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Well I said something. Speech done, faculty appeased, diploma received,
gown off. Check, check, check, check. I stood before my Grandma Jen and

a handful of other relatives. My un-oceanic, blue dress danced around
impatiently in the breeze, the way I was not allowed to do. Get me out of
this crowd, tired of people on every side. 1just wanted a moment, one that
was all mine, in which I could stop and think about what just happened.
About life.

Citrus locks mingle with the earth like oil and water. There together, but
separate. I have my moment now. My long hair is pressed underneath
me as I lay alone in the overgrown field. Perhaps my curls will sit here
long enough to be planted and sprout into something, hopefully not an
addition of me though; I already have more of that than I know what to
do with.

Four years. It's over now. There is no possible, un-humiliating, sane
way to ever go back. I wouldn’t want to either, even if there was. But
that doesn’t mean I know what to do next. For months people have
asked, “What will you do after you graduate?” For months I have
blabbered about anything and nothing that comes to mind upon their
inquiries. But now I see what I wish I'had said—it’s not about what I will
do, it is about who I will be.

These shifting periods in life—they just keep happening, don’t they? I
would be foolish to believe otherwise. And I will always be me in the
midst of them, won’t I? Of course I will.

So if transitioning is actually what makes up the majority of life, and if I
am never completely changing my identity, what is the big deal? Cir-
cumstances will shift, different people will flow in and out, but I think
it’s safe to say I will someday look back on the next four years and see
many parallels with the four I just conquered.

Conquered. That particular term often draws my memory back to a
rainy summer afternoon. Those same two sisters had convinced me into
a ridiculously dorky past time. We were re-enacting and somewhat re-
inventing a Lord of the Rings battle. The oldest was Aragorn, valiant and
passionate, bearing a sturdy blade that was closely comparable to a large
stick. Then there was the next sister, Legolas, smooth, swift and graceful,
grasping an elven bow which also appeared very similar to a large stick.
And lastly, I was Gimli—fiery-spirited, stubborn dwarf. I got a little
stick. I mean, an axe.
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