Growing Up is Serious Business!
For anyone who has read the amazing novel ‘Ordinary People’ by Judith Guest, you may recognize this line. When I saw this line, it just made sense. Growing up is exactly like a business. We buy, sell, trade, borrow and lend. This essay is sort of a follow-up to my essay ‘What is the World Coming To?: An Essay on Teen Generalization’. I hate growing up; it sucks. Growing up is a…general thing. Don’t think I’m contradicting myself. All of my readers know that I absolutely hate the word ‘general’. We all experience the ordeal of growing up differently. But we all grow up. No matter where we live, what language we speak, how tall or short we are, how strong or weak we are, blonde, brunette, redhead, Canadian, American, British, Chinese, Polish…we all go through it. You know, we should find a better word for general. Shout out to my readers: can you find me a better word? I’ll love you for it! 
Anyway, so back to the ‘serious business’ thing. Though I’m in a great mood today, I want to get the word out! I want to apologize to all adults who hate when teenagers are rude to them. The following conversation is one I just had with my mother:

Mom: T.K.! What is your problem?

Me: Nothing.

Mom: So he broke your heart. He wasn’t good for you anyway!

Me: Mom he was my first boyfriend! How the heck would you know if he wasn’t good for me! Look at your first boyfriend!

Mom: That is your father! Don’t talk about him like that!

Me: Yeah and look how that turned out! Divorce! I’m sorry I believed that my life would turn out better than yours!

Mom: You are so selfish! Go to your room!

Does that sound familiar? I think we all aspire to something better than our parents. Our parents grew up, but it sounds like we as the new generation have made growing up a more serious business than what are parents had to deal with. My mom didn’t go to university until she was forty. My dad dropped out of college after six months. College isn’t even in my vocabulary and I know that after high school, I want to go straight to university. I don’t want to wait. That is something I brought on myself. I push myself everyday to achieve what I want to achieve. But that’s the business. If you don’t push yourself, you won’t last. 
We borrow people from different groups to experience something new. Most of us find out that we can’t borrow people. My friend did that to have some life experiences, only to realize she had sold her soul to that group. I am no longer her friend. Not because I don’t think it was a good business move. I’ve done the same thing, only this person I borrowed I was already friends with. I was a dancer, she was a drama student. Not a big stretch. I’m now great friends with this girl. What I learned from this transaction: I suck at acting and she’s a horrible dancer. Together we are quite the pair. I didn’t sell my soul to the drama club and she didn’t end up being in our dance company, but we found a happy medium. My former friend was not as lucky. She found herself trapped in a world she did not want to be a part of. Because of her new friends, we mutually stopped being friends. We say hi to each other, but we never mention what great friends we used to be. We are now part of separate worlds without finding a happy medium. Some worlds are just too different. 
We trade in old friends for new ones. Some people go into a new world by choice, hoping to get trapped. Trades…I hate them. I don’t do trading. I have my friends. However different we are from each other, I wouldn’t trade them for the world. 

We spend money to fit in better, but we tend to find it was a waste. We get jobs to say we have a life, but in the end it ends up sucking the life out of us. I hate my boss….

We lend our hearts, only to find that they often come back broken. Hey girls: don’t you just wish guys wouldn’t treat our hearts like toys? They are fragile. Guys: nothing against you. You guys are great. Just some of you need to learn. Some girls need to learn too. My friend is Miss Heartbreaker Extraordinaire. Doesn’t matter. Guy or girl, our hearts get broken. 
This is the business of growing up. We get mad and are rude and piss off our parents. But I don’t know. I guess they don’t realize how hard of a business it really is. The business is different now than from thirty years ago. My question is: which is harder? Hollywood or growing up? Both come with intense scrutiny, but with growing up, it is our peers. People we know personally. At least in Hollywood, you don’t have to see your scrutinizers everyday. Often times they are people you have never met. Like unknown sources. Well, we have unknown sources in school too, but usually their identity is revealed. And when it is, well…sometimes it is someone we thought we could trust. 

I’m still in a good mood though. We all make bad business deals. But I know that we can all get through this. We all make mistakes, but we can all learn from them. Growing up may seem like a death sentence, but it’s really the best thing that can happen. We never stop growing. I just think that the business gets worse in high school. But it will always get better. Never ever think it won’t. 
