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My One and Only Bully

Ever since I was a little girl and old enough to listen and comprehend, my mom and dad have always taught me not to fight because you want to, but to fight because you have to.  They said that the only legitimate reason to fight is to protect you from the harm of others.  Along with their knowledge of why to fight they also taught me how to fight:  which spots to hit depending on the “enemy’s” body structure, how to “bob and weave”, when to pick up a brick, and when to just…run.  But most importantly they taught me how to use my head before my fist.


Everything they taught me came to real life when I was in the first grade.  I met this boy named David at church during the summer and when school started we called each other boyfriend and girlfriend.  I guess that he had another girlfriend because for about one month, this girl and her two friends would come and harass me in the lunch line while I was trying to dump my tray.  At the end of meal I’d get in the long line in the middle of the cafeteria to dump my tray.  Suddenly the three girls would cut line in front of me and behind me and begin calling me all sorts of rude names and putting my leftover peas and mashed potatoes and gravy on my face and on my clothes.  At first I didn’t understand why.  They didn’t say a motive or anything like that, but just put squished up, cold fries in my hair that my mom had worked so hard on that morning.  So one day when the school day was over and my mom asked why dried Ketchup was stuck to my ear or why I had a piece of macaroni noodle stuck to my barrette, I finally explained to her my situation:  “These three girls keep messin’ with me and I don’t know why”.  Even though my mom wanted to take the conflict into her own hands (if you know what I mean)’ she just told me to tell the teacher.  But that night, as I lay in the bed dreading the next lunch day, I got the idea in my head to kill this girl…with kindness.  So that day when I got in line to dump my tray, as usual the three girls came to do the dirty deed that they always do…with our mini food sampling party.  They began with their usual cruel words.  So then I opened my mouth.  I said, “Why do you guys do this to me?”  And the girl said, “Because you like David and that’s my boyfriend.”  So I said, “Well I will not like him anymore.  I just want you guys to leave me alone.” That was pretty much the end.

Bottom-line is that I used my head instead of my fist.  In the end, we all became pretty good friends despite the fact that I had peas put on my eyelids.  But the moral of this story is to use your head. Think of the consequences.  And for the girls, it’s not worth it to fight over a guy.
