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Kelly is having a bad day, and here are some of her thoughts. I hate having Manda in my room. I wish she had her own room. Besides, she throws everything all over, and Mom blames me for it.

 I hate this bunk bed, too. It was Manda’s idea to get it. I don’t know why Mom and dad always get everything Manda wants. And she gets to sleep on the top bunk, `cause she’s older. That’s not fair. Mom says I can’t sleep on the top bunk, `cause I might fall off and get hurt. I think Mom forgets that I’m the one who takes gymnastics, not Amanda.


Another thing that’s not fair, Manda has her own horse and gets to take riding lessons. I like horses, too. Bet I could ride just as good as Manda. She takes art too, and that’s not fair either. Boy, when I get the chance, I’m gonna mess up her art papers. Besides, I can draw better than she can, anyway.


And there’s something else that makes me so mad. I asked Mom, why I can’t have a big bicycle like Manda’s? Besides, I don’t have to ride with training wheels.

She’s still a baby `cause she does.  Besides, I can even go faster, and that’s why I should have the faster car, too. She’s a fraidy cat. She’s afraid to go fast, but I’m not.


“Mom says to me. “Kelly, just because you had a birthday last week, you are only six years old. So right now, you have to do what six year olds do.”


But it’s really not fair. I’m almost as big as Manda is, so why can’t I do what she does? How come I always have to do baby things?


Well, there’s something else that’s not fair. Manda always gets to have friends over, and she gets to go to their house. But Mom won’t let me do either. She says I’m too young to sleep over, and I don’t deserve to have friends in, `cause I always steal Manda’s


“Oh well, Oscar, let’s go across and play in the clover. You know what, Oscar? I wish I were a dog like you. I would sleep all day, and run in the clover fields when I wanted to. I wouldn’t have to get up early every morning. I wouldn’t have to brush my teeth and wash my face and ears. I wouldn’t have to get dressed, and I wouldn’t have to go to school and do all that math. I hate math.”


“You know what, Oscar? I love Amanda. But it’s not fair how Mom and Dad let her do everything, and I can’t. Oh well, Oscar, do you like Manda as much as me? I know she don’t like you as much as I do. `Cause she told me she likes Teekie better, `cause he’s a cat. Oh well, Mom says I’m good at gymnastics, and maybe someday I can be in the Olympics. Bet Manda won’t ever do that.”
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