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I’m Just a Girl
Yoshitake Manaka (National Institute of Technology, Oita College)
“Hey, that girl was speaking ill of me. Can you believe it?” “Hey, this girl is getting carried away. Disgusting, isn’t it?” I often heard girls saying these words in my junior high days. One day, two girls came up to me and said, “You are not our friend anymore!” What happened? I heard later that somebody made up a story that I was criticizing them. Once gossip spreads among girls, they tend to stick together and criticize a target, whether it’s true or not. “How cunning and selfish girls are!” I thought. So I kept away from such girls and spent most of my time with boys, because being around them made me feel like myself.

Why I chose to study at Kosen was because Kosen has very few girls. But again, I had the same trouble. One female classmate began to tell others, “Manaka is messing with my boyfriend!” It was her misunderstanding. Yes, I enjoyed talking with her boyfriend, but I did nothing wrong! I yelled in my mind, “Why can’t you believe me? Why don’t you ask him whether it’s true or not?”

Why do girls accuse the same gender first when such trouble happens? I’ve once asked my most reliable female: my mother. “Mom, if Dad had an affair, which would you blame, Dad or the other woman?” She said, “Oh, neither, Manaka. I would get enough consolation money from both!” Her answer didn’t make any sense to me.

It was when I was fed up with all this trouble that I decided to go to Canada for more open relationships. Surprisingly in Canada, I made female friends; I didn’t have to worry about the burden peculiar to Japanese women.
After a short while, I met a nice Canadian family with a small girl. The girl and her mother were big Japanese fans, so they invited me to stay with them. I was so happy; I especially enjoyed talking with the mother for hours about love, my future: everything!
But one day, my host mother suddenly asked me to leave. I was so shocked and surprised when I heard the reason later from her friend. She suspected a relationship between her husband and me. Again I was accused by the same gender because of chatting with her husband while she was out on business. Whatever the nationality, women suspect the same gender in such occasions, I thought.

Depressed and disappointed, I soon left their town. I didn’t want to be with girls any more, except Jana, a German girl I met. Jana was different. She didn’t suspect or accuse me whatever gossip she heard, which made me feel comfortable. 

But when I told Jana about the host mother, her face turned red and said, “No way! Your host mother is crazy!” I was surprised at Jana’s words, but happy because she got angry for me. Satisfied with her reactions, I began to criticize the host mother. After that, I said to Jana, “Ah, I feel so good!”.
Just then, I came back to myself. “Hang on! I’m now enjoying criticizing the host mother with another girl even though I liked her. I’m spreading gossip, posing as a victim, about the host mother without asking her in person why she made me leave. This is the very thing that the girls I hated were doing! If Jana had told me that I might have been at fault, I would have been hurt more.”

Now I understand those girls’ feelings: perhaps, those girls in my school days were healed by sharing their hurt feelings among other girls. And the other girls around them were just pretending to enjoy criticizing me in order to soothe their friends. I didn’t realize that at all!

When I was a child, I was a tomboy: reading boys’ comics and playing baseball with boys, so I believed in a pure friendship with boys. Even when a boy had a girlfriend, I didn’t care. I thought, “I’m doing nothing wrong because I have no romantic feelings for him.” But now I recognized that this was just a convenient excuse. After all, I was expecting the boy unconsciously to care about me as a special girl different from other girls, under the name of “A friend”

I should say that I’ve tried to make myself look cool, but I have the same feminine feelings as other ordinary girls. 

Girls are annoying and complicated to understand. But, true friends that I’ve been looking for are such annoying girls, not boys. Based on this experience, I’ve decided not to have any prejudice against girls, and I will cherish the same wonderful feminine feelings inside me. I’m just a girl, but being a girl has made me what I am.
      Thank you for listening.

