Freedom

by Jeri Lynn

It all starts with a boy. Not just a boy. That boy. The boy. He’s adorable. He’s witty. His popularity astounds you, as does his athleticism and seemingly innate charm. That sandy-blonde hair drives you mad. Electric blue eyes sear into yours, appearing to know everything you want them to and more. Two seats up, three seats over, that boy is out of reach in every meaning of the phrase. You aren’t like the girls he wants. Those girls. So it begins.

Those girls. They swing their hips provocatively as to attract as much attention as possible. Their giggles remind you of pigs. The scent of the perfume that that boy finds so heavenly permeates the air and pervades within you, annoying and irritating your every sense. The little animals in the corner of their shirts signify that they are dressed so extravagantly that such a boy may accompany them. No matter what happens over the rest of your high school career you know you will never become one of those girls, so profligate and arrogant, who have changed every facet of their being to become what he wants.

You lie in wait in your chair attempting to feign a look of supreme disinterest, all the while knowing you are failing miserably. You’re just waiting for something to happen though you’re certain it won’t. This has gone on day after day after day. What can be done? 

You hear his endless ream stories of what his weekends consist of: parties entertaining those girls and more boys like him; inebriated nights so late they turned into early mornings filled with innumerable acts of stupidity. Despite the immaturity and lack of intelligence in the tales he tells, you find yourself intrigued. You even wish your name had come up in one of the stories, if only in an act of stupidity.

But then you applaud yourself for not stooping to the level of those girls: their inherent, incessant need to conform, to fill the mold of “perfection,” astounds you. “I don’t need to become something for anyone!” you think. Your freshman year is almost at an end, but you still find yourself wishing to at least be friends with that boy.

There you are, sitting with your friends, listening to them now recount nights that involve that boy. They invite you to attend next weekend, as they have countless times before. Stricken, you wonder which choice to make. Attend the “event” and you run the risk of turning into one of those girls. Skip out on your friends once again and they may not extend the invitation the next time. You accept, swearing once more to yourself that you will not become one of those girls. You will attend this one party, drink club soda and perhaps make new friends.

Before you know it you are a junior in high school. You recall pieces and parts of nights from your sophomore year, though it is only on a rare occasion that you can remember an entire night spent with your friends. You were entered into a whole new world with that “one” invitation acceptance way back as that freshman girl you barely remember anymore. You are having the time of your life, making memories and friends you only wish you could remember, and loving every minute of it.

You begin to feel the wear and tear on your body and mind. You don’t sleep on the weekends, and the numerous sports activities you participate in and schoolwork allow for little of it during the week. Every headlight that drives by seems to be a police officer, taking a toll on your nerves. 

You know you’re getting into a nasty routine that must be broken. Your friends, on the other hand assure you that it’s all part of what they went through as well. 
“You’ll get your bearings!” they insist. “You up for this weekend?” another inquires. Though you don’t know why, you reply with a positive answer and proceed to yet another party, another bonfire, another barbecue, and another and another.

Your junior year is halfway through and it hits you: you are one of them. Them. You have become that which you swore to never become; you are one of those girls. You glance almost unwillingly at the corner of your shirt and are astonished to find a tiny embroidered animal. Though that boy that started it all is far out of your range of interest by now, you smell that perfume you once cringed at the smell of, emanating from your very self. Disgusted, you begin to cry.

You detest what you have been molded into and you proceed into a crash course to reverse the process. You swear you will find yourself again. Surely your friends will be behind you; they wouldn’t abandon you simply because you refused to consume some amber-colored liquids anymore, right? Wrong. Your breaking of the mold, your refusal to even place yourself in the presence of it makes you the outcast. The joke. Their abandonment hurts you deeper than you thought it would, but you keep this promise you made for yourself.

A few of your friends emerge from the scene you recently escaped. Drones they remain though their comfort is welcome. You see that boy again, wondering how he had such an effect on you back in those days of your freshman year. Those eyes are not quite the sapphires you once thought they were; his charm and wit have shown their true colors as immaturity and idiocy; the sandy-blonde hair is truly the color of stagnant dishwater.

You see that boy and realize it’s over. You no longer feel the incessant need to be accepted by boys like him. You no longer worry about being one of those girls. When someone asks you who you are, you reply simply with, “I can tell you one thing: I’m not one of those girls,” and you feel liberated at the thought.

You are free.
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