
 

14 
 

Kai Seastrom 
 

Bio: My name is Kai Seastrom and I am a 9th grade student from North Carolina. My 
work has previously been featured in The America Library of Poetry’s book, 
“Illustrious”. I plan to pursue writing as a career in the future. 

 

We Don’t Get to Choose 
1. What if I began by saying that I wasn't , actually, who you thought I was. What 

if I were to speak this in a hushed whisper, shared only to you and the night, hands 

fisted in the stars as I spoke. The quiet voice I murmured those words in then 

(looking over at you, looking over at me, blanket pulled near over our heads), made it 

sound more like a confession than anything. However, it wasn’t quite that type of 

confession; that would come much later.  

2. And so,  it became more than a thought. An action, a feeling, those hushed 

words I spoke turning into something tangible. Almost as though I could reach out 

and touch it, something I hadn’t been able to do before. Tracing the grooves and 

edges with my fingers, finding the divots until it became a familiar pastime, rolling it 

over and over in my mind until it’s once unfamiliar paths became worn and well-

known.  

3. “Well, and what of it?” yYou said, sprawled out contently on the uncomfortable 

chair in my room, eyes flicking up to me from your tablet screen. What of it? I had to 

admit to you that I didn’t quite know yet, that I wasn’t quite able to understand where 

it was taking me or what it was doing, other than the fact that I quite felt like the 

magnificent picture frame of my life lay before me just then and that the painting I 

previously had planned for it felt wrong now, somehow.  

4. I admit that, then, it felt like I was sailing through uncharted territories, map 

blank, unfamiliar scenery surrounding me on all sides (despite the strange fact I felt 

as though I had been there before, as though I had been there my whole life). Now 

though, however, I wish, if anything, I could tell my past self that, it does get easier, 

or, at least, it does get less confusing, just give it some time. 
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5. “But what kind of change would it be, really?” You said, and I had to agree, 

except it would’ve actually been quite the change if you didn’t know me so well. As it 

was for everyone else, I might add. But what kind of change would it be, really?  

6. People generally advise to stay away from that which hurts you, but if it leads 

to something brighter, then wouldn’t it be better to brave the pain now in an attempt 

to get closer to the light? Those were the thoughts running through my mind when 

we sat together, and I confessed once again to you I was thinking of waiting a little 

longer. Maybe easing into it more, rather than doing it with a large shock, like a 

cannonball crashing violently into the once-tranquil waters of my life. You just 

shrugged, trusting me to know myself best. That was one of the things I liked about 

you.  

7. Do not, however, make the mistake of thinking that it’s set in stone, I warned 

myself. Was it more of just an awakening? If I were to take action, would I regret it 

later? These thoughts circled my mind as if they were vultures above a carcass, and 

on more than one occasion I found myself doubting I would ever tell anyone but you 

at all. “Just give it a little more time,” you would always say, and that would be that. 

8. Now that I’m looking back I’m glad I listened to you, for I don’t know what 

would’ve become of me if I hadn’t. You tend to give me the right direction to take:; 

the Clotho to my Janus, and on more than one occasion (such as cutting my hair) 

you helped, gently nudging my tentative hand holding the paintbrush to make a 

broader stroke. 

9. Do not, however, seek to say that everyone will accept me as I am, for that is 

not true, no matter how hard we both wish it to be. False kindness will only go so far, 

for what is to happen when I realize my security built on those walls has no more 

stability than a wall of sand? And when the tide comes crashing in, where will I land? 

You may be there to catch me, but I will have to learn to walk on my own someday. 

And having legs made of sand will do me more harm than good. 

10. Then, when I was actually facing them, sitting across from me on a park 

bench, the words caught in my throat, sticking there like a bird in a thornbush. I took 

a deep breath, and looked at them, the words flying out before I realized, as I now 

know is the way of a self-imposed barrier, and I almost went to capture them, to 
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bring them back in, before realizing it was too late. And how lucky I am to have been 

unable to stop them, for I now know that thorn bushes only cause pain to those 

trapped inside them, and that the world outside is a much better place, if a little 

daunting.  

11. Why? People often ask me this question. I never know how to respond. We 

don’t get to choose how we feel on the inside, I want to say. We just don’t get to 

choose.  

 

  


