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			PRAISE FOR

			Reviving Ophelia

			“[A] compelling account.”

			–Roanoke Times & World-News

			“Pipher is an eloquent advocate. . . . With sympathy and focus she cites case histories to illustrate the struggles required of adolescent girls to maintain a sense of themselves. . . . Pipher offers concrete suggestions for ways by which girls can build and maintain a strong sense of self.”

			–Publishers Weekly

			“Pipher integrates literature, memoirs, and memories of her own adolescence and that of her daughter; she also has a deft way of summing up psychological phenomena in layperson’s terms. . . . Serious and thoughtful material presented with the fluidity of good fiction.”

			–Kirkus Reviews

			“A must-read for all of us who care about the young women in our lives. . . . Reviving Ophelia arms us with information we can use in helping our daughters grow to adulthood with their strength intact.”

			–Lincoln Journal Star

			“This book is the first to explore carefully the many aspects of adolescence. It does so without blaming, vilifying, or shouting ‘Victim here.’ Instead Dr. Pipher uses clear, jargonless language and fascinating stories to challenge readers to look at what our culture does to teenage girls. Parents, teachers, and therapists alike will profit from Dr. Pipher’s knowledge.”

			–DR. MARY KENNING, Juvenile Justice System, Minneapolis

			“Adolescent girls have always fallen through the cracks, but now they are tumbling into a chasm. Dr. Pipher goes deep inside their world and comes back with a clearheaded and compassionate report. We owe it to ourselves and our daughters to read this book.”

			–CAROL SPINDEL
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			Introduction

			MARY

			REVIVING OPHELIA WAS MY attempt to understand my experiences as a mother of a teenage daughter and a therapist for adolescent girls. I wrote it in 1994 to sound an alarm about the poisonous culture that adolescent girls were experiencing. At the time, my goals seemed grandiose: I wanted to educate therapists, teachers, and parents; to help girls heal; and to change the culture. Yet, in some ways, I feel as if the book accomplished its aims. It was widely read and loved by many teenagers and their parents. Mothers told me that it helped them understand their daughters. Psychologists gradually moved away from attributing teenagers’ problems to their dysfunctional families and turned instead to helping adolescents and their parents cope with a difficult cultural environment. Educators developed ways to encourage and sustain girls’ interest in math and science. All over the country organizations such as the Ophelia Project, Girl Scouts, and the YWCA worked to empower young women.

			I am deeply grateful to my readers, the communities that hosted me for speaking events, and the many people who contacted me to share their reactions to the book. My greatest reward has been to hear of all the positive changes that Reviving Ophelia inspired.

			Twenty-five years later, I am honored to work with my daughter, Sara, to update that edition. In this book we explore what has and hasn’t changed for girls, and we will examine the effects of American culture on the lives of girls today. We hope this new edition will be of use to girls and to the adults who want to help them grow into bold, kind, competent women.

			In the 1990s, my office was swamped with girls with serious, even life-threatening, problems, such as anorexia or the desire to harm themselves. Others had problems that ranged from refusing to go to school, to intentionally underachieving, to constantly provoking fights with their parents. These kinds of issues were less dangerous than suicide threats but more puzzling. Many of my clients were victims of sexual violence. As I talked with these girls, I became aware of how little I really understood about the world of adolescent girls in the 1990s. My adolescent experiences from the early 1960s weren’t helpful. Girls in the 1990s were living in a whole new world, a world of increasingly violent and sexualized television, MTV videos, and blatantly sexualized advertising.

			As a therapist, I often felt bewildered and frustrated. These feelings led to questions: Why are so many girls in therapy? What is the meaning of lip, nose, and eyebrow piercings (which were new phenomena at that time)? How can I help thirteen-year-olds deal with herpes or genital warts? Why are drugs and alcohol common in the stories of seventh graders? Why do so many girls say they hate their parents?

			Meanwhile, Sara and her friends were riding a roller coaster. Sometimes they were happy and interested in their world; other times they just seemed wrecked. They were hard on their families and one another. Junior high seemed like a crucible where confident, well-adjusted girls were transformed into sad and angry failures.

			When my friends and I talked about our adolescent daughters, we felt angry and unsure how to proceed. Many of us were frustrated by our daughters, who became upset with us for the smallest things. We had raised our girls to be assertive and confident, yet they seemed to be insecure and concerned with their looks and femininity. Several dilemmas came up again and again: How could we encourage our daughters to be independent and autonomous and still keep them safe? How could we inspire them to take on a world that included kidnappers and date rapists? How could we offer them guidance and support without making them mad? Even in our small city with its mostly middle-class population, girls often experienced trauma. How could we help girls heal from it? What could we do to prevent it?

			As a mother and therapist, I struggled to make sense of what I was observing. My friends and I had unleashed our share of adolescent angst yet, for the most part, we didn’t develop eating disorders, threaten suicide, cut ourselves, or run away from home. Why were girls having more trouble in the 1990s?

			At first blush, it seemed life for teenage girls should have felt better in 1994. After all, we had embraced the women’s movement. Hadn’t that helped? The answer turned out to be yes and no. Many of my friends—middle-aged and middle-class women like myself—were fortunate in ways few women had been since the beginning of time. We had opportunities our mothers never imagined possible. However, in specific ways, girls felt more oppressed. They were coming of age in a more dangerous, sexualized, and media-saturated culture. They faced incredible pressure to be beautiful and sophisticated, which in junior high meant using drugs and alcohol and being sexually active. As they navigated a more dangerous world, girls were less protected.

			The more I looked around, the more I listened to the music, watched television and movies, and examined sexist advertising, the more convinced I became that, as a society, we were on the wrong path with our daughters. American culture was poisonous to teenage girls. The messages girls received about sex, beauty, and their place in the world truncated their development and left many of them traumatized. With the onset of puberty, girls were crashing into a junk culture that was just too hard for them to understand and master. Many became overwhelmed, depressed, and angry.

			In 1963, Betty Friedan wrote of “the problem with no name.” She pointed out that many women were miserable but couldn’t articulate the source of that misery. Adolescent girls in the 1990s faced a similar unnamed problem. They knew that something was very wrong, but they looked for the source within themselves or their families. I wanted to help them see their lives in the context of larger cultural forces. With Reviving Ophelia, I named the problem I was seeing.

			Now, twenty-five years later, adolescent girls are doing better than girls were in the 1990s, but they too are coming of age in a new world: the digital world. As I reflect on fifty years of girls’ lives, I realize how the culture has not only changed for girls. In 1959, I turned thirteen with all the shyness, pimples, hormones, and self-consciousness that age implies. In the 1990s, I was the mother of a teenage daughter and a therapist working primarily with adolescent girls. Now I have two teenage granddaughters.

			Kate, Sara, and I are all members of brink generations. Born right after World War II ended and living in rural Nebraska, I was a member of the last American generation to grow up without television. Born right after the official end of the Vietnam War, my daughter was in the last generation to be raised without cell phones, computers, or digital devices. And my granddaughter Kate, born in July 2001, two months before 9/11, is a member of the first generation of digital natives.

			I grew up in a slow time and place, and my world was my family and the tiny town of Beaver City, Nebraska. Most of the news was local and most of our entertainment was locally manufactured and face-to-face. Children had little to do but play together, read, and talk to people.

			Sara’s generation negotiated the transition from a local culture to a global one. The sense of community that had sheltered girls of my generation was rapidly vanishing. Girls still maintained face-to-face relationships, but their common culture was generated far away by corporate entities with no interest in their health and well-being. My daughter and my adolescent therapy clients in 1994 were part of a generation running headfirst into a toxic culture with little help from the adults in their lives. Teenagers were rebellious, unsettled, and angry at their parents for not understanding their experiences and not protecting them.

			Today, adults and teenagers are more sophisticated about the effects of corporate culture, but now we find ourselves confronted with new waves of technology that none of us understand how to manage. With the rare exception of girls who are off-line by intention or circumstance, digital devices have replaced face-to-face interactions. Teens are more likely to stay home or go places with their parents than they are to venture out on their own or with their friends. Now they spend their weekends watching Netflix and communicating with friends via texts, Snapchat, or Instagram.

			Girls today are less likely to be in trouble for their drinking, drug use, sexual behavior, or party-going, but they are more likely to be depressed, anxious, and suicidal. Many girls sense that something is wrong in the digitally driven culture they inhabit. They sleep with their phones on and describe pressure to stay connected at all times. Yet they also feel a deep loneliness and a lack of connection to their families, communities, and to the natural world. They express nostalgia for the “olden days” of dating, reading books, and phone calls with friends. They seem fragile and afraid of being out on their own.

			In my small town in the 1950s and 1960s, I felt safe. We know now that sexual assaults and domestic violence were not reported and that many people of color were victims of violence, but the children I knew moved about the world freely and danger seemed far away. My daughter’s generation was more aware of sexual assaults, incest, and violent crimes from all over the country. Television reported such events; crime rates were higher; and milk cartons featured grainy photos of missing children. Yet 1994 was pre-Columbine and other school shootings; it predated 9/11, the Iraq War, Al Qaeda and ISIS, the opioid epidemic, the climate crisis, the global refugee crisis, the political and social polarization of our country, and the rise of white supremacism.

			Primarily because of the nonstop coverage of crime and danger, today’s teens and their parents are more frightened and risk averse than earlier generations. Teens are less likely to go out on their own than were teens in 1994 despite the fact that—according to the Pew Research Council—by 2016, violent crime rates had decreased by 50 percent since 1993.

			Between 1960 and today, two great force vectors have been operative. Americans have become much more fearful, and we have moved from a person-to-person, community-based style of living to one that relies primarily on digital connections. A professor friend of mine told me that students used to be so loud between classes that it was almost impossible to hear. He said that now, between classes, the halls are absolutely silent. Students aren’t flirting or chatting; they are looking at their phones.

			Still, many aspects of life have changed for the better since 1994. Divorce rates have dropped. Fewer teenagers have unplanned pregnancies. This generation is more open to the LGBTQ community and less likely to be racist. Girls are less frequently in trouble for their behaviors and more inclined to be activists and feminists.

			Girls, especially once they reach high school, also report strong feelings of love and respect for their parents. In our recent interviews and focus groups, we observed very little of the surliness and angry attitudes that were so prevalent in the 1990s. Parents also report that they feel close to their daughters and have few discipline issues.

			I suspect there are many reasons for these improvements in relationships between parents and teens. These include increasingly harsh economic conditions and the perception that the world is a dangerous place. Families tend to stick together when the going gets tough. Also, as real communities disappear, what’s left is the family unit. Since teens today aren’t causing as much trouble, parents tend to be warmer and more accepting of their children. In addition, fathers are much more engaged in their daughters’ lives than they were even twenty-five years ago. Girls appreciate that they have a family that shelters them from the storms of today’s world.

			Most of what I learned about social media while researching this new edition of Reviving Ophelia was negative. Since 2007, when iPhones arrived on the scene, girls as a group have become more isolated. Critical developmental processes are being disrupted. I acknowledge that digital technology has an upside, but even the positive arguments for social media can be overstated. For example, I often hear a variant of, “A daughter can stay in touch with her grandmother by texting.” My reply is, “Well, sure, but she and her grandmother would probably be closer if they talked on the phone or visited face-to-face.”

			On the other hand, we have witnessed the power of social media and networking in nascent youth-built activist movements, such as #MeToo and #NeverAgain, the latter of which originated following the school shooting in Parkland, Florida, in February 2018. Middle-school and high-school students nationwide “found” one another on Twitter and Instagram and used those platforms to organize rallies and positive actions for such groups as Sí Se Puede and Black Lives Matter.

			And, of course, I use social media myself. I have a professional website and an author page on Facebook. Sara checks her Twitter and Instagram accounts several times each day. I know many people depend on social media for entertainment and we all need a break from the harsh global political realities that define the world today. I judge no one for their use of social media. Rather, I want to suggest ways in which parents and their daughters can be more intentional in their online use. I assume most of us don’t want our epitaph to read “She had 2,000 followers.”

			Sara and I were fortunate to find just the research we needed from monitoring the future and in psychologist Jean Twenge’s book iGen. Twenge examines research from 1974 to 2016 on everything from suicide and crime rates to incidence of television watching, time spent online, and books read per year. By comparing one generation to another on hundreds of dimensions, she was able to make insightful points about how times and teens have changed.

			In this updated edition, we conducted interviews with girls from much the same demographic groups as my therapy clients in the early 1990s and we held focus groups for teenage girls and for mothers. I interviewed therapists while Sara, a former middle-school teacher, interviewed teachers and school counselors.

			In the first edition of Reviving Ophelia, I wrote about therapy clients I had seen over the years. Most of the girls we discuss in this update, we met only once. These interviews and focus group girls cannot capture growth across time the way that therapy stories did, but they do highlight the unique challenges that girls face today and they offer us snapshots of their lives. Our interviews and research reveal those challenges that have changed and the perils and joys that have remained the same.

			We also invited girls from diverse communities around the country to read Reviving Ophelia and share their reactions. We asked them what felt dated and what still felt relevant to their lives. We encouraged them to illustrate the text with captions, margin notes, and slash marks and to candidly report to us what they thought we needed to discuss in the new edition. Not surprisingly, we found that girls still struggle with misogyny, eating disorders, sexism, peer pressure, and identity issues. What they all agreed had changed the landscape of adolescence was social media. Every girl wrote in almost every chapter, “Include social media.”

			In this update, we kept many of the compelling stories from the original book and we have added new stories of modern girls. We reflect on the changes in girls’ lives and include up-to-date research and advice tailored to this moment in time. We kept some of the language from the earlier edition, even though it now reads as dated. (For example, girls in the 1960s and ’90s attended junior highs. Now they attend middle schools.)

			I wrote “Then and Now, 1959–2019” and “What I’ve Learned from Listening.” Sara conducted and penned almost all the interviews. We added one new chapter on anxiety. In chapter 16, “A Fence at the Top of the Hill,” we offer concrete suggestions for parents, teens, and all those who work with teenagers. Our afterword offers hope and guidance for thriving in an age of disruption.

			When I reread Reviving Ophelia, I was struck by how relevant it still felt. Girls continue to grapple with peer troubles, family discord, and anxiety about their appearance. While the culture has changed, the developmental needs of girls have stayed the same. Girls still need what they have long needed—loving parents, decent values, friends, physical safety, freedom to move about independently, respect for their own uniqueness, and encouragement to grow into productive adults. They need protection from the most harmful aspects of our culture and connection to its most wholesome and beautiful aspects.

			In 1994, I suggested that we work together to strengthen girls so that they will be prepared for the culture they actually live in. Sara and I reached that same conclusion today. We can encourage emotional resilience and self-protection. We can support and guide girls through the tumult of adolescence, but most important, we can work together to build a culture that is less complicated and more nurturing, less violent and sexualized, and more growth producing. Our daughters deserve a world in which all their gifts can be developed and appreciated. We hope this book fosters a conversation about how we can build that world with them.

		

	
		
			

			Introduction

			SARA

			Reflections from the Original Ophelia

			IF REBELLION AND RISK-TAKING defined my generation of adolescent girls—those who graduated from high school in the early- to mid-1990s—then I could have been a poster child for my peers. I was as snarky and rebellious as a middle-class Nebraska girl could be, which is to say that while taking risks I also earned good grades and remembered to handwrite thank-you notes to my grandmother for birthday and Christmas presents. My stomping ground was Lincoln, Nebraska, a pleasant college town in a flyover state smack in the middle of the country. Several of my close friends appeared in the original Reviving Ophelia, and my mother called upon me to edit dialogue for “teen accuracy.”

			Highlights of my adolescence included forays into vegetarianism and animal rights activism, an eyebrow ring at seventeen, remarkably unnatural hair colors, grunge attire, and sneaking out to raves and concerts in cities several hours from home. I sneered at mainstream culture and used the word Muffy to describe my preppy, cheerleading counterparts. I was at once atypical and fairly representative of early-’90s girls and their peccadilloes. I remember one comically dark moment from my freshman year of college when I heard an uncharitable neighbor mutter in my direction at the grocery store, “Reviving Ophelia? More like Drowning Ophelia.”

			It’s funny now but, in fact, that busybody was missing the point. We adolescent girls weren’t drowning, we were cannonballing off the high diving board. The Ophelias in my social circle were limit pushers, riot grrrls, budding feminists, and haters of conformity. We listened to all-female punk rock, road-tripped to the Lilith Fair, and aimed for androgyny in our style. The last thing we wanted was the approval of the cardigan-wearing, cookie-baking book club set.

			We were also, unsurprisingly, leading lives not fully understood by our mothers. Teenage girls will always keep secrets, and that is both fair and developmentally appropriate. We kept under wraps our crushes, our experimentation with drugs and alcohol, our rule breaking. We cursed like sailors, reclaiming words like pussy and cunt as empowering and powerful. I loved my mother fiercely but nearly perished from embarrassment every time she made small talk with my friends. We were busy with the work of distancing ourselves from our families of origin and embracing our emerging identities as independent young women.

			My friends and I got away with a lot, by virtue of our middle-class white privilege, our family connections, and our intelligence. While I spent my fair share of time grounded for missing curfew, I also soloed in youth symphony and volunteered at a homeless shelter. One friend and I skipped orchestra for a month during our junior year of high school, instead spending sixth period downtown playing pool and drinking Italian sodas at a coffee shop. I’m pretty sure I still earned an A that semester. My peers and I cared about schoolwork and assumed we were going to college. The higher education conversations in our household weren’t if but rather where?

			In 1994, some of my friends were having sex and some weren’t. Sex wasn’t a coolness-defining act, and in my peer group it tended to occur in the context of long-term relationships. I was envious of my friends who were having sex, mainly because it meant they also had a guaranteed prom date and someone to hold hands with in the cafeteria. I have no doubt that sexual assaults occurred, but I didn’t hear much about them. We were all a bit in awe of our first friends to lose their virginity, and we were also aware of the slut versus stud double standard and supported one another accordingly.

			In the evenings, we made time for Beverly Hills, 90210 between music lessons and homework. We were the MTV generation, setting our clocks by the debuts of new videos, Total Request Live, and Headbanger’s Ball. We wanted Julia Roberts’s legs, Winona Ryder’s style, and the ability to wail like Tori Amos. We longed for a boyfriend who reflected the perfect, broody combination of Patrick Swayze, Eddie Vedder, Luke Perry, and our dreamy philosophy teacher, Mr. Jundt.

			Darkness flitted around the fringes of our comfortable Nebraska lives. During my junior year of high school, a local college student named Candice Harms was abducted, tortured, and murdered. In the frightening time after her disappearance but before her captors were apprehended, our teachers urged us never to walk to our cars alone and to shine flashlights into our backseats before driving anywhere at night. It was the first time such violence hit close to home, and my classmates and I were terrified. Around that same time, my best friend, Sarah, and I discovered a clunky, dial-in local chat room and spent every waking hour (at five cents per minute) calling in and typing to new friends, mostly other awkward high school kids around town. It was months later that we learned we’d shared virtual space—and occasionally messaged with—Candi’s murderer. It was an early and abrupt lesson in the dangers of online “relationships.”

			Depression, often unnamed, touched many of us. Though as a group we were less fretful about grades and test scores than our present-day counterparts, we shared their predilection for poor self-image and social anxiety. Most of us wanted to be thinner, and thin girls wanted more curves. We fell apart when we didn’t get accepted to our first- choice universities (I’m looking at you, Macalester College) and soothed our bruised hearts with marijuana or Boone’s Farm wine coolers. Looking back, our challenges seem so much simpler than those experienced by girls today. My generation predated Columbine, 9/11, ISIS, and Snapchat. Our problems tended to be local, family or schoolbased, or internal.

			To an extent, every generation is written off as apathetic by those who paved the way, and mine was no exception. We were third wave feminists enjoying the fruits of our foremothers’ efforts, but my peers and I were not entitled princesses content to eat macaroons while popular culture and politics rocketed past us. We wanted to create change in our own lives and communities.

			Nineteen nineties girls were cultural critics, ushering in a new era of openness and advocacy. Friends and I at our high school formed GLOBE, the Gay/Lesbian Organization for the Betterment of Everyone, an early iteration of gay/straight alliances. We encouraged our administrators to create a recycling program, and we wore black armbands to school after the 1991 beating of Rodney King by Los Angeles police officers. We cared about causes, but we also existed in a haze of unselfconscious myopia. Our feelings, our friendships, were of paramount importance. Activism was an extracurricular activity.

			If we floundered significantly in our awareness, it was around race. Lincoln High School was, at the time, the largest and most diverse school in the state, yet most of my friends were white. Our cafeteria seating was de facto segregated, and Rainbow Club—an organization celebrating diversity and our student body’s rich breadth of cultural backgrounds—was generally led by students of color and sparsely attended by white kids. I remember noticing these divides and disliking them, but I didn’t generate ideas for how to change things.

			Looking back from my current vantage point—that of a forty-one-year-old mother of two—there are many aspects of my adolescence that I am grateful for. I am grateful that my most awkward years coincided with the popularity of oversized flannel shirts; skinny jeans and crop tops would have ensured the annihilation of my fragile shards of self-confidence. I am relieved that I had to endure bullies only during the school day; their ridicule didn’t follow me home on social media. I’m thankful for a cadre of female musicians who growled about their anger and made me feel understood. I am appreciative of loving parents who, with both exasperation and grace, rode out my moodiness and predilection for body jewelry.

			I am inspired, as well, by the girls I interviewed for this book. They are getting many things right in this new century. They have bypassed tolerance in favor of acceptance—and often, celebration—of people different from themselves. They are insightful about their own mental health. They are activists for causes they believe in. They are weathering adolescence with humor and sincerity. Today’s girls need love, guidance, deep friendships, respectable limits, and time to figure out life on their own terms.

			So did I.

		

	
		
			

			ONE

			Saplings in the Storm

			WHEN MY COUSIN Polly was a girl, she was energy in motion. She danced, did cartwheels and splits, played football, basketball, and baseball with the neighborhood boys, wrestled with my brothers, biked, climbed trees, and rode horses. She was as lithe and as resilient as a willow branch and as unrestrained as a lion cub. Polly talked as much as she moved. She yelled out orders and advice, shrieked for joy when she won a bet or heard a good joke, laughed with her mouth wide open, argued with kids and grown-ups, and insulted her foes in the language of a construction worker.

			We formed the Marauders, a secret club that met over her garage. Polly was the Tom Sawyer of the club. She planned the initiations and led the spying expeditions and hikes to haunted houses. She showed us the rituals to become blood “brothers” and taught us card tricks and how to smoke cigarettes.

			Then Polly had her first period and started junior high school. She tried to keep up her old ways, but she was called a tomboy and chided for not acting more ladylike. She found herself excluded by her boy pals and by the girls, who were moving into makeup and romances.

			This left Polly confused and shaky. She had temper tantrums and withdrew from both the boys’ and girls’ groups. A few months later, she reentered her community as Becky Thatcher, Tom Sawyer’s quiet, well-behaved girlfriend. She wore stylish clothes and watched from the sidelines as the boys dominated the classroom and playground. Once again she was accepted and popular. She glided smoothly through our small society. No one spoke of the changes or mourned the loss of our school’s most dynamic citizen. I was the only one who felt that a tragedy had transpired.

			Girls in what Freud called the latency period, roughly age six or seven through puberty, are anything but latent. I think of my daughter, Sara, during those years—performing chemistry experiments and magic tricks, playing her violin, starring in her own plays, rescuing wild animals, and biking all over town. I think of her friend Tamara, who wrote a three-hundred-page novel the summer of her sixth-grade year. I remember myself at that age, reading every children’s book in the library of my town. One week I planned to be a great doctor like Albert Schweitzer. The next week I wanted to write like Louisa May Alcott or dance in Paris like Isadora Duncan. I have never since had as much confidence or ambition.

			Most preadolescent girls are marvelous company because they are interested in everything—sports, nature, people, music, and books. Almost all the heroines of time-tested girls’ literature come from this age group—Anne of Green Gables, Heidi, and Pippi Longstocking. Girls this age bake pies, solve mysteries, and go on quests. They can take care of themselves and are not yet burdened with caring for others. They have a brief respite from the female role and can be tomboys, a word that conveys courage, competence, and irreverence.

			They can act adaptively in any situation regardless of gender-role constraints. In the 1990s, girls between seven and eleven rarely came to therapy; they didn’t need it. I could count on my fingers the girls this age whom I had seen: Coreen, who was physically abused; Anna, whose parents were divorcing; and Brenda, whose father killed himself. These girls were courageous and resilient. During one session Brenda said, “If my father didn’t want to stick around, that’s his loss.” Coreen and Anna were angry, not at themselves, but rather at the grown-ups they felt were making mistakes. It was amazing how little help these girls needed from me to heal and move on.

			A horticulturist at a university told me a revealing story. Twyla led a tour of junior high girls who were attending a math and science fair on her campus. She showed them big blue grass, delicate snowdrops, maple and willow trees. The younger girls interrupted one another with their questions and tumbled forward to see, touch, and smell everything. The ninth graders were different. They hung back. They didn’t touch plants or shout out questions. They stood primly to the side, looking bored and even a little disgusted by the enthusiasm of the younger girls. Twyla asked herself, What’s happened to these girls? What’s gone wrong? She told me, “I wanted to shake them, to say, ‘Wake up, come back. Is anybody home at your house?’”

			One summer morning, as I sat outside my favorite ice cream store, a mother and her teenage daughter stopped in front of me and waited for the pedestrian light to change. I heard the mother say, “You have got to stop blackmailing your father and me. Every time you don’t get what you want, you tell us that you want to run away from home or kill yourself. What’s happened to you? You used to be able to handle not getting your way.”

			The daughter stared straight ahead, barely acknowledging her mother’s words. The light changed and they crossed the street. I licked my ice cream cone. Another mother approached the same light with her preadolescent daughter in tow. They were holding hands. The daughter said to her mother “This is fun. Let’s hang out all afternoon.”

			Something dramatic happens to girls in early adolescence. Just as planes and ships disappear mysteriously into the Bermuda Triangle, so do the selves of girls go down in droves. They crash and burn in a social and developmental Bermuda Triangle. They lose their resiliency and optimism and become less curious and inclined to take risks. Their assertive, energetic, and “tomboyish” personalities fade away and they become more deferential, self-critical, and depressed. They report great unhappiness with their own bodies.

			Psychology documents but does not explain the crashes. Girls who once rushed to drink in experiences in enormous gulps sit quietly in the corner. Writers such as Sylvia Plath, Margaret Atwood, and Olive Schreiner have described the wreckage. Diderot, writing to his young friend Sophie Volland, described his observations harshly: “You all die at 15.”

			Fairy tales capture the essence of this phenomenon. Young women eat poisoned apples or prick their fingers with bewitched needles and fall asleep for a hundred years. They wander away from home, encounter great dangers, and are rescued by princes and transformed into passive and docile creatures.

			The story of Ophelia, from Shakespeare’s Hamlet, shows the destructive forces that affect young women. As a girl, Ophelia is happy and free, but with adolescence she loses herself. When she falls in love with Hamlet, she lives only for his approval. She has no inner direction; rather, she struggles to meet the demands of Hamlet and her father. Her value is determined utterly by male approval. Ophelia is torn apart by her efforts to please. When Hamlet spurns her because she is an obedient daughter, she goes mad with grief. Dressed in elegant clothes that weigh her down, she drowns in a stream filled with flowers.

			Girls know they are losing themselves. One of my clients said, “Everything good in me died in junior high.” Wholeness is shattered by the chaos of adolescence. Girls become fragmented with their integrated personalities split into mysterious contradictions. They are sensitive and tenderhearted, mean and competitive, superficial and idealistic. They are confident in the morning and overwhelmed with anxiety by nightfall. They rush through their days with wild energy and then collapse into lethargy. They try on new roles every week—this week the good student, next week the delinquent, and the next, the artist. And they expect their families to keep up with these changes.

			My teenaged clients in the 1990s were elusive and slow to trust adults. They were easily offended by a glance, a clearing of the throat, a silence, a lack of sufficient enthusiasm, or a comment that didn’t meet their immediate needs. Their voices had gone underground—their speech was more tentative and less articulate. Their moods swung widely. One week they loved the world and their families, the next they were critical of everyone. Much of their behavior was unreadable. Their problems were complicated and metaphorical—eating disorders, school phobias, and self-inflicted injuries. I found that I needed to ask again and again in a dozen different ways, “What are you trying to tell me?”

			Michelle, for example, was a beautiful, intelligent seventeen-year-old. Her mother brought her in after she became pregnant for the third time in three years. I tried to talk about why this was happening. She smiled a Mona Lisa smile to all my questions. “No, I don’t care all that much for sex.” “No, I didn’t plan this. It just happened.” When Michelle left a session, I felt like I’d been talking in the wrong language to someone far away.

			Holly was another mystery. She was shy, soft-spoken, and slow-moving, pretty under all her makeup and teased red hair. She was a Prince fan and wore only purple. Her father brought her in after she attempted suicide. She wouldn’t study, do chores, join any school activities, or find a job. Holly answered questions in patient, polite monosyllables. She really talked only when the topic was Prince. For several weeks we talked about him. She played me his tapes. Prince somehow spoke for her and to her.

			Daniella burned and cut herself when she was unhappy. Dressed in black, thin as a straw, she sat silently before me, her hair a mess, her ears, lips, and nose all pierced with rings. She spoke about the civil war in Bosnia and the hole in the ozone layer and asked me if I liked rave music. When I asked about her life, she played with her earrings and sat silently.

			I did my best for these girls, but I was in new territory. Eventually, Michelle, Holly, and Daniella made progress but, in the process, I was learning as much as they were about what was helpful.

			My clients were not that different from girls who were not seen in therapy. They came into therapy in crisis, but many teenagers had similar crises and did not see therapists. At that time, I taught at a small liberal arts college and the young women in my classes had essentially the same experiences as my therapy clients. One student worried about her best friend who’d been sexually assaulted. Another missed class after being hit by her boyfriend. Another asked what she should do about obscene calls from a man threatening to rape her. When stressed, another student stabbed her hand with paper clips until she drew blood. Many students asked for advice on eating disorders.

			When I spoke at high schools, girls approached me afterward to say that they had been raped, they wanted to run away from home, or that they had a friend who was anorexic or alcoholic. At first all this trauma surprised me. Then I expected it.

			Psychology has a long history of ignoring girls in this age group. Until the early 1990s, adolescent girls hadn’t been studied by academics, and they had long baffled therapists. Because they were secretive with adults and full of contradictions, they were difficult to study. So much was happening internally that’s not communicated on the surface.

			Simone de Beauvoir described the trouble that girls fall into this way: girls who were the subjects of their own lives became the objects of others’ lives. She wrote, “Young girls slowly bury their childhood, put away their independent and imperious selves and submissively enter adult existence.”

			Adolescent girls experience a conflict between their status as human beings and their vocation as females. De Beauvoir said, “Girls stop being and start seeming.”

			Girls become female impersonators who fit their whole selves into small, crowded spaces. Vibrant, confident girls become shy, doubting young women. Girls stop thinking, Who am I? What do I want? and start thinking, What must I do to please others?

			This gap between girls’ true selves and our cultural prescriptions for what is properly female creates enormous problems. To paraphrase a Stevie Smith poem about swimming in the sea, “They are not waving, they are drowning.” And just when they most need help, girls are unable to take their parents’ hands.

			Olive Schreiner wrote of her experiences as a young girl in The Story of an African Farm. “The world tells us what we are to be and shapes us by the ends it sets before us. To men it says, work. To us, it says, seem. The less a woman has in her head the lighter she is for carrying.” She described the finishing school that she attended in this way: “It was a machine for condensing the soul into the smallest possible area. I have seen some souls so compressed that they would have filled a small thimble.”

			Anthropologist Margaret Mead believed that the ideal culture is one in which there is a place for every human gift. By her standards, our Western culture is far from ideal for women. So many gifts are unused and unappreciated. So many voices are stilled. Stendhal wrote, “All geniuses born women are lost to the public good.”

			Psychologist Alice Miller wrote of the pressures on some young children to deny their true selves and assume false selves to please their parents. Reviving Ophelia suggests that adolescent girls experience a similar pressure to split into true and false selves, but this time the pressure comes not from parents but from the culture. Adolescence is when girls experience social pressure to put aside their authentic selves and to display only a small portion of their gifts.

			This pressure disorients and depresses most girls. One girl put it this way: “I’m a perfectly good carrot that everyone is trying to turn into a rose. As a carrot, I have good color and a nice leafy top. When I’m carved into a rose, I turn brown and wither.”

			Adolescent girls are saplings bent to the ground in a hurricane of changes. Three factors make young women vulnerable to the hurricane. One is their developmental level. Everything is changing—their body shapes, hormones, skin, and hair. Equanimity is replaced by imbalance. Their thinking is evolving. Far below the surface they are struggling with the most basic of human questions: What is my place in the universe? What is my meaning?

			Second, American culture has always smacked girls on the head in early adolescence. This is when they move into the broader culture that is rife with girl-hurting “isms,” such as sexism, capitalism, and lookism, which is the evaluation of a person solely on the basis of appearance.

			Third, American girls are expected to distance themselves from parents just at the time when they most need their support. As they struggle with countless new pressures, they must relinquish the protection and closeness they’ve felt with their families in childhood. They turn to their none-too-constant peers for support.

			Parents know only too well that something is happening to their daughters. Calm, considerate, and confident daughters grow moody, demanding, and distant. Girls who loved to talk are sullen and secretive. Girls who liked to hug now bristle when touched. Mothers complain that they can do nothing right in the eyes of their daughters. Involved fathers bemoan their sudden banishment from their daughters’ lives. But few parents realize how universal their experiences are. Their daughters are entering a new land, a dangerous place that parents can scarcely comprehend. Just when they most need a home base, they cut themselves loose without communication systems.

			Parents want to keep their daughters safe while they grow up and explore the world. Their job is to protect. The daughters’ job is to explore. Generally, parents are more protective of their daughters than is corporate America. Parents aren’t trying to make money off their daughters by selling them designer jeans or cigarettes; they just want them to be well-adjusted. They don’t see their daughters as sex objects or consumers but rather as real people with talents and interests. However, daughters turn away from their parents as they enter the new land. They rely on their peers, who are their fellow inhabitants of the strange country and who share a common language and set of customs. They often embrace the junk values of mass culture.

			This turning away from parents occurs partly for developmental reasons. Early adolescence is a time of physical and psychological change, self-absorption, preoccupation with peer approval, and identity formation. It’s a time when girls focus inward on their own fascinating changes. It’s partly for cultural reasons. In America, we define adulthood as a moving away from families into broader culture. Adolescence is the time for cutting bonds and breaking free. Adolescents may claim great independence from parents, but they are hyperaware of their parents’ behavior and ashamed of their smallest deviations from the norm. They don’t like to be seen with them and find their imperfections upsetting. A mother’s haircut or a father’s corny joke can ruin their day. Teenagers are furious at parents who say the wrong things or do not respond with perfect answers. Adolescents claim not to listen to their parents, but with their friends they discuss endlessly all parental attitudes. With amazing acuity, they sense nuance, doubt, ambiguity, discrepancy, and hypocrisy.

			Adolescents still have some of the magical thinking of childhood and believe that parents have the power to keep them safe and happy. They blame their parents for their misery, yet they make a point of not telling their parents how they think and feel. They keep secrets. For example, girls who are raped may not tell their parents. Instead, they become hostile and rebellious. In 1994, parents brought their daughters to therapy because of their anger and out-of-control behavior. When I heard about this unexplainable anger, I asked about rape. Ironically, girls were often angrier at their parents than at the rapists. They felt their parents should have known about the danger and been more protective; afterward, they should have sensed the pain and helped.

			Most parents felt like failures. They felt shut out, helpless, and misunderstood. They often attributed the difficulties of this time to their daughters and their own failings. They didn’t understand that these problems came with the developmental stage, the culture, and the times.

			Parents experienced an enormous sense of loss when their girls entered this new land. They missed the daughters who sang in the kitchen, read them their school papers, and accompanied them on fishing trips and to basketball games. They missed the daughters who liked to bake cookies, play Pictionary, and be kissed good night. In place of their lively, affectionate daughters they now lived with changelings—new girls who were sadder, angrier, and more complicated. Everyone was grieving.

			Fortunately, adolescence is time-limited. By late high school most girls are stronger and the winds are dying down. Some of the worst problems—cliques, confusion about identity, and struggles with parents—are on the wane. But the way each girl handles the problems of adolescence can have implications for her adult life. Without some guidance, the loss of wholeness, self-confidence, and self-direction can last well into adulthood. Many of my adult clients in the 1990s wrestled with the same issues that overwhelmed them as adolescent girls. Thirty-year-old accountants and Realtors, forty-year-old homemakers and doctors, and thirty-five-year-old nurses and schoolteachers asked the same questions as their teenage daughters.

			Even sadder were the women who were not struggling, who had forgotten that they had selves worth defending. They had repressed the pain of their adolescence and the betrayals of self in order to be pleasing. These women had come to therapy with the goal of becoming even more pleasing to others. They came to lose weight, to talk about their depression, or to rescue their marriage. When I asked them about their own needs, they were confused by the question.

			Most women struggled alone with the trauma of adolescence and they lived for years of adult life with their adolescent experiences unexamined. Many tried to forget painful memories of their own adolescence. Then perhaps their daughter’s pain awakened their own pain. Some were addicted to pills or alcohol or had stress-related illnesses such as ulcers, colitis, migraines, or psoriasis. Many had tried and failed to be perfect women. Even though they followed the rules and did as they were told, the world had not rewarded them. They felt angry, betrayed, taken for granted, and used rather than loved.

			Women I saw in therapy often knew how everyone in their family felt except themselves. They were great at balancing the needs of their coworkers, husbands, children, and friends, but they had forgotten to put themselves into the equation. They struggled with adolescent questions that were still unresolved in their lives: How important were looks and popularity? How do I care for myself and not be selfish? How can I be honest and still be loved? How can I achieve but not threaten others? How can I be sexual but not a sex object? How can I be responsive but not responsible for everyone?

			When I worked with women, the years fell away. We traveled back to their junior highs with the cliques, the shame, the embarrassment about bodies, the desire to be accepted, and the doubts about ability. So many adult women thought they were stupid and ugly. Many felt guilty if they took time to care for themselves. They did not express anger or ask for help.

			We pieced together a picture of childhood lost. We reviewed each woman’s particular story, her own time in the hurricane. Memories flooded in. Often there were tears, angry outbursts, sadness for what had been lost. So much time had been wasted pretending to be who others wanted. But also, we created a new vibrancy that comes from making connections, from choosing awareness over denial, and from the telling of secrets.

			We worked twenty or thirty years behind schedule. We reestablished each woman as the subject of her life, not as the object of others’ lives. We answered Freud’s patronizing question, “What do women want?” Each woman wanted something different and particular and yet each woman wanted the same thing—to be who she truly was and to become who she could become.

			Before I studied psychology, I studied cultural anthropology. I have always been interested in that place where culture and individual psychology intersect, in why cultures create certain personalities and not others, in how they pull for certain strengths in their members, in how certain talents are utilized while others atrophy from lack of attention. I’m interested in the role cultures play in the development of individual pathology. I believe as Gregory Bateson did that “the self is the individual plus her environment.”

			For a student of culture and personality, adolescence is fascinating. It’s an extraordinary time when individual, developmental, and cultural factors combine in ways that shape adulthood. It’s a time of marked internal development and massive cultural indoctrination. In my therapy and writing, I have tried to connect each girl’s story with larger cultural issues—to examine the intersection of the personal and the political. It’s a murky place; the personal and political are intertwined in all our lives. Our minds, which are shaped by the society in which we live, can oppress us. And yet our minds can also analyze and work to change the culture.

			An analysis of the culture cannot ignore individual differences in women. Some women blossom and grow under the most hostile conditions while others wither after the smallest storms. And yet we are more alike than different in the issues that face us. The most important question is, Under what conditions do most young women flower and grow?

			Adolescent clients intrigued me as they struggled to sort themselves out. But I wouldn’t have written this book had it not been for my clients in the early 1990s. My schedule was packed with girls with eating disorders, alcohol problems, post-traumatic stress reactions, sexually transmitted diseases, self-inflicted injuries, and strange phobias. I met many girls who had tried to kill themselves or run away from home. These clients showed me that something dramatic was happening to adolescent girls in America, something unnoticed by those not on the front lines.

			At first, I was surprised that girls were having more trouble in 1994. After all, since the ’60s, we’d had a consciousness-raising women’s movement. More women were working in traditionally male professions and playing competitive sports. Many fathers helped with housework and child care. It seemed that these changes should count for something. Of course they did, but the progress toward women’s empowerment was not even close to complete. The Equal Rights Amendment had never been ratified, feminism was a pejorative term to many people, and, while some women had high-powered jobs, many women worked hard for low wages and did most of the “second shift” work. The lip service paid to equality made the reality of discrimination even more confusing.

			The pressures girls had always faced intensified in the 1990s. Many elements contributed to this intensification: more divorced families, addictions, casual sex, and violence against women. Because of the media, which columnist Clarence Page called “electronic wallpaper,” girls all lived in one big town—a sleazy, dangerous metropolis overrun with liquor stores and shopping malls. Increasingly, women had been sexualized and objectified, their bodies marketed to sell tractors and toothpaste. They were more likely to have been traumatized. This combination of old stresses and new was poison for my daughter’s generation of young women.

			Parents were attempting to manage unprecedented stress as well. For the preceding half century, parents had worried about their sixteen-year-old daughters driving, but in a time of drive-by shootings and carjackings, parents in the 1990s were panicked. Parents had always worried about their daughters’ sexual behavior, but in an era of date rapes, herpes, and AIDS, they felt frightened. Traditionally parents had wondered what their teens were doing, but teens in the ’90s were much more likely to be doing things that could get them killed. The protected place in space and time that we once called childhood had grown shorter. Parents, teachers, counselors, and nurses realized that girls were in trouble, but they did not realize how universal and extreme the suffering was. Reviving Ophelia was an attempt to share what I have seen and heard. It was a hurricane warning, a message to the culture that something important was happening. It was a National Weather Service bulletin from the storm center.

			

			—

			
			The process of evolving from a happy, emotionally sturdy girl to an anxious and cautious teenager has not changed dramatically over the decades. Puberty in the twenty-first century is essentially the same process it was in 1959 and 1994. Middle schools still host the social and emotional traumas they always have. Fun-loving, curious girls still fly into a Bermuda Triangle and go from Simone de Beauvoir’s “being to seeming.”

			What has changed is that girls are less rebellious and hostile with their parents. Mother/daughter relationships are closer. Also, in the twenty-first century, women are more empowered than were women in the 1990s. They have not been trained to be nonstop full-service nurturers and often have reasonable boundaries and self-care skills. Their daughters respect this about them.

			Daughters also have more language to describe the pressures of adolescence. They have some awareness of what they are up against in the culture. High schools host girls’ empowerment clubs and teach all students about sexual harassment. Many women and girls, among them the US Olympic gymnasts, actresses Salma Hayek and Cara Delevingne, and musicians Janelle Monáe and Alicia Keys, have become outspoken role models for courage and empowerment.

			Most girls today go online in early adolescence. We even have a new word for teenagers: screenagers. Almost immediately after girls receive a cell phone, they are exposed to pornography and other inappropriate material. One girl in seventh grade told us, “The first words all my friends googled were ‘blow job’ and ‘anal sex.’” Once girls are online, childhood ends quickly and what replaces it isn’t as healthy.

			We think of Carson as we write this. She is an authentic, joyful twelve-year-old, just on the cusp of adolescence. She wears her hair in braids and favors colorful tights and T-shirts. Her favorite activities are playing with her two cats and creating art. For hours at a time, she sews and creates origami. Even though she is in middle school, she is still easygoing, curious, and physically affectionate with her parents and little sister. Her friends call her Miss Innocent.

			Carson has resisted activities and conversations that push her toward adolescence. However, when she flew to St. Louis alone to visit her grandmother, her parents bought her a cell phone. As soon as she arrived at her grandmother’s house, Carson climbed the stairs to the attic, found her American Girl dolls and antique tea set, and played happily while her grandmother fixed lunch.

			While she was playing, Carson received a text message from her neighbor from home. Madison’s parents had just told her that they were divorcing and she blamed herself because she had been mouthy and difficult at home. Madison told Carson that she wanted to kill herself and begged her not to tell anyone.

			The text created a real dilemma for Carson. Her joyful mood was shattered and she felt frightened and overwhelmed. She showed the text to her grandmother and they talked about how to handle the message. Carson decided she would call Madison’s mother. She also texted Madison that she loved her and didn’t want her to die. She told her, “I need you for a best friend.”

			Fortunately, Carson and her grandmother were able to talk to Madison’s mother who immediately took her daughter to a counselor. But this incident suggests that social media brings complicated situations into girls’ lives when they are still children playing with dolls.

			Some girls can’t afford smartphones or internet access. Some parents ban social media until their daughters are older and a few girls resist it entirely, although statistics reveal that 80 percent of eighth graders are online and 98 percent of high-school students use social media. Adolescent girls check their phones an average of eighty times a day and spend six hours a day online. This is more than any other demographic group.

			When a girl owns a device, her transition from child to adolescent can take place in minutes. She is vulnerable to her first image of an anorexic model or text requesting a picture of her in a bikini. As one girl put it: “You are a child and then wham, you are a sexual being. On Facebook in middle school, my peers would make comments about my boobs. I was twelve.” Another girl told me, “My mom let me make an Instagram account in sixth grade. She really regrets that. I was not ready for the viciousness of online chatter.”

			Facebook and the iPhone arrived in the first decade of this century and, in less than twenty years, teens are spending almost all their leisure time online. In 2015, twelfth graders spent twice as much time online as teens did in 2006. Many girls sleep with their phones and check social media during the night. All that screen time alters their physical, social, cognitive, and emotional development.

			Over millions of years, our species evolved from a primate line into hominids and then to our current status as Homo sapiens. This evolution occurred with us living in groups and cooperating to stay alive and connected. Disconnection for early humans literally meant death. Only in the last century has this pattern of living within communities changed significantly. For just over one decade, humans have used digital devices as a primary means of communication.

			We humans are hardwired to be together—to see, hear, touch, and even smell one another. When this stops happening, we lose that most precious of all human resources, our connection to our tribe.

			Today because of digital technology, most parents know where their daughters are and girls can quickly access their parents. However, many girls are more attached to their phones than they are to their families. Their digital lives disrupt the critical attunement necessary for deep learning and growth. Russian psychologist Lev Vygotsky discovered that children learn best when they are in a close relationship with their teachers. Attunement and, he would argue, even love, are necessary to grow into whole, authentic humans.

			Much of the learning that comes from face-to-face conversation no longer happens. The satisfying feeling of being with a group of beloveds doesn’t necessarily occur either. Consequently, both teens and adults are experiencing the deepest levels of loneliness ever recorded.

			Today’s families exhibit more harmony in part because members are interacting less. Girls feel less need to distance themselves from their parents with mouthiness and troublemaking because their devices are so easily distancing them. Unless parents protect time for family conversations and activities, even at dinner, family members are often texting. Most of the time when girls are home, they are in their rooms on social media. Sometimes parents are too busy with their own devices to protest much about their daughters’ time online. In 2019, families are living alone together.

			Of course, not all families and not all girls fit the description above. We know girls who work, play in orchestras, volunteer at animal shelters, or spend their time in creative pursuits. Some parents set clear limits for cell phone and computer use. They share hobbies and other activities with their daughters. They belong to communities of families who spend intentional time together at potlucks or sporting events. However, it’s important to remember that in 1994, no one fit the description of a device-laden family.

			Teenagers can often articulate the negative effects of social media and many say they wish they could control their own use, but social media is designed to be addictive. By nature, humans seek stimulation, news about their friends and family, and positive reinforcement. Social media delivers this positive reinforcement on what psychologists call an “intermittent reinforcement schedule.” This schedule for receiving rewards is highly addictive. Fishing and gambling both offer the same kind of intermittent reinforcement.

			Neurologists have shown that notifications on social media light up the same dopamine pathways in the brain as alcohol or cocaine. It’s easy to become hooked on our own dopamine and, when we are hooked, it’s harder to make conscious choices about our behavior. Instead, we act for that dopamine rush.

			Other factors such as the fear of missing out (FOMO) and the need for personal validation keep girls on social media. In Psychotherapy Networker, psychologist Sharon Begley reported that, in an experiment, when teens were separated from their cell phones, they experienced elevated heart rates and other signs of anxiety. When they could check their iPhones, they calmed back down.

			The irony is that, while cell phones may decrease short-term anxiety, they increase long-term anxiety and depression. Like drug and alcohol addictions, they cause short-term rewards and long-term damage. This is true of all addictive behaviors. Teens feel the need to be online, but social media does nothing to assuage their very real anxieties and sorrows.

			Kimberly Young’s research found that heavy users of social media manifest all the hallmarks of addicts. They had cravings for the phones when they weren’t available. They lied about how much time they spent online and, when they tried to limit it, they couldn’t. In fact, like all addictions, withdrawing from social media caused serious side effects: irritability, anxiety, sleeplessness, and cravings. Teens who were able to control their behavior and return to a less virtual life did so after a considerable detox program. Only then was the brain sufficiently resilient to break free of the addiction.

			As we understand more about online addictions, we are developing treatment centers for Americans addicted to social media and gaming. The first center was reSTART in Washington State, but by now there are many more such centers across the country.

			This continual and increasing dependence on social media worries teachers, doctors, therapists, and parents. Girls receive frequent admonitions to control their use of social media but, in fact, well-meaning adults have trouble controlling their own use of social media and they don’t really know how to help teenagers. Computers and cell phones exacerbate an already difficult life stage. Girls today have less protected space, quiet time, and quality time with parents than did their mothers. Meanwhile, they are more susceptible to online bullying, doctored images of beauty, and pressure to be perfect.

			Polly (in 1994) and Carson (in 2019) are similar in many ways. They face the physical, social, and emotional changes that go along with becoming an adolescent. They are thoughtful and kind girls, unprepared for the new world they are entering. They are surrounded by loving adults, but adults can’t protect them from the larger world they’re moving into. They are struggling to adapt and most likely they will eventually succeed in becoming confident, centered women. Meanwhile
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