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Chapter 1
Such A Teenage Disaster, First Day Of

School Just Sucks



High	school	isn’t	for	me.

My	sister	tells	me	a	lot	changes	in	high	school.	A	lot	happens	in	summer,	especially	the
one	leading	up	to	my	first	year	of	high	school.	My	best	friend,	Rachel,	had	her	first	kiss	at
summer	camp,	while	I	was	just	waiting	nervously	for	school	to	start.

It’s	the	first	day	of	high	school,	I	am	a	complete	wreck.	I	stayed	up	all	night	trying	to
figure	out	an	outfit	 that	would	be	socially	accepted.	I	 try	on	shorts,	but	I	hate	 the	way	I
look	 in	 the	 normal,	 stylish	 cool	 jean	 shorts,	 I	 don’t	 like	 having	my	 ass	 hang	out.	 I	 feel
uncomfortable,	maybe	it’s	because	I	don’t	have	the	body	for	that.	I	am	fourteen	after	all,
my	body	is	a	little	chubby	with	curves.	Everyone	seems	the	same	as	last	year,	but	I	feel
very	different.

I	wake	up	early	this	morning	to	make	sure	I	do	my	makeup	perfect,	loading	eyeliner,
blush,	and	a	touch	of	eyeshadow;	I	definitely	wear	more	than	the	average	teen	does.	For
some	reason,	makeup	makes	me	feel	confident,	like	I	can	be	a	woman,	even	though	I	am
not…	yet.

“Meet	me	at	the	front	of	the	school.”	I	received	an	Imessage	from	my	best	friend

“Kiss	face	Emoji,”	I	send	back.

I	feel	this	nervous	feeling	in	my	belly	while	driving	to	school,	as	if	something	awful	is
about	to	happen	this	year;	everyone	seems	the	same,	they	had	their	summer	kisses,	 their
dances	at	camp,	their	crushes,	their	fun,	while	I	felt	different	all	summer,	like	maybe	being
young	is	fun	but	there	is	something	more	to	life,	I	have	started	to	realize	that.

The	car	goes	pulls	to	a	stop.	I	look	outside	my	window	and	here	I	am.	In	a	big	school
now,	 I	 am	 a	 “Minor	 Niner”	 now,	 the	 rookie,	 but	 it	 doesn’t	 feel	 comforting.	 I	 am	 not
excited	like	all	of	my	friends	are.	I	open	the	door	and	say	bye	to	my	mom,	walking	beside
my	older	sister	who	is	in	grade	twelve	this	year	and	I	find	my	best	friend	waiting	for	me.

We	look	at	each	other.	“This	is	it!”	We	both	say	nervously.

My	friend	says,	“So	Emma	messaged	me	telling	me	she	already	spotted	a	hottie	who	is
older	than	us!”

Here	 goes	 high	 school,	 so	 far,	 not	 very	 exciting,	 because	 I	 don’t	 really	 give	 a	 crap
about	 the	 crushes,	 partying,	 looking	 a	 certain	way,	 acting	 like	 others,	 I	 just	want	 to	 get
these	 four	 years	 over	 with,	 so	 I	 can	 then	 really	 make	 something	 out	 of	 life,	 live	 my
purpose,	and	leave	a	legacy	in	the	world.	Being	a	teen	sucks,	and	high	school	already	is
shitty.	#FML



Chapter 2
Netflix & Skip The Party



WWW.JUSTNOTMADEFORIT.COM

ASK	ME	ANYTHING	<3

Q/A

	

• Who	does	B	crush	on?

• Did	you	hear	Courtney	was	making	out	with	Joe	all	summer?

• Who	do	you	hate	the	most	in	school?

• Don’t	you	hate	B’s	makeup?	She	looks	like	such	a	cakeface!

• Did	you	hear	Emma	has	a	crush	on	Lewis	and	blew	his	phone	up?!	WOW!

• Tell	us	who	you	are?

Yup.	These	questions	sure	seem	important,	but	I	couldn’t	care	less	who	Emma	crushes	on,
she	 is	 boy	 crazy	 and	 onto	 the	 next	 guy	 all	 the	 time	 and	 B	 just	 doesn’t	 socialize	 with
anyone,	so	I	don’t	think	she	is	crushing	on	anyone.

These	questions	are	lame.	I	have	a	question	of	my	own	now.

• What	do	I	hate?	Your	lame	questions.

Spoiler	alert,	this	is	all	old	news	people!

BRB	going	to	the	mall!

X’s	and	O’s

http://www.justnotmadeforit.com


In	my	school,	I	have	noticed	that	everyone	wants	to	be	socially	accepted.	We	all	think	that
the	only	way	to	survive	this	so	called	“teenage	experience”	is	to	be	cool	and	to	have	a	ton
of	friends.	But,	I	am	starting	to	realize	that	there	is	something	more	out	in	the	world,	like
the	 universe	 is	 directly	 speaking	 to	me	with	 this	 inner	 feeling.	 I	 don’t	 know	what	 it	 is
called	but	lately,	I	just	don’t	feel	like	I	fit	in	with	the	crowd.	I	am	popular	and	I	have	to	act
a	certain	way.	I	am	forced	to	change	my	personality	 to	be	socially	accepted.	My	friends
laugh,	gossip,	and	talk	about	going	to	 the	popular	parties.	They	get	 invited	by	the	grade
ten	boys	and	I	want	to	be	anywhere	but	there.	I’d	rather	be	eating	a	bag	of	chips,	wearing
my	comfy	pajamas,	and	watching	Netflix.	Because,	The	Vampire	Diaries	is	very	addicting
right	now.	I	mean	Stefan	and	Damon	are	sexy	vampires.	Don’t	you	agree?

Life	tip:	don’t	ever	fall	into	the	trap	of	peer	pressure.	There	might	be	a	time	when
you	feel	like	you	have	to	be	someone	you	are	not,	but	I	can	assure	you	that	being	yourself
is	the	most	fulfilling	feeling	there	is.	People	talk	and	rumors	get	started	every	single	day,
but	the	worst	feeling	is	when	we	feel	like	we	have	to	be	someone	we	are	not,	because	of
this	nerve	wrecking	pressure	placed	on	us	by	society	from	an	early	age.

I	was	 raised	 in	 a	modern	 family,	 a	 popular	 community	 of	 snobby	people	 in	 a	 small
suburb	 outside	 of	 Toronto,	 Canada.	 Everyone	 talks	 in	 this	 little	 town.	 You	 go	 out	 for
breakfast	 and	 you	 see	 people	 you	 know.	 You	 go	 for	 your	 morning	 latte	 at	 everyone’s
favorite	place,	Starbucks,	and	you	see	more	people	you	know.	There	really	isn’t	any	space
or	privacy	because	people	know	everything.	How?	It’s	crazy	scary.	I	was	raised	to	be	like
the	 rest,	Sunday	 lunches	with	 the	 family,	Monday	dance	class,	Thursday	mall	chill	 time
with	my	friend,	living	in	a	way	that	a	popular	person	would	be.	And,	I	hate	every	second
of	 it.	 I	want	 to	 be	 different.	You	 know	what	 I	mean?	 I	want	 to	 be	 known	 to	 be	 doing
something	unlike	 the	 rest,	 but	 it’s	 hard,	when	 there	 are	whispers	 about	 you	 and	 rumors
about	you.

We	feel	like	we	need	to	fit	into	a	category,	and,	in	high	school	there	are	so	many.	There
are	 the	 jocks,	 the	popular	girls,	 the	nerds,	 the	dorks,	 the	 losers,	 the	outcasts,	 the	 loners.
Omg,	I	can	name	so	many!	But	what	if	you	don’t	fit	into	a	category?	Perhaps,	you	are	an
outcast	 and	 there	 really	 is	 no	 label	 you	 fit	 in.	 That	 is	 perfectly	 okay.	 The	moment	 we
realize	that	we	can	be	anything	we	want,	stepping	away	from	the	categories	and	staying
true	to	ourselves,	is	the	moment	things	begin	to	change.

There	is	something	out	there	in	the	world,	where	labels	don’t	matter,	gay,	white,	black,
Muslim,	loser,	cool,	popular,	nerd,	doesn’t	matter.	Because,	I	believe	in	one	love.	We	are
all	different	people	and	we	were	never	meant	to	be	the	same.	We	come	from	one	source,
that	I	believe	in	fully.	One	source,	makes	us	one,	one	source	makes	us	unified,	and	when
we	act	with	love,	we	build	harmony	in	the	world.	I	trust	that	the	Universe	is	guiding	me	in
every	single	moment	of	my	life.	Things	may	not	be	exciting	right	now,	but	I	trust	that	one
day	it	will	get	better.

So,	skip	the	parties	if	you	don’t	feel	like	going.



Chapter 3
Great, I Have Now Become An Outcast



It’s	been	four	months	in	my	first	year	of	high	school,	and	I	have	no	clue	as	to	who	I	am.	I
thought	I	knew	it	all.	I	have	my	six	friends,	I’m	in	a	popular	group,	and	when	people	think
of	my	name,	“Brittany	Krystantos,”	they	think	of	me	as	“the	popular	blonde	girl”	who’s
beyond	perfect.

Am	I,	 though?	The	bell	 rings	for	 third	period	 lunch.	 I	walk	downstairs	 to	 the	atrium
where	 my	 friends	 are	 all	 standing.	 I’m	 surrounded	 by	 hot	 grade	 ten	 boys,	 and	 I	 keep
wondering:	Is	this	who	I	am?

I	stand	in	the	middle	of	the	atrium.	I	see	my	friend	from	middle	school	who	has	always
been	there	for	me.	(She	sat	beside	me	in	“stupid	sped	class,”	because	we	were	both	told:
“You’re	a	 little	slower	than	our	average	students.”	Who	wants	 to	be	classified	as	a	“100
percent	student”).

Anyway,	I’m	done	trying	to	be	an	academic	student.	Should	I	go	over	to	her	and	eat
lunch	with	her	today?	No,	that’ll	make	me	look	like	a	loser.

I	see	my	old	friend.	 I’ve	known	him	for	14	years.	He	was	my	first	“forever	 friend.”
Maybe	I	should	eat	lunch	with	him?	Perhaps	I	should	just	eat	my	lunch	with	the	cool	girls.
It’ll	 remain	my	spot	at	 the	“popular”	 table.	But	 if	 I	go	up	 to	 them	right	now,	and	right
away,	they	will	think	I	am	desperate,	so	I	better	wait	a	few	minutes.

All	of	us	ninth	graders	from	West	River	High	are	still	socializing	in	the	atrium,	talking
rather	 than	 eating	 our	 lunches.	 This	 is	 high	 school	 for	 you:	 We	 have	 the	 jocks;	 the
cheerleaders/dancers;	the	stoners;	the	wannabes;	the	goths;	the	hockey	stars;	the	ones	who
spend	 their	 weekends	 watching	 The	Walking	 Dead;	 the	 nerds;	 the	 losers;	 the	 weirdos.
Then	there	is	me.	I	am	the	one	who	is	incredibly	confused	about	who	I	am.	I	have	entered
high	school	thinking	that	fitting	in	will	be	easy.	I	thought	my	blonde	hair	and	fashionable
clothes	would	hasten	this	experience.

I	was	wrong.

I	don’t	even	know	who	to	sit	with,	or	who	to	talk	to.	I’m	a	big	mess.	I	grab	a	seat	and
eat	my	lunch	with	the	Six	Chicks	-	the	popular	girls,	the	people	I’ve	known	and	hung	out
with	for	all	of	middle	school.	Maybe	it’s	time	to	become	the	true	person	I	am.

I	 am	 just	 the	 fifteen	year	old	 teenager	who	 is	 lost	 and	 feel	different	 from	 the	 rest.	 I
guess,	I	am	okay	with	not	being	your	average	teen,	it’s	scary,	but	after	all,	I	am	an	outcast
who	is	NOT	your	average	teen…

I	don’t	smoke,	drink,	or	go	to	raves	anymore	-	does	that	make	me	“not	your	average
teen”?	Instead	of	going	out	and	partying	on	weekends,	I	read	books	with	soulful,	healing
messages	to	bring	peace	and	positive	inspiration	into	my	life.	Last	summer	I	started	yoga
after	what	therapists	called	a	“depression,”	but	what	I	call	“being	in	a	state	of	emptiness.”
Not	 too	 many	 teens	 spend	 their	 weekends	 having	 “slumber	 parties”	 with	 their
grandparents,	 do	 they?	 I	 don’t	 gossip	or	 call	 other	 girls	 “sluts”	 behind	 their	 backs.	 I’ve
tried	 to	 be	 like	 everyone	 else;	 to	 become	 your	 “average	 teen.”	 The	 result	 is…	 it	 never
worked.

So,	I	guess	I’m	not	your	average	teen.	I	am	fully	okay	with	that	term.
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