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"The book you are about to read is about kids. It is a book I wish was around when I
was your age. Why? Because it answers many of the questions that were in my mind and
would have helped me explain the reasons I was different from my friends.

From almost as far back as I can remember, everything in my world had to be perfect.
My clothes had to be folded a certain way, things hanging in my closet had to be just so, the
books on my shelf had to be alphabetical and lined up evenly. My shoes needed to be so
shiny that I could almost see my face in them, and if there was a mistake on my homework
paper and something needed to be erased, if it left the smallest smudge, I'd have to start all
over again. I would tell myself that something bad might happen if things were not perfect.

I thought I was the only kid in the world who felt this way, and that I was crazy. So for
these reasons, the secret stayed deep inside me.

But now; as a grownup, I understand that all these feelings were caused by a chemical
imbalance in my brain. I did these things because I had no control over the situation. It is a
common disorder called Obsessive Compulsive Disorder, OCD.

Keep in mind, although it may make you different than others you play, work; or live
with, everybody in the world has something that makes them unique. It could be something
as simple as red hair and freckles, spending everyday in a wheelchair, or not being able to
read as quickly as you! It is what sets us all apart. It is what makes you someone special. It is
what makes life interesting! : i

There is a lot to learn about OCD. Some say it is like your brain with hiccups! I hope
this book will help you to realize that there are many others who have similar feelings and
have to do some of the same things you do to feel comfortable every day. On my television
show Double Dare, I used to ask people to take the physical challenge. Well this time, I'm
asking you to take the mental challenge and understand that by finding out all you can about
your OCD, you can grow up to feel great about yourself and be successful in whatever goals
you set for yourself. You may have OCD, but that is only a small part of who you are‘as a
person. You are also many other wonderful things. Be sure to give yourself a chance to find
out what they are. Take care!
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Becky’s-Story

hen I was a little girl, it seemed like I was afraid of everything! Now, I
know that's not so strange because lots of kids are afraid of things
like spiders, snakes, and the dark. As a matter of fact, those are fears
that many kids have. But I was different because I was afraid of many
other things, too. And do you know what? Most of the things that

frightened me you couldn't even see! I was worried about so many things
that T used to spend hours trying to find ways to make myself feel better. Not only was
this hard to do, but it was also tricky to not let other people know or see what I was
doing. After all, I didn’t want my friends to think that I was different from them.

Tt used to take me forever to get out of my house in the morning to go to school. It
seemed like T was always in trouble with my fifth grade teacher for being late. But,
how could I explain to her that my brain said, “Becky, you have to make sure that all
the shoes in your closet are lined up PERFECTLY every morning before you leave your
house” Boy, Miss Hammond would have thought I was crazy! So I never said anything
to her about how difficult getting ready every morning was for me. Instead, for almost a
year, I would spend at least an hour each day trying to get the shoes in my closet to look
“right” so I could feel safe to go to school. Until it felt “right” to me, I was stuck there
inside my closet fixing shoes.

I never could figure out just what it was that made something that I was doing feel
“right.” It didn’t make any sense to me. It felt just like having a bad itch. If I didn’ t
scratch it I would get uncomfortable. But as soon as I scratched it I would feel “right”
again. Or at least until the next itch came along. The problem was that I seemed to get
these itches inside my brain!

So anyway, by the time my mom got me to school each day, I was at least two hours
late! It was terrible. My mom would be totally frustrated, my teacher would be totally
angry, and I would feel totally stupid! The whole class would laugh and say something
mean like, “ Here’s the late Becky Grodberg”, which always made me feel even dumber.
As if that wasn’t bad enough, things would get even worse for me, because by then






I was feeling so stressed out that my brain would get more itches. Like, I'd tell myself
that if I could touch the wall with the big map of the United States hanging on it exactly
five times, nothing bad would happen to me.

Then last Hanukkah something wonderful happened. All my aunts, uncles and
cousins were at our house for dinner. My favorite fourteen-year-old cousin, Sibyl, and I
were upstairs in my bedroom. As we were talking, T was lining up all the books on my
shelf perfectly by height and then by color. Suddenly, Sibyl said, “Becky, why are you
doing that?”

“Heh?” 1 asked, “What do you mean?” My face blushed bright red at getting
caught doing one of my stupid things.

Sibyl didn’t seem to even notice my embarrassment. Instead, she said something
really amazing. “Do you spend a lot of time trying to get things just right? Because I
used to do that, too. For awhile, I also had to touch things a certain number of times to
make me feel good. Sometimes, I even had to touch PEOPLE!” |

I couldn’t stop staring at my cousin! T'd never felt the need to touch people, but I
sure understood the rest of the things she said. We talked for the longest time, compar-
ing all the silly things we had done. As soon as dinner was OVer, We excused ourselves
and ran straight back upstairs to talk some more! It was so good to finally have someone
to share all my weird feelings with. I couldn’t believe that I'd finally met someori€ who
had felt the same way - and to think she was my own cousin!

I learned an awful lot that day from Sibyl. She explained that I had something
called Obsessive Compulsive Disorder, or OCD for short. She told me that because
OCD is a chemical imbalance in the brain, there are many ways that I can help myself to
feel better. Sibyl said that her parents had taken her to a doctor who talked with her,
prescribed medication and gave her some hints that could help her when her OCD
thoughts got really bad. |

Next week I'll be twelve years old and I'm Jooking forward to it! Alot of things
have changed for me in the last six months. My parents took me to Sibyl’s doctor. I'm



not late for school anymore and I don’t worry about what the other kids will think of
me if I act differently. Now I understand that I just have a disorder that I can learn how
to help myself with. I've learned something else that’s very important, too. No matter
what it feels like sometimes, Sibyl and I are not the only kids with OCD. Now I know
that there are millions of kids around the world who live with it every day and have
great lives!
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