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o kay, maybe blue lipstick’s not quite
right for Jessie. And maybe her new hairstyle

isn't, either. But at least she’s never boring or
predictable. Who else do you know who
plays volleyball and cello, designs her own
clothes, and writes poetry to her cat?

Jessie's definitely a girl with strong
opinions, and she isn’t shy about sharing
them. Of course, that sometimes leads to
friction—with her parents, her younger
brother, her classmates, and certain English
teachers who assign totally lame homework.
But she’s also not afraid to change her mind

. about some things.

Jessie's funny, sarcastic take on high
school life is revealed through concrete
poetry: words, ideas, type,and design that
combine to make pictures and patterns. The
poems are inventive, irreverent, irresistible,

and full of surprises—just like Jessie.

Jacket illustration copyright © 2007
by John Grandits

Property of

Title lettering by julianna Carlson
Back cover photo by Gary S. Groves
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MISSING

Have you seen Jessie’s brain?

Recent photo ~ Computer
simulation of
what her brain
looks like now

LAST SEEN:
2:45 this morning.

LAST KNOWN ACTIVITY:
Staying up all night
instant-messaging Lisa.

Jessie,

wake up!

If you find this missing brain, Eatyom: cereal.
contact Jessie immediately! What’s wrong with you?
You look totally out of it.

Didn’t you sleep well last night?
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MY SIDE

The Wall

Life is simpler if

you have a wall. J THE OTHER SIDE

It keeps away P NN
Q 8) W
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; i ] oY ) § O
you down, like 0 % ©
this girl I knew — *%«5@%”%.
in seventh grade. Y& %% 2,30
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Robert! Say “Excuse me.”

What?

Say “Excuse me.” When

you burp, you're supposed
to say “Excuse me.”
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No, you shut up.

No, you shut up-

You shut up.




Lombis Jocks o
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l\:l\zl\n\;(\n\7

Trophy, trophy, trophy, trophy.

Zombis jocks, w9 want th9 trophy.
Trophy, trophy, givs us trophy.
Giva the zombis jocks the trophy.

Football, bassball, w will win sm.

Whsn w3 wrostls, w9 must pin am.
Socesr, hockay, w will skin am.

On our bikas, vou bst wo'll Schwinn 'am.

Domt liks music, art, or sciancs.
Wa prafar the Rams and Giants.
Dot iks moviss. Dont liks dancing.
Don't Lik9 dating or romancing.

Trophy, trophy, trophy, trophy.
Zombia jocks must hav ths trophy.
Shiny, shiny, protty trophy
With our namss 9ngravad on trophy.



PEP RALLY

Why do they force us to come to these stupid pep rallies?

I don’t want to be here.

I’'m not feeling peppy, and the pep rally isn’t helping.

These things are only set up so that the cheerleaders can show off,
and all the boys can drool over them—

especially Andrea Herkimer.

I don't actually hate Andrea, since we’ve never spoken.
But if we ever did speak, I would hate her.
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Go look in the mirror!

Dad says, “You may not leave the house like that!”
and “Don’t you care about your appearance at all?”
and “Just look at yourself, young lady.”
He throws his hands in the air like he’s seeking divine intervention.
I roll my eyes,
but I go over to the mirror.
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At lunch on Saturday, Ty
I was telling my brother about phrenology. That's "8k, /
the ancient art of reading people’s personalities by examining ¥
the bumps on their heads. He said, “Sounds like ancient
superstition to me.” I said, “No, it really works.” And
¥ he said, “Prove it. Read my bumps.” So I put on a good act. §
k | ran my hands over his scalp and said stuff like, “Your math
skills are excellent” and “You are a natural athlete” and
“Girls are attracted to you.” Boy, did he eat it up! “Maybe
there’s more to this than I thought,” he said. Then I did ,
§ a dramatic pause. “Uh-oh,” I said. And he said, “What? Tell me.”
FAnd I said, “Well, I'm afraid you'll never be a scientist. In fact, instead
¥ of a bump in the science area, you have a dent.” Of course he got
all freaked out and said that he had to be a scientist! It was the
only thing he'd ever wanted to be. (Like I didn’t know.) So I acted
all sympathetic, and I said, “Lucky for you, there’s an ancient way to
correct these things.” Then I smacked him on the head with my soup spoon.
He yelped and rubbed the spot. “Feel that?” [ asked. “That’s your science bump.
Now you can be a famous scientist!” I smiled sweetly; then I added, “Do you want to
be a famous artist, too?” That’s when he made a grab for me, and I ran to my room and

locked the door.
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love to fiave my
own signaiure
style. Not
something preppy
or conventional.
Jomething
(nteresting thar

says M E.

She kind

of style that
would make a guy
look at me and
thunk, ey,
that’s a girl JJd
like to hang out
with.”Jort of post-
punk urban too-
cool-to-go-to-the-
mall style.




The H-U-P Sohg

I babysit for my little cousin Natalie all the time.
She’s great! But her mom, my Aunt Sophie, is kind of a pain.
Natalie has to be in the best preschool.
Natalie has to have the latest toys and the fanciest clothes.
Natalie can't watch TV because she might hear the word “stupid.”
But that's not Natalie’s fault. She’s great.

So last week I was babysitting Natalie, and we were singing songs.
I said, “Let’s sing the ABC song. Do you know your letters?”
And she said, “Well, I know them, but I only know them mixed up.”

&

So we made up a song of our own.
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of aren't you

You can imagine how proud Aunt Sophie was.



Grownups Talking
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% %, angels exist. QO»'O N
¢ I've seen some
unbelievable
things, and that’s
the only explanation.
Robert says no way. He
says it’s either coincidence
or the work of aliens that
secretly live among us. But I
know I'm right, and I've got proof.
Like this time in phys. ed., Lisa is
climbing the knotted rope, and she’s
nearly at the top, and then she loses it. So
she’s falling, like, a mile straight down, and
Ms. Kaufman just happens to be standing there
and—get this—catches her! That’s the work of a
smart angel. Another time, Michael Workman, the
dork, is showing off in the school parking lot and almost
gets creamed by a toilet-paper delivery truck. I swear, it
looks like someone pushes him out of the way at the last
second. But there’s no one there! Now that's a stupid angel. The
world would be a better place with Michael Workman in a fill body
castfor ayyear or two. But still, it’s evidence: Guardian angels really exist.
There’s no way that aliens live among us.
Unless Robert is one of them.
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| can bring my average up to 7,



Spanish
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Study
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English

10:20 11:00 11:40 12:20 1:00
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School bus

7:40 8:20 9:00 9:40
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Soems Jnspired by the fr

SPerfume ofamples ar Garso,

Eau de
f é/gool JBHus
Sriver
n the ‘!{ <?_M.

e
Garbage and garlic.

Where does he eat his breakfast?
The Trash Can Diner?

Breath mints. Bubble gum.
Jealousy, lies, and gossip.

FEau de

Laire du School Bus
Michael D
Waorkmgn in t/ye.zgﬂ
S~

Overbearing jerk. Skunk flesh on his shirt.
Cigarette breath and B.O. He’s been rolling in road kill.
That explains a lot.

| smell him coming.

é?m’c AROMA DU
unchroom FART
DO ez

Wrinkle up your nose.
Turn your head from side to side.
Pretend it's not you.

Mysterious meats.
Questionable vegetables.
Mix, bake, burn, and serve. §
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uddeny

Was g  got a watch for my birthday.
i\ Y/

\ Ver, ang i :
\"- at,;/?;t d cool numbers. | wore it for a week; thén LS Se
Tepair sho said. “S oble iust give 0 ad \

p , d0me peop J 9 ted ad\ng

‘“\ Watthes.” After that, my alarm clock staf .
Itrefused to buzz, so Dad had to get MeUP ¢
O\ for school. Then three days ago, _«C
>\ Momgotmea T
N\ pendant A

h.
/little v .lt's beautiful—with . &

) e,ZIrcomum bits to mark the hours. But yester’ 2y
& mﬁ?’f ;: trange jtch, and when | went to the gis ‘:‘0 SO
/1 ang Washeg ad a rash right under the pendant. | took ito
g from tht € spot. So | totally missed the school bus an g
fen py ert € parents about responsibilty and taking cer9® o\
Wha dsa,d' “Jeez, give her a break. It's not like she can‘ ey N
’Donrto You mean, Robert?” in that official parent soe o 9

5 /u{totl;? get it?Jime hates Jessie. She'll \r\\:;lgeyf !

€ way she is. It's like she has an allefdy: v

' ’}’quy tho“ght aboul: Stfillte ;inally, Dad said, “Wel e

meth/hg e,SSIe, at least make an effort in the future.” An- your\ée‘

ice, but not obviously nice, for my not-aiways-Sup
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The Name-Your-Rock-Band Chart

Your band will have 3,551 arguments before you break up
in an explosion of jealousy and anger. Avoid the first big fight—
choosing the band’s name.
Pick one from each column.

Bulky I' Worms
'.
Putrid .0 Onions
o
o
[
Funny o Coathangers
o
o
. ° Power
Foreign o. .{ Tools.
o®
Quiet :.. Earthquakes,
>
Ridiculous | °© o Super
o Models
o
Sleek +. Iguanas
Magic Eyeballs
Hortrible Biplanes
Muscular Seeds

1.,

of
Justice

About
Town

by the
Dozen

of Death

Winnetka

Around
the Clock

in Love

Between
Classes

Without
Reason

Against
Fur




Tattoo
ahd Tongue Stud

I walk into the KitChenh. Robert is at the
table, eating iCe Cream. ] sit down beside him

and casually push up my sleeve so he'll see it:
MY new tattoo. It says, “Gex, Drugs, ¢ Rock’'n’
Roll” in spiky goth letters. “What the heck is
that?” he sCreams. 1 smile. This is workihg out

just fine. “It'th a tattoo,” I say, all inhocent-

like. “What's wronhg with you?” he demands.

“Why are you lisping?” I stiCk out my tongue,

and there it is: a perfect little silver stud,
right in the center. Robert starts pumping
his arm like he just won a million bucks.
“Yessss! You are in 0000 much trouble,” he
says. “Wait till Mom and Dad see this. Dad will
Kill you, and theh Mom will ground you for
life.” 1 give him a big Q yawn. “IAlho careth?”
T say. “You will, when 1 tell them,” he says.
“They’re at the heighbors’, and T'm going to go
get them.” He takes Off, ahd 1 Cah hear him
yelling, “Mom! Dad!” all the way down the Street.
How perfect is this? 1 slide off the magnetic
tonhgue stud. J wash Off the temporary tattoo.
And while T wait for my parents to come rushing
home, I practice saying, “I don't kKhow
what Robert is talking about. Maybe
he needs counseling.” This is going
t0 be great.
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The Secret
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Now everybody knows. | just wish | could remember who told me.



ppy B'day, Mom

S

e Mom the coolest gift:

1ir balloon ride—

2 all got to gol | couldnt wait.

vays wanted fo float through the air
autiful balloon.

way there, | teased Robert unmercifully.

1im that he was too little to ride with us
1y wouldn't let a kid his age go
e he'd get sick or be scared or fall out.

iey let Robert on, and there we were,
1q and ﬂoaﬁng
/inging and floating and

S

{

w

we were swinging over some
ly's absolutely beautiful swimming pool .
| lost it.

rer hear the end of this.
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The Wall
(Revisited)

MY SIDE ks STILL ON
= THE OTHER SIDE
578

/

& ’kI started taking down
' g=my wall this year. —
. Mom said, “Maybe _/

xS ou’re maturing.”
g §u éYeah? Then why can’t

. & )
) f’r»:}’b p’fo,) .~ [ Igetamotorbike? |
%ée 6;1,‘,,%,,, ©_Dad said, “Maybe
1,;"\9&}’%2‘96 E you're learning
/lifejf’o,w (4 . togetalong »
> . [' with people.” That
FLo N made me mad. “Are |
S5 S . didn’ ¥
SN yeou saying I didn't get. o
SFE . along with people 25
& ; LS
E’efore?" I yelled. “I'ven @ &~
& ¢ always gotten along 4@@
s & Ss © o [with everybody! They & s é"_"
Y& § "‘(fﬂa < just haven’t gotten 552 K
TE od  [along with me.” Dad X8
0] SB.8 M,
Said, “Okay, okay. You, SE§  my A
_said, y, okay. You Ly 5 £,
€ . win. I was wrong.” leacy,
e o And he went back to .
! 'z_a:% " reading his book. | &o‘(@‘ ~°00\ &
2287 ~Robert said, “You are., ° A
Andreq (s . anoble adversary, 5 N @»"gfi& g
a cheerleader who % ¢ (O Evil One. Yet soon ) }%0, Ce ~2~&’6‘
- 3 ’ &
outtutrongd ¢ % lmy powers will defeat” 29 e
regular per(;oc;l R 3 you.” What an idiot. )
annoyingly pretyy, “Anyway, I still have a_, I mean, a girl’s
reanluta wall. But now I've got | got to have
_regular person J

/ : *__Imore company. = some standards
W b !
‘ & [ ;

£



NOTE
ROM THE AUTHOR

And some days o
“A tree toqq loved
€ Was a two-toeq 4
You'ye Lot 10 smije

Yes, ity 4 £00d ideq ¢,
It5 a ligge's

@ poem in yoy, Pocket
i cage of an eMmotionga] yY

of Sam McGee,
why,

Teezes to degyy,

Y appearance,
4t I alwgys Seel

Some days [ pee,

nly q silly little i,
h

poem will 4,
e-load, why I,

toad, byt 4 g,
€1 you read thyy

ary a poew iy, Your pockey
nack for yoyy Soul.




These poems were written on a Macintosh G4 using QuarkXPress Software.
The drawings were done with a Bristol China Marker and touched up
in Adobe Photoshop.
The poems are set in the following typefaces:

Arrstream ITC
American Typewriter
Angryhog ITC
Arial Black
felch
Bembo
Blackmoor
Bodoni ITC
(YW V6, Nk (Bodoni Ornaments)
Bookman Old Style
Brainhead
Caflisch Script
Caslon
Centaur

CHARLEMAGNE
Clover AT
Comic Sans
Courier New
Drangr ITC
J Hgola
Fenice ITC
Galliard ITC
Adobe Garamond
@-i&?gu@

Gill Sans Condensed
Goudy Old Style
Gondy Text

Grapefruit ITC
Harlequin
Jiggery Pokery ITC
Jott

Ve

Kristen Nortmal ITC

Kumquat ITC

Lingo ITC

Lubalin Graph
Lucida Handwriting
Lvcifer| Penfion
Ludwig ITC
Marker Felt
Medici Script
Pesto

Regular Joe
Sand

Cloppy Joe
o hL@T}Z\gonata)
Stone Informal
Stone Sans
Tapioca ITC
Tempus
TRAJAN
Unele Stinky
Werkstatt Engraved
# BNk kKO VW A (Zapf Dingbats)



JOHN GRANDITS is an award-

winning book and magazine designer who
lives in Red Bank, New Jersey, with his wife,
Joanne, a children’s librarian. His first book of
concrete poetry, Technically, It's Not My Fault,
followed the adventures of a boy named
Robert, who was often in conflict with his
older sister, Jessie. Blue Lipstick gives Jessie

a chance to tell her side of the story.

TECHNICALLY,IT’S NOT MY FAULT

Concrete Poems by John Grandits

* “Grandits combines technical brilliance
and goofy good humor to provide an
accessible, fun-filled collection of poems,
dramatically brought to life through a brilliant
book design.”

—School Library Journal, starred review

An ALA Notable Book
A Book Sense 2005 “Top Ten Poetry List”
AVOYA Poetry Pick for 2004
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