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Editors Page///////

IND MAGAZINE is

an online publica-
tion dedicated to the tell-
ing of YOUR stones. Cur
hope & that by sharng a
variety of fernales’ expen-
ences as the “victims™ and
the “aggressors’ we may
gain a better understand-
ing of why females have
decided to tamget each
other, rather than support
each other Hopefully by
submitting your own story
and by reading the expen-
ences af others, you will
realize that this is a univer
zal issue and that we ALL
go through these expen-
ences at some point. Kind
Magazine is not designed
o point fingers or make
accusations that wall fuel
the cycle we are trying to
break, rather Kind Maga-
Zine is an opportunity to
recall wyour experiences
and how they have affect-
ed you personally. We sin-
cerely hope that this mag-
azine brings awareness,
clarity, and hope to mil-
lions of fernales across the
nation. Enjoy!
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WHAT PEOPLE COULLN
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CHECK OUT ALL THE KIND MASAZINES AT KINDC AMPAKGMN.COM,
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They Called Me “BIG GIRL™/////i/

“...Then in seventh grade | found out
that there was a ‘comic book’ being E
passed around about me. They called it

"Big Girl" and | was the main character...”

moved around a lot when |
was younger. My farmily lived
in Asia till | was eight and when
we moved to Califomnia | was
just starting middle school.
After one year | left the first school my
parents put me in because | hadn't
made any friends and cne girl in par-
ticular was very mean to me. | asked
her once why she was so mean to me
and she looked me straight in the face
and answered it was because | gave
such a good response when she
made fun of me, meaning that | cried
and became really upset My parents
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moved me to a small private school for junior high, but |
had even mome trouble at this school. | was overweight and
very insecure. Buerything went fine for a while. | didn't have
any close friends, but the other kids included me some-
times and were not often outright cruel to me. Then in s=v-
enth grade | found out that there was a 'comic book' being
passed around about me They called it "Big Girl’ and | was
the main character. Every boy and airl in miy class had seen
it and had been laughing at me behind rmy bade for
months. | was so embarrassed that | didn't go to schoal for
a week, That surmmer | developed Anorexia and was placed
in an intensive cutpatient program which met every night
for four hours. My deorder put a huge strain on my family
and rmy relaticnship with my parents never fully recovered,
| barely completed my recovery before entering high
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Don’t Be Weary'////1/

school and for a while | even had to eat lunch in the nurse's
office. The problem with eating disorders, though, is that
there is a very high rate of relapse and so they can affect
vou for the rest of your life. And sure encugh, rmiy first year
at college was cut short by a very senows relapse that threw
me right back into intensive treatrment for Anorexa. 5o far |
have lost three years of my life to this disease tnggered by a
stupid joke meant to keep me down and make other's feel
better. | guess in that capacity it worked pretty well, but at
what cost. | hope that young airk all over the world hear
your message and learn from stories like mine that a few
laughs at someone else's expense might bring a bref ego

boost, but could also lead to a lifetime of pain and struggle,

- SARAH

WATCH THE TRAILER
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Don’t Be Weary//////1/

rowing up with meager beginnings, my
parents wanted a better life for their
children. 5o when my grandrmother
petitioned me to join her in California,
my mother didn't even think twice
about letting me go. With my mother’s purpose driven
ambition to seek out improved livelihood for her
children, she boarded me on a plane and watched me
fly into terrains unknown. Besieged with grief and
abandonment, being an innocent child, | trusted my
mother's reasons for shipping me off and promised her
to never forget the last loving motherly advice she
imparted in me.

Arriving in a new country, | felt odd and grossly
misplaced. This foreboding feeling was all the more
overwhelming when | was placed in a home with my
grandparents, two aunts and uncle. Being the young-
est and a niece, no less, warranted abused like no other,
This chapter of my life was a never-ending initiaticn of
affliction to a sororty that transforms any human
goodness into a lifeless, bitter empty shell. The very
depth of my soul was suffocating in darkness and my
tender heart was literally bleeding pain. The only rays
ot light that shone in my private hell were my journal
and rmy bible.

Living with my two aunts and uncle should be a
drearn for any little girl Perhaps being the oldest of
their nieces or nephews, | trusted in my fairy tale notion
that they would love and accept me just as | was, their
niece, their oldest sister’s first born. But, | was wronag.
That childish belief was squashed like a fly on a
fly-swatter. My two aunts never ceased a moment to
verbally ridicule me, be it my weight, my choice of
style, my penchant for learning new things and my
thirst for reading and writing. When we were at family
gatherings, they always found a way to somehow
demoralize me by recanting embarrassing stones

a4

about me as child, or insulting rmy in-
teligence by leting the others know
hiowy inutile | 'was, These were some of
the exoudatng moments | had o
deal with espedally from my oldest
aunt. My younger aunt, who is only
two years clder than me had a differ
ent idea of what tomment was. | stll
recall such a nauseating moment
when we were in middle school. She
stole my joumnal, and let everyone
read the contents that were written.
Every waffic jam of thoughts that
wounded me, occasions that scarred
me and the people, good and bad,
that hurt me

For the duration of my middle school
years, | was taunted and singled out,
thanks to my aunt, the woran who
was suppose to deflect and shield me
frorn heart-ache and those that meant
to do me harm. But litde did she

‘I rernember one night
| cried and pleaded to
God about taking me
home. Home, into the
arms of the woman |
could count on to love
me and protect me.”
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Don’t Be Weary//////1/

know that her mischief was causing
rme rmisery and kiling every cunce of
innocence left inme. My Aunt, unfor
tunately didn't stop at divulging rmy in-
nemnost thoughts to my fiends and
strangers, she continued to plague my
life by concocting cude lies about
me. She thrived on spreading mali-
cious lies about me. Our home and
the school grounds now becarmne her
arena to inflict piercing bBlows to my
seff-esteern and eventually knocking
down my sense of security. No ane
has ever made me feel so vulnerable,
unwanted and unloved. At this point,
rmy faith in everything Holy and Good
were faltering.

| rermember one night | cried and
pleaded to God about taking me
home. Home, into the amns of the
worman | could count on to love me
and protect me. The following week,
God did just that. Mo, | didn't go badk
horme to the Philippines o my real
rmother. God made a way for me to
find the arms of anather woman who
would change rmy life forever. She
becarme the wornan | have come to
know simply as MEMA. She is my
rmiother's aunt. She took me into her
home, and she has treated me like her
daughter ever since,

Mema wasn't able to conceive a
child due to an illness. | still rermem-
ber her telling me that | was the
answer to her anguish filled prayers. |t
still brings a smile to my face every

S

time | recall that moment when | entered my very own
room. | felt like a princess saved and delivered. | was
harne, in my castle, with a kind and gentle Queen. She
has been that to and for me, thereafter. My Mema
became the shield | needed to keep hurtful people and
comments from touching me. She became the shelter
| run towhen the tumultuous storms of life threatens to
drown me. In my Merma, | see God. In her smile, | see
the goodness of God radiating from her heart. And in
her hugs and kisses | feel God's love piercing through
my once deadened soul. And because of my Mema,
God gave me a heart that could forgive and a mind to
understand that, “all things work for the greater good,
for those who trust him” Through my Mema, God's
goodness still shines.

That part of my life was very traumatizing. | grew up
knowing and watching first hand what bitterness and
hatred was God blessed me with patience and
strength to persevere through this perilous season of
my life. | am very thankful and blessed to know that |
serve a mighty God. Befare | left my mother, she told
me to be good, pray, read your bible and trust in the
Lord. | did and have done that since.

“Let us not be weary in doing good, for at the time, the

proper time, we will reap a harvest if we do not give up?”
---Galatians 69

- JORISSE LOZANO

TRY THE TRUTH WALL at:
www.kindcampaign.com
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Enough is Enoughy///////
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ack when | was 6, it all start
ed. My best fnend was the
one that first bullied me

around. She would tell me
| was stupid, or ugly and
she even hit me and threw things at
me quite a few times. As | got older it
continued but it didn't get really bad
until junicr high, When | was 12, | was
in seventh grade and | had developed
very quickly and was wearing a size
3 bral | got a lot of attention be-
cause of it, but It was very negative.
Girk and boys all were saying in the
7th & Bth grade that | stuffed rmy bra
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and they called me names such as, "Stuff and Puff and
“Charmin.” After dealing with that at school, | had to nde the
bus home and thers was a 15 year old gid who made my
life hell while | read the bus home just about every day: |
wiould dread niding the bus home Sometimes | intention-
ally missed the bus in the afterncon so | wouldn't have o
deal with her. She would shout nasty names towards me
frorn the back of the bus, throw paper wads at my head as
| would sink down into the seat and sob; she also threw
gurn in my hair a few different times. | an remember so
rmany different times | came home crying. When | got o
rry freshrman yearin high school, everything seermed toget
worse, My “friends” had "stabbed me in the badk” several
times before we even got to high schoaol. They banned to-
gether and boycotted my, lwhat was suppose o be a big
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Enough is Enough////////

pool party with around 20 of my friends), 14th birthday
party and only 1 person showed up. | cried so hard that
day....but of course | forgave them. | had the tendency
ta let my friends run me over all of the time. Well, back
to my freshrman year; | can remember about 4 different
times where girls got in my face, yelled, called me
names, and tred to fight me.

| never even did anything
to provoke them, so | didn't
understand why they were
picking on me.

| pretty much kept to myself that whaole year then my
sophomore came and | got extremely embarrassed
ane day at lunch, this girl, {who | thought was a pretty
good frend), yelled out something ridiculous about
me and threw food at me and everybody was staring. |
felt the glare in every single persans eyes in that room
and it made me feel sick. The rest of my sophormore
year went pretty crappy, but that was pretty much the
end of me being bullied by girls. I've now learned to
stand up for myself without fighting. | have mare confi-
dence now and | don't take any bull crap from
anybody. | don't think that's exactly the attitude to
hawe but that is the way | protect myself from ever
being ran over or bullied again.

- BRITTANY HUGHES

Have you ever wanted to
apologize for something
you did or said to another

girl? Read what other girls
have said on the

KIND APOLOGY WALL

Dear Katie,

| love wou and you're rmy sister. And |
knowv that s not right that we fight. i
love you

Dear Bella,
I'm sorry for leaving you in fear and
breaking your heart. | thought it was
right for you to just forget all about
rne. | now know that it was not. | love
you forever,

Dear Grace,
| arn sorry for not standing up for you

when you were being talked about
badly. Being a bystander is just as bad
as being the bully. You are such a great
frend and a great person!

Dear Sadie,

I really am sorry. | was so mean to
you throughout school There was no
reason for it and | feel terible.

Dear Mommy,

| apologize for getting rmad at you for
getting in rmy business when all you
do is cam.
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| Just Don't Get It.../V/ 1/
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n spcth grade | was the
victirn to a cruel and wi-
cious act by 3 other sixth
grade girls. We were all
best fiends going into
sith grade and one day towands the
middle of the year they decided |
wasnt good enough amymore to be
apart of their "digue’. As | continued
to search for other gils around rmy
school to sit and be fiends with, they
continued to pick on me (stares, name
calling, etc) One day when | was walk-
ing across the field these three qirls,
along with four athers they had con-
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comvinced to pick on me, followed me aooss and started
to sing a song about how ugly and fat | was. This plus the
coming home crving everyday from school was the last
straw with my mom and we both deaded that | would
stick it out for the rest of sith grade and | would switch
schoaols at the end of the year. | did, but | never forgot the
pain | felt that year because of those girk. To this day | never
knew the reason behind why | wasn't good encugh for
thermn and | guess | never wall,

- Courtney Sherry
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STICKS AND SFONES
LBRF A K MY/BONES
BU_T WORD.':;

__-gn:bd for abo
‘until | heard every
and clear”

irs can be harsh. Gils can schooled rme. Then my older sister started fresh start and
Judge They can hurt you. rmy mom could only handle cne kid at a time so | went
What is there for us to dof back to school. When | got to the school | felt as if it were
When | was in elementary going to be great. Then | walk down the hall and | hear
school, | was loved by ev-  these loud gasps and pecple saying,’ Oh nol Viclets back!®
eryone, except Kalyn and Bricary. | thought everyone would be happy to see me. Bven my
These two gils wanted to get nd of  best fnends from elemantary school began to hate me. My
me and they would do anything. At grades were goed for about a month untill | heard every-
the end of 5th grade | was saying one loud and clear. Girls were calling me fat, annoying, a
goodbye to all my friends telling thern slob, saying my clothes were rags, they even told me o
| didnt want to go through all of the  commit suiade.

drama in middle school so | was | rernember balling after schoal in the cr just teling her
goirg to have my mom home school  everything that happened. When | took showers | would
me. just stand in the shower and ary | remermber ry mom tell-

For the first quarter my mom home  ing me | couldnt switch schools no matter what

?
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It just got worse. Girls said my shoes locked like some-  Upload your picture to the
one puked on them. My pants look as if they hadent

been washed in years. My shirt as if sorecne just, | cant KIND GIRLS WALL and
even say it | had wished | were dead. show that you support our
Cause.

Then my parents announced they were getting a
divorce and that | would be swatching schools. | hon-
estly cheered and didnt sleep for like a week | just
couldnt wait to move. My mom told me not to tell
anyone | was moving so they wouldnt be saying,

" YAY SHES LEAVING NO NEED FOR THE
PITCH FORKS!"

Then on my last day my teacher found outand | had to
lie to her and | said," | thought | had more time. My
mom only just teld me this morning it was today” |
rememiber my teachers smiling when they found out |
was leaving. | told all of them the same thing. Then the
teachers told the class and the whole 6th grade knew
and were just trying to insult me as much as they could
before | left | will never forget the repulsive things they
called me and said to me.

Mowy, | hate, yes HATE, those words and whenever MY
friends are in trouble, or are being teased, | get in the
way of the girls insulting them and stand up for them.
At the schoal I'm at now, | have several fnends that love
me and | do have enimies. But when they try to throw
me down, it doesnt work, From the experience at the
old schoaol lve grown my inner strength.

-Violet
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HOW TO: Send Your Story///////

Step |

Tell The TRUTH.
i
- i

TIt is imperative that
you leave out the
actual names of the
people within your
stony. Again this is
not about pointing
ﬁng BrS

_|.

€ 7 .-f
JLL L)
Do not talk badly
about the people in
your story. Honestly
recall your experience
and hiow it made you
feel but do not
defarme the people
within your story (ex.
1 hate her and she is
such a homrible

_I-

person for doing
that”)

You rmay leave your
sef “amonyrmous” or
indude your name
and age at the end of

yiour story
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Please submit your story to Kindrmag@kindcarnpaignocom. You can write
about a speafic experience you've had, how you feel about the issues.. any-
thing! There are only a couple reguiremenis.,

Kind Campaign understands that there are many sides to every story.
Whether you have been the “victim” or the "aggressor” shanng your expen-
ence will offer healing, understanding and awareness to femails acoss the
nation. The truth is, we have ALL b=en mean and we have All been picked
on, 50 Kind Campaign and KindMagazine are encouragermnent for us All o
be rmore kind.

We wiould like to thank you in advance for sharing your expenence. We
kriow that it & emnoticnally difficult to recall these expenences. It takes
courage. Know that Kind Campaian, along with milions of fermales apprea-
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