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Summary: My fifty-thousand word count novel is the story of twelve-year old Gabby, 
six years after her parent's divorce. Gabby tells the story of the year her mom changed her 
family, again, with a boyfriend named Mike and a sister named Annie. 

 

 

Flying Home 

My name’s Gabby.  

I’m twelve.  

My parents are divorced.  

Some people think that means I’m some kinda kid, you know, a kid of divorce means 

you’re doomed. Your life is over because your parents can’t get along.  

It’s not good, don’t get me wrong, but divorce happens. What I know is that it doesn’t 

have to be the thing that is you; it’s just something that happens in this life. My mom says 

mistakes can make a life. She wrote a song for her fourth album with that title.  

That’s what I know, now. But I didn’t always.  

I was only six when my parents split. Things weren’t great in my house, but what did I 

know. I was only a kid. And I didn’t have a brother or a sister to talk to about how I felt.  

When me and my dad and my mom lived in Boston, our house was the funnest on the 

street. Mom is the singer in a band, and after I was born they moved the studio to our house so 

she could be home, more. There were always people around and music playing, and to me it was 

like living in a magic land. To Dad, it felt a little different. 

He was finishing a degree in theology at Harvard, but he took care of me. I had a few 

babysitters, who I liked a lot. There was Betty and Kelly and Cheri and Christina and Tori, but I 

liked it best when Dad was home.  
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My parents fought about everything; the music being too loud, the strangers in our house, 

and how Dad didn’t have enough time to get his work done. Mom was away so much. But the 

real fights, the ones that mattered, were always about me. 

I used to think my parents fought all the time because my mom is so dramatic and my dad 

is so calm. They are like oil and water, or fire and ice, or good and evil. And whatever it was that 

drew them together, it also ruined my family.  

The last fight they had, the one that ended it all, came the day after Mom left me at home. 

She’d forgotten it was her day to take me to school. Dad left first that morning, then Mom got up 

and left, too. No one woke me up and when I came down to breakfast, the kitchen was empty so 

I just made myself a bowl of cereal and read a book. I was okay, really, until Dad got home and 

found me there, unexpectedly.  

He wasn’t calm when he called Mom. 

When Mom got home I was sent upstairs. 

From the top of the staircase I couldn’t see them in the kitchen, but I heard every, single 

word. I sat with my knees held tight to my chest and my pink, fuzzy blankie stuffed under my 

nose. I remember that the hallway felt cold and dark and I wanted to wrap my pink blankie 

around my heart. I didn’t understand what was going on, and I felt really scared sitting there, all 

alone.  

Dad said, “How could you have forgotten her today? Are you so important that our only 

real responsibility, our daughter, slips your mind? What is wrong with you!”  

I remember wanting to disappear under my blankie. 

Mom said, “What do you do all day, you shouldn’t need me to babysit her.” 



MIDDLE GRADE EXCERPT – GIRLS I LOVE BEST BY JOYCE G ERBER 

Page 3 of 4 
 

Dad said, “What do you do all that is so much more important than her? More important 

than us?”  

From the top of the stairs I heard the words that changed my family forever.  

My mom didn’t say that she was sorry for forgetting me. She didn’t say that we were the 

most important people in her life. She didn’t seem remember that she’d forgotten us so many 

other times that year.  

Instead my mom said, “I spend my days making money.” 

Then, there was silence. 

That was the last fight.  

That was the fight that ended my family.  

In the middle of first grade Dad took me on a plane across the country to live with my 

Zaydie, my grandfather, in Seattle. And we left Mom, by herself, in Boston.  

I remember holding Mom’s legs, standing in front of the ticket counter in the airport. She 

wasn’t crying, when I looked up through my tears. Her face was hard to read. Dad told me to say 

good-bye and that I’d call her when we got to Seattle.  

Mom’s long blond hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail, and she wasn’t wearing any 

make-up that day. Mom, well, she’s a lot of things I don’t want to be, but she is beautiful, on the 

outside. Even then, in the airport, on the day that couldn’t have been good for her either, she 

looked so pretty. And I can still see the people, the blurs around us, stopping, for just a second, to 

look at her.  

Trying to say the word good-bye is surprisingly hard when you’re six and nothing seems 

right. I couldn’t get my mouth to make any sound. I was crying so hard that people in the airport 
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were turning to look at us, not just Mom. Mom kept saying, “Gabby, it’s okay. You have to go. I 

love you.” But I could barely breathe when I turned and ran back to my dad.  

Dad pulled me up, into his arms, and we walked through the airport security. I never 

looked back in Mom’s direction.  

It was the worst day of my life. 

Until this summer, when something happened that made me rethink everything I’d ever 

thought about my mom and me and love. 


