
Flying Free 

As I sat outside my phone lit up and made a ping sound. I brought my phone up to my face and 

saw Sasha had texted me. The text read as "Do you want to hang out?" I got up, my skin was 

sticky with sweat. I walked inside and saw my mom cooking dinner. I said to my mom, "Can I 

hang out with Sasha?" My mom made a frowning face and said, "I don't like it when you hang 

out with Sasha, she can be mean to you at times." As certain as the sun would rise in the 

morning, I answered with the answer I always said, "That's just how kids play these days." My 

mom sighed and replied with, "Fine, but only for two hours." I said a quick thanks and ran up to 

my room. My phone lit up my face in my dark room but usually my mom would call it the 

dungeon. I texted back, "Yup, I can hangout." I got my bag ready and went back downstairs. I 

said bye to my mom and closed the door. I rang the doorbell at Sasha's house. Sasha's mom 

opened the door and said, "She'll be out in a few minutes." I saw Sasha run down the stairs with 

her bag and said hi to me. I said hi back and we went outside into her backyard. On the textured 

wooden chairs I ran my hands across the arm of the chair. I felt a sharp pain and brought my 

finger to my face and saw a splinter. Sasha said to me, "You're so stupid." Then Sasha spoke 

again, "What do you want to do today? I want to play with the hose and get wet." As an easy 

going girl I said, "Sure that sounds like fun." Sasha turned on the hose and started to spray me 

with it. My wet hair was dripping on my foot. It was like life was in slow motion. The water 

drops would slowly drop off my hair and travel down my body still retaining the shape until it 

would hit my foot and disperse into many other droplets. My train of thought got interrupted 

when Sasha poured a bucket of water over my head. "Oh my gosh!" I said. I picked up the hose 

and started to spray her back. Of course, that did not get far until she stepped on the hose 

allowing no water to come through. She grabbed the nose from me and said, "I'm tired now. Let's 

stop!" Like I mentioned before I was an easy going girl and said, "Okay." If you put us in a side-

by-side picture you could clearly see that I was soaking and she had only a few drops of water on 

her. We went back to the chairs that were nice and hot from the sun. She brought out her tablet 

and opened You Tube. Sasha next said, "I like watching Anime. What do you like to watch?" I 

said, "Oh, I like watching facts about animals." Sasha next said, "You're so weird, that's boring." 

I sighed. I felt that everything I liked or did was stupid or weird.  

 



Two days later. 

The school bell rang. It was like a wave of students who ran out of the school. I thought to 

myself, is school really that bad? Next, I admired the flowers in the field. Sasha ran up to me and 

said, “What’s up?”, followed with a hard push on my shoulder. I fell on the ground. It felt like a 

giant had stepped on me. “ Ha, ha, ha!” Sasha said. I gripped the grass, you could say I strangled 

the grass. It felt like no escape. Like an animal stuck in a trap with no way out. As soon as I got 

up she punched my shoulder. I said a silent ,”Ow.” Kate and Anne walked up to us. Kate and 

Anne were Sasha’s best friends before I was. They were still friends with Sasha but after a series 

of fights and fallouts they were not as close as friends as they used to be. Sasha was a different 

person around Kate and Anne. I guess you could say more nice. But as soon as they would come, 

Sasha would seem to forget all about me and our friendship. Finally the bell rang and we all went 

outside. 

 

One day later. 

Sasha and I went to the park after school. We talked for a bit and swung on the swings. Up and 

down, legs in, legs out, like a pattern. A bit like my life, an ongoing pattern being stuck. Sasha 

got off the swings and sat on the sand. She gestured for me to come and sit with her. I sat with 

her and said, “How was school?” “It was fine. Let’s have a sand fight, it will be fun.” I said, 

“That does not sound like a good idea.” Sasha went ahead with her idea and wiped a handful of 

sand at me. I walked over to the slide, fighting back sad and in pain tears. She came over to me 

and said, “Why did you walk away?” Then smacked me on my shoulder. I got up and said, “Just 

stop! Why would you do that? I have feelings.” The shoulder she slapped was turning rosy. “I’m 

going home”, I said. The next day at school she walked over to me with Anne and Kate either 

side of her. I felt this empowering rush and said to Sasha, “I cannot be friends with someone who 

abuses me and makes fun of me.” Once I said that I felt freedom, I felt this amazing feeling of 

just freedom. As Sasha walked off angrily, Kate and Anne trailed behind her giving me 

disapproving looks. I felt like a bird, a bird that had been stuck in a cage its whole life, being 

hidden, not being able to have feelings and opinions. Finally, having the door open, finally 

flying, its wings spread open, not being hindered, not being trapped in a cage and finally being 

FREE. This is my story, a bird finally finding its freedom and flying free. 



 

 


