BFF: ASTORY ABOUT BULLYCIDE
by Lindsey G. P. Bell

When we closed the front door, Dad yelled from above, “How was it? Was it better today?” before
he could see that Hollis was with me. When he appeared, I could tell he was sorry he’d asked.

After an awkward silence, I said, “Nope. Lexie Cross is a—" and I used the same ugly word Stick
had used to describe my grandmother.

Hollis burst out laughing.

Dad didn’t. But he did play board games with us. And once we’d discussed everything that had
happened, he said, “People can and will say all the garbage about you they want...doesn’t make it true.
Definitely doesn’t make it kind or necessary.”

I nodded.

Hollis looked like she was deep in thought until finally she said, “It still hurts.”

Dad said, “Of course it does. But you can’t change anyone else. Your power in this situation
comes from deciding how important to make Lexie’s opinion.”

Hollis smiled a little and moved her game piece.

Dad stared at the board until his eyes got huge. “You just won again, didn’t you?”

Hollis giggled and covered her mouth in embarrassment.

Dad slumped against the back of his chair and smiled. “Think of Lexie as your opponent in a
game...and assume she’s going to continue saying these things. You’ve got to try to stay a step ahead
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of her. Don’t let her get away with it. Fight back



