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Summary: We get them at school. We get them on vacation. We get them at dance recitals and piano lessons, at theme parks and on tennis courts, during pool parties and volleyball games and math tests. We get our periods at the worst possible moments, but at least we’ve got funny stories to tell. In this inclusive book, you’ll find twenty embarrassing period stories as hilarious as they are mortifying. If you’ve ever felt humiliated by leaks and layers and secrets and stains, feel free to laugh along!

[1. Juvenile Nonfiction / Health & Daily Living / Maturing. 2. Juvenile Nonfiction / Health & Daily Living / Personal Hygiene. 3. Juvenile Nonfiction / Humor / General.] 
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Volleyball Pad Fail

Joselin T.

In sixth grade I made the cut for the school volleyball team, but only just.  I was technically second string, but more like a substitute.  There were a lot of games when I spent the whole time on the bench.

Periods were fairly new to me and they weren’t yet regular, so when I left for school that morning I wasn’t expecting to get it.  At first I thought it would just be light, because my first day was usually very light, but it got heavier throughout the day.  All I had in my bag was a panty liner.  By the end of the day I knew I had to change it.  The problem was that my sixth grade was in an elementary school that didn’t have tampon and pad dispensers.

After school, my team had a volleyball game.  I just wanted to go home, but I was afraid the coach would cut me if I did.  It was an away game, so parent volunteers drove us to the school we were competing against.  Fortunately that school went up to eighth grade. Their restrooms had pad dispensers, so I bought one.

I was expecting to get the kind of pad I usually used: absorbent but thin, with wings.  That’s not what came out.  I got one pad in a cardboard box.  I’d never seen anything like it.  It was more like a pillow than a pad.  It was huge, and it didn’t have wings at all.  

When I pulled off the backing and stuck it to my underwear, it started peeling off right away.  It must have been old, because it had lost a lot of stickiness.

So great, I’m wearing a pad as thick as a pillow with no wings and it’s barely sticking to my undies and now I’m supposed to play volleyball?

And our uniform was a red top and white shorts! Whose bright idea was that?  Why couldn’t it have been red shorts and a white top?  Why???

I was the weakest player on the team and I was hardly ever called on to play.  My hope was that the coach wouldn’t put me in the game.  Still, I had to participate in warm-ups with everyone else.  I did a really bad job for two reasons: a) so the coach would think I was too terrible to play, and b) because I could feel my pad shifting around in my undies every time I moved.

There were a lot of really strong players on my team.  We were beating the other school by a huge margin, so the coach figured she’d give me a chance. Any other day I would have been so happy. Not that day!  As soon as I stood up from the bench, a huge gush of blood spilled onto my pad.

Once I got on the court I didn’t know which would be worse: to play really badly or risk my pad shifting so much that I’d leak through my white shorts.

I stood with my legs together even though my coach kept calling at me to keep them apart.  I kept my movements minimal, hoping my coach would take me out.  The other team must have noticed I wasn’t as good as my teammates, because suddenly the ball kept coming right at me.

The other team wasn’t the best, so when the ball came my way I was actually able to bump it back pretty easily.  The ball went back and forth from them to me, and I kept bumping it over the net.  

For one bump, I bent a little lower than usual and stretched way out in front.  Suddenly I heard snickers from the bench, and then giggles in the stands.  There was more laughing from the other team, then from my own team too.  

My ears started ringing.  I knew what had happened: my worst fears had come true.  I’d leaked through my shorts.

But how could everyone see?  There was nobody behind me.

Then I thought: oh no, I must have leaked down my legs.  That’s the only way they’d all be able to see it.  I tried to be subtle as I looked down, but I couldn’t see any blood.  

I arched around see my backside, and that’s when I spotted it: my wingless pillow pad had fallen out of my underwear.  It was flat on the gym floor like a big bloody diaper.

For a few seconds, I actually thought I was going to die.  I really believed I would drop dead on the volleyball court.  My ears were ringing so loudly I literally couldn’t hear anything else.

As soon as my legs would move, I rushed out of the gym and spent the rest of the game in the bathroom.  My coach came and found me after.  I guess it was obvious where I would run to after losing my pad.  All she said to me was: “Come on.  It’s time to go.”  

When we got back to our school my mom was there to pick me up and my coach told her what happened and said maybe she and I should have a talk.  Thanks, coach.

* * * * *
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One Time at Band Practice

Iris C.

When I was thirteen I was big-time into conservation and the environment.  My mom had bought me these maxi pads that were really long, and I noticed that my period only got in the middle of the pad, not all the way to the ends.  So I thought: here’s a clever idea, I’ll cut the pad apart with scissors. That way I could use the middle part one time, and then when it was time to change pads I could use the two ends.

Of course, when I stuck the ends into my underwear, there was a line in the middle where blood could get through.  So I overlapped the middle part. Problem solved!

That day I had band practice before school.  I was wearing my favourite green jeans and my knitted purple and green sweater.  I sat on my stool in the band room and took out my trumpet.  I was always one of the first kids there, since my carpool got me to school extra early, so I was sitting on the stool for a while.

Band practice was going okay, but I noticed that when I blew my trumpet, I could feel my period coming out, just like if you sneeze or blow your nose more comes out than usual.  I sure was glad I’d overlapped those pads, because I knew I was bleeding a lot.

Practice felt like it lasted a million years, and when I stood up... uh-oh!  I knew something was wrong, because I was stuck to the stool.  It made a ripping noise like Velcro, and when I looked back there was a patch of red.  Not only had my cut-up overlapping pad not worked, but my period had leaked through my green jeans and actually STUCK to the stool.  And school hadn’t even started yet!

When all the other kids were rushing off to their first period classes, I pulled down my sweater as much as I could to cover the patch of drying-up blood on my pants.  I went to dunk my mouthpiece in the bucket of disinfectant by the sink, then grabbed a paper towel to dry it off.  I “accidentally” dunked the paper towel in the disinfectant and walked back to my stool nonchalantly, in case anyone was watching.  

I scrubbed the blood off the stool and rushed to my locker.  The only clothes I had in there were gym shorts and a pair of black leggings.  I hadn’t even brought another pad to school because I thought the overlapped ones would last the whole day, which obviously they didn’t.

My only option was the puffy thick maxi pads from the seventies that you could buy from the vending machine in the washroom.  So I spent the whole school day wearing skin-tight leggings and this big fat maxi pad, and constantly pulling my sweater down to cover my butt so nobody would see.

* * * * *
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Can’t Get Up, Won’t Get Up

Nadira K.

This story is double-embarrassing because it was kind of my own fault. When I was 14 I had the biggest crush on my math teacher, Mr. Parker.  I would never raise my hand to go to the bathroom in his class.  The idea of him knowing that I used the washroom at all was so embarrassing that I never excused myself.

My seat was right up front because I was a goody-goody and I wanted to be able to ogle him unobstructed when he was writing on the board.  His desk was at the front of the class, so he was right nearby, so close I could smell him.

The desks in this class were the kind where the chair is attached by a big metal rod, so it’s not like you could tuck it under.  It had a scoop-bottom seat, light blue in colour.

My period wasn’t a surprise. My periods were regular by then, and pretty heavy, but I was ultra-prepared with sanitary napkins and tampons. I couldn’t use just one or the other. Had to be both.  

The thing is, I only ever used the very slimmest tampons in existence. Bigger ones hurt too much when I tried to put them in.  With the slim ones, my period would go through the cord and into the pad and everything was fine.  

Usually.

Not that day.

Math was my last class, which I liked because then I could take my time leaving and watch my teacher get his stuff together. That day, things were a little different.  We had a quiz at the start of class, and when we were done we were supposed to bring it up to Mr. Parker’s desk. Since my desk was so close to his, all I had to do was stand up and reach over.  I could almost reach it sitting down, but not quite.

When I stood, that’s when I felt it: a gush of fluid between my legs.  It was such a torrent that it felt like I didn’t have a tampon in at all.  

I slid
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