
PREFACE

I did not set out to travel all over the country to speak about bullying. 
I did not intend to write a book about what happened to me in middle 
and high school. As far as I was concerned, that time in my life was over. 
But, like most things in life, it just happened. This book is a collection 
of stories about my experiences as a victim of bullying. I was bullied, 
berated, and emotionally beaten by my peers. 

The stories contained in this book are real, honest, and eye-opening. 
They are how I, the ugly girl, remember them to have happened. My 
story has shaped who I am, how I grew up, and what I have become.

I am sure there are some that will dispute these events, believe them to 
have happened differently. Perhaps you simply remember not being 
very nice to me or you only told ONE person that rumor. But those 
were enough to leave a permanent scar on my self-esteem and cause 
me to question every compliment I would receive.

You did however give me a strength and resolve I would not have 
gained otherwise.

Now, I am stronger, more beautiful, and ready to tell my story. So 
thank you pretty, popular, mean girl, I am better than ever.



HOME ROOM 

To understand my story, you need to understand who I am. I grew 
up in a two-parent household in a small town close to the beach. 
Growing up, I never went without. I was well fed, dressed, sheltered, 
and loved. My parents raised me and my sister to believe that we could 
do whatever we wanted. They instilled in us the belief that life was ours 
to take. We could become doctors, scientists, or lawyers. Whatever our 
hearts desired would surely be ours as long as we worked hard, fought 
for it, and stayed grateful. Looking back, this was a wonderful gift they 
were bestowing upon me.

However, at 15 years old, I wanted UGG® boots, Hollister® hoodies, 
and Abercrombie® jeans. I did not want love, support, or discipline. My 
parents did not understand the insatiable need I had for those material 
things. A $7.00 shirt from Wal-Mart® was the same as a $37.00 dollar 
shirt from American Eagle® in their eyes.

 IT’S NOT, in case you are wondering. 

When I was entering middle school in the 7th grade, my parents took 
me to Kids-R-Us® for back to school shopping. I can hear your gasp 
of horror now. I started middle school with the wrong clothes and it 
set me on a path that would be inescapable until I started working 
and was able to buy my own clothes. It was not that we could not 
afford designer clothes, rather that my parents thought that spending 
$120.00 on fur boots that would get ruined in the snow did not make 
sense.

To my parents credit, they always broke down and bought me whatever 
I was asking for. Unfortunately for me, I was always a year behind the 
trend. If I bought UGG® boots it was now cowgirl boots that everyone 
was wearing. When I finally got a pair of VANS® sneakers, it was 
ETNIES® that everyone wanted. I could not win. 
 



PERIOD 1: Let’s Talk About Why I Was UGLY

If you ask my mom, I was a beautiful child. I had fair Irish skin that 
was the color of milk; dark brown hair that fell down to my shoulders; 
mischievous, brown, expressive eyes. 

I was cute right up until the age of 12. Then, I went through an awkward 
stage. 

Awkward Stage: The nice way of saying that someone looks 
like they belong in a traveling freak show next to the bearded 
lady, rather than in middle school.

If you ask the people I went to school with, I was ugly. I am talking 
really ugly. By some sick joke, genetics were not on my side.

Side Note: Mom, I was UGLY. I know you still hold on to the 
belief that I was “cute” even during that time in my life but you 
are very much mistaken. You have to tell me I was cute even 
when I looked like a strange science experiment. Love you! 
xoxox

Back to why I was ugly...

My Hair: It was a nice shade of mousy, greasy, leftover meatloaf brown 
color and I wore it pulled back at all time. I was not skilled enough to 
use a hair straightener or deft enough to curl it. I had not touched a 
can of hairspray in my life and the words “deep conditioner” did not 
ring any bells.

My Skin: If you can picture someone with a strange skin disease that 
covers their whole face, chest, and back -you must have seen pictures 
of me. I had terrible acne that only seemed to worsen when I tried to 
combat it with the 45,050,699,393 acne products I slapped on daily.

My Clothes: A strange mash-up of Walmart®, K-Mart®, and Kids-R-



Us®. Basically, I looked like a seven year old who had a long torso, 
stumpy legs, and loved My Little Pony® shirts with glitter on them.

My Make-Up: Michael Jackson on a bad day, in a monsoon, while 
being attacked by a rabid raccoon with “fire engine” red lipstick in it’s 
furry little paws.

My Boobs: What boobs?

I was a trainwreck of epic proportions. In that respect, my peers had 
it right... I was ugly. However, this did not give them license to torment 
me.




