
Valerie’s Problem 
By Maranda Hall 

 
 “Valerie Adams, you are the luckiest 10-year-old in Florida!” exclaimed 

Amy as she pounced on the new bed. 
 “I know,” said Valerie smugly.  She sat primly on the edge of the bed.  “I 

knew my mom and dad would let me remodel my room.  They give me 
everything I want.” 
 Amy tuned her out as Valerie rambled on about her new lamp. 

 After about 5 minutes, Amy was so bored that she could barely stay 
awake.  She looked at her watch. 

 “Valerie, I have to go home.  I’m supposed to baby-sit my little sister.” 
Amy scurried out the door.  She was glad to get away from “Show-off” Adams. 
 Later that evening, Valerie threw a sleepover party.  Every girl in Valerie’s 

class was invited.  “That outfit is so pretty,” said Trisha admiringly.  “Where did 
you get it?” 

 “Why should I tell you?” said Valerie.  “Besides, you couldn’t afford it.  
And it didn’t come in size gigantic.”  Trisha’s eyes turned glassy and tears rolled 

down her cheeks.  She turned and slumped out of the room. 
 Valerie giggled.  “What a loser,” she mumbled. 
 The next day at school, Valerie was in a spelling bee.  “Your word is 

generator, Amy,” said Miss Kendrick. 
 Amy started out slowly.  “G-e-n-e-r-a-t-e-r?” 

 “Incorrect,” said Miss Kendrick.  “Valerie, if you spell the word correctly, 
you win.” 

 “That word is easy,” said Valerie.  She held her head high.  “G-e-n-e-r-a-t-
o-r.” 
 “You win!” exclaimed Miss Kendrick.  Valerie beamed as she accepted his 

prize.  It was a package of Lisa Frank pens. 
 “I knew that I would win,” bragged Valerie in a whisper.  “I won last week 

and the week before.” 
 Amy turned away.  She was tired of Valerie.  Amy pulled out the diary that 

nobody knew she had.  On the first page, she wrote:  “VALERIE ADAMS IS 
THE BIGGEST SHOW-OFF IN SCHOOL!!!” in big, red letters. 
 “What’s that?” asked Valerie, pointing to the page. 

 “Oh, nothing,” said Amy quickly as she stuffed the diary back into her 
desk. 

 Valerie turned away to brag about her victory.  Amy could see that Christi 
got bored listening to Valerie too.  “That was close,” signed Amy. 
 After school, Valerie invited Nicole Thomas to go to the mall with her.  

They decided to go to Penney’s first. 
 “Oooooh!  This top is so pretty!” squealed Nicole. 

 “Let me see it!” said Valerie in a bossy tone. 



 “Hey!!!  I saw it first!” exclaimed Nicole, trying to yank the shirt away 
from Valerie.  Finally, Valerie yanked with all her might and pulled the blouse 

from Nicole’s “Hulk Hogan” grip.  She hurried into the dressing room with Nicole 
making dirty faces at her.  Nicole stood with an angry scowl on her face until 

Valerie burst out of the dressing room. 
 “Don’t you think this top looks great on me?” demanded Valerie as she 

paid for the top.   
 “NO, I DON’T!!” exclaimed Nicole sternly.  She turned and stomped out of 
the store. 

 At school the next day, Valerie remembered something.  She raised her 
hand. 

 “Yes, Valerie?” asked Miss Kendrick. 
 “May I go to the bathroom?” asked Valerie. 
 “Of course,” replied Miss Kendrick. 

 Valerie stood up and left the room.  Once she had locked herself into the 
stall, she fumbled around in her purse for the letter Ashley had given her that 

morning.  She heard footsteps come through the door.  She recognized Nicole’s 
voice.  She also heard Nicole’s friend, Christi, talking.  Valerie held her breath so 

that she could hear what Nicole and Christi were saying.   
 “Did you hear what Valerie Adams did to that girl at her sleep-over?” 
asked Christi. 

 “Did I ever,” exclaimed Nicole.  “I was there at the sleep-over.  And at the 
mall, she snatched a top away from me and bought it.”  Nicole stomped over to 

the sink. 
 “Oh, no!” exclaimed Christi.  “We’re going to be late for gym!” 

 Valerie heard the door slam.  She stepped out of the stall and stood in 
front of the mirror.  “I guess I’ve been conceited,” she said to herself as she 
pushed the door open and left. 

 The next day, Valerie wore her new shirt.  “Your shirt is pretty, Valerie,” 
commented Christi. 

 “Thanks.  I like your shirt too,” replied Valerie. 
 Nicole looked and Christi and gave her a surprised look.  After that, 

Valerie still liked compliments, but she no longer bragged or showed off. 
 
       The End 


