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“I wish I'd had this book when I was a teenager and  I also wish I'd had it when my 
children were younger.  Be Special, Be Yourself  is very wise and inspiring on a lot of 
everyday topics that aren't discussed much.” 

– Sandra Hogan, Public Affairs manager 
 

“I really love the book.  We face peer pressure eve ry day, so it’s cool to read a book that 
goes against everything people look for.  Be happy with yourself, you are the only person 
you will answer to, in the end.  If you have enough  determination, you can do anything.  
Be Special, Be Yourself  is on of my top 10 book list.  I love it!  There i s really hope!” 

– Stephanie Cook, 16 years old 
 

“Be Special, Be Yourself  says you might try something and fail, but trying it differently 
will give you different results.  It beautifully sh ows that not everyone who looks perfect 
has a perfect life.  Keep trying, no matter what.  The greatest massage to parents and 
teenagers is ‘Never give up.  There’s always a way through’.  I loved it!” 

– Jennifer Masterton, 16 years old 
  

“I liked Curly Line with Flowers  very much.  Reading the dyslexic writing with 
intelligent thoughts was very graphic.  The Building of Life was my favorite story.  I like 
the ideas very much, and the way the thought proces ses developed to the very 
provocative conclusion.  Biography  so beautifully shows adults and teenagers that we 
need to appreciate who we are and what we have and feel free to show love to our loved 
ones.” 

– Annique Goldberg, mother, skipper and world travel er 
 

“Be Special, Be Yourself  has taught me that being different can be a good t hing and we 
shouldn’t change our beliefs just because they’re n ot what most people think.  People are 
special not because of how beautiful or popular the y are, but because of what kind of 
person they are inside.  The book encouraged me not  to be afraid to ask for help.  No 
matter what problem you have, there will always be someone there to help you and 
someone to listen to you and you should never give up.  I learned that if I try my hardest, 
I will get what I want and that sometimes the thing s that I want most can be right under 
my nose…” 

– Penny Johnston, 14 years old 
 

“This enjoyable and original book is special on so many levels – from the imaginative 
story lines, to the way it creatively and sensitive ly deals with issues of relevance to both 
teenagers and adults.  Be Special, Be Yourself  is an absorbing read, which stimulates our 
thinking about human nature and how we deal with lo ve, acceptance of self, finding 
personal strength and the understanding and accepta nce of the differences which define 
us as individuals.  The interest created by the int er-woven storylines, particularly in Love 
Me, Love Me Not , are especially enjoyable as we trace the invisibl e emotional connections 
the characters have with one another. Be Special, Be Yourself  contains positive, inspiring 
life messages for young and old.” 

– Tamara Luski, Music teacher 
 
“Be Special, Be Yourself  helped me accept people the way they are.  It taug ht me that 

it’s what’s inside that counts.  It tells us teenag ers to love our parent and be thankful for 
what we’ve got.  It is a great way of saying to par ents ‘be supportive and never give up on 
your kids’.” 



– Geneva Goldberg, 12 years old 
 

“Be Special, Be Yourself  has a powerful message to ease the struggle betwee n 
power/authority/conformity and the need to express.   We’re entering the stage of life 
when we have to start taking other people into acco unt.  It helps teenagers see why they 
shouldn’t judge people before they get to know them .  I feel it’s a real eye opener.  As 
teenagers, we need this book.” 

– Clare Richmond, 16 years old 
 

“This collection of stories samples a wide range of  significant social and emotional 
experiences in the lives of a range of young adults , their friends and families.  Ronit has 
managed to convey deep wisdom and sage advice about  values and behavior, self esteem 
and relationships, in a style which refrains from p reaching, but rather allows characters, 
events and storylines to illuminate issues, struggl es and resolutions, in a manner which 
is particularly engaging for young people.  It stri kes me as an ideal teaching resource for 
the study of society and personal development.” 

– Maria Delaney, teacher 



 
 

To be yourself, in a world that is constantly tryin g to 
make you something else, is the greatest 

accomplishment. 
 

– Ralph Waldo Emerson 



A Word from the Author 

When I was a teenager, I started to write.  I strug gled with the greatest questions all 
teenagers have.  Who am I?  Where am I going?  What  makes me special?  Who loves me?  
Whom do I love?  How much should I compromise my un iqueness in order to feel loved? 

Life was a long road of discovery with many attempt s to find the answers. 
I guess I was very surprised to realize I still had  the same questions long after my 18 th  

birthday.  Travelling with my family and teaching a ll over the world showed me that 
these questions still applied everywhere I went.  L ater, when my own daughter became a 
teenager, I discovered we were both facing the same  conflicts.  I think I know now that 
we all, teenagers and adults alike, strive to find the balance between our need for love 
and our need for uniqueness.  

This book is a journey that started over 24 years a go, when I was a teenager.  It took 
me a while to realize that I had been given the gif t of writing so I could share it with you. 

I would like to thank many people for helping me re ach this point.  My success is 
theirs, too. 

First, I thank my husband Gal and my daughter Eden for helping and supporting the 
decision to leave my job and dedicate my time to wr iting.  I thank them for doing an 
amazing editing job on this book.  I thank my husba nd for putting his heart into 
publishing this book and sharing the passion of spr eading the word of love in the world.  

I thank all the Macgregor High students and all my adult friends who reviewed my 
book for their encouragement and their valuable inp ut.  This editing process was an 
amazing learning experience for me and is a subject  for a new book about how differently 
teenagers and adults perceive the same reality. 

I hope this book will give you answers for the big questions in your life.  It isn’t easy to 
be yourself in a world that teaches to conform, but  it is possible!   In writing and 
publishing this book, I want to establish a new tre nd of teenagers taking control over 
their life, understanding their talents and power a nd accepting their uniqueness as a gift.  
I hope this book will help you treasure yourself an d direct your energy towards living by 
your own values. 

Parents and educators, I hope this book will empowe r you to see the same in yourself 
and put a stop to the vicious cycle of conforming.  Creativity, flexibility, tolerance and 
love are natural states of mind and our purpose is t o nurture them to full blossom .  
I trust this reading will take you to a place of un derstanding, a place of love and hope.  

Enjoy your reading and remember that the answer is:  
 

Be special, be yourself . 
 

– Ronit 
 

www.behappyinlife.com/books 



Bojé’s Magic Powder 

Sam wanted to disappear when Toni was handing out t he invitations to her party.  
She felt different from everyone.  During the previ ous year, she had been invited to some 
of the parties, but she was tired of trying to fit in.  The girls would dance in slow motion, 
spend all their time talking about food and diets a nd continue to eat ‘ordered’ food like 
ice creams, sweets and cakes.  At those parties, sh e found herself standing next to them, 
but never taking part.  They were all jealous of he r.  The boys were always trying to get 
her attention and when they asked how she managed t o stay in such great shape, she 
could never find the words to tell them that she re ally didn’t have a choice.  If she 
explained, they wouldn’t understand what she meant when she said ‘healthy food’.  
Every day, in the cafeteria, the girls discussed he r figure.  When they were trying to find 
the solution to the problem of the 22 nd  century, she felt lonely.  The girls hated her for  
looking so good.  When they ate ‘ordered’ masterpie ces, she ate fruit.  When they drank 
beer, cocktails and colorful juices, she drank wate r. 

Toni approached her.  Toni was skinny but popular.  She saw Sam as a pretty and full 
girl amongst a bunch of ‘sticks’.  No wonder Sean h ad a crush on her.  She’d promised 
him she would invite Sam and she intended to keep h er promise.  She stood next to Sam 
and handed her the invitation. 

“Friday, the 8 th  of July 2112,” Sam read and smiled awkwardly, “Tha nk you.” 
“I hope you can come,” said Toni.  She really wante d her to come, but she knew Sam 

wouldn’t think so. 
Sam smiled.  It had been a while since she had last  been invited to a party and she 

really wanted to go.  She thought about her mom, wh o didn’t want her to feel different 
and her dad telling her: “Some opportunities come o nly once in a lifetime.” 

“Thank you,” she said again and left the classroom.  
Toni looked after her jealously.  Some people, like  Sam Reeve, didn’t need to do 

anything to look great, while others needed to be o n a diet all their lives just to gain a few 
kilos.  It was so unfair! 

 
At dinnertime, Toni talked about her party. 
“What did Sam say?  Is she coming?” asked her broth er Sean. 
“I told her I would be happy to see her, but she sm iled as if she didn’t believe me.  The 

girls hate her.” 
“Thanks for inviting her, sis,” said Sean.  “Why do  they hate her?  She looks great.” 
“Because of you and boys like you,” said Toni. 
“They’re all jealous.  At last, there is one normal  girl in a class full of ‘sticks’,” Sean 

teased her. 
Toni was upset and looked at her mom for support. 
“Well, you know he’s right.  You know they all hate  her because she looks like a 

model,” said Toni’s mom. 
Toni’s mom was a tall, skinny woman.  The ‘stick-pe ople’ problem had bothered her 

since she was young.  She had done her doctorate on  the influence Pierre Bojé had on 
society in the last one hundred years. 

“Did you know that, a hundred years ago, girls like  Sam were considered less 
attractive?  Back then, all the women wanted to be skinny and did everything to lose one 
or two kilos,” she heard herself say for the millio nth time. 



“You’ve told me this already, Mom, but I don’t thin k I understand!  She does have the 
perfect body, and yes, I am jealous.  Sean isn’t th e only one who thinks she looks great.  
I don’t know how people a hundred years ago couldn’ t see it.” 

“A hundred years ago, people who weighed a lot died  earlier.  They had many diseases 
that were associated with being overweight: heart a ttacks, depression and even breathing 
problems.  It was a time when people got bigger and  bigger.  The average weight actually 
increased over the years.  If at a certain age it w as common for a girl to weigh 50 kilos, 
then years later it was OK to weigh 55 kilos at tha t age.  Slowly, that number went up, 
until Bojé invented his Magic Powder.”  Toni’s mom loved talking about Bojé.  She had 
dedicated seven years of research to his work. 



Beauty Queen 

Michelle closed her books when she heard the bell.  Hugging her books, she walked 
slowly to the dance hall, feeling that everyone was  looking at her.  She was pretty and all 
her ‘friends’ looked at her in jealousy.  They hate d her exotic beauty.  They envied her 
straight A’s.  They said she was sucking up to the teachers, but Michelle didn’t want to 
explain that it was because she read a lot.  She re fused to defend herself. 

“I have too much on my mind to explain how I get my  grades,” she told her best friend, 
her only friend, Sam. 

Michelle was quiet most of the time and never said anything to win their friendship, 
which made them even more upset. 

When she left school at the end of the day, no one saw her in any of the afternoon 
activities.  Her parents never came to school and n o one knew if she had any siblings.  
Some people said they had seen her at the shopping center with a very old woman.  In 
10 th  grade, she became best friends with Sam, and Sam w as never willing to participate 
in the gossip, so Michelle’s life outside school re mained a mystery.  Everyone knew she 
lived in the pink house at the edge of the city, bu t no one had ever been there.  Before 
she came to parties on Fridays, the girls would sit  in a group and gossip about her.  Sam 
would look at them with contempt and say, “You’re s o mean.  Don’t you have anything 
better to do?” but she would never explain and they  never knew why. 

Only Sam knew. 
In 10 th  grade, when a teacher made her pay a visit to Mich elle with homework she 

missed when she was sick, Sam discovered it. 
Without permission, she entered a forbidden zone.  Michelle’s mom, the prettiest 

woman on earth, behaved rather strangely.  She was limp and looked confused.  Her 
smile was unreal smile and her face had no expressi on.  She said “Hello” a hundred 
times and patted Sam on the shoulder over and over again.  Sam wanted to run away, 
but then Michelle came out of her room, clearly in a rage, her eyes asking “Why did you 
come?  And what are you going to do now that you kn ow?  Are you going to keep it a 
secret or are you going to tell the whole world tom orrow?  Go away.  I never asked you to 
come.” 

Sam looked at her and all the hate she had felt bef ore towards Michelle’s beauty, 
vanished.  She wanted to hug her, be her friend and  say “I’m sorry” a thousand times. 

Sam stayed.  Her heart melted.  She knew that her j ealousy had made her blind.  In 
her dreams, she had wanted to exchange lives with M ichelle, but not anymore.  Since 
then, she made sure Michelle was invited to all the  parties and whenever she heard the 
girls’ gossip, she would say “You’re all mean” but would never explain. 

During break, when Michelle was sitting all by hers elf in the basketball stands, Sam 
ran screaming and shouting across the court with a letter in her hand.   

“I have a surprise for you,” she said and gave Mich elle the letter. 
It was the first time she had seen a real happy smi le on Michelle’s face. 
 
There were more than 400 girls sitting in the big h all, all dying to become the next 

beauty queen.  Michelle and Sam walked in hesitantl y. 
“Don’t be afraid,” said Sam, trying to encourage Mi chelle, “You know they all feel the 

same.  They are all afraid, their hearts beating 25 0 times a second.  Besides, you are 
pretty, look how many ugly girls there are here.” 



Be Special, Be Yourself 

It was lunch break on Wednesday.  Adam ate quickly,  trying to get to his Junior 
School Council meeting on time.  He had tried sayin g that Wednesdays weren’t so good 
for these meetings, because all 7 th  grade students were in music rehearsals during the  
second half of the break.  Mrs. McMillan, the Junio r School Council Coordinator had 
said it was the only time she could be there and co uld they please not eat during 
meetings. 

All the council members had looked at each other, b ut no one had said anything. 
This happened every other Wednesday.  Three members  of the school council rushed 

from the meeting to the music rehearsal, taking bit es in-between songs. 
“Did you have a Junior School Council meeting again ?” asked Mrs. Pearce, the Music 

teacher. 
“Yes,” Adam replied and took another bite of his sa ndwich. 
“Did you tell Mrs. McMillan about the rehearsal?” s he asked, trying to give them more 

time to eat. 
“We did,” said Matt 
Mrs. Pearce hardly managed to hide her disappointme nt, but she said cheerfully, 

“Never mind.  I don’t mind you eating during rehear sals.  Just try not to sing with your 
mouth full,” she smiled and helped them set up on s tage. 

Adam decided not to mention the rehearsal again to Mrs. McMillan.  He didn’t want to 
get in trouble.  ‘Get in trouble’ was a common expr ession in Australia.  His friends used 
it a lot to warn each other and it always sounded t o him like a matter of life or death. 

He remembered his first days as a Canadian boy in A ustralia.  His mother had said, “It 
is too hot for me here.  We should have moved to Vi ctoria.  It’s much cooler there.” 

“The office didn’t need a branch manager in Victori a.  Besides, I like the idea of a hot 
climate.  I love trying new things,” his father had  said. 

Adam had sighed and replied, “At least in Victoria I would have been in high school 
now.  They start high school in 7 th  grade.”  He had been a bit confused about it.  His  
father had tried to assure him that the title of th e school, primary or high, had not 
mattered, but he hadn’t been too sure about it. 

He remembered the accent issue.  His mom had said, “Don’t worry, dear.  English is 
English.  They’ll understand.” 

The first days they had asked him to say things, ju st to hear his accent.  A week later, 
he had realized they had been making fun of him.  H e had tried hard to speak with an 
Aussie accent, but only when he had been chosen as the president of the Junior School 
Council had he felt he blended in. 

“What kind of a representative are you, if you’ve b een selected by the teacher and not 
by your friends?  Are you representing the teacher? ” his dad had asked. 

“Leave him alone, Sam.  It’s a great opportunity fo r him,” his mom had said. 
“I didn’t say it wasn’t, Sally, but it’s not right. ” 
Adam had wondered about it for a while.  His friend s had stopped picking on him and 

he knew he had settled in.  He walked proudly displ aying his badge amongst the 500 
students in his school.  Every night, he made sure it was on his shirt, ready on his chair 
for the next morning. 

In Canada, he had also been a member of the Junior School Council and he hoped 
this would be just as much fun. 



Curly Line with Flowers 

This story is dedicated to all the people with lear ning difficulties, like dyslexia, and to 
the wonderful parents and specialists who enable th em to make it in the world. 

 
Dir daiery, 
This is the ferst time I am raiting, jast raiting. Mises hart geiv me this daiery and told 

me to rait. She promised me no one wood rid it. she  geiv me the book and sed “this book 
is for you to rait evrything you hav in maind,no on e is going to look at this book but you.  
I want you to rait without thinking abaoot your spe ling misteiks, just as  you are toking 
to me naoo.” I felt so relived, I coodent weit to g et home and rait. I had so many words in 
my hed that I wanted to say, and never felt I cood rait them daoon.  

I felt so streing when she geiv me the book. Mom lo oked at her and I cood see som tirs 
in her eyes, I fliped the pages and I so that evry few peiges she rote sam sentenses with 
her beutifool hand raiting. On the frest pege she r ote  

“Never, Never, Never Give up” 

It was only words but it geiv me so mach strength.  I think that I fooly understood the 
mining of not giving up. 

I fil streing raiting to myself, it is a bit fany, but I laik it.  mom bot me thos gel pens 
and I laik the wey the ink flos from them ontoo the  peiper.  It looks olmost laik a droing. I 
laik cheinging colors evry fyoo lains. 

The day mom said we are going to see this leidy, I was working on my pictcher, I 
looked at her with disper and sed “why can’t you gi v up mom?” 

“never” she sed konfidentli. 
I felt sory for mom.  For seven yirs she has bin go ing from one expert to enather, from 

one ticher to the other and traing to faind the ris en I can not rait or rid properly. 
“why do we nid another person to tel us I’m styoope d” I asked. mom keim closer. she 

looked at me very cros and sed “don’t you ever say that egein, no one that is styooped 
can make such an ameizing masterpis” and she looked  at my pictcher praoodli. 

“maybe insted of peinting she shood rid mor” 
“do you min she shood hold a book and pritend she i s riding, so you and her ticher 

woold feel beter?” 
Dad held his hed. he didn’t no what to say.  I new he thot I was styooped and leizy.  

He never sed it, but I felt he was asheimed of me.  Mom was the only person that kept me 
going.  She (and sports, and woodwork lesens) helpe d me get up in the morning and feis 
the day. 

Mom lowered her vois, “peinting is the only thing t hat meks her hapy. It is her 
sankchooery, we are going to incarege her to peint as much as we can. She is a 
wanderfool gerl, even gronups can not dro the way s he daz” 

“Sam,” he sed in a nais vois, “maybe somthing is ro ng with her, and it is hard for you 
to axept it” 

mom sat on the cher. she looked very sad. “Richard,  somthing is defently rong with 
her, but insted of thinking abaoot arselvs, we shoo d think abaoot her. We shood faind a 
solooshen” 

“maybe there is no solooshen” he sed 
“ofcors there is a soolushen, we just havent faoond  it yet” 
“what did we do rong?’ he asked her 
“there is no point looking for somone to bleim” she  sed, determined. I admayered her. 



The Building of Life 

Mrs. Cooper was going over the newspaper in the sta ff room when Chris and Sam 
came to ask for her advice.  She was their home-gro up teacher and students often came 
to see her.  She smiled at them. 

“Hi, Mrs. Cooper.  We had a problem at our class me eting.  Sam thinks we need to ask 
you to come to our next meeting,” said Chris. 

“We were trying to decide whether to charge a bit e xtra for our Mother’s Day stall to 
help some of the kids that have no money, or leave it the way it is,” said Sam. 

“It turned out to be a big fight,” added Chris. 
“Just like it is every time we discuss politics,” s miled Mrs. Cooper. 
“It was worse.  We had to physically separate six c hildren that almost hit one another.  

Kristy left the meeting crying and Julie left after  her.” 
Mrs. Cooper didn’t like the sound of this at all.  Having different opinions was OK, but 

getting into fights and making people cry was unacc eptable. 
“Some kids said they didn’t want to help the studen ts who could afford lunch orders 

in the canteen.  Others said it was not the childre n’s fault they didn’t have pocket 
money.  They started calling one another names and pretty soon we couldn’t have a 
civilized conversation anymore,” said Sam. 

“We sounded exactly like politicians in the Senate.   It was really bad,” added Chris. 
Mrs. Cooper had been looking for the right moment f or a long time.  She had written 

this lesson plan a long time before.  She smiled at  Sam and Chris. 
“We will discuss this in our next Social Studies le sson,” she said, and the two students 

left the staff room. 
 
On Monday, Mrs. Cooper came into class with a big m odel of a building and put it on 

the floor by her desk. 
“We are going to play a game for a few weeks,” she said and gave the students a stack 

of sheets.  On the front was a photo of her beautif ul model.  There were case studies and 
questions and, at the end, many blank sheets of pap er. 

“Before we start, I want each and every one of you to write your opinion about the case 
I’m going to read to you,” she said and posted on t he blackboard two big photos of two 
men.  One of them had blond hair; he was young and had a nice smile.  The other one 
was an older man.  He was serious-looking and was d ressed in a suit and tie. 

“This is Michael,” she pointed to the young man.  “ Michael represents the right wing of 
the political life.  And this is John,” she pointed  to the serious one.  “He represents the 
left wing.  You need to choose one of them as your representative for the next elections.” 

“But we are too young to vote,” said Phil. 
“And stupid,” added Brittany, “No wonder they don’t  let you vote.  It’s only a game.”  

Everyone laughed. 
Mrs. Cooper ignored the conversation.  The best way  she knew to discourage such talk 

was to ignore it. 
“On the first page, you can see Michael’s political  philosophy.  Sam, please read it 

aloud,” she said. 
“I believe in free economy.  If you work harder, yo u deserve more.  The money is yours 

and you have the right to decide what to do with it .  I believe every person is responsible 
for his or her own destiny.  Every person’s rights should be respected, with no exception.  
The government is a body we pay to give us services … 



The Guidance Counselor 

Tommie paced nervously by her door.  Every time he went to the toilet, he tried to get 
near it to check her grade 10 reception hours, but the nearby administration office 
attracted many students, which made that difficult for him.  Tommie didn’t know where 
he could get the energy to be optimistic. 

Every year, he had thought he would grow up.  Tommi e had looked for the point in 
time that would make him big and tough, having enou gh strength to cope.  Instead, he 
had found his clothes getting smaller.  He’d had an other birthday and had joined a new 
class.  Every year he had hoped and had been disapp ointed � 

He washed his hands and went back to class.  In cla ss, Tommie sat alone at a side 
desk.  He had no friends and the quietness that stu ck to him kept them all away.  His 
pain had many facets. 

Every lesson that day, he had gone to the toilet, h oping no one would see him walking 
into her room. 

She was strange.  The first time he had seen her ha d been in the general student 
assembly.  Everyone was listening to her quiet, hyp notizing voice.  During break, they 
whispered that she must be having an affair with Mr . Kline, the �high school principal.  
Mr. Kline, who had been a widower for many years, k ept on talking about her with 
admiration, despite the gossip.  The first time he had introduced her, he had said, “This 
is Sam Peterson, our new guidance counselor.  Some of her methods are a bit unusual, 
but they work,” and the teachers had felt a bit unc omfortable. 

It had taken her three months to establish a studen t council that ran the school in an 
extraordinary way.  When all the teachers hated her , the students became her devoted 
fans and were willing to follow her through fire.  She protected them passionately.  The 
students were afraid that one day she would slip an d quote the things they told her in 
the secrecy her room, but she didn’t. 

During breaks, the teachers on duty said she was nu ts from learning so much 
Psychology, but the students loved her for being un conventional.  They felt comfortable 
with her because they were going through a ‘nutty’ period in their lives and were looking 
for someone to stroke them, trust and encourage the m. 

Tommie had never talked to her.  After every studen t assembly, he had built new 
hopes. 

Tommie had imagined himself many times going into h er room, trying to tell her “I 
don’t know what I’m looking for.  Well, I do know, but I don’t know if it is possible.  I 
have read books talking about the ‘sky is the limit ’ and I don’t know if there is a limit to 
my pain.  I’m hurt and I have an iron mark on my ba ck.  I’m glad it is on my back and I 
don’t have to see it every day, but I want to go to  the beach so much.  My dad has a very 
thin belt with a big buckle and it is very painful.   I don’t believe I can find a girl that will 
touch my body until all the scars and the blue mark s will disappear.  My mom has no 
more space on her body to protect me with and I tel l her to take my sister Tasha to the 
shower and stay there until he gets tired…  I though t about running away, but it’s 
selfish.  Tasha has a big scar on her face and she never raises her head…  Court order?!  
And who do you think will stand on our doorstep to make sure he doesn’t come back?!  
Didn’t you read in the newspaper that a judge gave an abusing husband a fine for hitting 
his wife?  And who do you think is paying this fine  if they are drunk and violent and 
don’t work?  Their wives!  Prison?  You are naive.  You live in a nice Psychologist’s world.  
Don’t you read the newspapers?  A husband that beat  his wife to death was sentenced to 
one year in prison.  And then what?” 



Tommie had ‘talked’ to her this way for hours, imag ining himself sitting in her office, 
which he’d never seen before.  The more he thought about it, the more he realized he was 
in a trap and there was no way out.  Tommie asked h imself again and again what he saw 
in her and why he thought she had the answers to th e questions he couldn’t ask. 



Love Me, Love Me Not 

Tom took his nose ring off and examined himself in the mirror.  The ring had been 
bothering him for two weeks now and he considered t aking it out.  Whenever he took it 
out, he felt relieved, but at the same time, he fel t defeated.  Mrs. Purdy, his English 
teacher, commented on his nose ring and his hair al l the time and even sent him to the 
office to be scolded by the deputy principal, Mrs. Sherwood.  In the deputy’s office, he 
defended the ring like a skilled lawyer and asked M rs. Sherwood if she thought she could 
present the school as being open-minded with equal rights if the girls could wear 
earrings and boys couldn’t.  The deputy principal, who taught him Math and liked him a 
lot, sat him in her office and asked him fondly “Te ll me Tom, how long does it take you 
every morning to do this Mohawk?” 

“As long as it takes you to blow-dry your hair,” he  answered and smiled.  Tom liked 
going to the deputy’s office.  He felt they underst ood each other very well. 

“I’m very efficient with my blow-dryer.  I finish s tyling my hair in no time.” 
“I’m very efficient with my hair styling, too.  I b ought this new gel.  Isn’t it nice?” he 

said and gently touched his long spikes. 
“It’s very original, I must say.  We’re done with t he hair style issue, aren’t we?” 
“You brought it up again,” he countered. 
Tom was the best student in school.  At some point,  he had decided that his geeky 

image really bothered him.  He had considered faili ng some exams, so the others 
wouldn’t say he was a geek, but then he had decided  against it.  He had then started 
doing his hair in a Mohawk.  He had received many c omments from teachers and the 
deputy principal had told him it was very hard to f ight what people thought. 

“I am what I have inside, not my hair style,” he ha d told her. 
“You can’t look like this and be surprised when peo ple think you’re a punk,” she had 

told him. 
Mrs. Sherwood hadn’t been able to convince him to w ear his hair ‘normally’.  He had 

felt he had to prove to everyone that he could look  weird and still be a good student.  
Then, one day, he had come with the nose ring.  Tha t day, he had spent the whole 
morning in the deputy’s office.  Every teacher had commented and had sent him to her. 

“Tell me, Tom, can you blow your nose like that?” a sked the deputy. 
“I’m healthy.  I never needed to blow my nose,” he answered sharply. 
“Doesn’t it hurt?” she asked with a worried look on  her face. 
“It hurts, but not badly.  Look how much attention I get from it.  Tell me it isn’t worth 

it,” he said honestly. 
“That’s negative attention you’re getting,” she sai d and took out her notepad. 
“I know what positive attention is.  I got 98% on m y science exam.  Besides, you’re an 

educator.  You know that for teenagers it doesn’t r eally matter what kind of attention it 
is,” he said smiling and touched his spikes. 

Mrs. Sherwood started writing in her notepad.  She had an urge to explain to Mrs. 
Purdy that it wasn’t right to pay so much attention  to undesired behavior.  Besides, how 
can you have a problem with such a good student who  doesn’t harm anyone?  Why is it 
such a big deal if someone is different? 

“If other students want to imitate him, just tell t hem to be excellent students like him, ” 
she told Mrs. Purdy in her head. 



Biography  

In the morning, when Daniel was waiting for Anna, h e saw them singing.  It had been 
two months since he had started waiting for her for  the short morning walk towards 
school.  In the last few days, he had noticed they were singing.  At 8:15, Anna, her mom, 
her brother and her younger sister were sitting in the car and singing.  The windows 
were shut and he could only see their lips moving.  Then her mom stopped, they finished 
the song and kissed each other goodbye. 

“Good morning, Daniel” said Anna. 
“Hi, Anna.  What do you do in the car every morning ?” Daniel asked, tightening the 

straps on his backpack as they started walking. 
“Singing,” she said, smiling uncomfortably.  She ne ver thought anyone would notice. 
“What do you sing?” 
“All kinds of stuff.  My mom records songs about pe ace, hope, motivation, love.  She 

says that when you sing, your body releases happine ss chemicals.  She says singing sets 
you free.” 

“Is your mom into music or something?” asked Daniel . 
“No, she’s a doctor.  She was a doctor in Croatia,”  said Anna proudly. 
“And now?” 
“Now she’s a mom.  Just a mom.” 
“And how is that related to songs?”  Daniel was cur ious. 
“She thinks it’s her role to give us happiness.  Sh e says not all people can sing.  Many 

like to listen to music, but then they only taste f reedom.” 
“But not everyone can sing,” said Daniel. 
“Everyone has a song inside, but you must know your self to find your song,” said 

Anna.  “Everyone can sing,” she added confidently, then said goodbye and went to her 
locker. 

 
In English class, Mrs. Markson taught the class abo ut biographies.  Daniel wasn’t very 

interested in Mark Twain’s biography.  He looked at  Anna, imagined her singing and 
smiled.  Every so often, she raised her head and re turned his smile. 

He pondered whom to choose as the subject of his En glish biography assignment. 
That afternoon, he waited for his mom to pick him u p.  He looked around to check if 

anyone was watching.  He had told his mom so many t imes that he preferred to take the 
bus, just like everyone else, but she always said “ This is why I’m here,” and insisted on 
picking him up.  They had had this argument quite a  lot. 

“You don’t have to come.  I’m a big boy.  I can get  home by myself,” he had said. 
“I’m sure you can, but what for?  I’m home anyway a nd I’m happy to come and pick 

you up everyday,” she had replied. 
“Why are you home?  I don’t understand,” he had ask ed. 
“I want to be with you in the mornings and afternoo ns, when you’re not at school,” she 

had said and turned on the radio. 
Daniel didn’t like this strangling relationship.  N ext to people, she used to kiss him 

and touch his face and he always felt like wiping h is cheeks.  He didn’t like it that he had 
grown up alone most of his life.  His sister Sam wa s ten years older than he was, so she 
hadn’t been much of a playmate.  When Daniel had tr ied to pick a fight with her, she 
would just say “I love you to the sky and back” and  hug him.  When she had finished 
high school, she had gone to study psychology and h e had felt as if he had been left 
behind. 


