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He’d been at our house hanging out with Darren—me, in the bathroom 

with a bunch of makeup I’d just bought. The door wasn’t closed all the 

way and Tommy walked right in on me. He leaned in the doorway so 

that I couldn’t get out unless I pushed him out of the way, which I did 

not do. 

 “How come you’re putting that crap on your face?” he asked, 

pointing to my little pile of drugstore eyeliner and mascara and lip gloss. 

 Tommy was cute. Taller than any of the boys at my junior high, 

definitely, with a scar on the left side of his face that gave him a tough, 

sort of dangerous look that I thought was cool. The main thing, though, 

was the way he looked at me. Like I was being seen for the first time. 

 “It makes me look older,” I said, barely getting the words out. 

Commented [CD1]: I love this because it totally sets the 

tone for what he thinks of her in four words. 

Commented [CM2]: A literal invasion of her space. Sets 

us up to be concerned. 

Commented [CD3]: Yes, Carrie, but here we also see 

something about her choice/feelings. 

Commented [CM4]: This is classic “negging” and also a 

classic male response. Especially from males who have no 

idea that makeup goes further than visible eyeshadow and lip 

color. But it also starts to pay a partial compliment  i.e. “your 

face is great; don’t put ‘crap’ on it.” 

Commented [CM5]: Me too. Love her describing what 

appeals to her. Even as he insults and dominates hers. 

Commented [CM6]: This is the heart of the best YA out 

there; when an author captures a moment where a character 

feels SEEN 

Commented [CD7]: YES. GOD YES. Because it gets to 

something so authentic in what teenagers want: See me. Be 

glad I’m in this world. Know I’m here. Know I matter. 
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 Tommy looked at me in the mirror. “It makes you look trashy.” 

 Him saying that made me feel small and dumb. I should have 

walked away, but at that moment I wanted more than anything for 

someone to keep looking at me the way he did. I stared hard at myself 

and decided maybe the makeup didn’t look so good; not trashy like he 

said, but like I was trying too hard. Like a little kid playing dress up, 

which is basically what I was. So I washed my face while Tommy 

watched. 

 “You think guys like that,” he said, “all that makeup and shit. But 

really, the thing that’s a turn on?” I tuned into Tommy then like I’d 

landed on a new radio station that was going to tell me everything I’d 

ever wanted to know about myself. He stood behind me at the sink and 

we looked at each other in the mirror. The makeup was off, the hair 

Commented [CM8]: More negging. Good form, Tommy. 

Commented [CD9]: Also implied in all of this is the 

fetishization of the little girl. I think of this often when it 

comes to the current desire for bare pussies. This slightly 

squeevy idea that men really crave little girls, maybe to 

groom them or maybe because we’re obsessed with youth: 

fresh faces, perky tits, no wrinkles, bald pussies. GAH!  

Commented [CM10]: Brilliant re-negotiation of the facts, 

Deanna.  

Commented [CM11]: Now it’s not just Tommy as an 

individual, but Tommy as the messenger and the medium by 

which she learns about herself, sees herself. That this is 

happening in front of a mirror? Even more masterful. 
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around my face damp. “Is when a girl is clean and fresh, like she just got 

out of the shower. Yeah. Just like that.” 

 When he said that, he put his hands on the sink on either side of 

me, with his body sort of pressed up against my back. He was warm, a 

kind of warm I’d never felt. And he was telling me I had something, me, 

that could actually have an effect on another person.  

 “See? You’re real pretty now,” he said in that confident, easy 

voice; a declaration. “Just like that.” 

 It happened right then; he looked at me and it was the thing I’d 

been waiting for but didn’t know it. I don’t mean anything corny like I 

fell in love or even into a crush or anything like that. It was more a 

feeling like when I’d get picked first for volleyball or find one of those 

stupid school candygrams in my locker. It was knowing someone else 

Commented [CM12]: This is so subversively sexy. Not 

only does he endow Deanna with a compliment – “you look 

good, just as you are” – but he also refers to the nudity and 

vulnerability she would have after a shower. Since they’re in 

the bathroom already, it’s an even more pointed comment. 

Commented [CM13]: Classic romance novel move on the 

part of the guy. Here Zarr doesn’t fuck around with fancy 

language like you sometimes see in romance; she just 

explains the facts in a kind of tentative way (“with his body 

sort of pressed”) just as Deanna would feel and describe it. 

But it’s a powerful move, because Deanna doesn’t have to 

make it. She’s trapped, yes. But she’s also being held. It’s a 

tricky part of female sexual agency; women have no 

vocabulary that’s common for pursuing their sexual desires. 

Men making the moves relieves them of this anxiety.  

Commented [CD14]: Masterful. Here again, this is 

teenage wish fulfillment: TELL ME I MATTER 
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thought about me for more than one second, maybe even thought about 

me when I wasn’t there. 

 We stared at each other in the mirror, something crackling between 

us. 

 Then we heard Darren coming down the hall and I grabbed my 

makeup and pushed past Tommy to get out of the bathroom and into my 

room. I remember lying on my bed for a long time after that, thinking 

about Tommy and what he said and how he said it, the way the hard 

muscles in his arms were shaped as he leaned into the sink, over and 

over and over until I fell asleep with this warm, restless, achy feeling.  

 

-- from pp. 64-65 of Sara Zarr’s Story of a Girl, Little, Brown & Company, 2008.  

 

Commented [CM15]: This tells us everything we need to 

know about Deanna’s inner adolescent self. And yet, it’s also 

universal, no matter what age we are. 

Commented [CD16]: Carrie, I’m surprised you didn’t call 

out “crackling” what with how fussy you are about words. 

This is romance language, though it fits beautifully for 

Deanna because that might be where her vocabulary for this 

new thing would even come from. Deanna isn’t the “My 

stomach got weird and I sort of wanted to barf” girl. She 

WANTS to be older, so she would use this word because she 

thinks it’s the right word for older girls.  

Commented [CM17]: Again, female desire popping up in 

description. Like the scar on his face. It MATTERS what he 

looks like. That he’s a specific person, making a specific 

claim.  

Commented [CD18]: I love this word when it’s used in 

this context. It’s the place where girls know they want to be 

touched but they don’t know how to touch themselves, how 

to solve this problem yet.  


