Study Session








          Abby Kirk    

The girl, hiding behind designer sunglasses, straightened her pink blouse, smoothed her white skirt, and with a single twist of her hand, hid her shoulder-length blue hair entirely beneath a rose-colored baseball hat. 


Sammie, sitting across the room, had been gawking at the school diva. It wasn’t everyday you see the most popular girl in school sporting blue hair. Smirking, Sammie looked back down at her math book to try and at least start the assignment before her tutor got there. Alicia saw the smirk and whipped her head around with such force that her ponytail would have smacked her in the eye, had it not been tucked away under her hat.

“Can I help you with something?”


Sammie restrained the laughter building up in her throat, and shook her head. Alicia took this as further insult. She stood up quickly, knocking her rhinestone encrusted calculator to the floor, and stormed across the classroom. Sammie turned her head, pretending to be enthralled by the Pascal’s Triangle poster on the wall above her desk. 

“I said, can I help you with something? Is there some sort of comment you would like to make about my appearance? My skirt perhaps? My earring choice? Or something else?” Alicia gestured to her hat, and then slammed her hands down on the desk. Sammie kept staring at the poster, ignoring the cheerleader. 


“How do you think Pascal came up with this triangle? I never have been any good at puzzles.” 


“Humph!” 

“It’s not that bad, you know.” Sammie said, after Alicia had stomped back over to her own desk. 

Alicia glared at her. “You wouldn’t understand.”


“It’s just hair.”


“Actually,” Alicia started, “it’s more than that. So I don’t need your sass right now, okay? All I was trying to do was start a new trend. The blonde was a little boring, so I decided to go brunette, and add some flair with a blue streak or two. But my incompetent hairdresser mixed up the streak and the base, and suddenly I had blue hair! Then I skipped math yesterday and tried to fix it, but it only made my hair bluer. And now I have to go to this stupid study session to make up the quiz I missed.”

Sammie’s mouth was open. “You did this just to make yourself stand out? You’re like the most popular girl in the school. How much more could you stand out?”


Alicia scoffed, a piece of blue hair falling out of her cap and tickling her nose. “Half the school looks like me. I used to find it flattering, I guess, but when I could barely find myself in the junior class picture, I wanted to stick out. I just didn’t expect to stick out this much.” 

The two girls sat silently for a moment. Then Sammie turned to Alicia. “By tomorrow, half the school will have blue hair.” She typed something into her calculator, and scribbled an answer on her paper. 

“That’s just what I need right now. Half the school mocking me.” 

“You don’t get it. They won’t do it to mock you, they’ll do it to imitate you. Your confidence makes the hairstyles and clothing appealing, not what you wear. If you act like you wanted it, everyone else will want it to.”

Alicia paused, considering this. “You know, you’re right. So what if it was a mistake? I will rock this mistake, and make everyone else feel pathetic for not having blue—no, azure—hair.”


Sammie grinned, and began picking up her things to move closer. “See, the glass isn’t always half-empty.”

“Excuse me, but my glass is always full. I don’t get half of anything.”


“You want to maybe, uh, hang out some later. After this?”

Alicia eyed Sammie with contempt and laughed. “Puh-lease.” She grabbed her purse from the chair next to her and shrugged it on her shoulder.


“Wait,” Sammie called, “aren’t you going to wait for the math tutor?”


Confidence fully restored, Alicia pulled off the cap, leaving it sitting on the desk. Her blue locks fell gently around her shoulders. “Of course not. All my outfits were for me as a blonde. If I’m gonna pull off azure, I need a whole new wardrobe. I don’t have any time to waste on math.” 


With a snide smile, she walked out the door, not even bothering to shut it behind her.

