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This book is dedicated to all those who have 

 had the unfortunate experience of being bullied.  

May your lives inspire those bullied, the  

bystanders, and the bully in the future. 

  



  



 

 

 

Inspiration 

 

“I would rather be a little nobody, than to be an evil 

somebody.” —Abraham Lincoln 

 

“If there are no heroes to save you, then you be the 

hero.” —Denpa Kyoshi 

 

Our voices are the medium of our thoughts  

Our ears are the medium of our hearts  

Our hands are the medium of our souls  

—Tina Levine, author 
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{ CHAPTER 1 } 

Spilled Milk 

 

Annie wasn’t popular. Maybe it was because 

she was always making weird faces at people. 

Or because she picked her nose and ate her 

boogers when she thought no one was 

watching. Or because she waddled like a duck 

down the school halls as though she didn’t have 

a care in the world. In fact, Annie didn’t seem 

to care what people thought of her. She didn’t 

even seem to mind being called Carrot Top. 

We’d all started calling her that back in second 

grade because of the thousands of tiny freckles 
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all over her face, her big, chubby cheeks, and 

her curly, bright orange hair. Carrot Top had 

been in my classes before, but I didn’t really 

hang out with her. I hadn’t even really paid 

much attention to her this year. . . until that day 

at lunch. 

Lunchtime was a blast! I always made sure 

to sit with my close friends, Justin, Lexi, and 

Aaron. Aaron had always been the best athlete 

in our grade, which was why we all call him 

“Ace.” Most of the other kids in Mrs. Lerner’s 

fifth-grade class wanted to sit with us, but there 

wasn’t enough room at our end of the table for 

everyone. So, the overflow sat at the opposite 

end. Carrot Top always sat at the far side, near 

the extra-tall trash cans, which were nearby for 

the whole cafeteria.  Of course, sixth-graders sat 

on the opposite side of the cafeteria, which was 

better for all of us. 



 

3 

Once my friends and I sat down, the thunder 

of trading lunches began! In the blink of an eye, 

Justin had half my tuna sandwich, I had scooped 

up some of Lexi’s mom’s homemade cookies, 

and Aaron had swapped his cherry fruit punch 

for Justin’s chocolate milk. Only Lexi didn’t 

always get in on the action. She was too busy 

holding down her honey-glazed chicken 

sandwich for dear life. We all drooled with 

jealousy when she opened her lunch bag. Lexi’s 

mom made the best food, so I couldn’t blame 

her for holding onto it. However, sometimes 

Lexi gave up part of her sandwich. She’d trade 

half of it for half of Ace’s peanut butter one, 

since he didn’t always have much to share at the 

table. 

Other than trading our meals, our favorite 

part of lunch was looking at Justin’s lunch bag, 

which was way more exciting than his actual 

food. His dad decorated the bag with the 
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funniest hand-drawn cartoons you’d ever see. 

Sometimes, we were so excited to see his dad’s 

amazing pictures that we snatched up his bag 

before he’d even taken out his lunch. 

Ace was taller than most of us and loved 

doing jump shots with his milk carton into the 

huge trash pails. Although he was nice to our 

small group of friends, he could be a bit of a 

tease and a bully to some of the kids in our 

grade. 

On Monday, Carrot Top got up to throw out 

her lunch bag. Suddenly, Ace pushed in front of 

her. “Move, fatty. You’re in my way!” he 

yelled. He shot his chocolate milk container 

toward the giant trash pail, which was slightly 

open—and the container hit the side of it, hard! 

The carton spun through the air, flying 

backward toward Carrot Top, who was only a 

few steps away. 
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In seconds, Carrot Top was covered with 

Ace’s chocolate milk. Laughter filled the 

lunchroom as the milk dripped down from 

Carrot Top’s tightly curled hair, onto her face, 

and along her shirt. She stopped dead in her 

tracks. Her eyebrows came together, her lips 

squeezed, and her cheeks turned apple red. At 

first, I thought she was going to cry, and I 

immediately stopped laughing. Suddenly, it 

didn’t seem so funny. 
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But then, Carrot Top looked at each one of 

us, licked the side of her cheek—just catching a 

drop of milk as it made its way to her chin—and 

let out a belly laugh so loud it could be heard all 

over the cafeteria and probably throughout the 

first floor of the school! Picking up a bunch of 
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napkins, I found myself getting up and slowly 

walking over and handing them to her. 

“Thank you, Tara,” she said softly. 

“That's okay,” I replied, half stunned by 

what I had done. 

Then, turning, I made my way back to my 

table, where my friends were still giggling 

uncontrollably. I couldn’t believe I’d helped the 

major nerd of our school. 

What would the other kids think? But as I 

watched Carrot Top slowly walk back to where 

she always sat at the lunch table, I found myself 

not just embarrassed in front of my friends for 

helping her, but also a little sad about how I had 

laughed, too. 
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{ CHAPTER 2 } 

Carrot Top’s 

Underwear 
 

After lunch on Monday, we all went out for 

recess. I decided to join the daily kickball game 

out on the field behind the school. Ace was 

already choosing his team, of course. He 

signaled for me to be the catcher, Justin to play 

third base, and Lexi to first base. As I made my 

way toward home plate, I noticed that Carrot 

Top had come over to join the game, too. She 

was still waiting to be picked. Ace always chose 

me for his team, but Carrot Top never seemed 

to care which team she played on. She just 
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loved to participate in kickball whether she was 

on the winning or losing team. Which was a 

good thing, since she was always chosen last. 

I squatted behind home plate as Ace pitched 

to the other team. Soon, it was Carrot Top’s turn 

to kick. One kid on her team had gotten to 

second. Another was waiting on first base, and 

the team already had two outs. It was up to 

Carrot Top to bring them home. 

Carrot Top backed up at home plate. She 

ran toward the ball and kicked. It rolled behind 

her, and she landed on her butt. 

Everyone laughed. She looked up onto the 

field. First, a half-smile appeared on her lips. 

Then her cheeks pulled all the way up until you 

could hardly see her eyes, and her bellowing 

laughter filled the field. Whenever she laughed 

like that, it stopped me in my tracks. 

Standing back up, Carrot Top prepared to 

kick again. The fall had torn her red pants, and 
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some of us could see her polka-dotted 

underwear. Everyone behind Carrot Top 

pointed at her underpants, and the giggling 

became contagious, but she didn’t bat an eye. 

As the next pitch came rolling toward 

Carrot Top, she bolted for it. Smack! The ball 

landed to the side.  
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“Foul!” someone yelled. 

I knew at that point I would have forfeited 

my turn and walked away from the game, but 

not Carrot Top. Instead, she held her head high 

and proudly walked back to home plate. 

Ace gazed directly at Carrot Top, sliding his 

right index finger across his throat to let her 

know that in seconds she surely would be out. 

Carrot Top squeezed her face like a prune 

and kicked the ball. It shot like a rocket, way 

into the outfield, where my teammates 

scrambled to catch it. Dust rose up from under 

Carrot Top’s feet as she slid into first base. 

The kid on second ran to third and on to 

home plate. The kid who had been on first slid 

into third. Around me, everyone on Carrot 

Top’s team screamed for her to run. 

Carrot Top ran her butt off to second base 

and kept going toward third. As she 

approached, she yelled to Justin. He turned to 
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look at her, and the ball hit him in his side and 

kept rolling past him. 

Carrot Top ran like the wind, touching third 

base before turning toward me. Next thing I 

knew, she was sliding on her belly and touching 

the plate. 

“Safe!” I yelled. 

Carrot Top lay on her belly, her pants ripped 

even wider and the polka dots in full view, but 

this time, nobody on her team laughed. They 

were too busy cheering. 

Carrot Top stood on home plate with a 

smile wider than the Grand Canyon and high-

fived each of the kids on her team. I was amazed 

that she not only hadn’t given up but had scored 

a home run. Without even a second thought, I 

ran over and slapped her five and then five 

more. “Way to go . . . Annie,” I said. 
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“Hey, Carrot Top,” yelled Ace. “Think 

you're so great, huh? We saw your polka-dotted 

underwear,” he sang aloud. 

Some kids started to laugh, but not 

everyone. 

Just then, the recess bell rang, and we all 

started to head back into the school. I walked to 

the left side of the double doors, and Carrot Top 

walked to the right. We turned to each other and 

smiled. 
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{ CHAPTER 3 } 

Red Faced 

 

As usual, when I got home from school, only 

the housekeeper was there. I told her I was 

going to the school playground, and she agreed 

to let my mom know what I was doing. 

When I got to the playground, there didn’t 

seem to be anyone around. I was scanning the 

area when in the distance, I could see Carrot 

Top on the swings. She waved to me, but I 

pretended I didn’t see her. Annie had been 

awesome at kickball, so I felt sort of funny 

inside for having high-fived her at the game. I 
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didn’t know what my friends would do if they 

saw me being friendly to the school nerd for no 

reason. 

“Hey, Tara. We are over here!” Lexi 

shouted, poking her head out of one of the 

barrels. 

I ran toward her. When I got there, Justin 

and Ace were inside the barrel, too, so I joined 

them. 

“Tara, did you see Carrot Top over by the 

swings?” Justin asked. “Why would anyone 

come to the playground without someone to 

play with?” 

“She’s such a nerd,” added Ace. 

Lexi laughed. “Did you see her underwear 

at recess?” 

“She really came through for her team 

today,” I offered softly. 

Everyone just stared at me. My cheeks 

turned red. 
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“I think you actually like the fat little nerd,” 

Ace insisted. 

“Hi, guys,” Annie called. 

Her feet were right at the entrance to the 

cement barrel. I wondered how long she had 

been standing there. 

“Can I climb in, too?” she asked in her 

singsong voice. 
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“Sure,” I said quickly. 

All eyes glared at me as, one by one, we 

moved over and made room. As Annie climbed 

into the barrel, Ace nudged Justin. “Come on. 

Let’s get out of here and play tag.” They raced 

out of the barrel, leaving just Lexi, Annie, and 

me sitting inside. 

“How long were you standing there?” I 

asked. 

Annie smiled. “Long enough to hear Ace 

call me a nerd.” 

“So, Carrot Top, do you live near the 

school?” Lexi asked, changing the topic. 

“Not really. Do you?” Annie turned to her 

and smiled. Lexi just nodded. 

We just made up things to talk about for an 

awkward few minutes. I was surprised that 

Annie chose to climb into the barrel and 

wondered why she didn’t blast us for calling her 

names and laughing about it. 
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{ CHAPTER 4 } 

Afternoon  

Takes a Twist 

 

Suddenly Justin screamed, “Help, someone, 

come quick!” 

We all raced out of the barrel to see what 

was going on. Justin was waving to us from 

behind a roped-off area at the back of the field, 

near the fence. We ran like crazy to get over 

there. When we reached Justin, he and Ace 

were in what looked like a construction area. 

Ace’s whole foot seemed to be stuck in a deep  
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hole. He was crying and shaking in pain, and 

Justin was jumping up and down, screaming. 

“What happened here?” Annie asked 

calmly. 

“We were playing tag, and Ace was trying 

to get away from me. He jumped over the rope 

and caught his foot in a hole.” 

“Please help me!” Ace howled. “It hurts!” 

“Oh no! Oh no! Oh no! S-s-s-someone 

should call for help!” Lexi shouted, running in 

circles. 

I could only look on, frozen. I had no idea 

what to do! Very calmly, Annie knelt down next 

to Ace. She gently placed her hand on his 

shoulder. 

“Look me in the eyes, Ace, and don’t look 

anywhere else. I want you to take a deep breath 

in, and then slowly blow it out.” 

Ace looked directly at Annie. He did 

exactly what she told him.  
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“That’s good,” Annie said, looking back into his 

eyes and smiling. “Keep doing it.” 

“What are we going to do? His ankle is 

stuck, and he can’t move!” Justin screamed. 

“Justin, you live the closest, and your mom 

is the most likely to be home,” Annie said, 

keeping her eyes focused on Ace. “Call home 

and ask if she can come help us. Don’t forget to 

tell her to call Ace’s mom. Lexi, use your 

cellphone to call 911. Tell them that Aaron’s 

ankle is stuck in a hole and an ambulance is 

needed. Then explain to them exactly where we 

are located. Tara, stay here with me,” Annie 

insisted. 

We all did as she directed us, no questions 

asked. 

“Now, Ace,” Annie continued, “I need you 

to take another deep breath in slowly. Then very 

slowly blow it out, as if you were squeezing air 

out of an accordion. Each time, before you take 
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a breath, look into my eyes; then, as you exhale, 

slowly close them and try to relax your face. I 

know this is hard to do now because you are in 

pain, but I also know how strong you are. I 

know you can do this. Help is on its way. This 

will be over very soon.” 

I watched as Ace followed Annie’s directions. 

His eyes bulged with pain, but they never moved 

from Annie’s, except when he exhaled. Again, 

and again, Ace breathed in and out.  
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Each time, his face became more relaxed. Annie 

stayed so calm! I didn’t know how she did it. 

“Tara,” Annie said, “I want you to breathe 

along with Ace and me. It always helps when a 

few people do this together. I learned that from 

my dad a long time ago. He used to do yoga 

with my mom.” 

I nodded and squatted beside Annie, 

breathing rhythmically with her and Ace. 

Suddenly, sirens blasted in the distance. 

Then Justin’s mom pulled up and parked her 

van. She ran frantically over to us. 

“What happened here, Justin?” his mom 

shouted. 

Justin shook his head. “I’ll explain when we 

get home, Mom. Thanks for coming!” 

Justin’s mom nodded. “Let’s just get him 

out of there. I spoke to his mother. She’s 

working a shift at the hospital, so she’ll meet 

him when he gets there.” 
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Just then, the ambulance pulled up. The 

EMS people from the ambulance insisted that 

we move back and make room. We followed 

their orders but stayed close by to make sure 

Ace would be okay. 

The people from the rescue squad carefully 

removed Ace’s ankle from the hole. As they 

loaded him onto a stretcher, his ankle was 

twisted and clearly broken. In fact, I thought 

some bone was sticking through his skin. I 

almost puked! 

Annie and I ran up alongside the stretcher. 

“Are you okay, Ace?” Annie asked. 

“My ankle is killing me,” he whimpered. 

“But I think it will be okay. Thank you, Annie. 

You really helped.” 

My eyes widened. Did Ace just call her 

Annie for the first time? I smiled. 

“You were helpful, too, Tara,” Ace said. 

“Thanks for staying with me.” 
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Placing a hand on Annie’s shoulder, the 

EMS worker told her it was time to get Ace to 

the hospital. 

Annie looked down at Ace. “I can’t be with 

you now, but remember to breathe, and 

remember my eyes when you close yours on an 

exhale.” 

Ace nodded. “Just wait until I’m back at 

school,” he said. “When we pick teams for 

kickball, you’ll be the first on my list.” 

Annie’s face turned pink, and her cheeks 

pulled up real close to her eyes, which twinkled 

brightly. 

“Annie saved the day!” I announced 

proudly as the ambulance pulled away. I threw 

my arms around her and gave her a hug. “We 

couldn’t have gotten through this without you.” 

I looked at my friends. This time, no one 

glared at me. 
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Annie turned to me and smiled. “Thank 

you, Tara. It was brave of you to help me—the 

school nerd—in front of everyone in the 

lunchroom today,” she said softly. 

“You’re no school nerd!” I insisted. “And 

anyone who says that from now on will have to 

deal with me!” 

“I can see you all handled this situation with 

Aaron so nicely. It was your quick response that 

will probably make a difference in his 

recovery,” said Justin’s mom. 

“Annie, we couldn’t have done all of this 

without you!” Justin and Lexi yelled together. 

“It just seemed like the right thing to do,” 

Annie said softly. 
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