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BEING JASMINE’S FRIEND

The sixth-grade girls formed a tight huddle at the corner of
the school building.
“I’m sick of it,” Jasmine said angrily. “Miss Norma isn’t fair!

She likes the boys better than the girls. Right, Nicole?”
“Right,” I said quickly. “She always lets them do whatever

they want. If they ask for privileges, she says, ‘Why yes, I guess
you may.’ ” I made my voice high and precise, imitating Miss
Norma. 
The girls began to giggle, but almost immediately, the laughter

hushed. Miss Norma stood at the corner looking sadly at us. I
wished the earth would open and take me in. We had no idea
how long she’d been standing there, but I knew she must have
heard what I said.
“Please come inside, girls,” she said.
I suddenly felt like I might throw up. What had I done? I loved

Miss Norma. She was the best teacher I had ever had. I loved
her steady firmness and her thorough explanations. I loved the
way she always had time to talk to us and I even loved her unique
way of speaking which I had just ruthlessly mocked.



I slumped miserably in my desk, unable to look at her as she
quietly expressed her disappointment in us.
I had just made a huge mistake, all because I wanted Jasmine

to like me. Jasmine was popular and cute and lots of fun. She
used to treat me as if I were in the fourth grade and not a whole
two months older than she, but that had changed a few weeks
ago. 
One day, Miss Norma had allowed some of the boys to go to

the basement to work on a science project. Jasmine had been
angry over her punishment for making a disturbance in class. I
was rather upset at Miss Norma that day also because I felt she
had not been very understanding about a bad grade on a test.
I insisted I had studied well and that was the best I could do. I
knew, deep down, that Miss Norma was right, but I was still
pitying myself when Jasmine passed me in the hall and said,
“Miss Norma gives the boys all the privileges.” 
I knew it wasn’t true, but I said, “Yeah, she gives them all the

breaks and scolds us.” Suddenly I was right up there with
Jasmine, one of the inner circle. I hardly knew what had 
happened, but I knew I liked it. 
Jasmine was so much fun to be with. It was exciting to feel

popular and important. Other girls admired me because I was
Jasmine’s friend. The only bad thing about it was that Jasmine
expected me to keep on talking nastily about Miss Norma. I didn’t
like it, but I did it. The girls loved to hear me mimic her voice and
I had become quite good at it.
At home that evening, I could hardly eat supper. I didn’t talk

any more than I had to. My mind was full of my misery and of
possible ways to escape my situation. I thought about Miss
Norma, home in her little cottage, possibly checking papers. I
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wondered if she was thinking about me and feeling sad that I
had been so mean. 
“What’s wrong, Nicole?” Mom asked.
I shook my head. “I don’t feel well.”
“Are you getting the flu?”
I shrugged. Mom looked at me searchingly. “I’m tired and

school didn’t go so great,” I said quickly. I didn’t want her to ask
questions.
The next day at school, I barely said hello to Jasmine when

she walked up to me. 
“What’s wrong?” she demanded.
“Nothing.” I hung up my backpack and coat.
“You’re mad at me.” 
“Well, you got me into trouble with Miss Norma yesterday.”
Her eyes opened very wide. “I did? I’d say your fine imitation

was the first thing she heard.”
“Oh, forget it.” I walked into the classroom. 
“Good morning,” Miss Norma said cheerfully.
“Good morning.” I glanced at her quickly. She was smiling

as though she still liked me. I felt a bit better, until I started
thinking how to explain to Jasmine that she’d gotten me into
trouble. It was because of her that I’d mocked Miss Norma. But
the more I thought about it, the more I realized that I was the
one who had gotten me into trouble. Jasmine hadn’t made me
do anything. I felt terrible all over again.
I could hardly think about my work. Knowing my inattention

would hurt my grades added to my misery. Jasmine, angry with
me, went off without me at lunchtime. The weather was damp
and overcast and in the afternoon, it began to rain. It was an
awful, awful day.

3Being Jasmine’s Fr iend



During the last period of the day, I scrunched up miserably
in my desk, trying to listen to Miss Norma’s social studies class.
Suddenly I knew what I had to do. I’d probably never be Jasmine’s
friend again, but I had to do it. 
After dismissal, I pretended to be searching for something

in my desk until everyone else had left the room. Miss Norma
sat at her desk, sorting through a stack of papers. I stood up
and walked toward her, clutching my math book. My knees 
wobbled. “Miss Norma?”
“Yes, Nicole?”
I swallowed hard. I stared at the African violet on the corner

of her desk, trying to remember how I was going to say it. “I’m
sorry about yesterday.”
“I forgive you, Nicole,” she said quietly.
“I . . . I really don’t think you’re unfair. I wanted Jasmine to

like me. I . . . think you’re a good teacher.” I began to cry.
She handed me a tissue. “Thank you for telling me. Don’t

worry about it anymore. You’re forgiven.”
I smiled rather foolishly at her through my tears and hurried

out the door. After splashing water on my eyes at the bathroom
sink, I hurried outside to the waiting van. As I jumped in, Mom
turned in the driver’s seat to look at me. I smiled.
“Did your day go better?” she asked.
“Yeah.” The last few minutes of it anyway. 
I tried not to imagine Jasmine’s reaction when she discov-

ered what I’d done. She’d probably pick another friend and they’d
stand around corners and mock me. It didn’t really matter. There
was much too high a price on being Jasmine’s friend.
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MORE IMPORTANT

“Dad, would you buy me a rifle this year?” Mike tried to sound
casual, as though he expected his dad to say yes.
Dad looked at him. “Mike, we’ve been over this before. There’s

nothing wrong with that rifle you used last year.”
“But it’s so old! I want a new one that’s mine.”
“When you get older, you can buy a new one yourself if you

still want to. I don’t have extra money to spend on new rifles
when there’s no need.” Dad pushed his chair away from the
table. “Thanks for the good supper,” he told Mom.
Mike left the table and walked outside. The November chill

reached right through his shirt. He turned back to get his jacket.
He went to the garage and stood for a moment looking at his
bike—his brother’s handed-down bike. It hadn’t been that great
when it was new; now the paint was scratched and dulled, the
seat torn. He kicked up the kickstand and wheeled the bike
outside. Swinging a leg over the seat, he jumped on, and pedaled
down the lane and out onto the road. It was nearly dark. He would
have to make it a short ride. Gray clouds shifted in restless
patterns on the darkening sky. The wind tore at his hair and
clothes. 


