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At Rise:

Amanda sits CS, holding a wrist. It’s obvious she has been crying.

AMANDA

Mom, do you remember when I was five and came running home from Randi’s house? My best friend 
and I had had a fight. I don’t remember what the fight was about, but I remember running home, crying,  

telling you that “Randi called me a poopy head!” I’ll never forget what you did, you leaned down and 
told me, “Amanda, just tell yourself ‘sticks and stones may break my bones, but words will never hurt 

me.’”

Yeah right. How about these words Mom; “freak”, “loser”, “slut”, “dyke”, “bitch”. Or what about these 
words, “you’re worthless, the world would be better if you weren’t in it.” What about, “No one likes you, 
you will never be loved, just die.” Or what about, “Why don’t you just kill yourself.” Sticks and stone may 

break my bones but words will never hurt me, is that right Mom?

These sorts of messages aren’t supposed to come to me. That’s what I thought. The “Mean Girls”, the 
“Queen Bs” are supposed to send them to girls who…I don’t know, wear clothes from Goodwill or live in 

trailer parks. Or it’s supposed to happen to kids who come out as gay. They become a hashtag 
movement, “stand up for lulu” or something. It doesn’t happen to girls like me. Or if it does happen, it’s  
boys that say it. That’s what I thought, until it happened to me. And I wish that it didn’t happen, but it  
did. I didn’t make those messages up, they came straight from my page. Words written by friends and 

designed to hurt me. Written because…because…

I don’t know why. I wish I knew but I don’t. One day, I’m popular, then suddenly I’m not. I go to sit with 
Randi and suddenly there are no chairs, there’s no space. I move to another table and I can hear the 

laughter and I can feel their eyes on me. My best friend, for ten years, has found new friends and 
suddenly, I’m not good enough, I’m not cool enough. Everyone liked me until, they decided they didn’t. I  
don’t know what I did, what I said. When Randi’s parents fought, I let her sleep at my house, and when 

her folks got divorced and her dad went to jail, I was there for her…

If I could rewrite my own story, I’d be the villain. I’d say that I slept with her boyfriend to explain why she 
did this. Or I’d make myself a martyr, a tragic hero. I’d tell a story about how I was at a party and the 
quarterback got me drunk and raped me. I’d turn him in and the town would turn against me. That 

would explain why they tell me to kill myself but I’d be a hero who had the courage to stand up and turn 
him in. 

Maybe I was molested or maybe the story would be I flashed some guy online and he took a screenshot 
and blackmailed me. Or I sent a naked selfie to my boyfriend and after we broke up he shared it and the 

girls mocked me for it.

Or it would be because of Jared. Sexy Jared from California, who rode a motorcycle to school. The first 
day he walked into school we all stared but he made eye contact with me and ignored the rest of them. 

It wouldn’t be right, but at least I’d know why my friend turned on me. If I could rewrite my own story, 
but I can’t. Not know, not ever. Because the truth is, I don’t know why they did this. 



Maybe it’s because I chose to try out for the dance team instead of the cheerleading team? I remember 
how hurt Randi was when I told her that I wasn’t going to try out to be a cheerleader. “But you 

promised” she said. But I didn’t promise and it made more sense for me to try out for the dance team. I  
studied dance for five years before and was…am still studying dance. That’s why I went out for the dance 

team. It wasn’t because I didn’t want to be friends with Randi or because I thought dance was better 
than cheer…

If it’s about a boy, or dance team or something else…then, I’m sorry. I’m sorry I hurt you Randi. I’m sorry 
that I didn’t talk to you and I wish you would have talked to me instead of getting everyone to turn on 

me. I’m sorry we won’t get to be each other’s maid of honor, and laugh at any more inside jokes and be 
the best of friends forever like we always said. 

Randi, I don’t know what you’re doing or where you are right now. Maybe you and Jared are out on a 
date or maybe some party or watching a movie with all your cheerleader friends. You’re laughing while I 
sit here dying. I’m the freak you said I was, the loser who knows the right way to cut her wrists. It’s not 

because of sticks and stones and not because a boy looked at me, or because I tried out for dance 
instead of cheer and because my friends got jealous.

I’m hurting and dying because of words…


