
Water fountain – A story by Osaretin

I’ve always found words clearer than people. At school, words made sense, but

people didn’t. They were young, beautiful, and so unkind, as if made from both

plastic and flesh. They used words they didn’t understand, words passed down from

their parents, tainted by a prejudice they didn’t even know they held. But they were

just kids, caged within the walls of their privilege, never needing to see beyond. 

I wasn’t kept inside those walls. I was different, and I saw everything outside them. 

Their words didn’t scare me, not then—I’d heard it all before, too many times to

count. “Why is your skin like that?” “Go back to where you came from.” Words aimed

to push me out, yet I stayed, impervious. 

I went to a posh all-girls Catholic school. It was the worst—full of girls who believed 

they were entitled to everything simply by existing. They competed to see who was 

the best, though they never had a way to measure it. Every day, it was something

new: hair, makeup, clothes. I lost, every time. Eventually, I stopped trying. My curls,

tight and untamed, were always “too short,” “too frizzy.” One girl even called it “wild.”

I didn’t know what to say. How could I argue when she had the hair I’d always

wanted—fiery red, soft, shiny, barely brushing her shoulders? She had it all, even

the confidence to call my differences flaws. 

They made me feel like an outsider, like I didn’t deserve the happiness they seemed 

to live in. I wonder if they even remember me now, years later. Do they know the

harm they did, the way their words chipped away at me, making me question the

things that made me, me? Do they ever regret it? 

Then Ara joined our school, and for the first time, I felt seen. Her hair was as dark as 

a moonless night, tight curls filling every inch of her head. Her eyes, a deep brown, 

seemed to hold stories that couldn’t be told with words. I was captivated. She was

like me, yet she was fearless. She was everything I wanted to be. 

Talking to her was easy, like breathing. She laughed at my jokes as if I were the 

funniest person in the world. When I spoke, she listened. In a place where everyone 



made me feel small, Ara made me feel seen. And then, those same girls turned their 

attention to her. I feared for her, but she surprised me—within a week, those girls

were in the principal’s office, and soon after, suspended. I could hardly believe it.

Was it that simple? Every time they belittled me, I felt bound and helpless. I’d cry

alone, their words echoing in my mind, tearing down my self-worth, making me

despise my brown skin, my curls, my heritage. But Ara showed me there was nothing

to hate. I was different, yes, but in a beautiful way.

 

After that, we walked home together every day. One afternoon, we wandered into a 

field, overgrown yet striking in its wildness, filled with daffodils, daisies, sunflowers, 

and tulips, each blooming freely in its own space. In the middle of it all stood a

fountain, weathered and worn, covered in graffiti and crumbling at the edges. Yet, its

water still flowed. No matter what had been done to it, the fountain kept giving. 

"Why are you smiling?" Ara asked, watching me. 

I shrugged, words escaping me. I wanted to tell her how the fountain reminded me of

myself - worn but still here, still flowing. 

“Why aren’t you smiling?” I asked back, not expecting an answer. 

“I am,” she said softly.

I looked at her, confused. Her face was calm, her expression relaxed, but no smile in

sight.

“Don’t worry,” she whispered, “I’m smiling… just not on my face.”

Ara had a way of saying things I didn’t always understand, but she taught me that I

didn’t have to understand everything about others to know myself. And somehow, in

knowing her, I began to know myself a little better too.




