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Iam a freak. My right breast is larger than my left one.

‘Don’t worry about it,’ says the bra saleswoman. ‘It’s

perfectly normal.’

Don’t worry about it? How can I not worry about it?

Here I am, already ten spaces behind my friends in the

puberty game, and now I’ve landed on the Mutant Square.

‘Mine were like that,’ says Mum, adjusting the shoulder

straps on the dimpled white bra, ‘except it was my left one

that was bigger. I used to sit near the window on the driver’s

side of the school bus so no-one would notice. Anthony

Campbell would sit across the aisle and stare at me. He was

so cute. I was too shy to talk to him, though.’

‘Why?’ I interrupt. ‘Because of your hideous deformity?

Thanks, Mum. You’re supposed to be reassuring me here.’ 

I can’t imagine my mother ever being shy with boys. She

looks like a Barbie doll.

Mum bites her top lip and flutters her eyelids like an old

TV that’s gone on the blink. ‘No, Gabbie. I was shy because

I didn’t know how to talk to boys. I went to an all-girls



school, remember? My only experience of boys was my

older brother, Darryl. You don’t know how lucky you are.’

‘Mum,’ I say, hooking up the back on a red gingham-

check bra, ‘if you saw the guys at my school you wouldn’t

say I am lucky.’

Mum stands back as far as she can in the tiny changing

room. ‘Hmm. Now that one looks nice, Gabbie.’

‘Mum, I look like something Yogi Bear would find in his

pic-a-nic basket.’

‘Well, what about Phillip Starkey?’ says Mum, pulling

the bra tightly across my back.

‘Yes, he would look lovely in this bra,’ I wheeze.

‘Gabbie! That’s not nice.’ Mum hates it when I say nasty

things about anyone, especially her best friend’s son.

‘What I mean, Mum, is that Phillip has the physique

and personality of a hockey stick. This size-ten bra would

actually fit him.’

‘So you like your guys to have more meat on them,

Gabbie?’

I groan. My mum is the only mother I know who wants

her fourteen-year-old daughter to have a boyfriend. She’s

always pointing out ‘cute’ guys at shopping centres for me.

‘Hot guy at three o’clock,’ she’ll say. ‘Too short,’ I’ll answer,

or ‘too thin’, ‘too ugly’, ‘too nerdy’ or ‘too . . . pierced’.

Sometimes I want to scream at Mum, ‘Stop! I don’t

want a boyfriend!’ Truth is I don’t want a bra, or my period,

or the mother–daughter ‘facts of life’ talk. Everything is

perfect just the way it is. I don’t want to grow up.
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But there are some things you can’t control. The day I got

my first bra was the day my life changed forever. And it had

nothing to do with the fact that my right boob was larger

than my left.
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