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Foreword




Dear Reader:

I suspect you think that Annie’s problems are not your problems, that there is no way you would allow a boy to control your life…your entire future! But…whoa…wasn’t that exactly the way

 

“ANONYMOUS ANNIE
 14 years old and pregnant”

 

felt before she met Danny? We should all love and respect Annie for consenting to share her most private thoughts and experiences in the hope that they will help you make wiser decisions in your life, FOR THE DECISIONS ARE UP TO YOU! I can’t make them for you, your parents can’t, your teachers can’t, all the king’s horses and all the king’s men can’t! ONLY YOU! It is an awesome responsibility but I’m smiling, for Annie assures me you can do it! I know you can, too!

—Dr. B (Beatrice Sparks)








 




Begin Reading

September 11, Monday

I can’t believe I woke up this morning and it was an ordinary day: Take a shower, brush my teeth, clean my room, slap a last-minute polish on my (due yesterday) science paper, do the breakfast dishes, empty garbage, etc….then WOW…WHAMMY…CRASH…BANG…

Me! Limping off the soccer field all smelly and bruised and battered and stuff after my Volkswagen bug-diesel-truck collision with Mountain Marion Martin. I was streaked with grassy dirt, trying to push my sweaty, limp hair out of my face, and rubbing a big “owie” under my right eye. Actually, I was feeling generally like Humpty Dumpty, when HE…came running toward the football field, suited up like a regular NFL star and gorgeous as Brad Pitt, even gorgeouser…is that a word? If it isn’t, it should be!

Anyway, he ground to a stop right in front of me like an airplane coming down the runway for a landing and said, “Hi. Should I ask how you’re doin’?” Ordinary me looked around to see who he was talking to. He tapped my shoulder and started laughing. I couldn’t help laughing with him. Usually I’m…you know, really uncomfortable around boys, except the guys who are my buddies, male slugs I’ve grown up with. But him! Wow! Now I guess I know what hormones are!! They seemed like a strange idea in health class, but then and there—KA-POWIE—I felt like a stick of dynamite had blown up inside me.

I remember every word the gorgeously gorgeous one said. Actually, they are each forever engraved in my memory and mind for posterity! He said, “I’m new here, and…I’m looking for a friend. A sort of, not embarrassed to be”—he snickered—“sweaty, sporty sort of friend.” He looked past my grungy, stringy bangs into the very deepest part of my heart and brain, and my whole body and soul smiled back at him.

The guys on the field began yelling. As he ran off, he whispered very slowly, in a kind of husky whisper, as though it were a sacred secret, “‘Bye, friend.”

I’m lying here on my bed going over and over and over the awesomeness of it all. HE wants me to be his friend! I want to be! I really do want to be! More than I’ve ever wanted anything in the world in my whole life!


September 12, Tuesday

6:32 a.m.

I got up before it was even light outside—(me! Who sometimes doesn’t even hear my alarm clock go off)—showered, washed my hair and curled it on hot rods, used some of Mom’s face mask, and tried on everything in my closet. I’ve got to look my very best today! I know he said he wants a “sweaty, sporty sort of friend,” but I’m sure he wants a girl who sometimes looks like a girl’s supposed to look too, at least I hope with all my heart he does. Oh please, please make him not want to see me looking my sweaty, dirty tomboy worst like he did last time.

4:21 p.m.

All day long, every time I had a chance, I prowled up and down the halls hoping I’d see him somewhere, but it’s a big school. I wonder if he’s been looking for me? Maybe going down the East hall while I’m going down the West one. (I can’t believe I don’t even know his name.) Maybe he’s sick or was in an accident or something! That’s dumb!

Wasn’t that a crazy dream last night when I visioned us playing tennis together and me letting him win! Not likely! Mrs. Raynor says if we had a team here at middle school, I’d for sure be its captain.

Ummm…I wonder if I would let him win because of the hormones and the macho thing?

And…I guess I might as well face it; maybe he says to every girl what he said to me. I couldn’t bear that! But I guess I could; maybe I’ll have to. Ouch! That really hurts! It hurts, but it could be reality too. Goodness knows it happens often enough on TV and I’ve never really had a boyfriend before. I mean, no one ever seemed to like me that way…maybe it’s just the way I want him to like me.

6:59 p.m.

Jenny called. She and Deanna were going to the mall, but I said I didn’t feel like it. I’d rather just sit here and feel sorry for myself. I wish I hadn’t told her how mushed I am about him. It makes me seem like a real nutcase, nerd, dweeb. Besides I wanted to just happen to rollerblade past the deserted schoolfield and the park and stuff…just in case…

I was out for about an hour and a half but no sightings. Poor me.


September 14, Thursday

4:42 p.m.

I’m trying to get over him. But it’s not really getting over him! It’s kind of like it was a dream or movie, or some other repeating and repeating stupid, idiotic thing. I can’t believe something like this can make me feel so completely world-shatteringly, darkly empty.

September 19, Tuesday

4:17 p.m.

I used to write almost every day. Now there doesn’t seem to be anything worth writing about.


September 21, Thursday

4:50 p.m.

Radder than rad news! Molly and I were coming off the soccer field, pushing each other and being silly, when I felt someone come up behind me and put their hands over my eyes. My heart literally flopped; I wanted it to be him so much, but I thought it was probably Mel or one of the other guys in one of my classes. But it was him! It was!

He took my shoulders and turned me around. “Hi, friend.”

I blubbered back, “Hi, friend.”

The world started turning in a completely different orbit as he told me his name was Daniel, but I should call him Danny, and that he’d been looking for me all week. It was like we were the characters in the Indian story Ramona, our paths almost crossing but just barely missing, at least for the longest week in my life. Both of us looking for each other like our lives depended upon it. At least that’s how I felt.

Danny asked if I wanted a ride home after school. IMAGINE me in the raddest boy in the world’s 1982 red Mustang convertible—just him and me! I still have trouble breathing just thinking about it.


The bad part is that he had to bring me home, drop me off, and get right back to work. Oh, I guess I didn’t tell you that his dad bought the Four Seasons Restaurant on the corner of Hill and Elm. It’s the really classy place with a huge waterfall in the entrance. Anyway, the best part is, he asked me to go to a movie Saturday. Isn’t that the coolest, sweetest, most awesome thing that has ever happened in creation? Mom would die if she knew, but what she doesn’t know won’t hurt her.

September 22, Friday

4:29 a.m.

I can’t wait! I can’t wait! I can’t wait! I prowled the halls like a banshee between classes, but Danny has become part of the air I breathe or something, and invisible. I’m scared witless that I won’t be able to talk to him when we do have some time together! I’m such a “duh” sometimes, especially around boys. Especially boys I like. Especially a boy I really, really like.

Danny’s dad must be superrich to give him his own sweet convertible, as well as to buy the restaurant and big old Pederson house on the river. He said his parents are divorced, and his mother lives in New York. She’s probably someone beautiful, powerful, and famous.


My dad just grayly disappeared after their divorce when I was five. The only thing I vividly remember about him is my mom telling my aunt once that he “moved from job to job to job looking for money like a bee flits from flower to flower to flower looking for honey.” I remember thinking about that a lot.

Mom and I are both so ordinary, everyday, like everybody else. Maybe I’ll seem too ordinary, everyday, and like everybody else to him. I don’t want that! I want him to think I’m very, very special! Like a princess or a movie star or a…I don’t know…I just want to be more than plain me! Could plain me possibly be good enough for awesome him? I do, do, do, do hope he will like me when he gets to know me. Will he? I’m not all that pretty, and I’m not all that smart, and our apartment is nice, but it isn’t like the big old Pederson house. Hmm, well, I was the attending Rose princess at last year’s Rose Festival. Does that count?

Be quiet my shivering, insecure heart. Like Aunt Martha told me once: “We’re worth what we think we’re worth in life, and if we think we’re worth two cents people will treat us like we’re worth two cents!” I’m worth a whole lot more than that! Especially to my mom, who has to have good sense to be chosen the teacher of the year at her high school, so there, little nobody, no self-confidence person!

Well…ah…just to be sure Mom doesn’t find out, maybe I better meet Danny in the mall, at the Gap, where Sally, my neighbor, works. I know everybody there and they treat me like I’m special, even when I don’t buy anything. That should be cool and impress him. Hey, wait a minute; either he’ll like me for me or not at all. Right?

But…mmmm…maybe it would be best to call Danny at the restaurant and tell him to meet me at Jenny’s. Mom would have a dizzy-fizzy if she thought…you know…she’s soooo old-fashioned. She thinks fourteen-year-olds are babies, and that at middle school we ought to still be playing in sandboxes and making mud pies. Jenny’s mom is much, much more open-minded; at least she is when she’s home, which is practically never.

4:40 a.m.

I’m so excited, I can’t sleep and I must. I can just see Danny picking me up, and I’ll have these humongous dark circles under my eyes and red eyes like a vampire. Uggg, not that! I’ve got to look and act and be my very, very, very, very best! So good night dear friend diary.

P.S. I’ve never been soooo happy in my whole life!!! Guess what makes me sooooo happy—Him!! Danny! I love that name.


September 23, Saturday

11:41 p.m.

You can’t even imagine what a wonderful, marvelous, rad, joyous, sweet, happy time I had with Danny. He’s not like any other boy I’ve ever dated. Ha…that’s funny because I’ve never had a date before. Oh, I’ve walked through the park with Jerry Mills and gone skating with Bon and her two brothers and stuff but…well…this was like…like life on another planet in another sphere. Honestly, you can’t even imagine how glorious it was.

I wasn’t the least bit scared or tense or anything from the very first. Because HE made sure I wouldn’t be. He came to Jenny’s door, and at first I felt weird, like I was strung tight as my tennis racket or something. Then he looked right into my eyes…and heart…and said, “Hi, fellow sports nut. You look yummy and nummy out of your wrinkled, sweaty uniform.”

I opened my mouth and my brains fell out. “And…you smell sweet for a change.”

He punched me gently on the shoulder and laughed. “It’s Ralph Lauren’s latest, ‘Old Tennis Shoes’ cologne.”

For some crazy-mixed-up reason that made me feel comfortable as a warm, curled-up cat being petted. And talking to him wasn’t hard either. But maybe that was because he, thank goodness, did most of the talking. Oh, you would love him Diary, honest you would. He’s had such a hard, miserable life. I thought he had everything important. The beautiful house so big it looks like a castle, and the lawns and gardens like a park, and his successful dad, and his sweeter than sweet car! But he’s taught me that things aren’t everything! Parked up by Pebble Creek, he told me secrets that no one else knows. He said he needed someone like me to talk to. I was so flattered, I thought I was going to melt. He confided in me that he’s sixteen! And he’s over a year behind in school because two years ago he was in a horrible car accident. He was in a coma for two whole months. Then he was in traction and rehab for two more months. I just cried and cried when he told me, and we hugged each other like two little lost kids. I felt so honored that he would share his pain with me, and I know that it was good for him to have someone to unburden his soul upon.

He called me an “Earth Angel.” And I think I’m going to commit myself completely to being just that for him, no matter what!

I’m so glad I lied to Mom about going out with him. I know I shouldn’t be, but she’s strong and mature and all that, and doesn’t need a support system like Danny does. We got a dose of the support system importance in mental health class, and I’m grateful for that because now I’ll be able to support Danny, at least some. Honestly, I do feel kind of bad about lying to Mom, but I know she wouldn’t understand me and Danny “bonding” so quickly. That’s another mental health class word, and age has nothing to do with “bonding,” no matter what she or anybody else thinks.

I know this sounds completely out-there in the cosmic-cosmic since I’ve only talked to Danny at school and on the phone and been out with him once, but always and forever, I will be concerned about him, even when I’m old and gray and I have children and grandchildren and great-grandchildren; even if he marries someone else, and I marry someone else.

I will remember after death the wind blowing through my hair and Danny’s strong arms holding me so close, I was almost part of him. He said I warmed up the “hurting coldness” in him that he’d always felt before. That made the little bright smolderings in my heart flame brighter and brighter, and made them feel righter and righter! I know that’s not grammatically correct, but it was all right and RIGHT! And it made then, and makes now, perfect sense to me! That’s all that counts! No matter what Mom or anyone else says!

Our particular spot by the side of Pebble Creek, with the full moon filtering through the leaves, making lacy patterns on everything, will ever be special to me…no, not special, SACRED, in some, I can’t explain, way!

We didn’t…go very far…but…everything in creation seemed…like new…and wonderfully US and right and kind of…forever together, unbreakable, unshakeable!

We missed the whole movie, but actually, in a way we were a movie as we talked and walked along the side of our winding little stream. Twinkling stars sagged through the velvet black night watching over us. We threw rocks in the water to see their silver splashes and chased each other, often falling down in the meadows of sweet grasses and flowers. Once Danny climbed a tree and played Tarzan while I played Jane. It was amazing how free and completely unrestricted and “really me” I felt.

I know I can help Danny. I want to so much. He needs to heal from all the agony he’s suffered. To feel well and safe again. I know I can help him by just always being there for him and for always being, as Mom says, his “EGO BOOSTER!” Who would ever have thought that big jock Danny would ever need simple, ordinary old Annie me?

The fact that he’s over a year behind in school is very hard on him, I’m sure. He didn’t mention it, but I just know some macho inner part of him feels…I don’t know…kind of embarrassed or hurt…but it will be better now because I’m going to dedicate my life to helping him know that he’s all the wonderful, marvelous things he is! At last, and for a change, Mom’s teachings and preachings about the importance of self-confidence are going to come in handy.

I don’t want anything or anyone to ever hurt him again. And I’m soooo glad we got distracted and didn’t go to the movie.


September 24, Sunday

2:14 a.m.

I just had a miserable, horrible nightmare dream of dear Danny struggling to stay upright in his “walker” and going through excruciating therapy as he tried to rebuild his shattered life. I vow…I really do deeply and sincerely vow that in the future I will do everything possible to make him feel forever important, powerful, and loved. We won’t be like the other silly, dweeby couples around school. We’ll be truly special, because of his tragedy, especially because of the very, very specialness of his sharing his tragedy with me.

Sorry I’m wetting your pages with tears, dear Diary, but I can’t help it.

 

“Oh sleep take me into thy loving arms that I may dream of my newfound love.”


Annie William Shakespeare

A++++ student in Miss Turner’s

composition class



(I wish)


September 27, Wednesday

4:21 p.m.

Sorry I haven’t talked with you for a while, but it’s like part of the time I’m a different person on a different planet in a different sphere. I know that sounds kadoodley, but it’s really how I feel…it’s like…well, for instance, Danny and I had lunch together and the regular cafeteria turkey and noodles tasted like the ambrosia of the gods (Mom’s expression for the tastiest of the tasty). After lunch Danny teased me because I don’t want Mom to know about him. He does that because it kadoodles me so much. Danny loves the word “kadoodle,” but it’s so childishly silly, I try not to use it. Sorry to say, it slips out anyway, and for some reason it always makes us crack up and laugh like two loony balloonies. I’m making up my own words again.

After lunch we walked outside and Danny teased me about the movie we saw last night when we should have been at the library studying. I could barely remember it—I’d been so enraptured by his presence! Actually, I really remember it all, but vaguely. At least everything is vague except the guy literally filling the girl’s room with roses. Why do I remember that part so perfectly and precisely that I can even, at this moment, smell the fragrance of the roses surrounding me, enveloping me, smothering me? I know this sounds corny and hopelessly hokey, but you know how Mom is always encouraging me to be “verbally picturesque.” Her phrase; not mine, remember? She’s told me a million-hundred times that the way to become the writer I want to become is to, every time I take pen or pencil in hand, paint a word picture, right?

It’s a little hard to do in math—but what isn’t hard to do in math? For me anyway.

Hey, as an about-to-be-great writer I’m sure messing up this entry to the max, aren’t I? I know that should be “am I not” but it sounds sooooooo snooty when I say it or write it. Still I guess I’m glad Mom pushes me in the writing directions, or at least I will be when I get older and really try to write for money. Imagine making money doing something you like…no, LOVE TO DO!

Whoa…back up some. How did I get from a room filled with red roses to here? Guess I got so caught up in words that I almost forgot trying to make sense. So! Back to the rose thing. After lunch when Danny and I stretched out on the grass under the library window. It was warm and the tree-leaf shapes and shadows were like a lacy covering snuggling over and around us. Lazily, Danny began telling me about football practice, then suddenly stopped, reached way up over his head and picked a huge sparkling dandelion that was poking out from a crack in the old cement foundation. Gently and slowly, like it was the most precious gift in the world, he handed it to me. “Someday I’ll fill every corner of your room with red roses, but for now I can give you only…”—he looked at the dandelion as though it were a magnificent yellow jewel—“this.”

Our hands met. “It’s greater, more beautiful, more precious than anything in the world,” I said as I put it between our two faces, which were slowly coming together. The little yellow bloom seemed to expand until it touched both his lips and mine. “It’s our very own private sun, in our very own private universe,” I whispered.

“Our sun, our universe,” Danny whispered back as he kissed me.

His kiss carbonated my every blood cell as both the red and the white ones exploded in my body in a manner totally unknown to me before. It was such a secret, sacred experience that I’m surprised that I am even now able, after all my unsure rambling, to share it with YOU!

It was a quiet, quick, gentle little kiss because there are snipes and snitches and eyes and mouths all around our private school, but it was still an experience I will remember with a lovely shuddering all the days of my life. Surely other kids don’t feel this way! They couldn’t!

10:03 p.m.

I’ve been standing at my window looking at the full, full moon and the glittering, sparkling stars surrounding it. I am like one of those stars. And Danny is my moon. How I wish I was a brilliant poet like Elizabeth Barrett Browning and could write the things of my heart to him. When Mom first read her poems to me, I thought they were dumb, dumb, dumb. How wrong I was, or maybe just not then able to understand the language of love. It is like a new language, a new expansion of life. How fortunate I am to now be entering into its new world.


Oh sleep

How I hate to fall into thy arms

And cease the beauty of my thoughts of him

Perchance I’ll dream about

His hand in mine.

A dream divine

A dream divine.

Good night, sweet Prince.

My first of endless poems all meant for thee.



September 28, Thursday

4:27 p.m.

I saw Danny only for a minute today. He had to go meet his father for lunch about some stupid thing, then he had a meeting with Mrs. Bowers and football practice and work and something else idiotic. He did however bring me a very, very, very, special, special gift! Guess what it was? Oh come on, guess. I can’t tell anybody else in the world except you because it’s so…personal and private…so us!

Okay, I know how much you want to know! It was one of the little matchboxes they use to light candles in their restaurant, BUT squished inside were four little chocolate kisses! Isn’t that about the sweetest, dearest, most thoughtful, original thing you’ve ever heard of? Almost better in a way, and more thoughtful than a whole room full of roses, or even dandelions.

September 29, Friday

9:22 p.m.

Danny and I were just beginning to eat our lunches when Bruster and Kel whirlwinded by our table and took him off. He shrugged and gave me a sad little look. I didn’t see him the rest of the day. I know he works most nights at the restaurant, but I wish he’d phone.


By the phone

All alone

All alone

By the phone.



What I’m thinking now is really crazy, but since I’ve known Danny I sort of feel alone even when I’m with other people. Insane, right? Right! But it’s still, somewhere deep on the inside of me, the way I feel. I guess I don’t feel really whole except when I’m with HIM. So when he’s not there, I’m just a shell, kind of. He’s like the spark and I’m the candle. And if the candle isn’t lit, it can’t give off radiance. Do I know what I’m talking about? Yes! But there’s no way to really explain it.

September 30, Saturday

12:56 p.m.

I went to the mall with Jenny and Deanna after school Friday, and today we just hung out, then went to the ice rink. It was fun but not fun like it used to be. I want to be with Danny! They both know I’ve got a thing for him, and they tease me mercilessly, but in a way that’s cool because it lets me know they think we’re something.

I know Danny had to go to a regional football camp this weekend, and I really want him to be there learning to be the best of whatever he can be in every area of his life, but I still resent it in a way.

Good grief, girl, can you possibly be jealous? Is it possible to be jealous of a thing? I don’t know! But for some reason I’m really fragmented about lots of my feelings these days.

I wish I had someone to talk to. Someone who  could understand where I’m at. Mom’s looking at my life from her old-fashioned, overprotective side, and Jenny and Deanna would be looking at it from their dumb-as-I-am side. School counselor? No way, there are kids lining up in front of his door all the time. Shrink? Where would I get the money? Church person?…ummmm no. The things I call problems would probably make him laugh.

So…I guess I’m stuck with you, Daisy Diary. From now on you’re going to be my alter ego, right? Well, what do you think?

You think I am jealous? Yikes! Maybe you’re right and I shouldn’t be jealous of him doing things he ought to do, should I? I thought…I don’t know what I thought. Anyway I’ve got to always remember to respect his thoughts and concepts and needs, and remember that they may sometimes be different from mine. That’s mature! And in the last analysis, what I really want, and will ever want, is what he wants and what is best for him!

I’m so glad Mom took psychology classes, and that she’s shared some of the really good concepts with me. I’m going to take psychology classes too as soon as I’m old enough.


October 1, Sunday

2:27 a.m.

I guess it’s really still Saturday! He’ll be home today. I wonder if he’ll call me. I hope he does. I really, really, really hope he does! He’s got to! I’ll die if he doesn’t.

Ode to Danny


I miss your smile

I miss your touch

I miss you very, very much.

I hope, I hope that you miss me.

I’d miss you through eternity.



11:31 a.m.

Oh bleeding, bleeding, bleeding, wounded, hurting heart, how can you bear the pain? I’m too hurt to cry; still I’m crying inside so hard, I fear I am literally drowning myself in my black, bitter acid tears.

Maybe Meg was lying. I hope she was! I know she was!!!! She COULD NOT have seen Danny riding around last night with Tanya, please not Tanya. She’s such an overt slut—everyone knows it.

“Overt: done openly, without attempt at concealment.” Why does my mind drift to stupid things like Mom giving me a dollar for every new word I start using. I’ll never use that word again, ever! Ever! I wish I could tear it out of my mind.

Oh Danny, Danny, Danny, how could you do this to me? You promised me a room full of dandelions soon and a room full of red roses later.

I can understand how you might have found Mardie prettier than I am, or Molly more personable, or Jenny more everything! But Danny, how…how…why…why Tanya?

2:22 p.m.

I’ve been throwing up, with a headache and stuff. Mom thinks I’ve got the flu. I think I’ll go take some of her Niteall. Sleep is the only escape I can think of. I wish I could sleep forever!

4:30 p.m.

Mom woke me about an hour ago. She had a hard time rousing me. When she finally did and told me Danny was on the phone, I tried to burrow down into my covers like a ground squirrel. Thank everything wonderful she insisted I take his call, and, with a shaking voice, I said, “Hello.” I was feeling so scared and betrayed and lonely and lost, it was like a Stephen King movie, totally, totally unreal.


Danny said he’d missed me, and my first inclination was to scream at him that I knew about Tanya, so he couldn’t have missed me too much…but I couldn’t. He sounded so sincere and happy that I didn’t have the heart to rain on his parade. His words tumbled out in a jumble about how hard the team had worked, and how much they’d learned, and how fun it had been, and how when he got home late yesterday afternoon, he’d been so beat both physically and mentally that he’d gone straight to bed.

I’m sooo, sooo, soooo relieved! I know Meg must have seen someone who just looked like him from a distance. She’d said it was “last night,” and it’s easy to not see things clearly in dim light.

Isn’t it strange how your life can change from black tarry quicksand depression to bird-singing, lilac-blooming, sunshine happiness? That’s what mine is now—well…a little late for lilacs, but I find myself smiling, grinning, beaming all over (even on the inside of me). It’s never too late for dandelions in one’s life! Something deep in the deepest part of my heart tells me that he will bring me one when he comes by. Mom’s going to her friend Nell’s in a little while, so that won’t be any problem, and Mrs. Brushel, “pokey nose,” won’t be able to see Danny and me drive away because her apartment faces on the side street, and ours is on the front.


Oh glorious day

Hey, hey, hey



I want to write a song to share all the happy music I feel inside with the world.


If I didn’t have YOU, dear Daisy Diary, to share my happiness with, I positively, absolutely, think I would burst and splatter all over the room in little blobs of happy sunshine. Nutty, yeah?

“Yeah.”

Okay, so now you’re talking back!

Well, it’s still the way it is, so there!


What will I wear?

How will I fix my hair?

No time to spare.



10:47 p.m.

I told Mom I was going to Jenny’s to study. Then I alerted Jenny, and I went out with Danny.

Mom was really mad when I came in because I was supposed to be home by 9:30, but even her being cyber-spaced can’t dampen my happiness! Oh, Daisy, Danny is so wonderful, so perfect, so beautiful…I know we shouldn’t call males beautiful, BUT HE IS! He’s like a young Greek god, a youthful David that Michelangelo sculpted. I’m so lucky, lucky, lucky to have HIM like ordinary me!

We played tennis; then we drove up to the top of Hampton Hill. I’d never been there before, but of course, I’ve heard about IT and actually once wondered if I’d ever be asked to go there.

The city down below us looked like a little fairyland of tinkling lights or a million-zillion miniature Christimas trees with blinking bulbs going on and off. Danny said he felt like we were in Alice’s Wonderland or in Gulliver’s travels.


He had promised me on the way up that he wasn’t going to the place the kids call HOME BASE. You know the place where…anyway, he said he just wanted to show me the lights and pretend we were Gulliver’s travelers ourselves or on our own Aladdin-like magic carpet floating out over the world. He also said not everyone went up Hampton Hill to “do the deed,” that a lot of them, like him, just went up to enjoy the view and the peace and outdoor wildness of everything. When he explained that, I felt so proud of him and so respected and safe with him that I covered his face with kisses. Actually it was the first time I’d really kissed a boy. Oh, little smacks with Jay and a couple of others, but never, never, never a real tight-type gooey kiss.

I’d never imagined the static electricity and mind-body control…maybe…mind-out-of-control-power of…but anyway, just as I was beginning to float out into some kind of foreign, exotic never-never land, we saw a police car coming up the road toward us. I was so scared, I started sniveling.

Danny gave me a shake that made my teeth rattle. “Stop crying! Pull yourself together!” he said very sternly (actually, I guess it was just authoritatively, so I would stop blubbering). “You want to make the cops think I was trying to rape you or some other dumb thing?”

I blew my nose, wiped away the tears, and he apologized gently. “You know I wouldn’t get you, above all people, into trouble for anything in the world.”

The police shined their lights into our car, but by then we were sitting far apart and had turned the radio station to a hard rock one instead of romantic soft stuff. I was shaking so hard, I thought I was going to bounce out of the car.

“You kids better get out of here,” they warned on their loudspeaker and Danny immediately obeyed.

On the way down the hill, Danny asked quietly, “You’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

I nodded ever so slightly, in some stupid way feeling almost embarrassed.

He pulled his arm from around my shoulder and sat up straight and stiff. “So am I.”

Oh, Daisy, you don’t know how safe that made me feel. I couldn’t say this even to Jenny but…well, we didn’t do too much beyond kiss, really soulful kissing and…but I’m really glad he’s so respectful of both himself and me. He just gave me a little peck when we got home.

October 2, Monday

4:31 p.m.

Saw Danny in the hall outside the cafeteria. He said he had to eat with a couple of guys on the team because they were planning game strategies. It really hurt me because he seemed so distant, but I guess that’s because he feels so responsible to the team. Actually, if I was a mature person, I would probably feel proud of him because he takes his responsibilities so seriously…and actually I do! I DO! I DO! I’ve got to help him in every way to be the best him he can be! I can’t wait till I can take some psych classes. Maybe I’ll go to the library and get a book.

October 3, Tuesday

9:47 p.m.

Jenny and I went to the Pro Shop after school to get me some new soccer shorts, and then later I went to the market with Mom to get stuff for the party she’s having Thursday night for her school’s Honor Students. She’s in charge of the program, and I’m proud of her. She’s trying to train me to be one of her Honor Students when I’m in high school, and I’m trying. They do lots of fun things, like go to State and stuff, some even make it to Nationals. I don’t know if I can do that, but I’m certainly going to give it my best try.

Mom took me out to dinner at Mi Casita, my very favorite Mexican restaurant, but somehow even that wasn’t as fun as usual. I guess I’m really hung up on Danny. I don’t seem to be able to really enjoy things when he’s not there. I’m thinking about him, feeling him close to me, all the time. Even when I should be thinking about or doing other things. It’s kind of like he’s one of those songs that go around and around in your head, and you can’t get it out. He seems to be always, always, always there. It’s dumb!

Sorry, gotta go now and do homework. I’m not usually a procrastinator, but it’s been hard to get settled down with it tonight.

October 5, Thursday

9:19 p.m.

I’m really getting miffed with Danny’s team and his dad. Between the two of them, he’s almost ignoring me. I know I should be more understanding and all that, and I do understand that his dad is renovating the big main dining room and needs him, and that he’s very important to the team too, but there should be a few minutes for ME somewhere in the day or night. He tells me there will be soon. I hope I can wait. I guess I don’t have any choice…wish I did.


October 7, Saturday

10:10 p.m.

Took Peg’s place on the older tennis team at the very last moment at the State run-off. It was weird because I’d played all day with my own group, still…guess what? Can you believe we won! Me playing the best game I’ve ever played. It was a fluke because I’ve never done very well in doubles. It was awesome! Really truly awesome!

10:38 p.m.

It would have been more awesome if Danny had been there.

October 10, Tuesday

4:16 p.m.

Danny and I had lunch together and my heart was singing till Tad came up and dragged him off for a guy thing. I am beginning to feel deeply resentful…jealous? Yes! Jealous of everything and everybody, especially Tanya, who always seems to be hanging around. I hate her! And I hate Tad and the other guys who are always kissing up to him because Danny has the cool car and he’s older and…I’M GREEN-EYED, SUSPICIOUS, ENVIOUS, STUPID and I’ve got to stop it!

I WILL!

I HAVE! I have! I have!

I am now again the noble, mature person I’ve always been, and I don’t kiss up to Danny because of all the above things. It’s just because…

because…

he’s so LOVEABLE! AND I LOVE HIM! I really, truly honestly do and I’m sooooooo glad I’ve got you to share both my joy and sorrow with. Jenny and Deanna are my very best friends, but I don’t think they’d understand like you do. I know they wouldn’t…couldn’t.

Thank you, thank you, thank you, very best dear friend Diary. You’re like the very deepest innermost part of me that understands all my trials and sorrows and weaknesses and insecurities and ugly stupidities…and you still tolerate me, think kindly of me and…sometimes even love and respect me. What would I ever, ever do without you? You are my psychiatrist, my mentor, my cheerleader, my advisor…sort of a silent advisor, but you are important in my life. I can cough up the gruesomest, most revolting, nauseous things in the world, and you never lecture or preach; you just accept me exactly as I am. I wish more people could do that. Maybe Danny isn’t as busy as he says; maybe he’s just trying to dump me easy, do you think? Please tell me you don’t think that.

October 11, Wednesday

2:31 a.m.

I’m such a duh, dumb, gullible dweeb sometimes, like now. I can’t think of one single positive in my life. I know that’s stupid and ridiculous but sometimes I’M stupid and ridiculous—like now! Everything good and sunshiney and joyous in life has disintegrated before my eyes. I feel lonely, lost, alone, helpless, and hopeless…. It’s black and spiderwebby, sticky and scary in here. Help, help, help! Somebody get me out!

October 12, Thursday

5:12 a.m.

I must have cried myself to sleep because my pillow is still wet, but that seems to have drained away all the cold, evil blackness because out my window I can see the pinkness in the east turning to yellow, so la-la-la—the sun will come out “tomorrow,” which is really today, right?

October 13, Friday

4:37 p.m.

I’ve only got a minute because Danny passed me in the hall and asked me to go to a party with him tonight. Sorry, I gotta go. What am I saying? I’m not sorry, I’m elated!

12:21 p.m.

Daisy:

Everyone was there. Lots of jocks and cheerleaders from high school, plus some older guys. It was stupendous! Danny was treated like a Knight on the Hill or something. And they treated ME like I was someone too! Can you believe it, me? A princess at a party?

Kelly’s parents had gone away for the weekend, so the guys brought in a whole keg of beer, and at first I said I didn’t drink. Danny gave me a dirty look like I was embarrassing him and started flirting with Marcie, the prettiest girl there, and I felt I had to. After a while I was as happy and silly as everybody else, and I didn’t know I could have so much fun.


We were in Kelly’s basement playroom, and the music was so loud, it practically vibrated the walls. Kids were screaming and bouncing on the couches or just snuggled up in couples around in corners. Danny and I were slow-dancing to the sounds that reverberated through our bodies like the big bass drums in the Fourth of July parade. It felt good. We were part of it. It was like something new and wonderful and different.

Then suddenly we seemed to be all alone, just the two of us in the whole universe dancing together as one, part of the music, the flashing colors, the differentness.

Oh, Daisy, it was so wonderful and warm. I belonged. I really truly honestly belonged. For the first time in my life, I was on top of the heap where everybody wants to be! and usually doesn’t make it, and it was grand, grand, GRAND!

The only problem is…well, I guess I can tell you; actually, I’ve got to tell you, or I’ll burst. Well, on the way home Danny pulled off the road by the old haunted house and insisted we…you know. I was scared and…he was drunk and rough, and I really had to scream and fight him off…. I promised myself I wouldn’t EVER again think about that part of the night! I’d blot it out of my mind completely because I know it was just because Danny was drunk. Anyway, I fought and hit back on and on as he hissed at me every bad word I’ve ever heard, but at last he finally gave up, and calling me a “boob, Mama’s baby,” he took me home and almost pushed me out of the car.

But I’m NOT GOING TO THINK ABOUT THAT. I HOPE HE WON’T REMEMBER IT EITHER WHEN HE SOBERS UP. IT WASN’T THE REAL DANNY. IT WAS THE ALCOHOL AND I THINK HE MIGHT HAVE HAD A FEW PUFFS ON A…but that’s all over. Tomorrow we’ll both apologize to each other and do some serious talking about where we’re going to go from here.

It’s going to be alright! It’s got to be alright! He’ll probably call me as soon as he wakes up.


I HOPE!

I HOPE!

but…



Some little, scary, writhing creature inside me is…asking…did he mean to hit me?…Did he mean to say all the terrible, evil, awful things he said to me?…Did he expect me to…do it…for the first time in my whole life, when he was acting like someone I didn’t even know? I am sooo confused. How could my precious, sweet, tender Danny change to…him? It must have been the alcohol or maybe someone put PCP in his…I don’t know. I don’t want to know! In fact, I never want to think about it again! IT DID NOT HAPPEN!

“But it did!”

Stay out of this, Daisy. NO! Help me. Please help me sort this out. Did Danny mean it when he said, “Everyone was doing it,” and how long did I expect to “just lead him on and tease him” and all the other vulgar, crude things?

I hate to admit this, even to you, but some little part of me is wondering if he really is a virgin, or if that too was a line, just another part of his planned persuasion technique.


NO! NO! NO! HE WAS JUST DRUNK AND STONED, AND HE WON’T REMEMBER A THING. PLEASE, PLEASE LET IT BE THAT WAY!

October 14, Saturday

11:30 a.m.

Danny hasn’t called. I wonder if I should call him? No, he’s just sleeping late.

And I could be in deep trouble. Mom thought I went out with Jenny and Deanna last night. I told her Mrs. Tanner had car trouble on the way home. I hope she doesn’t find out I lied. I hate to lie to her; it always brings in so many dumb complications.

1:16 p.m.

Danny still hasn’t called. I’m getting a little worried.

2:10 p.m.

I’m a lot worried!


3:02 p.m.

I’m sure Danny’s dad woke him up and made him go straight to work. Oh I do, do, do, do hope that’s it.

4:12 p.m.

I called the restaurant and asked them to have Danny return my call as soon as possible. I told them it was very important.

10:56 p.m.

Danny hasn’t returned my call. Maybe he didn’t get my message. Could it possible be that he doesn’t want to talk to me? Maybe it’s something macho about him wanting me to apologize first. I can do that! Gladly, happily, and I will, first thing on Monday. I’ll track him down after his first class. But…what if? There will not be a what if! I must be positive!


October 15, Sunday

10:56 p.m.

I’ve waited by the phone all day, didn’t go out of the house once. Mom invited me to go with her to the grand opening of a new Boutique Center, but I said I had an upset stomach. It wasn’t really a lie because I have an upset-all-over.

I wonder what possibly could have happened to Danny. Is he mad at me? So mad that he’ll never speak to me again through all of forever, or just waiting long enough to let me suffer and come to my senses? What does that mean?

October 16, Monday

2:57 a.m.

I don’t think I’ll ever be able to sleep again. Dorky me. I’m so mixed up. Does Danny really want me to…expect me to?…Oh, how I wish you could talk back. You’re the only one I can talk to, and you lie there like you don’t care, aren’t even concerned that my heart is breaking and my life is in an absolute mess.

Mom told me when I got my first diary on my tenth birthday that it would help me sort out my thoughts, that by writing things down and then rereading them, I would make better decisions in my life, be more realistic instead of unrealistic…. Now I’m facing the biggest decision in my life, and what are you doing to help me? Nothing! I don’t think I’ll ever rely upon you again; you’re nothing but a stupid, dumb book filled with little baby scribblings. I guess I’ve grown beyond you.

5:02 p.m.

I can’t believe a body and a mind and a soul could hurt as much as mine. I feel like I’ve been smashed and bashed and run over and squashed by a steamroller and bulldozer and wrecking ball. Every atom of my body is bleeding. Oh pain, pain, pain go away.

I wish Mom was here, so I could curl up on her lap and have her hug me so tight, I’d feel little and safe and secure and loved….and I could just blubber out all my pains, and she could kiss them away and make them better like she used to do; but I guess I’m too big for that now. I’ve got problems that I have to solve for myself. Being sort of grown up isn’t nearly as much fun as I thought it would be!!!!!!

I’m so very, very, very glad I have YOU, dear Daisy Diary; I know I said last night I wasn’t, but I am! I need you now more than I ever have. I’d feel like a silly jackass talking to Jenny or Deanna or Molly or…And, of course, having lied to Mom, I’ve cut off that route.

Anyway, Danny’s words are still pounding in my ears and on my heart. Oh, they are so hurting and humiliating, I can hardly tell them to you…but I have to. Their loudness is growing in my ears till I can’t stand it; I really, really can’t! This morning I was standing outside Danny’s first period class when the bell rang, and as the kids shoved out I pushed up close to him and whispered, “Danny, we’ve got to talk. I’m sooooo sorry about Saturday night….”

He…I can not write it…pushed me aside like I was garbage. I caught up with him. “Please Danny, I don’t want to break up—I…”

He sneered down at me. “Maybe someday, little girl, when I’m going to a Sunday School picnic…” His buddies were around, and they all started laughing. I could feel the blood rushing up into my face and my ears ringing, but I couldn’t move. I was like a dazed animal hypnotized by the lights of an oncoming car.

Everybody in the hall was laughing at me then. It was like a slow-motion horror-psychotic picture show.

At last my imprisoned body became mobile and ran down the endlessly long, dark hall tunnel with laughing, poking, making-fun grotesque figures on every side. The whole school—principal, teachers and all—was making fun of me. I must have gone crazy for a time because it really did seem like that was what was happening. I wonder if that’s pos sible? I mean for someone to go absolutely, totally crazy insane for a few minutes? Anyway, next thing I knew, I found myself on the bus, I hoped, going home.

I’m so scared now, I don’t know what to do. Am I going to have crazy fits from now on for the rest of my life every time something traumatic happens to me? Please tell me I’m not. Please, please tell me that!

“Okay, you’re not.”

You told me! You really did tell me! You can’t imagine how much better that makes me feel!

“I’m glad.”

Now you’ve got to help me decide what I’m going to do next.

“Oops, sorry, I can’t do that.”

You’ve got to!

“Well…”

I guess it amounts to…if I want to keep Danny, then…

“Then what?”

Danny’s right; I’m just being a little girl, booby baby boob tube.

“I don’t think so.”

Ha…you can’t think! You’re just paper.

“Am I? Or am I your conscience?”

Well, if you are, butt out! I want to make this decision by myself.

“Without common sense, reasoning, consideration of ‘cause and effect,’ like we learned in science, or ‘actions vs. consequences,’ like we learned in mental health?”

You’re sounding like Mom.

“So?”


So, I’m fourteen years old. I don’t want to sound like my mother.

“I know, but…

No buts! I’m going to do this my way. Without Danny I’m a totally useless nothing, a nothing going nowhere.

October 20, Friday

4:37 p.m.

It has been four long, endlessly, snail-crawling, slow-motioned, stupid, ugly, useless days. I can’t think in my classes; I want to scream at my teachers; I won’t talk to Mom—in fact, she’s kissing up to me trying to find out what’s wrong, until sometimes I feel like I want to turn on her like a cat with its claws out. I’m even beginning to think maybe I’ll burn you and pretend none of the past month’s gibberish shit ever happened. I don’t usually swear, but that’s exactly what it’s been! Never has a word been more correctly used! Danny is trying (AND SUCCEEDING) to stay away from me like I have the plague, even though I’ve almost stalked him night and day, at least in my mind.

Everybody’s ignoring me! Well not everybody; Jenny and Deanna and my real friends all just keep telling me Danny’s not worth the pain I’m feeling. They want me to flush him and sometimes I think I should. I WANT TO! But I can’t!!!! I wish like everything I could, or…MAYBE I CAN!

10:58 p.m.

I’m trying, I really am…but I still can’t! It’s like he’s a part of me, an arm or a leg, or both my arms and legs put together; I don’t think anyone else in the world could understand that, especially not Mom. She and Dad fought from as long back as I can remember. Not big, screaming, hitting fights but quiet, polite little “cut-down” blows. That’s probably what makes me so insecure and all the other negative things I am. But that’s not true. All my friends feel the same way: not as good as, not as pretty as, not as smart as, not as personable as, not as tall as, not as thin as, etc. We want to be. We’re all anxiety-ridden, unconfident, scared, unstable, wavering nutcases trying to carve out our own little niche and not doing too well most times.

“I didn’t know you felt that way about Dad and Mom.”

Uhhh…I don’t really. In fact everything seemed to be very story-bookish until Dad lost his job and…

“His self-confidence?”

Yeah, and he started just sitting around the house or taking on-the-road selling-stuff jobs.

“And staying away longer and longer.”

I don’t want to think about those times, nor Mom or Dad’s troubles! I just wish she’d been more “there for him!” Go away! I’ve got my own problems now! And Danny isn’t one of them! It’s all going to work out! It has to! He just has to learn he cannot handle liquor.

“What if he doesn’t?”

I’ll die. I’ll just shrivel up and die! I’m beginning to do it already. I can feel it. I actually sense, deeper than feelings, that my atoms and cells and DNA and all the other stuff that makes me alive are slowly ceasing to exist.

“I’ve heard you say stupid things before, but that’s about the stupidest.”

Which proves to me that even you don’t understand. AND I’m not talking to you anymore. I’m going to be talking only to myself from now on. I don’t need your negativity or belittling of me! I’m going to think only of what Danny wants us to do. When we broke up, I was acting like a scared little mama’s brat, and besides, “everyone is doing it.”

“Everyone is not doing it!”

Everyone that I want to be like is. I felt, at last, that I belonged and was princess to his being prince, at his friend’s party.

“Are you sure about this?”

I’m sure I’m sure! I want to belong! I want to be tight! I want to be a twosome with Danny! A somebody, not a onesome nobody! Besides, in movies and books and magazines and TV, even on cornflakes boxes, sex is the epitome, the beginning and the end of all things, fun and good and rapturous. It’s supposed to be like being carried away into another world of joy, pleasure, love, and ecstasy.

“What about the vow of chastity you made at your youth conference last summer?”

Butt out! Butt out! Butt out! This is between me and Danny AND YOU’RE NOT A PART OF US ANYMORE!

October 26, Thursday

10:47 p.m.

Six, endless, boring, gray, stupid days have passed, each one getting longer and more useless and empty than the rest. Last night I went to a party at Kathy’s, but it was all girls and seemed like a kindergarten gathering.

Kathy’s mom showed pictures of some of the kids as they were growing up. That was the bore of all bores because it was long before I moved here.

I feel like a complete zombie. Life has lost its color and flavor and music. I want Danny back so much, I’m obsessed by it. When I see him in the halls, he ignores me like I’m invisible. I saw Pam Doms in his car one day and wanted to literally beat up on her. I could feel myself tearing out her hair. I’m so ashamed; I’ve never felt that way before. It’s scary and hurtful, very, very hurtful!

Actually I’m beginning to feel trapped and suffocated in this gray, nothing, empty existence. I want out! I need lights, music, excitement. What can I do? He won’t talk to me, and I can’t leave the kind of message I want to leave on his voice mail for fear his dad or someone else will hear it. Sometimes I wish I could go back to being a little kid again with none of these torturous problems eating away at me like flesh-and guts-and eye-eating piranha fish.

I want to feel like I felt the night I was with Danny at Kelly’s party. Happy and excited and important! I’ve got to get him back. But how?

I’ve tried talking to him.

I’ve tried telephoning him.

I’ve tried praying it would happen.

I’m tempted to go to a bookstore and get a magic book that tells how to cast spells. THAT should let you know how totally, totally, totally desperate I am.

Maybe I could make a videotape showing him, telling him how totally I am tied to him. How I respect his decisions and desires, and that I am willing to do every little thing in the world the way he wants it. Maybe I could even…NO, that’s ridiculous! I read somewhere once that “Love is a form of insanity.” It was supposed to be funny, but could that possibly be true?

Maybe I’ll just stick a note through the little slot in his locker. What have I got to lose at this point?

“Your dignity?”

Get out of my face…rather, my head!

“Your self-respect?”

SHUT UP! It’s about time I started living my own life, without you and Mom always telling me when to breathe in and when to breathe out. I’m going to do it and I’M going to write it right now! So try to blow that out of your paper nose!


October 27, Friday

5:57 p.m.

Dear Daisy:

I’m soooo, sooooo sorry about last night. I guess I’m rude and mean to you because you…you’re you! I’m more mad at myself than I am at you. You know that don’t you? And I NEED YOU! You’re better than anyone on the Internet by about a billion-zillion-kat-tillion times.

And I’m soooooooooooooooo!!!!!!!!!!!!!! scared! I left a dumb, stupid, groveling, tear-soaked note in Danny’s locker, and now I’m mortified. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to show my face at school again. Oh why, why, why didn’t I listen to you? I can just see him showing off the idiotic note to all the guys on the team and them laughing at me, the dumbest dunce of all time.

I shouldn’t ever have told him that the only thing I wanted in my life was for him to be my Pygmalion. Remember the Greek sculptor who carved the statue that he fell in love with, and it became real? The movie My Fair Lady was made about it, only this time I want it to be Danny who makes me, an ignorant girl, into the grand and important person that he wants me to be.

We studied about Pygmalion in English, and it seemed so sensitive and beautiful. Now as I think it over, it seems just stupid and dumber than dumb!

How could I have ever done it? How could you let me do it? But then HOW COULD YOU OR ANYONE HAVE STOPPED ME?

6:03 p.m.

I wonder if Mom could change me to another school. I don’t care how long I’d have to be on the bus or in what kind of a horrible area it might be.

9:31 p.m.

Be still my singing heart for just a sec while I tell my beloved Daisy the wondrous news: DANNY CALLED! And he isn’t mad or disgusted at me or anything. He said he thought I was mad and disgusted with him, and that he was even more mad and disgusted with himself…and sooooo sorry…. He certainly didn’t act that way in the hall…but maybe he was just embarrassed then because…well, because we’d both been so…you know. I hope you know because I’m sure I don’t! Anyway, the past is all over, and he wants to forget it, pretend it never happened, erase it, which we have! And we’re going to start all over as though we’re just meeting again, except the dandelions! I insisted that we keep the rooms full of dandelions and roses in our forevers. He called me his “Earth Angel” and said he “needs me” more than I’ll ever know. Isn’t that beautiful?

He’s coming over tomorrow night at 8:30, and everything will work out exactly like in my dreams. Mom is going to see her friend Melba in Concord, so she’ll be home really late and—

Oh, Daisy, I’m so filled with love and joy and laughter, I feel like…like a dandelion that has reached its full ethereal potential and is ready to explode its lovely little softies into all the universe.

I’d better go to sleep now, so I’ll be rested and as attractive as it’s possible for me to be for tomorrow. Maybe Mom will let me have my hair trimmed and if I’m superduper lucky, get that ever-so-cool outfit I saw at the mall. It’s kind of expensive, so I think not. But who knows since this seems to be the luckiest of all my lucky days?

October 28, Saturday

8:26 p.m.

Oh, Daisy, I can’t believe it—Danny just called and said they’re having a big banquet at the restaurant, and two of the waiters have called in sick. He’s really upset with his dad for making him work, but he’s stuck. I tried to make him feel better about it, but all the time I was crying on the inside of myself. I’ve spent the whole live-long day trying to get ready for tonight and now…blah…

Jenny invited me to go to Hot Springs with her family and spend the day, but I turned that down; now there’s just boring you and me.

It would have been fun to go the Springs with Mr. and Mrs. Jordan. They’re the kind of family everybody wants! A cool mom, a funny dad, two little boys, and a “Jerky Jenny.” That’s what Todd and Terry call her when they’re mad at her. Anyway, I guess she’s my very best friend. She was the first person I met when we moved here. I didn’t know up from down at the school till she came by and saved me. I’ll always be appreciative of that. I guess I’m really fortunate to have friends like Jenny and Deanna and Molly and Meg. We’re a bunch of tomboy-girl dorks, and basically we don’t get in trouble.

All of us, except Meg, went to the Methodist Christian three-day Youth Conference both this year and last, and we’re all dedicated to being ethical and God-fearing and kind and honest, and all the other things we were taught as we swam and hiked and sang and built tepees, and all the other stuff that is supposed to make us well-rounded, caring-for-our-fellow-man-and-woman types of people. Meg’s dad wouldn’t let her go because they’re Catholics, but my mom and Deanna’s folks let us go even though we’re not Methodists. My mom says goodness and truth are goodness and truth no matter where we find them.


Wouldn’t it be positively heavenly if I could get Danny to go with us to the youth conference next summer? There’s no “messing around” up there, but it would be a good chance to learn everything about each other from the inside out.

Jenny met Doug there last year and they’re still writing letters and communicating on the Net as often as they can, which isn’t often because he doesn’t have a computer at home.

Well, at least daydreaming in writing has made me feel better. I’ll just continue to think about Danny and me at the youth conference together in the open piney woods by the lake and the two creeks. It would be sooo positively wonderful. Maybe he could be a junior counselor because he’s older. I love daydreaming!

I think I’m going to make some chocolate chip cookies, turn on my kind of music, cuddle up, and just let my mind wander.

‘Night, sweet dreams, Daisy.

I love you! I hope you can still love me!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

October 29, Sunday

2:30 a.m.

I woke up wondering how it’s going to be with me and Danny. He’s such a wonderful, sweet person when he’s not drinking and using. I hope he never does that again. Maybe it will be my job to keep him straight and sober and virtuous. I feel that’s what he wants to be, as I know it’s really what I want to be. Maybe it’s my calling to help him be strong and resist all the negatives in life, so he can make the very best and most of himself! I know he can do anything and be anything he wants, particularly if I’m by his side and helping him!

I’m sooooooooooo grateful for my mom, who has always taught me to strive for good and right things. Now maybe I’m going to have the opportunity to help Danny with those things. I am sooooooooo happy, I’m just bubbling and purring inside. Now I know how a kitty feels in front of a fireplace or on someone’s lap.

11:21 a.m.

Danny called. His dad’s letting him take off the afternoon and he “wants to be with me if I want to be with him.” Do birds want to fly? Do fish want to swim? I gotta go do my hair and my nails and decide what to wear and try to magically cover up the rotten volcanolike zit that’s popped up on my face. Why now? Why, why NOW!

I wonder if boys are as embarrassed by zits as girls are? I don’t think so—they couldn’t be.


10:18 p.m.

Oh, dearest-friend-in-the-world Daisy, I’m so glad I have you! I want to talk to someone! I need to talk to someone! I’ve got to talk to someone!!!!! But I’m sooooooo embarrassed! So humiliated! So hurt! I mean hurt both physically and mentally—as well as emotionally! I don’t think I’ll ever recover. I don’t see how I can. It’s like a hideous nightmare, and I want to tell you about it, but it’s so depraved…I can’t.

But I’ve got to unload. I feel like the horror of it all is building up inside me until I’m physically stretching out like a balloon and will soon pop into smithereens. I still can’t believe it happened. Maybe it didn’t. Maybe I’ve just gone crazy. Some weird little part of me wants to think that. It would be easier to handle than the truth.

“Tell me. It will make you feel better.”

Oh Daisy, it was soooo terrible. Though not at first. Danny picked me up on the corner by Bigbee’s and I sat way on my side in case any of the neighbors were around. He teased me about that, and we laughed like we’d done when we first met. I was goose bumpity—it seemed so wonderful. Then he told me he had to stop by his place to get something. I’ve forgotten what it was—I was so excited to see inside the old Pederson mansion.

We walked around the yard and the humongous old, old, old shady trees beckoned me to play hide-and-seek with them, but I resisted, and suggested Danny be not Prince Arthur but young, handsome, perfect Prince Danny. I would be his Guinevere. It was true fairytale stuff; the whole place, and time, and feeling.

After a while he took my hand, kissed it, and led me into the house. I almost swooned—it was so appropriate to our pretending. I could hear the heralds playing their horns for us while my heart galloped around inside of me like a white steed.

Danny took me into their study, which had a stone fireplace big enough to be a child’s playhouse. The walls were covered with books, many in glass cases, and the big old, red, soft leather chairs and couch were giant sized. Danny sprawled out in a huge, huge Daddy Bear chair and I curtsied to him. He laughed, threw out his arms and yelled, “Dance for me, wench.”

I wanted to explain to him what “wench” really meant, but that would have broken the mood, so I picked up a cloth that was over a little end table and gigglingly started swaying around.

After a minute or two his mood changed, and he ordered, “Take off your clothes.”

I stopped, dumbfounded.

“Take off your clothes and dance dirty for me,” he commanded.

I looked at him with unbelief. Before my eyes he had changed from Dr. Jekyll to Mr. Hyde.

In slow motion I watched him jump over the coffee table toward me. It was like HE was a stranger, and I wasn’t ME anymore. I was just a thing. I started crying, and he called me vile names. When I tried to fight him off, he slapped me across the face. I couldn’t believe what was happening, and I was so scared, I started screaming for help. He hit me hard then and put his hand over my mouth, calling me a bitch and a “ho” that was just trying to get him into trouble, but to forget it because no one was around.

Despite my tears and pleadings, he raped me vilely. It had nothing, nothing, nothing to do with LOVE. It was doglike, primeval…everything that would forever remind me of rape and deception and debauchery. I staggered to my feet and fell against an end table. He grabbed the beautiful big lamp in time to save it, then hit me in the back with such force that I crumpled to the floor. And then he yelled at me to “get up and get out,” that a baby like me needed to “get home to my mommy.” He said I knew why I’d come there, that I was just a blank, blank, forever blank, blank tease and stuff.

I can’t believe what happened next. I found myself kneeling at his feet telling him how sorry I was and sniveling on about my love for him. Thinking it would have been completely different if I hadn’t led him on unknowingly—I tried to explain, but he pushed me away and said he needed and wanted someone who really wanted to, and knew how to love him. Then he half-dragged me to the door and shoved me out.

It was beginning to get dark, and I was scared because his house is halfway across town from ours, and I had no money.

By the time I’d stumbled down his path to the street, I’d convinced myself I’d have to go back, apologize, and get him to take me home. But at that moment his car roared out the driveway, down the street, and around the corner. I started shaking and realizing that the streets got meaner as they got darker. I started running.


It was thirty-one blocks from his house to ours. I know, because I counted every single one of them to keep my sanity.

About halfway home I heard a police car coming toward me with its siren on. My first instinct was to go into the street and flag it down so they’d safely take me home, then I realized that I obviously looked like I’d been raped, and they’d probably accuse Danny of it! Then Mom…and the whole world would know what had happened. I couldn’t handle that. So I hid behind some bushes until the police car had passed.

As soon as I saw its lights disappear in the distance I started running again faster than ever. I had to go through a bad part of town and expected to see gangs of boisterous guys hangin’ and looking for trouble on every corner, as well as prostitutes hawking their wares at each streetlamp, but it was really quiet, almost deadly quiet. It must have been too early or eating time or something because I’d seen pictures on the news of complete bedlam in that area.

Once a dog started chasing me, and I had an adrenaline rush that practically took me flying off the sidewalk. It must have been a big, old, fat, lazy dog though because he just chased me about a block, but by that time the blood was gushing so hard in my ears that I was about to pass out.

I wanted with everything in me to turn back and go sit on Danny’s front porch steps till his dad or someone got home, but I figured that I must be more than halfway to our house. As they say, I was past “the point of no return.”

Well, anyway, as you can see I finally made it here and thank goodness Mom wasn’t home because when I looked in the mirror I almost shocked myself silly. I don’t know what she would have done. Perspiration had kinked my hair up into tight little knots and her mascara I had put on had run down my cheeks until I looked like I had two black eyes. They matched the big bruise on my face. My blouse was torn and one pocket was practically ripped out of my new linen pants.

Suddenly I became frantic! How would I ever explain to Mom? She’d probably call the police, and it would be headlines in the paper, and everybody in town would know, and I’d have to quit school from embarrassment, and Danny might be sent away to a juvenile hall somewhere, where he’d be viciously and sadistically abused by drug-crazed thugs. Maybe maimed or killed.

I quickly washed my face, got out of my telltale clothes, put on Mom’s old robe, and hurried down to the carports. I remembered having seen an old can of grease behind the Knotts’ parking space. Sneakily I walked past it, and dipping a stick in the gook, swiped it back and forth a couple of times on my clothes, then bundled them up and took them back into the house.

Spreading my pants and shirt out in the bathtub, I tried to make them look like I’d been hit by a car and knocked down in a grease puddle. The whole story sounded pretty good to me, but I wasn’t sure Mom would buy it. I couldn’t think though of any other way I could explain my bruised cheek and my swollen eye to her.

I then had to clean the grease out of the tub, which took forever. Every minute I became more and more scared that Mom would come in, and my story wouldn’t fly. But thank goodness, by the time she did get home, I’d cleaned the tub, showered, washed my hair, and had my soiled clothes all piled on newspapers on the washer with a pathetic little note: “PLEASE, MOM DON’T EVER MAKE ME LOOK AT THESE THINGS AGAIN. IT WOULD BE LIKE RELIVING THE ACCIDENT.”

Mom was cool. She came in and said immediately, “Baby, what happened to your face?”

I gulpingly explained about the make-believe accident (but the gulps were real)!

She held me in her arms and sobbed how glad she was that I wasn’t hurt worse.

I begged her please to not report the accident, as I’d been jogging, and I was sure I was the one who kind of ran into the dusk-colored car in the dusk, and that I was almost positive the driver wasn’t even aware that he/she had hit me, and also that I wasn’t even sure which corner it was on because it had stunned me a little…no, a lot!

Mom hugged me even tighter as I begged her never to mention the foolish accident again and swore I’d be much more careful and aware in the future.

Mom promised.

I feel so dishonorable and dirty about lying to her, almost more despicable about that than about what actually happened at Danny’s. I was partly responsible for that in a way, but she didn’t do anything…. I’m such a bad, lying, finagling, hypocrite!!!!! Mom would probably be better off if I hadn’t been born, or if I had died when I almost drowned in the pool when I was four, or ate the aspirin when I was three, or…but I didn’t, and she’s still burdened by me and probably will be the rest of her life. I’m sure I’m the reason she hasn’t married again! Who would want to be saddled with me?

I think I better go to bed, I’m completely cycled. I don’t know when I’ve ever been so twisted and drained in my whole life.

Maybe I’ll be lucky and there won’t be a tomorrow!

October 30, Monday

11:57 a.m.

Mom sat by my bed and scratched my back and sang me to sleep. As I finally drifted off, I remember I was slipping back into my no-cares childhood: dolls, tricycles, little red-and-blue plastic swimming pool on the front lawn. Now it’s reality time again, and it’s unbearable, positively, absolutely, without question unbearable.

11:46 p.m.

I’ve slept practically the whole day.


November 1, Wednesday

10:06 p.m.

I can hear Mom getting ready for bed in her room, and I’m glad. I can’t stand to talk with her anymore. She’s trying to be so loving and helpful and I’m being so…what is a word for someone as deceitful and fake as I am? Maybe there isn’t one. Anyway, I’m glad for sleep. It’s the only way I can escape, not have to face it, not have to decide what to do, not have to pretend and lie. I’m trying to blot out the whole Danny thing and not think about it, trying to deceive myself into believing that it’s all a disgusting dream that didn’t ever really happen.

Mom’s really worried about me. She thinks I’m in shock or something, or that I had a little brain concussion or…who knows?…who cares?


November 2, Thursday

1:14 a.m.

I just woke up from a really weird, strange, science fiction-type dream. I know I’m losing it and I’ve got to get myself together! This ESCAPE THING can’t go on the rest of my life. Sometime, someplace, I’ve got to face reality and I guess it might as well be here and NOW!

1:41 a.m.

I’m sitting at my window looking at a smiling quarter moon, a sky sprinkled with shining, twinkling stars, and listening to the music of the night and smelling its fragrances. God made a beautiful, wonderful world…and I’m just a zit on it! No I’m not! He loves me!

This is really funny; I just sang a sweet song that I didn’t even know I knew—it was tucked so far back in my little girlhood. The song just sort of came out from nowhere, and I sang it to the moon and stars and all the nice night things.


“Jesus loves me this I know

For the Bible tells me so.”




I think the song has many verses about kind, loving, helping, forgiving things, like:


“He will teach me right from wrong.

I am weak but HE is strong.”



I feel so much better. I’m glad I thought of the song. It is going to help me get my jigsawed life back together again. Ummm, I feel so content, I think I’ll yawn and stretch and take another little nap. I’ll get things straightened out when it’s morning.

5:22 a.m.

The sun is beginning to peek out over the eastern horizon. A whole flock of birds must have come in during the night, and they are all singing their little hearts out. Someone once said, “Life is good, and we must be good to it.” Okay, today is the day I start! But where? First with the Danny thing. I’m still crushed and broken and splattered emotionally, and I’ve thought about nothing but having Mom change me to another school, but I can’t think of one earthly reason why I can ask her to, except Danny, and I can’t mention that to her. I NEVER, NEVER WILL! And I hate to say this even to you dear Daisy…but…I do still love him. I love him with every particle of my being. He can be soooo gentle, so caring, so humorous and playful, yet so formally mannered when necessary. He says awesome things to me that make me feel like a goddess or truly an “Earth Angel.” Everybody at school loves him. Absolutely everybody! Teachers, coaches, kids, janitors, and cafeteria ladies. Especially the cafeteria ladies! He’s so funny and flattering and respectful to them. Mrs. Schmidts even brought him some chocolate chip cookies she’d made at home. He said HE NEEDS ME to become, the brilliant lawyer he wants to become, or anything else successful.

I think about the rooms full of dandelions and roses he will someday give me, and his wonderful, gentle sensitiveness, and the wonderful way he smells, and his strong arm around my shoulder. You can never even guess the protection and belonging feelings that gives me and the sense of joy and love and self-worth. I’m someone when I’m with him! And I want him back so much that every cell in my body aches. Never have I been happier than when I was with him, never more fulfilled, more at peace, more at ease. Actually, I’m not really sure I can live without him, nor if I want to. Ugg, that was a nasty breeze that whipped through my mind. There’s no way I would do that!

And, I’ve never even tried to look at the incident from his point of view. I know ever since his family moved here, he’s been working more hours a day for his dad than any kid should ever have to work, and he’s been quarterback of the football team, and on some school council, and who knows what else. Also, since they’ve been redoing the banquet room and some of the other rooms one by one at the restaurant, his dad hasn’t given him any time off at all. I know he hasn’t because if he had, he would have been with me. He hasn’t even had time to return my calls. I’m not sure when he has time to sleep, or if he does.

Once in a mental health class, we learned that sleep deprivation can make people do all sorts of weird things…like hallucinate and lose their sense of depth perception and not think clearly…I wonder…could Danny’s crazed behavior be attributed to overwork and sleep deprivation? I think it very well could be, and he’s probably so humiliated and stunned by what he did to me that he is in even worse shape than I am. No wonder he hasn’t called. I can just imagine how he’s beating up on himself. But he wasn’t himself then! Oh, I’ve got to talk to him! Do you think I should? Would it make things worse? It couldn’t!

I can just see him suffering and not knowing how to get himself out of the mess. I’ve got to help him, I really have! I’m probably the only one who can because I was the one who…made him—caused him to get out of control. He said I did! He said I did loud and clear!

UMMMMMMM, now it’s just a matter of deciding how I should go about doing whatever…

6:22 a.m.

I know how I’m going to do it. I’m just going to write him a note telling him the simple, honest truth; “Dear Danny: There is no way I can live without you. I’m so, so, so, so sorry for everything! I cannot live without you. Annie.”

I’ll stick it through the slot in his locker. I’ll do it first thing tomorrow morning.


November 3, Friday

4:37 p.m.

I didn’t see Danny at school at all today. I’m worried and confused. I hope I didn’t make a totally total fool and laughingstock of myself.

If some of the monstrous things happen that I’m thinking might, I’ll never be able to show my face again. THAT WAS SUCH A STUPID, ASSININE, LEAVE-MYSELF-WIDE-OPEN-FOR-A-SECOND-TAKEDOWN THING TO DO!!!!!!! Why do I do things without thinking them out carefully first or talking to somebody about them? Talk about a nobrainer! But I want a boyfriend soooooooo much! I want HIM so much. Our times together were the best times in my whole life, or ever-will-be life. Now I’ve probably blown it completely! How stupid can a person get?

11:49 p.m.

Oh happy day! Danny called! He was crying and he begged my forgiveness over and over. He doesn’t understand how he could have done such despicable things and says he hated himself to the point that he wanted to drive off a cliff or something. He about broke my heart, and he says he can’t understand how I can be so forgiving. He doesn’t understand either that I probably understand him even better than he does himself. I realize how hard he’s been working both at school and for his dad, and what horrible pressure he’s under, and how I intentionally turned him on with the scarf-dance thing then…poor guy—that wasn’t fair of me at all! He shouldn’t have…but then, I shouldn’t have either.

I can’t believe we talked for over two hours. Actually, it would have been more, but I told him he had to get some sleep.

We’re going to eat lunch together on Monday and I KNOW he really does love me. He says he has since the first time he saw me “bouncing off the soccer field like a sunbeam.” Isn’t that beautiful? It’s a phrase I will always keep tucked away in the most intimate part of my heart.

I’m so glad I listened to the brilliant little voice inside me that told me he was perfect for me…even when he wasn’t so perfect. But I’m going to forget that part of our lives, erase it, wipe it out as though it never happened. We’ll just skip over to the “and they lived happily ever after” part.


November 17, Friday

9:30 p.m.

I know I haven’t written in you for two weeks, but I honestly haven’t had time. Danny and I have been sooooo busy. We’re together constantly when we aren’t in classes or working with our teams or something, well, other than the times when Danny is working at the restaurant, which seems like it’s always.

You’ll like to hear this—he is really good to me, and he tells me how to act and what to wear and stuff, so he can “show me off.” It makes me feel precious and adored, two of the best feelings in the world, I guess. Next week I’m going to have my hair cut in a tight little shag because that’s what he thinks will look “supergreat” on me. I am happy! Happy! Happy! Happier than I’ve ever been in my life. Please be happy for me too!

I know you know that we’re…well it’s really part of love. Danny says before we were just “in like.” I guess that’s why I haven’t written in you, but…you’re ME. You should know everything—the good, the bad, and the ugly.

Please don’t hate me for it, Daisy, or be ashamed of me or think we’re wrong. I don’t see how it can be wrong when it feels so right. Actually, at first it wasn’t so great; in fact, it was kind of uggg, but then I found the more that I tried to please him the more I…but I don’t want to write about that.

The worst part about Danny and I being together is the fact that I’m having to tell so many lies, lies to get to do things, then lies to cover those lies and lies to justify the lies I’ve covered. It’s one big, horrible, getting-bigger-and-bigger circle. I’m scared to death that one day the whole thing is going to come tumbling in on me. I fear what Mom will say and do when it does. So it won’t! I won’t let it!

We’re like Romeo and Juliet, two star-crossed lovers who are forced to lie because the cruel, cruel outside world can’t understand the importance of our wondrous eternal love.

November 18, Saturday

1:15 a.m.

I snuck out and met Danny on the corner, and we went to a party out by the lake. It was fantastic. Everyone got smashed, and we laughed and danced and screamed and yelled and chased each other like a bunch of completely out-of-control freaks, which maybe we were, but it sure was fun. After a while we just snuggled up in pairs on blankets and became one with the universe—at least Danny and I did.


November 19, Sunday

6:15 p.m.

I’m really bored. Danny has to work both the lunch and dinner shifts because one guy quit and another hurt his foot. Jenny and Deanna and Molly have all gone to Molly’s Aunt Emma’s. She has a flat in the city, but Danny didn’t want me to go because he hoped maybe somehow he’d get some time off in between shifts.

November 23, Thursday
 Thanksgiving Day

9:03 p.m.

I knew Danny had to work all day, but I thought at least he’d phone me.

We had dinner with some of Mom’s teacher friends, sort of potluck with everybody bringing something. We brought Fudge Fuffel, our favorite dessert, which was superdelicious, but I wanted Danny…to nibble on. He is so wonderful and beautiful and charming and witty and humorous and mannerly and personal and popular and…there isn’t enough paper at school to write down all his amazing attributes. I am sooooooooo lucky, lucky, lucky to have him for my very own. I still can’t imagine what WONDERFUL HE can see in ordinary me. BUT…I wish he had more control over some things; he’s completely and heartbrokenly sorry afterwards, and I do know he’s trying. I guess I’m just a ninny to expect complete perfection.

November 26, Sunday

10:20 p.m.

Danny stays tied up all the time. That means I’m really getting ahead with my school assignments.

November 30, Thursday

11:14 p.m.

At last we were alone together! It was wonderful! After school we walked for miles up Little Bear Canyon, then sat in a flowered meadow and threw rocks in a stream. After a while Danny got excited, and we accidentally…uh…did it without a condom. I’m really worried, but I don’t dare say anything. I guess I better talk to Jill, or one of the other girls we party with, about birth control pills. So far Danny isn’t very careful.

December 2, Saturday

9:40 p.m.

Danny had to work again but didn’t call to tell me, so I expected us to do something and stayed home all day and waited.

December 8, Friday

4:44 p.m.

Today we had our first fight. We ate lunch together in the cafeteria, and he knew I was miffed, so we walked out by the library. I said I thought he could at least call me if he’d said he was coming over and couldn’t. He didn’t answer, so I said I could go out with my friends if he couldn’t make it. He called them a bunch of “sissy dweebs” and told me he didn’t want me hangin’ with them anymore. I jumped up and ran back into school, but even as I ran, I knew I’d do what he wanted. That’s sad though…but I don’t want to talk about it. I’VE MADE MY CHOICE, AND I LIKE IT!

December 15, Friday

4:41 p.m.

I left my pen on my desk at first class, and Jake Goldman came running up afterwards and gave it to me. I thanked him a lot because it was a pen my grandma had given me on my birthday. He walked me down the hall, and we talked about our grandmas for a couple of minutes. It was just a nice, polite thing to do.

At lunch Danny was furious. He accused me of “messing around” with Jake in a very loud voice. It was so embarrassing. I started crying. Immediately he put his arm around me and apologized profusely. Other people were looking at us, and I felt proud. Humiliated but proud, too, in some crazy-mixed-up way. Danny is each day treating me more like property he owns. I hate the way it makes me feel, but I also feel like he’s sharing his power with me, his status, his car, and even his family’s mansion.


Wow! I’m embarrassed. I just reread that last paragraph and it sounds like I’m the biggest phony baloney in the world and a gold digger with no ethics on top of that. I don’t know how I could have written those things; none of them are true! I love Danny strictly because he is the most wonderful, gentle, loving, gorgeous hunk ever created, and I’d love him just as much if he was poor and skinny and unpopular. But…he’s not.

10:31 p.m.

Dear Diary:

Sometimes I’m soooooo confused and hurt and angry with Danny—no, it’s me—I’m angry mostly with myself. I wish I could talk to you, or Mom, or someone but…forget it, I’ll…I don’t know what I’ll do.

How can life be both so good and so crappy at the same time? Danny being jealous about me just means he likes me!

December 18, Monday

1:45 a.m.

I can’t believe it’s just two weeks before Christmas and I KNOW I haven’t really confided anything to you for a long time, but Mom and you don’t want to hear about what’s really going on in my life…like…well…sex. That’s what I need to talk about mainly. The girls in Danny’s crowd talk about IT all the time and actually…I’m getting as bad as they are…it’s scary…like there’s nothing else of importance in life, nothing else to do or think about.

Oh Daisy, in some dreary, crazy way, I’m so unhappy. But how can I be unhappy when I’m sooooo happy? Probably it’s because Danny’s friends are having such a bad influence on us. Everybody is so rude and crude, it’s disgusting, and to be very truthful I don’t feel good about them or it anymore. Both the girls and the guys are a horrible influence on Danny, and I wish like anything I could get him away from them, but there doesn’t seem to be any way! He’s so caught up with them—it’s like we’re one big pack of privileged gutter rats hooked on things that we know in our hearts aren’t good and right—at least I know that! Danny’s so brainwashed that he just gets completely out of control every time I even try to mention changing our lives. I know I’ve got to be patient to get him away from their influence. Maybe I’ll even have to put up with their shit—I’m sorry, but even our language is gutter gook—anyway, maybe I’ll have to stand by him till the end of next semester. Then he’ll be going to high school, and surely the kids there will be more mature and stable and common sensed, don’t you think?

Dearest, dear, dear Daisy, I’m so thankful and grateful that you aren’t all put out of shape about what I’ve been telling you, and I’m proud of you that you aren’t giving me hell and everything. It’s such a relief to have someone to talk to who is more rational about my life than I am right now, and maybe I need someone to give me hell!

It’s hard, Daisy; it’s really, really hard, trying to keep up with my schoolwork to make Mom happy and trying to do all the partying and stuff with Danny to keep him happy. And…I don’t know if I should tell you this stuff, but…I HAVE GOT TO TELL SOMEONE! Please, please Daisy listen, and be understanding of me…at least be compassionate.

I’m still such a little-kid baby in so many ways, like, for instance, here I am supposedly on “the pill” that Danny’s friend gets for me, and he keeps bugging me about taking them every day when I should, but how can I remember to take the friggin’ pill when I couldn’t even remember to feed my cat regularly before she got run over? And I know that Danny would probably beat the shit out of me if he knew I missed sometimes, and oh, Daisy, I hate to tell you this, but he hits me a lot. When I try to talk to him about it, he always says the man is the dominant one in a relationship, so I can take it or leave it, and I can’t leave him, Daisy, honest truly I can’t! I know his creep friends would surely ruin his life for good without my influence. And besides he’s so truly, truly sorry after he’s lost control.

I better let us both get some sleep.

HEY, THANKS FOR LISTENING AND NOT CONDEMNING. I AM GOING TO GET THINGS STRAIGHTENED OUT, AND YOUR HELP IS GOING TO HELP ME!!!!!!


December 23, Saturday

11:21 p.m.

Tonight Mom and I saw a Christmas pageant on TV, and I’m feeling so stressed out and tense and mixed-up. I’m about to climb the walls. I know a lot of things I’m doing aren’t right, but I honestly don’t know how I can make a change in my life until Danny is ready to, too.

Now Daisy, I’m going to talk to you about something that may shock you, but I need your common sense. Are you ready?

“Yes.”

Lately Danny is sometimes hurting me A LOT during sex. He says it gives him pleasure to rough it up, and if I’m really his woman, I’ll want to do anything that “pleasures him.” I talked to Liz (one of our crowd), and she says it’s a guy thing that all of the studs are into, but I still think it’s sick, and I can’t see how it has a single thing to do with LOVE. Oh, Daisy, tell me what to do?

“Flush him.”

I can’t do that Daisy. You know I can’t.

“I KNOW YOU CAN.”

Then you’re so stupid, I don’t know why I even talked to you about something so serious. You don’t have a sissy clue!


December 24, Sunday
 Christmas Eve

3:30 p.m.

Mom’s gone to church. She asked me to go with her, but I feel so dirty and unworthy, there’s no way I could. I said I don’t feel good. I guess that’s accurate enough in the sense that I don’t feel good enough!

I’m sorry I talked to you the way I did last night. I guess I was just trying to cover my own guilt and dirtiness by cutting you down. Forgive me?

“Sure.”

I guess you’re the only true friend I’ve got left. I’m not really comfortable with Liz and Demi, and Danny’s other friends. I go with them sometimes because he doesn’t want me to go with Jenny and Molly and Deanna. He calls them “Baby Chicken-shits.” It makes me so mad, I want to hit him, but I know what would happen if I did!

Anyway, now at Christmastime I’m feeling so bad and sad, when always before the season has made me feel glad and excited. Is it just because I’ve grown out of the little kid, Santa Claus stage, or is it because…am I committing adultery? Since I’m not an adult and married, can I commit adultery? Can’t you help me? I know you can’t because …I don’t know why because. But I do know, committing adultery is one of the “do nots” in the ten commandments. I looked that up in the encyclopedia when I first saw the movie.

How can it be that this is almost Christmas and I should be feeling “Joy to the World,” when actually I’m feeling that life isn’t worth living?

7:30 p.m.

NOW Christmas is really Christmas! Mom answered the door and it was guess who? Danny! She asked him in, and he was so polite and dressed up, he looked like the Prom King or something. Anyway, she invited him in, and he introduced himself and talked politely to her for a while then gave me a big gold-wrapped package. I started to unwrap it, and he slapped my hand gently and playful. “Mrs. Murphy, make her put it under the tree till tomorrow morning.”

We all laughed, and Danny acted shy as he left.

“I think some nice young boy’s got a crush on you,” Mom said teasingly as she hugged me.

I hugged her back, not ever wanting to let go. I’ve been treating her so rudely for the last few months that I don’t know how she can stand me. Why she doesn’t send me to the “people pound”? If she only knew what that “nice young boy” was really like and how he had changed my life!


11:07 p.m.

Mom and I made chocolate chip cookies and ate them practically as fast as we pulled them out of the oven; then we curled up in front of the fireplace on the floor and watched the lights twinkle on the Christmas tree and saw a Christmas movie on the VCR. It was like the olden days when I was a little kid, and I wanted it to stay that way forever.

December 25, Monday
 Christmas Day

2:13 a.m.

Time has stopped dead in its tracks. Hurry, hurry, hurry. I want it to be morning so I can open Danny’s present and of course Mom’s, but most of all, DANNY’S! What in the world could it ever be? Mom let me smell it and shake it and pinch it a smidge, but she wouldn’t let me tear the paper the littlest bit.

10:21 a.m.

At 5:?? a.m. I simply couldn’t stand it another second, so I tiptoed down the hall and crawled into bed with Mom, like I used to do with Mom and Dad when I was tiny. She snuggled up close, snorted, and pretended to snore, until we got the giggles; then we jumped out of bed and raced in by the tree just like in the long-ago fairy-tale days of our life.

Guess what was in the big box? A smaller box, then a smaller box, and a smaller box after that, until it was getting so small, I had one moment of wondering if it was going to be just a sick, hurtful joke.

“Open it, open it.” Mom laughed. She could do that because she just knew the outside Danny.

With trembling fingers I ripped away the last bits of heavily taped paper and there…I’m crying all over you…was the sweetest little plain bracelet I had ever seen. On it was inscribed, beside one little flower, which looked something like a cross between a dandelion and a rose (but maybe that was just in my eyes), anyway, it said, “HI, FRIEND.” Enough, huh? More than enough!

It’s a good thing I didn’t know where Danny’s grandma lives (he and his Dad had gone there to spend a couple of days); it I had, I’d have been on the phone in a minute.

7:45 p.m.

Christmas was gentle and sweet. I went to service with Mom and truly, truly, deeply, deeply repented while I was there, but…I don’t know how long that’s going to last; maybe if I’m very, very lucky, I can make Danny see all the wonders of…I  dunno…those things are pretty hard to put into words.

December 31,
 Sunday New Year’s Eve

9:15 p.m.

Mom’s going to a big New Year’s Eve party with some of the school people she works with because she thinks I’m going to spend the night with Jenny. I hope nothing horrible happens that makes her have to call Jenny’s because Danny and I are going to spend our first New Year’s together. I know Jenny will lie for us if she has to.

January 1, Monday
 New Year’s Day

10:59 a.m.

I’m so weak, I can’t believe it! I tried for about one minute to be straight and virtuous, then the music and the energy and the beer and…other stuff, took over.


“Who let them take over?”

Oh, SHUT UP your pages. How could you know how enticing those things are?

“I know.”

No, you don’t! You couldn’t possibly have the least inkling!!!!!! I’d been away from Danny for so long, even I couldn’t believe the animalistic powers and urges I had.

“What about the ‘Vow of Chastity Until Marriage’ you made with the Bible Group when you were on the outing? And what about all those promises you made when you went to Christmas service?”

Excuse my tears, but they mean I’m a weak-kneed, lying, lily-livered, flopping fool with no control…no morals…no ethics…and that. that…

“That what?”

I’ve gone so far I’ll…never…be able to come back.

“Don’t close the page, Annie!…”

I have to.

January 4, Thursday

9:49 p.m.

Danny sees me only when HE wants to see me. We do only what he wants to do when he wants to do it. I wanted him to come to my soccer game in Santa Marina, but NO he has things to do with the guys. I’m getting pretty damn sick and tired of the way he treats me. It’s the shits. And he lies to me—I wonder if he just lies to me about some things—or about everything! Can he possibly know or care how insecure and unimportant he often makes me feel?

January 6, Saturday

12 noon exactly

I sneaked out last night and we partied till I sneaked in about 2 a.m. Danny was so good to me that he wiped out all the bad feelings I’ve been having. I guess I’m really selfish expecting him to be perfect. Someday when we’re out of high school and in college, he’ll be mature enough to put my things a little higher on his category list. I’ve got to be patient and accept and appreciate the wonders of him, and I don’t most of the time. I just hope someday he’ll do the same for me.

I worry a little because Danny doesn’t have, or doesn’t want to wear condoms and…you know how I sometimes can’t remember if I’ve taken my pill or not. I think I do, and I usually do, at least most of the time I do, but it’s such a dumb, everyday drag.

Think I’ll go back to sleep. I feel like shit.


January 8, Monday

9:45 p.m.

Danny and I cut school for the whole day and went bird-watching. It was awesome with us hiking and pretending we were shipwrecked on a deserted land, and the only two known people alive. Actually, after we’d eaten the lunch I’d brought, we broke boughs off a big old, dead oak tree and made ourselves a little hut. It was a fun and an exciting Robinson Crusoe-type adventure. I loved it! Loved it! Loved it! I wish we didn’t ever have to go to school ever again, that we could just do things like that every day.

January 13, Saturday

9:20 a.m.

I’m sooooo happy, I think I’m going to die. Last night Danny and I saw an old, old movie at his house. It was the dearest, cleanest, most loving and gentle film I’d ever seen, about ethics and caring for each other even when things were down, and of course, it had a happy ending. We both agreed after it was over that we wanted our lives to be just like that, and they will be. I can feel it in my bones, whatever that means.

January 14, Sunday

9:47 p.m.

I know I haven’t been keeping you up on school stuff. So—both Danny and I have been in state runoffs: he in football, me in soccer. We’re like “ships crossing in the halls” or whatever that silly saying is. Anyway, Daisy, I need to talk to you. I know it’s dumb and all like that…and I don’t even want to think about it…but…well, I’ve missed my period. Now don’t go jumping to crazy conclusions; you know as well as I do that I’m sometimes irregular, and besides I take the pill…well, usually…and Danny…sometimes…oh, I’m just being dumb, dumb, DUMB; that couldn’t happen to me. Truthfully, though…last month…I just kind of spotted…but not to worry. WE WON’T WORRY! It’s going to be all right. Right? I’m sure it’s just because I’ve been so busy and under such sports pressure and stuff. In health class the teacher once said that stress could cause irregularity. WE WILL NOT THINK ABOUT IT AGAIN. AND FROM NOW ON, I’M GOING TO BE VERY, VERY, CAREFUL!!!!!!!

January 16, Tuesday

6:02 a.m.

Last night we were over at Tina’s. Mom thought I was studying late at the library. Tina’s mom works nights at Rhodies, so we had the house to ourselves. Danny and Kip were playing pool, and Tina and I were fixing some munchies in the kitchen, when suddenly she sat down and held her hands to her head tight. I hurried to help her and asked what was the matter. I certainly didn’t expect her to blurt out that she’d just had an abortion two days before, and she still wasn’t feeling too cool.

The words struck me like lightning, and all the pictures I’d ever seen in health classes flipped through my mind. Tiny little fetus babies smaller than your little finger, wiggling around and then…being killed…sucked out of you like they were…I couldn’t stand to think about it, and I started crying. Tina tried to comfort me but she didn’t understand that I wasn’t crying for her as much as I was crying for that sad little boy or girl baby that had just been thrown away like it was junk.

I couldn’t think about anything else all night long. Tina’s just a year older than I am, so she couldn’t have had a baby—at least she shouldn’t have, but—I don’t know…I’m feeling so lost and scared and lonely empty.

January 23, Tuesday

4:47 p.m.

It’s been a week or so since I told you…you know…but it’s maybe okay now because yesterday I started spotting a little. I’m so glad and relieved and SAVED! It was really scary—Tina telling me about her abortion right after I’d begun to wonder about…well, at least that’s over! I hope, I hope, I hope! I hate this being so irregular.

I’m going to do some serious mature rethinking about my life. I don’t like the filthy, trashy talking we do when we’re partying and some of the things that go on, like a few weeks ago when the guys were goading Tina and Kaytie to wrestle in their underwear, then trying to get them to wrestle nude. We’re not setting ourselves up as very good future-parent material.

I wonder how many of the girls beside Tina in our crowd have had abortions? They’re the cheerleaders and such that most other girls at school think they would like to be like. (If they only knew!)

I think I’m going to talk to Danny about making some changes in our lives. Maybe I should even think about…NO, I can’t do that; I don’t want to! I won’t! I’m not sure I could make it without him!

January 25, Thursday

8:26 p.m.

Mom’s at a school board meeting. I’m bored out of my skull. Schoolwork used to be fun and a challenge. I know I sometimes nagged and moaned and groaned about having to do it, but it still gave me a good feeling when I finished an assignment. It’s been a gloomy glucky day. I wish I could be with Danny, but the football team has been in a slump, and the coach practically has them living at the field when they’re not in school. I RESENT THAT, and I’m getting nasty and more mean-spirited about it all the time! I seem to be coming first on everybody’s shit list these days. It’s not fair; in fact, it’s a hell of a way to live; a shitty, hellish way.

February 10, Saturday

8:20 a.m.

Danny’s working all weekend.

10:17 a.m.

It’s about time for my period again, and I’m looking forward to it and counting the days like it was Christmas coming up, except not a happy Christmas, maybe the saddest and most somber Christmas of my life. Each day I’ve been becoming more morbid and I know that’s positively idiotic because…because what? I won’t think about it! I ABSOLUTELY, POSITIVELY WILL NOT THINK ABOUT IT. I WILL NOT!!!!!!!!!!


February 14, Wednesday

3:51 p.m.

What a VALENTINE’S DAY! I brought a sack lunch for two, and Danny and I ate at the bottom of the stairs behind the heat vent. He gave me a heart-shaped necklace and I gave him a heart-shaped key chain…AND I DIDN’T THINK ABOUT IT ONE BIT…WELL, HARDLY ONE BIT. I wish I could talk to Danny about it…but why talk about it when I’m not even sure? Actually…

I know I’m not. I can’t be! I’m only two days late, and I’m not always regular, but…what if? Last month I only had spot bleeding. I think I’m going to put on my rollerblades and go way down to the other side of town where no one could possibly know me and buy one of those home test kits. I wonder if they have simple directions that stupid me can understand. On TV they seem simple enough for a primate to figure out.

4:15 p.m.

Danny called, but I pretended I was sick. I am sick!! I AM SICK AND SCARED AND TIRED OF ALL THE SHITTY SHITTYNESS IN MY LIFE!


5:10 p.m.

Mom has to go to the market, and as soon as I hear the front door close, I’m going to do it. Even knowing can’t be worse than this waiting. Ohhhhhhhhhh I am soooooooooooo scared, so white-knuckled, heart-in-my-throat, head-throbbing-like-it’s-going-to-explode SCARED WITLESS. Maybe it’s better if I don’t know. But what if? Oh, time, time, time pass. Mom get out, go, go, go.

6:01 p.m.

The complete bottom has fallen out of my world; the blackness of night and Satan and everything evil and scary in creation is pulling in on me. My tears bathe your pages in the sorrow and pain of the anguished. I CANNOT BEAR TO FACE IT! I WILL NOT! But


what else

can I do?

It was Pink!



I am sooooooooooooooooooo depressed and forlorn.

I would ask God to help me, but in no way am I worthy of calling on Him for help. I didn’t think I needed Him when I was out doing what I wanted to do without worrying, or even thinking about “consequences for actions.” NO, stupid me, I thought I could have all of life’s fun and games without paying any price, buying any tickets, taking any responsibility. What an asshole…See, I’ve allowed myself to become so comfortable with unacceptable language that I’m not even aware when I’m using it. What a liar and a cheat and a trashbin gutter guppie I’ve become.

I wish I had a…no, I don’t. Escaping with any of that stuff would just prolong the whole shitty…see, I’ve done it again, my mouth has become as corrupt as my body and my soul, whatever the hell that means.

How am I ever going to tell Mom? I’m going to have to tell her sometime. Will she cry? Will she scream? Will it break her heart? Will she want me to…leave…or?

Oh, I’m so mixed up, and I’m hurting with a kind of hurt I didn’t even know existed! It’s a million times more than when I had my hand slammed in the car door and had to go to the emergency room. Then I was writhing and screaming, and now it’s all that with mind, heart, religious pain, and guilt mixed in.

I DON’T WANT THIS RESPONSIBILITY! I’M ONLY FOURTEEN! I CAN’T HANDLE IT! It’s like I’m lost in an evil forest and there are monsters and beasts that I’ve never heard of, trying to get me. I want to be a little kid again snuggled up safe and warm in my mama’s arms, with no problems.

How am I ever going to tell Danny? I’m afraid to my bones, really, really afraid. I know he’ll scream at me…maybe…No, he wouldn’t hit me when I was…I can’t even say the word—

I once saw what a pressure cooker does when it explodes. That’s exactly how I feel, just one second from having my brains dangling from the ceiling and my lungs and guts plastered to the doors and walls.

But why am I being so damn morbid? Often those stupid tests aren’t correct! I better buy another one and try it again. Chances are I didn’t even do it right the first time.

6:12 p.m.

Mom thinks I’m going rollerblading. She warned me that it’s going to be dark soon, and I should be extra, extra careful so that something bad doesn’t happen to me. Something BAD? How much worse could it get?

6:43 p.m.

I’m back and I can’t believe how much this junk costs—$15 a kit, 2 for $30. ‘Bye-bye allowance! Won’t Mom ever go to bed? I don’t dare go in the bathroom to use these crazy things till I know she’s asleep, then I have to sneak down to the trash can behind the carports to dispose of the evidence.


February 15, Thursday

3:33 a.m.

Of course, you know the test was pink again! But please, please, please don’t dump on me! I’m about as fragmented as I can be without collapsing into a pile of dust. I wish I could do that! I truly do wish I could!

4:12 a.m.

I’ve cried until there are literally no more tears left in me, not one single one. I sob and sniff, and it’s like dry, hot, hard rocks tear out of my eye socket; not soft, wet, cool ones. And they’re like acid burning, stinging, flesh-eating acid.

7:0 a.m.

I guess I finally dry-cried myself to sleep because Mom has been pounding at my door for what seems like hours. It seemed like the noise was coming from a far-away other planet.

8:15 a.m.

Mom is really worried about me. She said I look like a ghost, and she wants to take me to the doctor. I don’t know how I can get around that, but I guess the old “flu” thing may work. She’s gone to get me a fresh pillow because mine was soaked. She thinks I had a fever, but that it’s broken. She’s made me promise I’ll call her at school if the slightest little change takes place in my condition.

I WISH!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
!!!!!!!!!!

4:31 p.m.

Mom called school and had me paged during lunchtime. She’s treating me like a five-year-old. Once I almost blurted out to her what was wrong with me when she was giving me the old goo-goo, goo-goo stuff. Of course, I didn’t though. I know she senses something is really really wrong, and I have no clue as to how I’m going to face telling her. Maybe I should talk to Tina first. Oh, I will, I will! I’m glad I thought of that. She’s been through the whole thing. I feel better already. Not good by a long shot, but at least able to get up and be mobile. I’ll call Tina as soon as I’m sure she’s home from school. She’s got to come straight home today! She’s got to!

5:55 p.m.

Tina met me at Ritter’s Park, and we talked for almost an hour, but it hasn’t made me feel any better. She’s so, so, so different than I am! She didn’t even tell Kip she was…you know, and she didn’t tell her mom either. Marcie arranged for her to have the abor—I still get sick to my stomach and my all-over when I think about that. She tried to convince me that before the third month the fetus isn’t an anything. I hope she’s right, but it doesn’t seem to me that’s what the nurse at school showed us and told us. Maybe I’m wrong. Wouldn’t it be wonderful if I am wrong and Tina is right?

Actually I think Tina messed me up more than ever. I wish I’d never talked to her, but then I wish a lot of things right now!

6:30 p.m.

Mom said she tried to call me after school, before she stopped at the market for some special things I like. When I didn’t answer, she presumed I was either asleep or in the bathroom, thank goodness for that!


7:10 p.m.

Danny phoned. I’m so disconbooberated that I told him I was SERIOUSLY GROUNDED, for I didn’t know how long, and I’m not allowed to even use the phone. He seemed more sad than pissed like I thought he’d be. He can be sooooo sweet!

February 17, Saturday

I’m going crazy. REALLY TRULY GOING CRAZY! I think Danny suspects what’s happening because I’ve been doing everything in the book to avoid him. And Mom? I just stay in my room and say I’m trying to catch up on my studies and that I’m having PMS. PMS? Huh! I wish! Thank goodness they’re doing some remodeling at Mom’s school, and she’s having to teach late extra classes, so she comes home late and wrung out.

Me: in the past, I’ve been lying and doing everything else that’s bad, and I’ve been getting away with it, but…now…being…you know…there’s no way I can hide that. Actually I may be two months pregnant. THERE, I SAID THE WORD PREGNANT, SO IT’S REAL!

I’ve been denying it for so long that it’s almost a relief in some masochistic way to have it out. I’ve pretended my breasts weren’t a little tender, and that I just had an upset stomach…I’m such a phony! But now it’s “Pay-up time!” Shall I do what Tina did? I’m not sure I can. I mean I’m not sure I can get those pictures of the squirming little semi-human things floating around out of my mind. But having a baby myself—I don’t think so! I remember watching Francie, who finally had to quit school because the kids were giving her such a hard time. Ugg, this really is a choice between a rock and a hard place.

February 20, Tuesday

1:22 a.m.

Three days have passed since I found out the news. I still haven’t been able to face it enough to go back to school, but I guess tomorrow I’ll have to choose between school and the doctor, some choice. MOM CAN BE SUCH AN ASS SOMETIMES.

1:23 a.m.

The telephone number of the anti-abortion office just flashed up on my mind like a huge red neon sign. It was weird, almost like a spooky omen or something. Then I remembered that the antiabortion lady who had talked on TV one time had had a big banner with huge red numbers printed across it, hanging behind her on the stage, so the night vision of whatever it was probably didn’t mean beans, but anyway, just to be sure, I immediately got up and wrote it down.

2:01 a.m.

I’ve got to, I’VE SIMPLY GOT TO maturely and rationally work this problem out! It’s not like leaving one of my rollerblades in the park or forgetting to give one of my teachers a note or something. Ummmm. Should I go to Planned Parenthood first to learn all about the truths of abortion, or to the anti-abortion people or…maybe some church person, not someone Mom knows for sure, but…I feel like Alice in Wonderland: everything is getting curiouser and curiouser by the second, and I’m getting more lost and more lost in the rabbit holes; and the stupid Cheshire Cat won’t tell me anything about the keys to the big door and the little door and…

How could I ever take care of a baby—I couldn’t even remember to change my cat’s litter box and feed and water her half of the time—remember?


February 21, Wednesday

I just woke myself up shivering and whimpering. It was the most realistic and horrifying experience I have ever had in my life! So real I can still feel the…but let me tell you from the beginning because it wasn’t like a dream at all! In some demented way I think it actually happened! I remember every detail, the blood on the doctor’s coat…Whoa, back up.

First I called the doctor Tina told me about. His nurse said to come in at 1:30.

With fear and trembling I dressed, went to the bank, and drew out money from my savings, then took the A bus to River Road, a kind of run-down part of town. A storm was just beginning to blow in, and trash and dirt gusted around my legs. In the waiting room there were four other girls, all about my age. Only one had her mother with her, a heavily made-up, tense-looking, sullen woman. Two of the girls were escorted through the small door into nowhere by a burly looking Amazon-type woman in white. Before Days Of Our Lives was over on the tiny television in the office, the first girl was led back. The Amazon called my name then, and my legs felt like cooked spaghetti as I got up and tried to follow her.

I was put on a cold metal table with only a sheet  of paper under me, and I will forever feel the cold, hard tongs pulling the baby out of me and throwing it into a huge wastebin with a plastic liner. They had given me a shot like Tina had said they would, but it hadn’t taken, for some reason, and I don’t know why they didn’t use the vacuum thing.

After the procedure I took the longest, darkest, coldest bus trip home I had ever taken, and I know this sounds crazier than crazy, but I HONESTLY DO FEEL LIKE I’VE REALLY HAD THE ABORTION AND IT’S ALL OVER! Do you think that’s possible? That through some kind of science fiction thing I…OHHHHHH, I’ve never done this before, but I’m going to go take one of the sleeping pills Dr. Harmon gave Mom when she sprained her ankle…No, I’ll take two…. I’ve got to escape from this…crazed cage I’ve imprisoned myself into.

I wish I hadn’t talked to Tina, or at least that she hadn’t told me all the gory details. I’m not handling things like that very well these days.

February 22, Thursday

3:14 p.m.

I really did go talk to the clinic people. They were nice, but…I guess I shouldn’t have talked to Tina first…and maybe the dream got me off balance. Anyway, I’ve had little Whose it in my belly for over two months (I forgot to ask how they really count when they don’t know), and I remember how lonely I felt for her coming home on the bus after my dream abortion. Oh, I am soooooooooo sick…sick…sick…probably terminally mentally ill! I just had a horrible thought. What if I’m programming my baby with my sick, morbid thoughts? Wouldn’t that be a terrible unforgivable thing? But if she’s just clumps of cells now…but I don’t think she is! Actually, the books say she looks like a teeny one-or two-inch real baby, and she’s swimming around in there in that a—am—whatever fluid, like a baby…then she must be a…FISH. Now I know I’m totally, totally insane! I wonder if being pregnant and having your body chemicals change around, like they told us in health class, could possibly make someone’s brain stop working all together.

I wish…I wish… I wish I had someone to talk to before my mind splatters all over the room. I’m hurting so bad, I don’t know how much more I can take. The hairs on my head ache. My toenails hurt. I’m desperate. I wish there was some way I could just quit living.

Die?

I’ve always been afraid of dying before, but…maybe it’s soft and warm and floating and dark and no-thinking forever…

I don’t think I’d like that!

What about Heaven?

Heaven sounds good, but I’m not sure people who commit suicide can go to Heaven, especially if they KILL their absolutely, totally innocent little growing baby along with them.

Then there’s Hell? I don’t know much about Hell, but it sounds like hell. That attempt at humor was pathetic. I’m pathetic! And I am sooooooooooo tired, it’s an effort to breathe. What shall I do? What shall I ever do?

“You can talk to Mom?”

Now you’re even crazier than I am. Why would I want to hurt her like I’m hurting? She’s not responsible for any of my stupidity and suffering. She doesn’t need to be involved in my…

“Yes, she does.”

No, she doesn’t!

“Yes, she does! Hasn’t she helped you out of every other hole you’ve gotten yourself into in the past?”

But nothing, NOTHING I’ve ever done in the past compares with this! Have you ever considered the lifetime, forever complications a baby involves? The problems.

“You know very well that problems DO NOT go away by ignoring them! Get real! You can’t handle this big one without Mom’s help. No way can you handle it.”

But what will she think of me? She’ll hate me. She’ll be sorry she ever had me.

“What other choice do you have at this point?”

I guess you’re right. Maybe tomorrow—next month—next never-day.

“WHAT ABOUT RIGHT NOW?”

I can’t! I can’t! I CAN’T!…but maybe I can…no, I can’t! I won’t! So there!!!!!!!!


6:15 p.m.

Danny called. I pretended I had laryngitis. I don’t know why I can’t talk to him when I want to and need to talk to him more than anything in the world! His team is playing Torrance and Bayfield, so they’ll be gone tomorrow and Saturday. He hangs up when Mom answers.

February 23, Friday

Today I finally forced myself to go back to school, but I’m held together by a thread. I keep thinking if one person said anything out of the ordinary, I would either scream or cry.

I must be sending out weird vibrations or something because no one tried to bug me like I thought they would. I thought honestly that everyone would see my problem like the scarlet letter on Hester’s dress. And they’d all be giggling and talking behind my back wondering what I was going to do.

Danny and some of the guys passed me in the hall between science and English, and for a moment my heart almost burst with joy as he gave me a quick hug and whispered in my ear that he hoped I was being a really, really good girl, so I’d soon be “ungrounded.” Then he winked and said, “I need you,” as he dashed off. I could feel myself blushing because I knew the guys knew, as well as I did what he meant.

Jake pushed Danny as he yelled over his shoulder, “Don’t get too eager because he’s ours for the next week or so. We’ve got practice and traveling games up to our kazoos.”

I just waved self-consciously.

February 29, Thursday

4:46 p.m.

I haven’t talked to you for about a week, but I couldn’t! I don’t have anything to say, and yet in some crazy way, I’ve got miles and miles and hours and hours of talking I want to do. I want to talk to Mom with all my soul. I want to have her hug me and tell me everything is going to be all right and that I’m not absolutely the worst, most evil person in the world. But I feel so scared! What if she won’t love me anymore? What if she kicks me out to fend for myself like I read about a mother doing to her daughter one time?

That’s stupid! I know Mom loves me. No other kid has ever been more loved than I have been. I remember when she was voted FAVORITE TEACHER in the whole high school and then the state. I wanted to get up and yell that she was also the BEST MOTHER. And my grandmas love me, and my dad. I don’t see them much, BUT I STILL KNOW THEY LOVE ME.

Okay, so I’m loved! NOW:

What about the…I’ve got to face it some time or another…I’ve got to say it! But I can’t; I truly can’t!!!!! Please say it for me, Daisy! Please!

“What about the little tadpole real-live baby that’s growing inside you?”

It probably is a real tadpolelike little girl or boy baby growing right here in my belly, isn’t it? But I still can’t believe it. I know this happens to other females—girls, women, married, unmarried, black, white, brown, yellow, and every other color, if there are other colors—BUT, IT CAN’T BE HAPPENING TO ME! I’m only fourteen years old! I’m in junior high school, in the eighth grade! Please, please don’t let it be happening to me!

But it is happening to me, and I’ve got to face it! I’ve missed two periods, which means I’M TWO MONTHS PREGNANT! MAYBE…even…

My skin is crawling. It’s like I’m possessed. I’ve got a living thing growing inside me, about to take over my life. I don’t want it there! I want to be just me again! Please, please, just me, just me.

Oh, Father, forgive me. I have sinned. Forgive me and make it not be so. But it is so! What to do? What to do?


March 1, Friday

12:47 a.m.

I can’t sleep. I can’t relax. I can’t breathe. I can’t think. But I’ve got to do something. I’ve got to tell Danny! It’s going to be hard, but sooner or later he’s got to face it too; I didn’t get pregnant all by myself. I guess I’ll leave an urgent message in his locker tomorrow first thing.

I’m totally scared to death just thinking about it but I’ve got to do it; I have no other choice. I won’t be like Tina. I won’t! I can’t!

3:46 a.m.

I tried to pray like I used to do when I was little, but I couldn’t. It used to be so easy and I felt so close to Heavenly Father, but now…I can’t connect. It’s like I’ve lost the combination to open the door. How sad and lonely and shut out I feel.

Hey, wait a minute, maybe I’ve just been looking for gloom and doom. WHAT IF?…just what if I talked to Danny and he…wanted us to get married? What if he wants an adorable little dress-up doll baby, a little skin-soft-as-velvet baby to coo at him and make him feel like he is the greatest creator in all of creation! What if his dad wants us to live in his beautiful big, big, big house, maybe take the east wing as our own private for-real playhouse. And Lucille, their maid, could tend little Whosit while we both went to school.

We’d get married in the garden under the big old oak tree by the river. Everybody we know would be there and…we’d live happily ever after just like in fairy tales.

4:49 p.m.

I think I am terminally wounded. I know I am. No one can survive this much pain, or can they? I hope so. What caused the pain? you ask. Oh, Daisy, it was so horrible, so unbelievable, sadistically horrible that I’m sure words can never describe it to you, but I’ll try. Last night I wrote a note telling Danny I desperately had to see him for lunch, and I poked it through the vent in his locker this morning.

It was a nightmare from the first because when he met me in the parking lot he thought I just wanted to go to his house and “do it,” like we’d sometimes done in the past, and I was too much in shock to tell him anything else.

He blabbed all the way there and didn’t even notice me or my feelings, just what he was doing, and had done, and was yet going to do. At one point I wanted to reach over and scratch his eyes out for about one second, then I shrunk even deeper into myself.


Once inside his house, he made a grab for me that made me feel like I was being attacked by some alien monster. I screamed and pushed him away. In fact, I pushed him so hard he almost lost his balance. “You shouldn’t have done that, Bitch,” he said between clinched teeth.

I stood up to him for the first time and said coldly, “I’m not a bitch. I’m…I’m the mother of your unborn child.”

“No way,” he hissed.

The rest of it is like a movie playing and replaying in my mind.

“We’ve got to talk this out calmly and sanely,” I said, ignoring his insults.

“There’s nothing to talk about.”

“There is too. I’m…”

“I know what you are. You’re a dirty, careless ‘ho.’” He slapped me so hard across the face, I could hear the bones in my neck crack, but I held my ground.

“I’ve been your girlfriend, and I’m pregnant! You’ve got to help me decide what to do about it.”

He hit me again, this time in the stomach and yelled, “Your little bastard could be any guy in town’s good-time slime.”

I felt so used and degraded, I wanted with everything in me to turn and crawl away, but something stronger than myself kept me there crying and begging him and pleading for him to take some responsibility.

Finally he asked, “What in hell do you expect of me?”

That kind of threw me, and I blubbered, “Maybe…maybe we could get married?”


He flew into an even deeper rage. “I’m sixteen years old, duh-head. You think I’m going to stifle my life for you and your slimy little bastard?” He gagged and shuddered. “Give up football? High school? College? Parties? Freedom? Fun? No way! You probably got pregnant just trying to trap me.”

I sniffled, “But…”

“Forget it, slut. I’m not buying into your shit. To me you’re just another piece of poor-white-trash flesh trying to flush the rich kid down the toilet with you.”

He pulled his arm back, and I turned so he wouldn’t hit me again in the stomach. “It’s your problem, bitch; you take care of it.”

Scared out of my wits and mentally muddled and bleeding, I fell at his knees. “I’ll…have an abortion if that’s what you want.”

He picked me up by one arm and dragged me to the porch. “Try your sad-ass act on some of the other guys you’ve done it with.”

As he drove off in a grinding of gears, all I could think about was how grateful I was that at least this time I had enough money to take a bus home.

Now my problem is…will Mom discard me too? Maybe? Yes? No? And I’ve got to face another thing—Danny’s a damn liar all the way—so…could he have given me AIDS or…or…something? Oh, how I wish I’d listened in health class so I’d know more…about…everything!! Poor me! What to do? What to do?


6:01 p.m.

It’s almost time for Mom to come home after her last late class, and for the first time I’ve felt pangs of pain for the poor little innocent, unwanted baby that is growing within me. Nobody wants it. It might as well be lying out in the middle of a busy, dark freeway in a blinding storm. It had no choice in the matter. Danny did! I did! Not it! Poor little unloved, dejected part of my body. I wish I could love it. I wonder if I can learn to? Someone needs to! It’s in such a helpless, hopeless, loveless situation. Maybe I can learn to love it. I hope I can! Someone has got to! NO living thing in the world should have to live without love and respect, maybe respect even more than love!

Oh, Mom, please hurry home. I need you to help guide me through this darkest period in my life. I KNOW I’ve been rude and mean and disrespectful to you the last few months, when I thought Danny was the epitome of all things good and you were—I can’t even write what I felt you sometimes were—AND YOU WEREN’T! I was the stupid asshole…but I’m not going to use that gutter-type language any more. It’s going out with the gutter-type lifestyle I’ve been living. I want to be what you want me to be. I always have! I’ve known you only wanted the best for me, both mentally and physically, and I’m proud of you and what you’ve done with your life. You’re an ideal example for me and for every other young person who comes across your path. Why couldn’t I have tried harder to follow in your footsteps?


I hear Mom coming in the front door, and I’m literally frozen in my tracks. Will she understand? Can she? Will she still respect and love me after I tell her?


WELL,

HERE

GOES NOTHING!



March 2, Saturday

2:30 a.m.

I can’t believe my Mom! As soon as she put down the groceries and stuff she’d brought home from school, I took her by the hand and led her into the living room and just blurted out the whole truth. She didn’t scold or nag or scream or show me to the door or any of the other cruel and terrible things I’d thought had been possibilities. She just kept saying over and over quietly, “It’s going to be all right, baby. You and I together can handle it.” Her soft, warm hands holding mine tightly made me know that we could.

After I’d told her all that I thought was necessary, not about Danny beating on me or anything like that, she held me as she had when I was a child and told me how “eternally precious” I was to her. Then suddenly she stood up, wiped away both her tears and mine and looked me straight in the eye and said, “Now it’s time for us to get on with our lives. Let’s go fix dinner, then go for a long walk to prove to ourselves that we are both in charge! As we walk and after we get home, we’ll talk until we’ve made some comfortable solutions for at least the next couple of days.” She squeezed me so tightly, I winced. “After that, we’ll take it one easy step at a time, right?”

“Right,” I whispered back.

After our long, long, long, long walk and our even longer talk, she drew a warm bath for me, then sat on the side of my bed and gently rubbed my back and shoulders and neck till I fell asleep.

How could she be so good to me when I have been so terrible to her?

I wonder what we’re going to do about my little tadpole? I can see it just like the pictures on the screen—teeny, tiny hands and arms and legs and big head wiggling in the amble—something fluid. I hope…I really do hope I don’t have to…but I’ll do what Mom thinks we should, or rather what we together think is best for the three of us. Oh dear, I’ve got to quit thinking of it as a her; it will make it too hard if I have to…


March 4, Monday

4:32 p.m.

Mom and I talked all weekend like I wish we’d done, and we should have done, months ago. Then today she suggested that I go to school as usual. She knows it won’t be easy, but life goes on even if I am…you know. She was right and I can’t believe how normal everything around me seems while I inside feel so…so…unnormal. At least it doesn’t seem exactly normal to me, for a fourteen-year-old kid to be going around with another even littler kid developing inside her guts. It’s sort of science fiction or something, but maybe not.

8:22 p.m.

Mom suggested after dinner when we were talking, and we talk a lot these days, that she make an appointment for me to see a doctor. I agreed, but it’s going to be so embarrassing and make everything so absolutely final.


March 5, Tuesday

6:06 p.m.

We just got home from Doctor Stewart’s. He’s Mom’s friend, and he worked us into his schedule as soon as she called. He says I appear to be almost three months pregnant, and I should make a decision immediately as to what I’m going to do about my pregnancy. THERE! I’ve used the P-word again and it didn’t kill me, but…what about the fetus? No one yet calls it a baby, except me, and maybe I shouldn’t, but I can’t help thinking of it as one. I guess we’re all different, and we have a right to think what we please. For instance, Tina, she obviously didn’t think at all about her baby fetus being a baby, but me—well, I’m me.

I’m going to do what Mom wants, but…life is sometimes really difficult, isn’t it? But at least I’ve got good old Mom to help me through it. I am sooooooooo lucky!

9:20 p.m.

Mom and I have talked it over carefully and have decided to make a final decision in the next couple of days. Dr. Stewart says it isn’t wise to wait much after that. I do, but I don’t! NO. I don’t, but I do. I really…I don’t know…


Oh sleep, dear sleep

Come to me soon

And rock me gently, quietly

In the cradle of the moon.



I hope tomorrow never comes. The decision is too final!

March 6, Wednesday

4:31 p.m.

School is becoming harder every day. I don’t belong anywhere anymore. I’m not a kid and I’m not an adult. Danny stays out of my way like I have the plague. I bet he’s told everybody and their gossipy aunt about my being what I am, saying he’s not any part of it.

I don’t want to go with Danny’s friends anymore, and my old friends don’t seem to want to go with me. But why should they? I cut them out cold when Danny told me to. How foolish, foolish, foolish I’ve been in a million different ways.


I wonder if I’ll ever be able to put all the pieces back together again. Now I know what the Humpty Dumpty children’s poem really means!

March 7, Thursday

7:59 a.m.

Mom and I got up real early and sat on our little friendly balcony and had breakfast and watched the sun come up. I dared to tell her how I felt about the little squiggly growing inside me, and she said she felt the same way, but she hadn’t wanted to force me to do something I might regret. We hugged each other and said together, quietly and happily, “We’re going to have a baby! We’re going to have a baby! We’re going to have a baby!” Then I started singing softly, “We’re going to love our baby.” And Mom joined in, “We’re going to love our baby. We’re going to love our baby.” It was a really moving moment.

Mom knows how superduper-super sorry I am to have gotten myself into this predicament, especially at such a young age. She’s sorry, too, from the bottom of her soul, but she didn’t condemn me or berate me or anything hurtful. She just stands firmly at my side now that THIS IS THE WAY IT IS.

Gotta run catch the bus,

Bye,

See ya tonight! You’re about my only friend left. Thank you for being my true, trusted and always there friend!

March 14, Thursday

9:42 p.m.

I know I haven’t written in you for a long time, but life is very difficult for me now. I have to live out every minute with apprehension. I’m so paranoid that the kids will somehow know and judge and condemn me, and I also suspect the teachers know and are reviewing me as a bad example. In a way I wish I could drop out of school, but of course that is not an option. How could I ever get into high school and then college without a junior high school diploma? Besides, I want an education. I know that is the only way to become independent and earn a decent living.
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