight inches reassured me. I didn’t even want to be that big. Thirty-six would be plenty big for me. 

The directions were filled with diagrams showing the correct way to hold the paddles in front of you and push them together. It looked simple. Push, hold the spring closed for five seconds, then release. Push. Hold. Release. I was supposed to repeat this ten times, then ten more, gradually increasing the sets of ten pushes each day until I was doing fifty sets. What could be easier? With a little persistence, I’d grow and grow and grow!

Eager to get started, I placed my hands on the paddles and pushed, straining to contract the thick coils of the  spring. It took all my strength to squeeze those paddles together. I held that position and counted: one, two, three, four. On five, the spring suddenly sprang open, and the contraption slipped out of my hands, flipping onto the floor. I picked it up and tried again, breathing in deeply with each release. The muscles in my upper arms felt tight, and somewhere deep in my chest there were tingles of dull sensation.

For the next few days, I used the Bust Developer faithfully. Morning and night, I stood in front of the bathroom mirror with the paddles, working my way up to ten sets. The weekend came, and I had more time, so I did twenty sets a day. It was excruciating, but I knew it was for a good cause.

Two weeks later, I measured myself, and I was still thirty-one inches. I wasn’t getting any bigger; I was just getting sore. My arms ached and felt heavy. They hurt when I carried schoolbooks. Disillusioned, I shoved the developer under my bed, where it collected dust.

Summer came, and I went through a growth spurt. By the end of August, I was an inch and a half taller and my training bras were too tight. Mom took me shopping for new school clothes, and she bought me some new bras, size 32A. I guess I was a late bloomer. But the difference between the size of my bra cup and the size of Ann Tompkins’s somehow didn’t matter as much anymore. In fact, one day Ann confided to me that she didn’t like being busty, that boys made fun of how her breasts bounced when she ran. She was even afraid of how big she might be by the time she stopped growing. I doubted they made a Bust Reducer, and even if they did, it probably wouldn’t work anyway. So I just listened sympathetically and actually felt a little sorry for her.

But only just a little.

Mary Laufer 





“One Day You’ll Look Back on This . . .”

I’ve learned to take time for myself and to treat myself with a great deal of love and respect ’cause I like me. . . . I think I’m kind of cool.

Whoopi Goldberg 

“I can’t go to school like this!” I wailed as I stared into my mirror, hating my face, my body and life in general. A river of salty tears traced a path down my cheeks. Summoned from the kitchen by my shrieking, my mother appeared at my side a second later.

“What’s the problem?” she asked patiently.

“Everything . . . just everything!” I complained and continued to stare horrified into the mirror.

At almost thirteen, the problems that I felt I had were overwhelming. I had a hideous new crop of angry, red pimples that had erupted on my forehead and chin overnight—every night. My hair suddenly looked greasy all the time, even though I washed it every second day. My aching tummy signaled that my newfound “friend” was about to visit once again, causing my jeans to fit too snugly and make me appear as though I had been eating nothing  but hot fudge sundaes. And to top it off, my chewed-up fingernails were torn and bloody, since biting them seemed to go along with the way I worried about how other people perceived me. But everything that was bothering me wasn’t just on the surface—I also had a broken heart. The guy I had been going out with had recently dumped me in favor of an older, more developed girl. Everything combined, I was a physical and emotional wreck.

“Come on, now, Honey. Try not to cry,” my mother said with a smile. “I remember what it was like to be your age. It was awkward and frustrating, and I got my heart stomped on, too, but I came through it—and so will you! It’s not as bad as you think, and once you get to school with all your friends, you’ll forget all about your pimples and what’s-his-name, and one day you’ll look back on this and wonder why you were ever so upset.”

Convinced that she didn’t know what she was talking about, I gave her a dirty look and headed off for school, greeting my girlfriends on the sidewalk while my mother waved encouragingly from the front door. Later, as much as I hated to admit it, I found out that my mother was right. As I spent time with my friends who were going through the same things that I was, my mind wasn’t on my troubles anymore, and soon I was laughing.

When I returned home later that day, I was in a much better mood and because I had put my best foot forward, my mother rewarded me with a bag of goodies she had purchased from the drugstore. On my bed was a bag that included shampoo and conditioner, some acne medication, a gift certificate to a hair salon and, surprisingly, some hot, new shades of nail polish.

“What on earth is this?” I asked bewildered, thinking that my mother had to be out of her mind if she thought I was going to flaunt my gnarled nails.

As it turned out, she had a plan. I thought that it was  cruel at the time, yet it turned out to be highly effective. I wasn’t allowed to have any of the stuff in the bag, nor was I allowed to keep my ever-so-important stick of concealer. The deal was that for each week that I didn’t bite my fingernails, one item of my choice would be returned to me. Desperate to retrieve my makeup and to get my hands on everything in the drugstore bag, I concentrated heavily on my schoolwork, instead of biting my nails and worrying about what people thought of me. Over the next few weeks, I was thrilled to watch my nails grow. By the time I earned the certificate to have my hair cut and restyled, my nails were so long that my mother also treated me to a manicure while we were at the salon. And as time wore on, I began to see that I was getting through the rough spot, just as she had promised I would.

I liked that I received so many compliments on my hands and hair, but more than that, I was proud of myself for sticking with the deal and improving myself in the process—so proud, as a matter of fact, that I failed to notice my acne slowly clearing up. And I couldn’t have cared less about what’s-his-name. He quickly became a distant memory as I began to date many different boys, some of whom broke my heart and others whose hearts I broke.

Though it certainly wasn’t my last acne outbreak, bad hair day or crushed spirit, I did learn something. I will hold with me forever my mother’s words of wisdom: “One day you’ll look back on this and wonder why you were ever so upset.”

Years later, after several ups and downs in my life, I look back and realize that I did come through it all and I am the better for it. I only hope that if one day I have a daughter who is experiencing the struggles of adolescence, I will be as understanding, helpful and creative as my mother was with me.

Laurie Lonsdale 





The Day I Gave My Panties Away 

One loses many laughs by not laughing at oneself.

Sara Jeannette Duncan 

“Oh,” I groaned, frustrated. “Where is that stupid bathing cap?”

My sixth-grade class was going swimming this morning, and we were all required to wear a bathing cap at the pool we were going to. I’d left the packing of my swimwear until two minutes before I had to leave for school, and now I was in a panic. I had torn apart almost every drawer of my dresser trying to uncover a bathing cap. So far I had found nothing.

Finally, stuffing my hand into the far left corner of my top drawer, I felt something that resembled the missing cap.

I pulled my hand out hopefully. In my grip was more than I had bargained for. In my hand were two bathing caps and a couple of pairs of panties. I let out an audible sigh of relief as I hastily flung one of each item into my bag. The remainder of my find I dropped on top of one of the many mountains of clothes that rose from my bedroom floor.

“Okay, class,” my teacher, Mr. Smith, began enthusiastically. “The bus will be here in about five minutes, so I would like you all to go out to your lockers and get your equipment. But before you go, I want you to know that I will expect to see your best behavior. . . .”

I knew that I should be listening to this lecture on expectations, but I was too engrossed in my excitement and daydreams to care. I was imagining all the fun I was going to have with my friends on inflatable pool toys and jumping off diving boards. Perhaps I would even have enough guts to take the plunge from the high dive.

A timid knock at the classroom door roused me from my dreams and transported me back to the classroom. Mr. Smith answered the door. Though the conversation between my teacher and the mysterious visitor was hushed, I was almost certain that I could hear my mother’s voice. What in heaven’s name is she doing here? I thought confusedly. Within a few minutes, the conversation at the door had ceased and the visitor was gone. Mr. Smith returned to his former place at the front of the classroom, carrying a brown paper bag in his hands. “Your mother brought you your bathing cap, Katherine,” he called casually.

“But . . . ,” I looked up at him quizzically. “I already have my bathing cap.”

“Then why don’t you lend it to someone who did forget theirs,” he replied as he handed me the bag.

I shrugged. “Sure. Anybody want it?” Kris, the boy who sits behind me, shot up his hand. I turned and tossed him the bag.

By the time we returned to school, it was lunchtime. I usually went home for lunch, and today was no exception. On my way home, all I could think of was the field trip. It had been awesome. My friends and I had spent our time trying to steal the inflatable boats from the boys and  leaping from the diving boards. I was a bit disappointed in myself for not having the courage to conquer the high dive, but I could attempt it again later.

As I stepped into the porch of my house, the soft aroma of batter filled my nostrils. My mother was at the stove flipping pancakes. She glanced at me as I skipped happily into the kitchen and then remarked proudly, “Aren’t you glad that I brought you your panties and ba . . .”

“What!?!” I wailed, mortified. Instant tears gushed down my burning face. Was she telling me that the brown paper bag I had so kindly given to Kris contained my bathing cap as well as . . . MY PANTIES? I had a horrifying vision of Kris sitting on a damp bench in the boy’s locker room, the brown paper bag in hand, expecting to dump my bathing cap onto his lap and having my panties tumble out along with it.

“You put my panties in that bag?” I cried again despairingly. “I gave it to the boy who sits behind me.” I collapsed to the floor in anguish and embarrassment.

My mother stared at my stricken face, dumbstruck.

“How could you have done this to me?” I prattled on, sobbing. My voice was husky with emotion. “I already had a bathing cap and panties. Why didn’t you tell Mr.

Smith that my panties were in the bag too? I’m so embarrassed! I’m never going to school again.”

“I’m sorry, Katherine. I thought I was doing you a favor,” my mother apologized. “After you left for school this morning, I went up to your bedroom and saw a bathing cap and a pair of panties on the top of that monstrous pile of clothes on your floor. I thought that you must have dropped them in your rush out the door. And what exactly did you want me to tell your male teacher? Something along the lines of . . . ‘Uh, Mr. Smith, I have Katherine’s panties and bathing cap in this bag . . . ah . . . I was wondering if you could give them to her’?”

I couldn’t help chuckling at her little drama through my tears, but in a few moments I was lamenting again. “But, Mom, how am I ever going to be able to show my face at school again? Kris has probably told everyone, and the entire class will make fun of me!”

This time it was my mother’s turn to laugh. “I’ll bet that he hasn’t told anyone, and I doubt that he ever will. He’s probably more embarrassed than you are.”

I remember it taking every bit of my mother’s strength to get me out the door after lunch that day. It was later on in the afternoon when I felt the small soggy bundle of the brown bag containing the panties and bathing cap roll over my shoulder and tumble into my lap. I sneaked a quick glimpse behind me. Kris was staring straight ahead, unsuccessfully pretending to pay attention to the math lesson. My mother was right. He must have been just as embarrassed as I was, because he never said thank-you for the bathing cap, and he hasn’t ever even mentioned the trip to the pool in my presence.

Katherine Anne Magee, 14 





Unidentified Floating Object 

Total absence of humor renders life impossible.

Colette 

I couldn’t believe my eyes as I peaked above the water, desperately hoping to become invisible at the public pool.

I had never felt so humiliated in my entire life! If I could have become a tiny fish and exited out through the filtration system, I would have been gone in a flash!

My sixteen-year-old sister and I had been enjoying another Saturday afternoon sunbathing, diving, chatting with friends and flirting with boys. At fifteen, I felt awkward-looking and definitely not pretty. My hair was too curly and unmanageable, my face was covered with huge pimples and I was shorter than most other girls my age. But worst of all, nothing had developed up top.

That spring, my aunt had flown in from Idaho for her annual visit with our family and had taken me shopping. She bought me the most beautiful bathing suit ever. The problem was that I did not fill out the top of it. My aunt had been very, very blessed in the bust area and found  the situation to be humorous. I didn’t find it funny at all, but I felt a little better when she bought some white foam inserts for me that could be slipped under the thin mesh lining of the suit. Once I got them in place, the suit looked much better on me.

I couldn’t wait for summer so that I could wear my new suit to the pool and show off my fake figure. When the day finally came, I carefully placed the foam inserts under the mesh lining and went to the pool feeling more confident in myself than I ever had. I soon noticed that I was getting more attention from the boys than before. It was a great Saturday of fun and sun—until I took a plunge off the diving board.

When I swam back up to the top of the water, at first I didn’t realize what had happened. I had swum over to the shallow end and was standing up to talk with some of my friends when my sister swam over with a look of panic on her face, grabbed me and spun me around to face her. She told me that one of my inserts was missing and my chest was lopsided. I looked down in disbelief, but she was right! I quickly ducked under the water, removed the remaining foam insert and squeezed it tightly in my hand so that it could not be seen. At least now my body was even on both sides, but where was the missing one?

My sister and I looked around the pool frantically for several minutes before we discovered its whereabouts. It had floated to the top of the pool while I was finishing my dive and several boys had discovered it. They were tossing it back and forth to each other, laughing loudly and making crude comments. I wanted to die! Absolutely die! If the boys figured out where the foam insert had come from, I would become the object of horrible jokes. I would never want to swim at the pool again!

My sister, who was always my protector when other kids were doing something to hurt me, sped into action.  She got out of the pool, grabbed our towels and stood by the edge of the pool. I quickly got out and wrapped the towel around myself as fast as possible. She then grabbed our belongings and made a fast break to the pool office, where she called our dad to pick us up. As we waited outside for our dad to get there, a cute boy that I had been making friends with that day came out to see why we were leaving so soon. I bunched the towel up in front of me and acted like I was cold so he wouldn’t notice that I was much flatter than the last time he had seen me. I was so relieved when our dad showed up to take us home.
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