	
Learning the power of moving on

By Katie Bridgeman


	As my little brother walked down the worn concrete stairs, I stayed behind him. My mother was already ahead of us, talking to his fourth grade teacher and remaining oblivious to my actions. It has only been one year since my feet had touched those stairs, only one year since I had left the elementary school, but everything around me felt so different. The mulch that sank into the soles of my Converse was not sharp or light in color anymore, but rather graying and rounded. My feet were no longer tucked inside of tennis shoes, the kind that all of the boys bought to try and show off, and I owned as well. My hair was no longer up in a sloppy ponytail, the day-by-day status for my elementary school years. Instead, I had become someone that did not care so much for other people’s opinions, and did not try to fit in with the only people that would not criticize me. I did not hold a football more often than I held pencil and paper anymore; my stories had come back to me. The compressed feeling I experienced from being afraid to speak and afraid to tell the truth had died off in fragments. Most of all, I had finally figured out the world that lied outside of tiny disconnected desks and straight class lines.
	In that world there is more to cry about than the fact that they are tearing down your favorite slide and fort because it is too old and askew. You cannot care about things that small because your heart has to build endurance. In that world there are more people to choose from, but you have to remind and tell yourself, “No one likes you, you are not beautiful and you are not good enough,” or they will run over you. 
	In that world there are people that look no farther than your clothes, and suddenly it is not acceptable to wear denim shorts and T. shirts. In that world there is a sense of vitality found in relationships that last no longer than a week and are altogether pointless.
	People lie about what they say and do to you, but in this world no one tattles to the teacher. They close their lips in tight lines and do not feel sorry for you; no one wants to feel sorry for you.
	But the thing is, no matter how different things become, you always know that these changes are for the better. Anyway, elementary school was no perfect ride on its own. Before you can grow into someone else and move away from the haunting images of the past, you must find something that can be come a goal for you. For me that goal was music, and it became a more powerful thing than I had ever considered it being. I was lost before I knew the opportunities that could open up if I gave my inner wishes a shot.
	After the doors to that playground closed, there were no more girls to gape and point at me. They could no longer shatter my heart with a few words, or lie to the people I thought meant the world to me. They were not gone; I chose to no longer see them.
	No one could strap me on the spinning wheel and spin it so fast that I wanted to throw up but refuse to stop. Never again did I feel the pain in my stomach and the heat rising to my face as two hands grabbed my shoulders and threw me to the ground because it was “just a game,” and no one cared anyway.
	No longer did I spend an hour long recess sitting between the bars of a jungle gym or walking across the black planks that held the mulch in without anyone coming to question me or even ask what was going on. I did not have to do any of this, and I thought that I was happy.
	But as I watched my brother run with the ball between his arms and a smile play across his face as he yelled words at his friend, I thought of how different we were once again. 
	This snow globe is his home, whereas I tried for years to break the glass with every jab that came my way. Maybe I did not openly say it or even think about the future; I was trapped.
	The best lesson middle school can teach you is how to move on, and now I must realize that the best things in life can come from doing just that. Every time I watch a phase go by, moving on seems to be the answer. Things will not become perfect over night, and no, everyone is not going to like you. The pieces that matter are the people that actually will come to you and will not be willing to let go.

