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DEDICATED
 To all kids, everywhere.

WHAT YOU DON’T KNOW CAN HURT YOU!
 Boger Young, an FBI agent says, “The biggest mistake
 people can make is to think that it just doesn’t happen
 here, that we’re safe. The size of the town doesn’t
 matter—sexual exploitation of children
 occurs everywhere.”
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Begin Reading

September 9th—Monday—1:15 a.m.

I just woke up with a cold spooky feeling running through me. At first I couldn’t figure out what it was and pulled myself deeper under my covers and put my pillow over my head, but the shivers just got worse…then I realized Mom and Dad were fighting again! I HATE IT…HATE IT…HATE IT…when they do that!

I can’t understand a single bit of what they are saying, but the feelings come through like giant rocks and electric shocks and fire darts. I want it to stop!!! Stop!!! Stop!!! I hate it! And I hate them for doing it! I don’t really hate them. Actually, I want, with all my might, to run into their room and snuggle up in their bed with them. Me in the middle being kissed and hugged and spoiled like when I was little.

Whatever happened to our loving, happy little family that used to play hide-and-seek in the house and have picnics on the floor in front of the fireplace on rainy days? And do all the fun nice things that we always used to do? Like talk and talk and talk and talk.

MONDAY—7:00 A.M.

My stupid old alarm clock just woke me up with its stupid old song, “Oh, What a Beautiful Morning.” It’s hardly that! My pillow is all wet and soggy with tears and I’m as tired as if I had just climbed Mount Everest. I guess I cried myself to sleep again last night. I hate that!


MONDAY—7:36 A.M.

I just got out of the shower and finished drying my hair and I AM SO EMBARRASSED! How could I have felt all those horrible hating things about Mom and Dad last night?

As the warm bubbly water splashed and gurgled over my body it washed all the badness away and made me think more like a sane person instead of like a dumb little kid. They have a right to disagree about things just like I do! They aren’t clones. They don’t have to just say “yes sir” or “yes ma’am” to each other to death about every little thing. Bridget and I sometimes have almost screaming matches over who played the best at some of our hockey games and other stuff that’s not all that important, so why couldn’t Mom and Dad have just been arguing about a movie they’d seen or Mom’s alcoholic sister Meg, who comes by occasionally and drives us all crazy, or…there are a million things…oh, I’m such a worrywart, look-for-trouble, negative, dumbhead sometimes.

8:14 A.M.

I’m ready to take off for breakfast and school…BUT I’ve still got a tiny uneasy little feeling in the pit of my stomach. Ummmm, I know Mom and Dad were just having a friendly little blow-off like Bridget and I do! It’s got to be that. It’s really, truly, got to be a stupid little blow-off.


September 11th—Wednesday—10:00 p.m.

I got 92 percent on my math test today. Kyoto and I were the only two in our whole class who got over 77. I tried to pretend it was nothing, but inside I’m carbonating, bubbling, popping, and hopping in every single solitary white and red blood cell in my body.

It was a state test to see how we stack up against…I don’t know who…and it was hard as anything. Actually, I had to guess at a few of the questions, but at least I guessed right, and I have been studying like an obsessed person.

I’m glad I’m good in math, because I’m a dummy on all my other subjects. Well, maybe not really a dummy but not really good. Dad keeps telling me I’ve got to have more confidence in myself.

How I wish I could talk to him like I used to even a few months ago. I really want to share my bubbly feeling with someone. I’ve got to! Before the cork pops out of the top of my head and my brains go spewing all over the ceiling. He had a late meeting and ate dinner at his office.

11:20 P.M.

I couldn’t sleep so I went into the family room to watch TV. Dad’s paper was lying in his lap but he wasn’t reading. He felt me standing there and reached up, grabbed my hand and pulled me down on his lap. I felt his tears drip on my cheek and whispered, “What’s wrong, Daddy, please tell me what’s wrong.”

“Nothing, baby,” he said wetly. “I’m just not feeling too well these days.”


The bubbles all popped in my body and mind, and my heart exploded in my throat. How selfish I’d been to be thinking only of myself. Words and thoughts erupted out of my mouth, though I tried to keep them back. “Do you have…cancer? Are you going to…you know…?”

Daddy hugged me so tightly I could barely breathe. It made me feel safe and comfortable and important, yet scared and angry at the same time.

Then he patted my cheek gently. “I think your mom and I both have some kind of…horrible something that seems to be infecting most of the adult world these days,” he said.

“Is it…?” I couldn’t bear to use the word terminal. It seemed so TERMINAL!

Daddy sensed my morbid feelings and the slightest hint of a laugh squeaked out of him. “Oh, baby. Honest, it’s nothing big. It’s more inconvenient and annoying than anything else.” He stopped for a second. “Mom and I will get better. We’ll help each other. I PROMISE!” He kissed my cheek and sent me off to bed. Part of me was happy and part of me was sad. I can’t explain.

It’s sort of like those candies that are really sweet but sour, too, only a THOUSAND, MILLION, ZILLION TIMES HEAVIER.

Why did I write “heavier”? Feelings aren’t heavy, or are they? Sometimes they’re heavier than anything else, even though you can’t see them or hold them. It’s confusing! I wonder if I’m the only one in the whole wide world and the galaxies outside the world who’s trampled and trapped and confused by crazy, maybe nothing, things.


September 12th—Thursday—4:10 p.m.

Mrs. Marress honored me and Kyoto in front of the class by giving each of us a little banner. It was embarrassing and my face must have been as red as Kyoto’s. I’m sure everyone in the class thought it was stupid!

I want to show the banner to Mom and Dad, but I don’t, too. It’s a silly dumb feeling and I’d just be trying to show off.

4:29 P.M.

I found a note Mom had left on the refrigerator door saying she and Dad were taking the afternoon off and going up to Lake Happy Reflection, and they probably wouldn’t be home until late. I wonder what that’s all about. Come to think about it, Lake Happy Reflection would be a great place to go when you’re feeling sick, or even just head or heart sick. I hope they’re remembering the wonderful times we used to have there when I was little, and we’d take picnics and build sand castles and play endless, silly, pretend games. I hope! Hope! Hope! That’s what they’re doing.

11:18 P.M.

It’s almost midnight and Mom and Dad aren’t home yet. Tomorrow’s a workday and they hardly ever stay up late on workdays.


11:27 P.M.

I wonder if they’ve been in an accident or something. The winding road coming down from the lake has a lot of sharp turns on it. It would be really easy to skid off the side and go careening down…down…down. Now I’m hallucinating like Aunt Meg at her very worst, when she’s been drinking. Mom and Dad are probably sitting out on the beach digging their bare toes into the sand and watching the moon’s reflection bouncing up and down on the tiny waves in the water. Oh, how I wish I were with them. Why didn’t they take me? That’s easy. They didn’t want me with them!!! Why would they want sourpuss me when they’re both feeling so unhappy? I know they’re unhappy because they both work late and when they’re together it’s like they’re playing the “don’t touch me” avoidance game with each other.

I don’t want to think of negative things anymore! I JUST WANT THEM TO COME HOME. I don’t want to see their splattered bodies in my head, lying on the rocks off the side of the road. It’s too gruesome and stupid, but it won’t go away.

I guess I’ll go crash on the couch in the family room so I can hear them when they come in. I KNOW they’ll come in soon…Please, Mom and Dad, please come in soon!

September 13th—Friday—6:21 a.m.

I can sweetly remember, sometime in the night, Mom and Dad putting me, a teenager, to bed. It was so wonderful and warm and everything a family should be! I can still hear them giggling softly as they tucked me in and kissed me, then tiptoed off to bed themselves. This is the way families should be. And the way our family is always going to be from now on!

8:49 P.M.

Our girls hockey team won 4 to 1. It was so awesome I feel like I’m barely tied down to earth. Something about elation and winning seems to defy gravity. Isn’t life strange and wonderful and beautiful?

Mom and Dad were both there, and I played my heart out for them because they weren’t killed coming home last night. Oh, yes, and because Chad Greer told me how “awesome” I was before the game. He even said he wished I was on the boys team. That’s about enough to blow my mind out of orbit. He is so, so, so, so, SO yummy! Every girl at school has him on her wish list. Including me! I wish I had a magic lamp, then I’d have it made! All my wishes would come true! How’s that for covering everything?

September 14th—Saturday—3:20 p.m.

Today as Bridget and I were coming home from the mall, and after we’d talked about boys—and Chad!—forever, I told her about my horrible night thinking about Mom and Dad running off the road, and how SCARY REAL all the horrible thoughts seemed, and how they went on and on with the goriest of details. I even told her about my stupid feelings that maybe they didn’t love each other anymore. We sat on a bench in front of Mr. Potter’s flower shop. A funny sign on his door said CLOSED GONE FISHING so nobody came by.

I’m amazed at how good talking to Bridget made me feel. It was really lovely, like I was pouring out all my problems and she was helping me help them evaporate into nothingness. I told her how horrible it was to think that if Mom and Dad had died my nutty alcoholic Aunt Meg might have taken over. What a life that would be! I had never mentioned Aunt Meg to anyone before. I guess because I’m ashamed and embarrassed by her. She’s married to nice Uncle Harry, and he’s wealthy as can be and she’s got everything money can buy and she’s as beautiful as a movie star but…she’s still a drunk. Bridget and I can’t figure out why! Nobody can!

Bridget said she has a cousin Robert, two years older than she, who was in a car accident that left him “almost a vegetable.” She said she never talked about him either. She shrugged. It was okay because I could see him in my mind.

“Poor, poor Robert,” I said. “How dreadfully sad that he can’t talk or run or go to school and do all the things we can.” Then I hung my head because of how unappreciative I have always been about my blessings in life.

Bridget and I walked over to the park, and after we had found a quiet private place we talked some more about how lucky we were. We started naming little things like eyes, nose, fingers, toes, and could have gone on forever except we knew our moms would be worried if we didn’t come home.

I think this has been one of the nicest days in my life! Isn’t that strange, and it all started when Bridget and I changed our negative thinking about Meg and Robert to…I guess…compassion. I know Aunt Meg hates what she does and is, and Robert can’t help his situation.

Bridget and I are going to start writing down at least three wonderful things we’re grateful for EVERY DAY. Oprah does that. I could write a whole diary full every day if I had the time and space.



1. I’M SOOOOO GRATEFUL FOR MY PRECIOUS MOM AND DAD, EVEN IF THEY DO BUG ME SOMETIMES. (ACTUALLY, I REALLY APPRECIATE THEIR BUGGING! I KNOW THEY’RE TRYING TO HELP ME.)

 

2. I’M SOOOO GRATEFUL FOR SCHOOL, WHERE I CAN GET AN EDUCATION. (EVEN IF IT’S SOMETIMES SO BORING I WANT TO DIE.)

 

3. I’M SOOOO GRATEFUL FOR THE IVY VINE THAT HAS CRAWLED UP THE WALL AND WHOSE TWISTED LITTLE FOLDED-UP LEAVES ARE CREEPING RIGHT INSIDE MY WINDOW. I HOPE MOM WILL LET THEM CLIMB ALL OVER MY ROOM.




I love Bridget! I really truly deeply do! I can talk to her about anything, anything in the whole wide world! How blessed I am to have a friend like her. I will cherish her always, through eternities and infinity! Thanks, thanks, thanks dear, kind, wise, loving, caring friend. Now, if Chad would pay a little more attention to me I’d contentedly float right off the planet. It’s like he likes me but he’s afraid of me. That doesn’t make sense but it’s how it seems. Maybe he’s just shy and immature. That’s what Bridget thinks.

September 15th—Sunday—6:31 p.m.

Mom had a bunch of her nerdy co-workers over for lunch. All they could talk about was how to choose mutual funds, putting together the right portfolio, do stock fund investors charge too much, etc., etc., etc., boring, boring, boring, and I had to sit there and pretend to be listening and interested. HARD JOB! It’s the only time in my life I couldn’t wait to get up and do the dishes.

7:02 P.M.

Bridget came over for an hour. Thank goodness! I had to be refueled with worthwhile reality stuff like boys, boys, boys, and clothes, clothes, clothes. Oh, yes, and hockey. We’re playing Mountain Crest Middle School on Saturday and we’ve got to beat the socks off them and we will! Maybe then some of the guys will look at us like we aren’t dirt clods. It seems like now only the nerds give me a second look, and only the scumballs hit on Bridget. That’s probably because she’s got big boobs. I wish I had big boobs—or any boobs at all. I look like I’ve got two fried eggs on my chest. “Woe is me.” I saw that in an old silent movie. I love it! Woe is me.

Oops…erase. I forgot I was “going for the gold” in APPRECIATION. It’s harder to be grateful for every little thing in life than I ever thought it would be.


APPRECIATION THOUGHTS FOR TODAY



1. I’M GRATEFUL I LIVE IN AMERICA, WHERE PEOPLE AREN’T HAVING WARS AND DYING FROM HUNGER.

 

2. I’M GRATEFUL I’M NOT LIKE BRIDGET’S COUSIN ROBERT.

 

3. I’M GRATEFUL I’M NOT LIKE AUNT MEG, WHO HAS EVERYTHING AND DOESN’T APPRECIATE ANYTHING!




Is that negative? It wasn’t meant to be. I’m really sorry for Aunt Meg and wish with all my heart I could do something to help her. Imagine the joy of being able buy all the things you wanted, even a new white Porsche. Wow! How sad that she can’t appreciate it. I don’t know. It’s too deep for me. I wonder if I could talk to her about it. Ummm…I don’t think so.


September 17th—Tuesday—5:20 p.m.

Yesterday was so dull I even forgot to write my three appreciation things. Sorry! I’ll write six tonight, okay?

Today Mac and Steven, two of our school’s real losers, cornered me and Bridget on our way to the bus. They asked us if we wanted to go to a party tonight. Steven said his friend had a car and he wants to go with Bridget.

Bridget and I just turned up our noses and walked away. They said, “Bye, Jennie and BBB.” We both knew that meant “big boob Bridget,” and it made us both mad but we didn’t say anything; it would have just made things worse. Boys are so crude and rude, at least the ones in our school are (they’re just down the chain from apes).

Anyway, today was mostly a good day. Mom and Dad are getting along better since their trip to Happy Reflection Lake.

OKAY, APPRECIATION TIME.



1. I’M GRATEFUL BRIDGET IS MY VERY NEAREST AND DEAREST FRIEND.

 

2. I’M GRATEFUL I CAN SEE! WOULDN’T IT BE HORRIBLE TO BE BLIND? I’LL NEVER FORGET ONCE IN GRADE SCHOOL WHEN MISS LAWRENCE BLINDFOLDED EACH OF US AND MADE US TRY TO DO THE THINGS WE ORDINARILY DO. SHE SAID IT WAS ONLY FOR TEN MINUTES BUT IT SEEMED LIKE EONS OF EONS. I HATED IT! I FELT IMPRISONED AND USELESS AND HELPLESS, BUT I THINK EVERYONE SHOULD HAVE THAT EXPERIENCE SO THEY’D KNOW HOW TO REALLY APPRECIATE THEIR SIGHT.

 

3. I’M GRATEFUL THAT MOM AND DAD LIKE EACH OTHER AGAIN. I AM REALLY GRATEFUL FOR THAT!





September 18th—Wednesday—8:30 p.m.

Today was one of the wondrous days of my life. After lunch Bridget and I sat under the old oak tree in front of school and I told her how I’d written in my diary appreciation part that she was my very nearest and dearest friend. We both started crying then because she said she’d written the very same thing in her diary about me. It’s like we truly are sisters. Sometimes we pretend to be, and people think we are. We both have long brownish blond hair and sort of greenish eyes but…Mother Nature was a little more generous with Bridget in the boob area. Actually, a LOT more generous. I’m as flat in front as I am behind, and I’m short. I hate it!

APPRECIATION THING



1. I APPRECIATE HAVING BRIDGET AS A FRIEND.

 

2. I APPRECIATE HAVING BRIDGET AS A SISTER (EVEN IF IT IS PRETEND).

 

3. I APPRECIATE HAVING BRIDGET TO TALK TO. I DON’T KNOW WHAT I EVER, EVER IN THE WORLD WOULD DO WITHOUT HER.




September 21st—Saturday—9:31 a.m.

Sorry I haven’t written the last few days but Mrs. Thurber, our English teacher, told us last week she was going to give us a big test on Friday. I’ve worked hard. I hope I got an A-or at least a B+ but I don’t know. English scares me. I just can’t get excited about dangling participles and stuff.

September 22nd—Sunday—2:20 p.m.

Mom and Dad took me out to lunch at the Oakcrest Inn. It was kind of spooky because I could feel they had something deep they wanted to talk to me about, like when they gave me the sex lecture and the drug lecture and the good friends support group lecture, etc., etc., etc.

The Oakcrest Inn is a fancy place. We were all dressed up, and I could feel they were as uncomfortable as I was. I hoped it wouldn’t be as awful as their sex lecture. That went on forever, and I still can’t figure out exactly how it works. It’s sooo gross. Even when we learned about it in school, Bridget and I couldn’t figure out the nitty-gritty mechanics of actually doing the deed.

Anyway, back to lunch. Mom and Dad stumbled all over each other as they tried to explain that they were having some problems in their marriage. AS IF I DIDN’T KNOW THAT! I was really getting spooked until they told me they were going to start a marriage counseling therapy group. Mom said she really loved Dad but their communication system had broken down or something. One little tear came out of her eye, and Dad reached over and grabbed her hands tightly in his. He told her he felt the same way and they hugged like they would never let go. I felt like an intruder but Dad reached out and pulled me into their hug. That was cozy and warm and family. I was grateful we had a booth. It was like a million, zillion pounds had been lifted off me. I guess I hadn’t realized how deeply worried I’d been about them maybe getting a divorce and how hard I’d tried not to let myself think about it. Like if I didn’t let myself think about it, it couldn’t happen. Dumb, huh?


APPRECIATIONS




1. THAT MOM AND DAD ARE GOING TO GET THEIR MARRIAGE STRAIGHTENED OUT.

 

2. THAT THEY SAID I WASN’T RESPONSIBLE FOR THEIR PROBLEMS. (I STILL THINK I AM, THOUGH.)

 

3. THAT I HAVE A NICE WARM SNUGLY WHITE BED.




September 25th—Wednesday—5:15 p.m.

Marcie Roberts transferred here last week. She’s from Washington, D.C., and thinks she’s taking over our school and our hockey team and everything else in our (to her) hick town. Everything she does makes me
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