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Missy was having a bad day. At lunchtime,
two older girls had teased her about her
stuttering.

“Hey, Miss-Miss-Missy. That’s your name
isn’t it?” One of them said to her as she
passed them in the playground. They
laughed as she walked away.




“Oh, if only | could answer back,” Missy
whispered to herself. “l try to, but | stutter,
and then | can’t get the words out.”

She thought about that for a moment and then
smiled. “Oh well, at least | don’t stutter when |
talk to myself!”

No stuttering when
I talk to myself




Missy wandered over to her best friend
Seth, who was talking to some other boys.

“Hi Seth,” she said, “OK if | come to your
place this afternoon?”

“Sure,” said Seth.




Missy walked over to another friend, Lily,
who was eating her lunch with some other
girls.

“Those older girls just mocked me,” said
Missy.

“Hey, Missy, don’t worry about it!” said Lily.
“Come and sit with us.”




Missy sat down with Lily and pulled out her
sandwich. It was a bit messy. Bits of cheese
and lettuce were hanging out between the

slices of bread. Missy made her own lunch.




She sat and listened to the other girls
talking, but she didn’t say anything. She just
wanted to be quiet for a while.

Missy didn’t want to worry about the older
girls, like Lily said, but they mocked her
often and she got angry inside every time.
She got angry with them and angry with
herself for not answering back.

Oh, how she would love to say them, “Go
jump in the lake, you big bullies!” She could
say those words to herself, but they never
came out when she wanted them to.
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Riding home with Seth after school was the
best time of the day.

They rode their bikes as fast as they could
along the dirt road, shrieking with laughter
as they swerved to miss the potholes.

“Yee-haaa!” yelled Seth as he swerved so
violently he nearly fell off.




They rode past the big dairy shed, where
the fat black and white cows were waiting
to be milked.

They waved to Mrs Brown who was walking
along the road, pushing her baby in the
pram.

“Hi kids!” she said.




Then they rode past the tumbledown
wooden house where Old Bert lived.

Old Bert had no family and not much
money. Missy and Seth took bags of fruit
and vegetables to him sometimes on their
way to school.

They left them at his front gate. Old Bert
waved to them through the window, but he
never came out to talk with them. Old Bert
kept to himself.




Seth slowed down to let Missy catch up
with him.

“l saw those older girls talking to you at
lunchtime,” he said. “Are you OK?”

“Sort of,” said Missy. “They were mocking
me again.”

“What did you say?” said Seth.




“l said nothing!” said Missy, loudly. “That’s
what really makes me mad. When | try to
answer back, | stutter and the words don’t
come out. | wanted to punch them in the
nose!”

Seth laughed so hard he nearly fell off his
bike again. “But you didn’t, | hope!” he said.

Then he stopped laughing and turned to
look at her. “Did you?”

Missy laughed too.
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“Of course not!” she said. “But how else can
| stop feeling angry when they tease me and
| can’t talk back? Sometimes, | just want to
scream!”

“l don’t know,” said Seth. “Maybe you
should talk to yourself instead.”

“l do that,” said Missy. “I tell myself how
much | hate them and how one day | will get
even with them.”




She raised one arm in the air and, hanging
on to the handlebar tightly with the other

hand, she pedalled really fast, leaving Seth
behind.

“Yay. One day | will get even with them!”

“No, you won’t,” said Seth, catching up with
her.




“There’s no point trying to get even with big
bullies because you never will.”

“Forget about it. You have to tell yourself
that they don’t hurt you, that they are mean
and nasty, and that no matter what they say
to you, it won’t change your life.”

“You have friends, and they won’t change
that. You are cool, and they won’t change
that either.”




Missy smiled. “You’re cool, too, Seth,” she
said quietly, slowing down. They reached
Seth’s place and got off their bikes.

“Hey, our gate is open,” said Seth. They
pushed their bikes up the path to the front
door.

“Hi, Mum!” called Seth.
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They parked their bikes on the verandah
and went inside. Seth’s mum was feeding
the baby, and he could hear his little

brothers playing outside, probably with
Woofy.

He went out to see them.
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Woofy was the family dog. Missy loved him. He
was big, with soft brown fur, and he was very
gentle. He always said hello to Missy by licking
her hand and wagging his shaggy tail.

She didn’t stutter when she talked to Woofy.

“Hi, Mrs Timms,” said Missy. “How-how’s the
baby?”




“Fine,” said Seth’s mum. “Have some milk and
some of that chocolate cake you and Seth like.
| baked it today.”

“Yum,” said Missy, opening the fridge.
“Where’s Woofy?”
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“Outside, | think.”

Just then, Seth came back inside.
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“Woofy’s not here,” he said. “Mum, we noticed
the front gate was open. He must have gone
for a walk.”

“Oh, don’t worry. He’ll come home soon,” said
Seth’s mum, smiling. “He will miss us all too
much to stay away!”

“l hope he comes back before | go home,” said
Missy to herself.




The next day when Missy saw the two older
girls in the playground, she turned and walked
away from them.

They followed her and called out to her,
mimicking her stutter again.

She hummed loudly so she couldn’t hear what
they were saying. She thought about what

Seth had said.
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“So, | stutter”, she thought to herself. “It’s OK. |
have a good life and they are the mean people,
not me.”

Seth came over to her, glaring at the two girls.
They walked away.

“Woofy hasn’t come home,” said Seth.
“Oh, no!” said Missy. “Woofy, where are you?”

Woofy did not come home that afternoon, or
the next afternoon, or the next.
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Each day, after school, Missy and Seth rode
their bikes into town and around the country
roads calling, “Woofy! Woofy!”

Seth did his special Woofy whistle.

One afternoon, they rode down to the river,
thinking Woofy might have gone to have a
drink and got stuck in the mud.







