


    Toggle navigation


ThomasStone
	Home
	Download Pdf Books





    
                
    
    
        Read Reasons to Be Happy Online

                Authors: Katrina Kittle

                        Tags: #Juvenile Fiction, #Girls & Women, #Social Issues, #Death & Dying, #Self-Esteem & Self-Reliance, #Depression & Mental Illness, #David_James Mobilism.org

            

    
    Reasons to Be Happy

    
    
    
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	14
	...
	18
	»

        

                
            


Copyright
Copyright © 2011 by Katrina Kittle

Cover and internal design © 2011 by Sourcebooks, Inc.

Cover design by Joel Tippie

Cover image © Yuri Arcurs/Veer Images

Sourcebooks and the colophon are registered trademarks of Sourcebooks, Inc.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means including information storage and retrieval systems—except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews—without permission in writing from its publisher, Sourcebooks, Inc.

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious or are used fictitiously. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental and not intended by the author.

Published by Sourcebooks Jabberwocky, an imprint of Sourcebooks, Inc.

P.O. Box 4410, Naperville, Illinois 60567-4410

(630) 961-3900

Fax: (630) 961-2168

www.jabberwockykids.com

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Kittle, Katrina.

Reasons to be happy / Katrina Kittle.

p. cm.

Summary: Eighth-grader Hannah Carlisle feels unattractive compared to her movie star parents and cliquish Beverly Hills classmates, and when her mother’s cancer worsens and her father starts drinking heavily, Hannah’s grief and anger turn into bulimia, which only her aunt, a documentary filmmaker, understands.

[1. Bulimia—Fiction. 2. Grief—Fiction. 3. Schools—Fiction. 4. Popularity—Fiction. 5. Self-acceptance—Fiction. 6. Beauty, Personal—Fiction. 7. Ghana—Fiction.] I. Title.

PZ7.K67157Re 2011

[Fic]—dc23

2011020276



Front Cover

Title Page

Copyright

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Hannah’s List

Acknowledgments

About the Author

Back Cover



For Rachel Moulton,
talented writer and beautiful friend,
who is always a reason to be happy,
as are the following, especially when shared with her:
good coffee, dark chocolate, salted caramel,
Jeni’s ice cream, Gerbera daisies,
and zombie movies.


Reasons to Be Happy:

1. Swimming with dolphins

2. Outrunning a forest fire

3. A hot air balloon ride

4. Seeing a shark fin while surfing but making it back to the shore intact

5. Hiking by moonlight

I used to be brave.

What happened to the girl who wrote those things? The girl who left the house that morning all excited about her first day of eighth grade at a new school? That girl who got up way too early and flipped through her sequined purple notebook where she keeps a list of things that are good in life—things like:

20. The smell of Band-Aids

21. Cat purr vibrating through your skin

22. Hiking with Dad up on Arroyo Seco and seeing a mountain lion at dusk

23. Vampires

24. Playing with the rubbery residue after you let glue dry on your fingers

How could so much change so fast in just one day?

Scratch that. Stupid question. Besides, it wasn’t really a day. It was a summer. How could they change so fast over one summer? Let’s see, you could move to a new school, be totally humiliated, have no real friends, and oh, yeah, your mom could get cancer.

Yep, that about does it. That would explain the changes. So, the harder question is: how do I get that girl back? That girl who saw so many reasons to be happy that she started to keep a list:

6. Making lists

7. Jumping on a trampoline in the rain

8. Ghost stories

9. Painting your toenails

10. Winning a race

11. Dark chocolate melting in your mouth

12. Pad Thai so spicy hot it makes your nose run

I missed that girl. She used to be bold and fun. Then she became a big chicken loser. “There goes Hannah,” Aunt Izzy used to say (okay, her name is really Isabelle but everyone calls her Izzy), “jumping in with both feet.”

Aunt Izzy is my mom’s sister. She lives in Ohio (where she and my mom grew up) in a funky purple house in this hippie town called Yellow Springs (
Aunt
Izzy’s purple house
is reason #28 on the list). Aunt Izzy makes documentary films. I know, I know, documentary films sound boring, but she makes
good
ones
. Her last one won an Academy Award. My mom and dad are actors. They’ve never won Academy Awards, even though both of them have been nominated. They make their living in feature films, which is why we live all the way in Los Angeles now.

Aunt Izzy said I “jumped in with both feet” like it was a compliment, like it was good and brave. (Which reminds me,
running
hurdles
when
you
hit
your
stride
just
right
is #56.) My mom, though, said I jump in with both feet like it’s a very, very bad thing. “You don’t have any fear,” she said with this look of exasperation. But that was before I became afraid of everything. I hesitated too long before I jumped. I waited, paralyzed, thinking of all the bad things that could happen, until the moment was gone. It was like, once I stopped risking, I lost the ability.

Like that day, my disaster of a first day—I hesitated too long. I let the wrong things gain momentum and there was no way to stop the avalanche.



Reasons to Be Happy:

70. The smell of Play-Doh

71. Sand under your bare feet

72. Seeing a shooting star

73. Riding the front car of a roller coaster

74. Raw cookie dough

75. Glitter

These were some of the things I listed before I turned into a big loser.

In my journal that morning (which is different from the purple Reasons to Be Happy book) I listed all the things I would do at my new school:

1. Make at least three new friends

2. Join track team

3. Sit with a different group at lunch every day. Get to know everybody!

4. Take more art classes

Oh my God. Who
was
that girl? I wrote those dorky, cheerful things and I really believed they would work.

I told you my parents were actors, but did I mention that they’re…unnaturally gorgeous people? They’ve turned heads all their lives, even before they were famous. People just like to look at them, the same way they like to gaze at lovely flower arrangements or trees in bloom in springtime.

My dad filled a room, and not just with his broad-shouldered height. People breathed easier around him; I’d seen it happen. Something about those muscled arms, those high cheekbones, and those really long lashes (totally unfair to waste on a man, if you ask me) all added up to this casual, comfortable
certainty
. He made you feel safe, like he’d handle anything that threatened you, just like he did in his movies. His teeth could hypnotize you, lighting up a room like a flashbulb. Really, that wasn’t an exaggeration; his face would be all still and listening, then
flash!
off went that smile. You felt like you’d been touched by the sun when it was aimed at you.

It hadn’t been aimed at me in a long time.

Seeing my mother made people stop and say “oh” aloud, like they’d seen the Taj Mahal or a perfect sunset—even while she was so skinny and sick. She liked to say, “Pretty is as pretty does,” and it was truer of her than of anyone else I’d ever met. When she was healthy, her pale, porcelain skin glowed like moonlight against her paprika hair. She had kind, hazel cat eyes and a pixie nose that turned up slightly at the bottom. Her smile was slower than my dad’s; it started in the corners of her mouth (where she has these great dimples) then slowly unfurled. She crinkled her nose when she smiled or laughed. Everyone—men and women alike—smiled back, looking grateful, like they’d been handed a gift.

So with breeding like mine, I should’ve been hot, right? What happened? I was as tall as my dad, which meant I towered over everyone in my grade. I wasn’t petite like Mom at all. I was this ogre that got switched at the hospital. I was sure there was some big, ugly, giant couple somewhere with this pretty, proportioned, ballerina-looking girl just giving each other high-fives every day.

I always knew I wasn’t as beautiful as my parents, but you know what? I never knew I was
ugly
until I showed up at my new school.

• • •

I liked my old school. I liked school in general. But Mom and Dad had both gotten new attention in bigger, critically acclaimed roles and had become worthy of paparazzi. We hadn’t had to deal with that before. I mean, occasionally a fan would stop one of them in a coffee shop or at a gas station or whatever, but with my dad’s last movie,
Cold
Right
Hand
, people were taking our pictures when we went to pick up Thai food or shopped for toilet paper.

So over the summer, they had enrolled me at a private school that had security especially for this reason.

Everything might’ve been different if Brooke hadn’t been my “host” that day.

When Brooke called me the day before, she was so friendly I felt like I was in great hands. Maybe I should’ve been clued in by the way she gushed, “Caleb Carlisle is really your
dad?
Oh my
God
, that must be so cool. You are so,
so
lucky.”

Probably half of the kids’ parents at my new school work in the film industry (and a bunch of the kids are actors themselves), but Brooke’s dad was CEO of some bank.

Brooke’s eyes narrowed when I walked up the school sidewalk. She looked me up and down in a way that made me feel naked.

I wore my usual jeans, T-shirt, and flip-flops. My hair was in a ponytail. I wore no makeup. I reached up and touched my earlobes—nope, I hadn’t put in any earrings.

Brooke had on jeans too, but stylish jeans embroidered with sequins and flowers up one thigh—one very
skinny
thigh, that is. She wore strappy sandals with heels and a see-through gauzy top with a pin-tucked camisole underneath. She had on not only earrings, but a necklace, bracelet, and rings on most of her manicured fingers and even on one toe. Her dark hair was piled up loosely on top of her head, like she was going to an awards show.

She looked like a woman.

I looked like a little girl.

A chubby, plain little girl.

“Hannah?” she asked, like there might be a chance she was wrong.

I nodded.

“Okay, then,” she said, throwing back her shoulders. “Come on.” She pulled me into a bathroom and offered me some makeup. I hardly knew what to do with it, so she took it out of my hands to apply it herself. “You’ll wanna ditch the backpack and wear better shoes,” she said.

I almost laughed and said, “I don’t remember asking your opinion.” Why
didn’t
I? The Hannah I’d been that morning when I’d left my house would have. Why didn’t I say, “no thanks” to the makeup? Why did I let her take down my ponytail, and fluff up my hair and spray it?

Was it the way the other pretty girls squealed her name and kissed her on the cheek? Was it the way a girl—a plain girl, like me (named Kelly I later found out)—stepped into the restroom then turned right back around and left when she saw Brooke with her friends?

“Don’t talk to her,” Brooke said when the girl was gone.

Brooke’s friends, Brittany and Bebe (pronounced bee-bee, like the gun, or the stinging insect, both of which are appropriate), both hyperventilated over my dad. They fell all over themselves with questions. What was he like? Was he funny? Did we have a pool? Where did he work out? What was he filming now? Did I know how lucky I was?

“What’s your name again?” Brittany asked me. Brittany looked almost identical to Brooke except she had
blond
hair piled on her head instead of dark. But she also wore tight jeans, a camisole, and filmy shirt.

“Hannah,” Brooke answered for me, combing my hair. “Hannah Anne Carlisle. Isn’t that, like, so…
Midwest?
”

She said Midwest like it was dog crap.

“My mom’s from Ohio,” I said, closing my eyes against the sting of hair spray.

“We know,” Brooke said. She quoted the tabloid line in a singsong voice. “‘From farm girl to starlet.’ I wouldn’t brag about that.”

Bitter hair spray filled my open mouth.

“Annabeth Anderson,” Brittany recited my mother’s name. “Talk about Midwest. That’s a hick name, really.”

“But she looked awesome in
Tinfoil
Butterfly
,” Bebe said. Her tone implied that looking awesome kind of made up for the name. Bebe was African American but was in the same “uniform” as Brooke and Brittany. Even her black hair was piled up in those ringlets.

“Any of your parents act?” I asked.

They all snorted. Brittany’s parents were both plastic surgeons. Bebe’s dad was a cardiologist. Her mom was an oncologist.

“Really?” I asked. My mom’s oncologist was a beautiful black woman. “What’s her name?”

“Natasha Jabari.” Bebe shrugged as if my question annoyed her.

No one paid any attention to my suddenly burning face, so I didn’t have to share that Bebe’s mother was my mother’s doctor.

My
mother
has
cancer
. I caught myself thinking that several times a day, like repetition might help me wrap my brain around it.

When they deemed me presentable, they herded me into the crowded hallways, introducing me to people they liked. A boy I recognized approached.

“Oh God,” Brooke whispered. “Oh God. Oh God. Do I look okay?”

I saw frantic desperation cross Brooke’s face before I was transfixed by Kevin Sampson’s green eyes.

“Hey, Hannah.” His voice rumbled under my skin like a cat’s purr. Kevin Sampson: tall, tan, so blond his hair was almost white.

Brooke bristled beside me. “Hey, Kevin,” she said.

He nodded at her.

Just looking at Kevin made my insides feel like they were falling. You could tell he spent tons of time at the beach—his nose had the cutest pink, peeling spot. His dad was A-list. Definitely A+-list, and had been there lots longer than mine, and Kevin was on the way himself. He’d already been in a Gap commercial and two print ads for Sketchers shoes. He’d had a minor role in a popular but now canceled TV series and had just been cast in his first feature role—in my dad’s upcoming movie
Blood
Roses
, due to start filming next year.

“Nice to have you here, Hannah,” he said. His grin set my face on fire.

When he wandered away from us, Brooke said, “So you know him already?”

I shrugged, as if dismissing it, and said, “He’s in my dad’s next project.”

Brooke stared at me a moment, her expression hungry, then continued with the tour of the school. It consisted of “Here’s the library, if you’re a dork and actually want to study” and “Here’s the computer lab but only losers hang out here.” When we walked through an amazingly cool lounge where an enormous climbing wall rose up to high ceilings, Brooke said, “Here’s the geek playground. Losers of the world unite here at lunch.”

I tried. I made an attempt, even if feeble. I give myself credit for that. “I like to climb,” I said. (
Rock
climbing
was reason #39.)

“Well, don’t do it here,” Brooke said. “Not if you want to be anybody.”

Be
anybody.
Did I want to be
anybody?
No, I wanted to be
me
. But did I say anything?

Brooke, Brittany, and Bebe led me through another lounge, outside the cafeteria, where a boy sat playing the piano. His dark, wavy hair hung so far in his eyes I wondered how he could see. He must’ve been able to though, because he stopped, marked something on the sheet music with a pencil, then continued playing.

“He’s still here?” Brooke asked, as if he weren’t sitting right there and could hear her. “I didn’t think he’d come back this year.”

I winced.

“Scholarship,” Brooke said. “His parents could never afford to send him here. They work in
craft
services
.” She said it like providing food on movie sets was the same as begging in the street.

The other girls giggled. I started edging away, willing them to follow. Maybe they’d all laugh and it would turn out to be a joke, like he was their best friend or something.

He gave his head one small shake, tossing the hair out of his eyes, never missing a note of the music. He flicked his eyes at them for a beat, maybe two. His eyes met mine for a split second, stopped—by the fact that he didn’t know me maybe—and then returned to the music.

He didn’t know me. And this was his chance
to
know me, if I’d
do
something,
say
something, grow a spine,
anything
. But…I didn’t.

I didn’t say anything in art class, either, when Brooke, Brittany, and Bebe talked and whispered through the whole class, being rude to the teacher who was really cool. I’d read all about him on the school’s website and had been psyched to take classes with him.

I loved art, and I did this really cool art at home. It’s hard to explain to anyone, but it’s one of my favorite things to do: I build cities. Tiny intricate cities out of bits and pieces, trinkets and cool stuff. I told you it was hard to explain, but here, I’ll try: Our backyard (surrounded by a privacy fence topped with electric wire) is divided up into garden plots and a tiny pond, all separated by winding stone paths. A couple of the garden plots are devoted to hibiscus and bougainvillea (
orange
bougainvillea
is #36) and the Ohio vegetables my mom tries to coax out of the sandy ground, but most of the plots were given over to me to build my miniature cities. The borders of the buildings are decorated with beads, buttons, and gaudy jewelry I get for a quarter at the Salvation Army. (Mom calls me “magpie” because I love the bright shiny pieces best.) The walls are mosaicked with pieces of broken china and pottery. One building has an entire chimney made of snail shells, and another has a barricade fence of starfish. A red toy truck carrying a load of glass Christmas ornaments parks on a boulevard of Scrabble letters. You probably have to see one to really understand it, but just know that when most people see one of my cities, they’re blown away. Even adults will crouch down, hug their knees, and stare at it for a long time. My cities are unbelievably cool and complex (if I do say so myself).
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