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In memory of my parents Ramona and Florentino
Bernal. Also, in remembrance of loved ones who

are gone but will never be forgotten.

and

To Pinito. We'll never forget you.
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Your pain is the breaking of the shell that
encloses your understanding.

—Kahlil Gibran



When I answered the door the morning I turned thir-
teen and found two police officers standing there, I knew
they hadn’t come to wish me a happy birthday. 

That whole day I heard doors opening and shutting,
people whispering and crying. 

“He died instantly. He didn’t suffer,” I kept hearing
again and again. 

How would they know? Even if Dad had laughed him-
self to death, the truth was that he was gone and a part
of me had died that day, too.

I hadn’t been very excited about turning thirteen.
Birthdays meant I kept getting older, but I wasn’t getting
any bigger. Mom calls me a late bloomer. I know it’s just
one more way in which I disappoint her. I tried to con-
vince myself that I’d given up trying to please her. Even
if I wanted to, I could never follow in her beauty queen
footsteps. 

Dad was just the opposite. He called me “Muñeca.”
Coming from him, I took it as a compliment, even though
I know no one else would think of me as a doll. Dolls
aren’t short and skinny. They don’t have thin, limp hair.
And, I’ve never seen a doll with crooked teeth or braces. 
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Chapter One

Glued



The next few days were a blur, like watching TV from
my favorite branch of the oak tree in our backyard.
Although I don’t have anybody but a drunk driver to
blame for Dad’s death, a month later I still feel like kick-
ing or punching something or somebody, especially the
clueless clowns who never miss a chance to torment me. 

Like yesterday. When the bell rang after social stud-
ies class, I threw my stuff in my bag and, as I tried to
slide out of my seat, I felt my skirt slipping off. I looked
down to see my underpants were showing. They weren’t
my best pair, either.

I slid back in and waited for the students to leave. 
Then I saw Haley, Sandra and Mina standing nearby

holding on to one another, laughing so hard they were
practically crying. It wasn’t until I yanked at the skirt
that I understood why. It was glued to the seat. 

I reached in my bag and pulled out the first thing I
could grab. 

Before I knew it, I’d thrown my math book at them
and caught Sandra right under the chin. She let out a
howl as her head snapped back like a windsock jerked
around by the wind. 

Mrs. Franco rushed over. “Are you girls at it again?
What did you do this time?”

“Amanda threw a book at us,” Mina yelled. 
“You glued my skirt to my chair,” I yelled back.
Mrs. Franco took a tissue out of her pocket and start-

ed wiping blood and drool off Sandra’s chin. 
“Did you bite your tongue?” 
Sandra just kept howling. 
Mrs. Franco told Haley and Mina to take her to the

nurse’s office and then go see the principal. By then, the
rest of the class had crowded around my desk trying to
see what was going on. Mrs. Franco shooed them out of
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the room, locked the door and came back with a ruler to
scrape my skirt off the chair.

“They hate me. They hate me,” I sobbed. “I’ve never
done anything to them.” 

“They don’t hate you, Amanda. They’re just mean.
You need to slip out of your skirt so I can scrape it off
more easily.” 

The skirt had an elastic waistband and started to slip
off as Mrs. Franco stood behind me and lifted me by my
armpits, making me feel like a baby being pulled out of a
high chair. 

I stood, half naked, watching her scrape and pull until
my skirt came loose. 

She handed it to me. “They’re getting smarter at these
ridiculous pranks,” she said. “It looks like they used some
kind of super glue and figured out a small dab goes a long
way.

I looked the skirt over before putting it back on. It had
a hard, round, dime-sized circle where the glue was still
sticking to it. I turned it so the spot was on the side, right
below my hip, where it wasn’t as noticeable. 

“You could’ve broken Sandra’s nose or injured her
eye,” Mrs. Franco said. “You know I’ll have to report this
to the principal. Next time those girls bother you, please
come to me or one of the other teachers. Let us handle it.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I said before I started to walk out. At
the door, I turned back. “Thanks for scraping my skirt off
the chair.” 

I didn’t see Sandra the rest of the day, but Mina and
Haley glared at me whenever I ran into them. I was
afraid they’d be waiting for me after school, so I skipped
my last class and went downtown to Gary’s Discount Out-
let. I walked up one aisle and down another until I got to
an aisle with a huge pile of fake lipsticks, compact mir-
rors and make-up for kids. I held a mirror to my face and
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turned my head this way and that. I looked like a freak
with one bulging eye, fish lips and a pig snout, but I kept
holding the mirror with one hand while I let a tube of lip-
stick drop to the floor from the other. I crushed it and
flattened it with my foot before kicking it under the bin
and putting the mirror back. 

Gary’s wife came up behind me. “Looking for anything
in particular?”

“No. Just looking,” I said. 
She wasn’t convinced. She followed me all the way to

the door.
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