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For one year now I have been engaged in maintaining the cordial arrangement of this friend 

group, attempting to memorize the names and faces of some ten odd people I have convinced myself I 

like. It’s not a simple matter. I am impressed by our reluctance to go out alone in the world. There have 

been times, in moments of overwhelming solitude or overwhelming company, that I have considered 

leaving this group. Last Friday I found myself hoping that, as if by witchcraft, all group chats, secret 

handshakes, photos, nicknames, lunch tables, memories, Saturday night plans would slip from my 

conscience, like sand through an hourglass, fading not by force but by the creeping reality of time. But 

this did not happen. My friends and I exchanged pleasantries and shared embarrassing truths over a game 

of Wii, and I attempted to distance myself from them, but a year old clique ties as many strings around 

you as fly in a web. You can try to untangle yourself, but to fully break loose takes great confidence and 

real independence.  

It is not possible to avoid falling prey to the gentle beast of adolescent loneliness. A thirteen year 

old girl is a restless house cat: clawing and meowing at the backdoor of independence until she’s let 

outside, regarding the brisk air of solitude for a moment, before begging to be let back in. It’s said that the 

housecat is descended from the middleastern wildcat. F. Lybica, they’re called. Notoriously feral, 

carnivorous, solitary. How many millenia did it take for such fierce independence to give way to such 

steadfast cowardice? When did I lose my ability to be alone? 

Another Friday night, I find myself on a sofa between a girl who answers my polite questions 

monosyllabically and a girl who speaks like an auctioneer. What I really needed at the moment was to 

leave and unite the mute and the motormouth, but social scripture tells me that would be too a bitch move, 

so I remain seated, stuck in a self perpetuated purgatory fueled by my fear of conflict. 



Right in the middle of this conversational tug-of-war, I’m reminded of a hazy memory: years ago 

a hurricane hit my oceanside town, after which my neighborhood swarmed to the wreckage of the beach 

like moths to a flame. I encountered some ten odd neighborhood children rummaging about the tattered 

remains of the tide pool. I was swiftly inoculated into this band of vagabonds and spent the rest of my day 

rolling my newfound comrades down the dunes in an unclaimed tire, laughter bubbling in my chest. 

Though we didn’t know this at the time, the hurricane that had hit just days before was the most 

deadly of the season, killing two hundred and thirty three people and displacing hundreds more. Had I 

known the damage that the hurricane had done, I may have spent the day sulking inside, but in my 

innocence I was able to enjoy the day. We scrambled up the jetty on our hands and knees; we ate lunch at 

overturned picnic tables, the popsicles, the sandwiches, the fluorescent bag of chips;  and then I found 

myself sitting in the cool sand, looking out over the still choppy water, enjoying without fully 

understanding the pleasure of spending time with people I had never met before and would never meet 

again. Nobody had heard of hurricanes or death, or groucphats or friend groups for that matter. The 

realities of the world, large as a natural disaster or small as a Saturday night plan, did not yet matter and 

would not for a long while. 

But that was years ago. As I sit here at this Friday night party in this newly renovated basement, 

surrounded by girls that hold my time but not my affection, I feel the onset of melancholy. I look out 

among their faces; each one is unfamiliar to me. After a year of living idly at the feet of these statues, I 

realize that I will not miss them, them and their Friday night plans. Over a period of three years, I have 

occupied six tribes at Bedford Middle-two with the quiet girls, one with the rowdy girls, three with those 

who weren’t quite either. At this age, I suppose it makes sense for a girl to keep on the move, hunting for 

the perfect arrangement of friends and foes, changing her personality according to every Bat Mitzvah, 

hangout and birthday party. And in every group she abandons she leaves a piece of herself, insignificant 



as it might be, and starts her new life a little more sure of herself, like a lost dog sniffing its way back 

home. 

 


