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Yellow Grass 

By Alisa Boswell 
 

Yellow grass… as far as the eye could see. That is all anyone could ever see. Flat, dead grass 

spread for miles. She could feel it tickling her toes as she stood barefoot in the field. She always 

came out into the fields in her bare feet, much to the disapproval of her mother. Her blond hair 

waved in the wind in almost the same way as the grass beneath her feet. She often laid down in 

the middle of the empty fields in the hopes that she would just blend in and vanish into the earth, 

her yellow hair becoming part of the grass and her brown eyes and skin becoming part of the 

earth. Sometimes she would lay there and imagine herself sinking into the earth, becoming 

something bigger and better than what she was.  

 She went to school. As a matter of fact, that was all she did. Just went to school and read 

books and wrote papers about those books. Why? Why did she do it? She questioned this now 

more than ever before. She was just a part of the social institution now, that social institution that 

everyone at school loved to talk about. She was there to follow the trend, to act as everyone else 

in society expected her to. One of her teachers talked about social institutions. He said that 

everyone was trapped in one and anyone who fought to be different would be destroyed. She 

could see this all around her as people paid their taxes and went to church. She too was an 

institution; she was the student. What did that even mean? She used to think it meant something 

important. Sometimes she still did. But most of the time, she felt as if she was only living up to 

the expectations of others. The biggest question that continually played in her mind was whether 

or not she was really making anything of herself at all or if it was just the American’s man’s 

game of making her think she was doing so. Institutions. Everyone talks of these institutions—

Fight against the system, believe in your own rights, siege the norms of society. What did any of 

it mean? Would any of it matter anyway? No matter what you did, you would still lose. She 

never understood what it meant to be normal. When she was little, she thought she knew better 

than the people of the American system. They spoke of bettering the world, but they never did. 

Later, she thought that whether she knew better or not, cooperation was the best means of 

survival for her. Now she was not sure if she knew anything at all. School taught her so many 

things—things that made all the sense in the world yet none at all. What was the point of all this 

learning if in the end, you are in the same position as before? Why do people learn when it 

doesn’t let them move forward? Everyone is just standing still. Including her. She was always 

standing still, silent and watching. She watched her books; she watched her teachers; she 

watched her fellow schoolmates; she watched her parents.  

 Whether silently watching or actively participating, she felt as if she always learned only 

one thing: Everyone hurts. In a sense, school was an escape from the hurt of the world. She could 

see it in other students’ eyes as they stood in the hallways. That look that said, “Now it is time to 

leave school and face life again.” At home, she saw that look in her mother’s eyes every time she 

started to leave the house. Her mother’s look said that she was leaving her parent’s protective 

sphere, the place where they could keep her safe and warm. Now she was in that cold, harsh 

blanket of reality. She could feel it too. Every time she stepped outside, she could see the ugly; 

she could see the hurt. In her classes, the problems of the world and people were often the topic 

of discussion. But in school, these problems hurt less. In class, she was allowed to speak out 



against the ugly and the hurt caused by it. She was able to write papers on social, political, and 

racial issues. She was allowed a voice. But as soon as her feet carried her outside of the 

classroom, all of the reality would come sweeping over her again, as if it had been lingering in 

the wind, waiting just for her. The classroom discussions, the analytical papers she wrote—none 

of it mattered when she was outside the classroom; none of it made a difference. So why did she 

keep doing it? Because that is what everyone said she had to do. Whether she makes a difference 

or not, what else is there to do? This yellow haired girl closed her eyes and pretended she was 

melting into the earth. She could almost feel it absorbing her like quicksand. She wished it 

would. As she fell into her chasm of earth, she wondered if this was always going to be as good 

as it gets. 


