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If you are poor, you are someone to be pitied or even be disgusted by.  If you don’t wear the 

same style clothes as everyone else you are an outcast and made felt to feel inferior.  If you are 

of a different racial background you are to be feared or picked on.  We are taught from a very 

early age that different is bad.  If someone does not look, dress, or talk like you than they are 

not worth your time.  I will admit that different can be scary but who are we to decide that 

based on such trivial things another human beings life is less valuable than ours.  

“About 42 percent of kids have been bullied while online with one in four being verbally 

attacked more than once.  About 35 percent of kids have been threatened online. About 58 

percent of kids and teens have reported that something mean has been said about them or to 

them online.  Other bullying statistics show that about 77 percent of students have admitted to 

being the victim of one type of bullying or another.”  Every day someone somewhere is bullied.  

Why might you ask? Simply, because they are different.  I have never been the one to be bullied 

in the traditional sense; however I have been an outsider.  I have witnessed bullying happen 

and laughed along with the jokes even if I don’t personally find them funny.  So I guess you 

could say that I have been a bully.  That’s what high school is though right?  Either fitting in and 

making fun of the ones who don’t or becoming one of those outsiders yourself.  As I come 

closer and closer to the end of senior year I recognize that what happens in these halls 

thoroughly affects our society.  In kindergarten we enter with our minds vulnerable and 

impressionable, at the mercy of our parents and other adults ideals.  We carry those ideals into 

the “real world”, if you will, and infiltrate them into society.  Then these graduates have 

children, send them to school, and begin the cycle again.  The question to ask ourselves is what 

exactly have we contributed to society through these ideals.  We have a choice, we can leave 

these halls and continue on the hurtful stereotypes, or we can change them and carry out new 

enlightening ideals of compassion and companionship.  I don’t know where the idea of pushing 

people down for personal gain became an everyday game, but I refuse to be part of it any 

longer, as should everyone else.   

Everyday I am shocked to see the hurt we cause to others. No one really knows what is going on 

in the victim’s head.  Do they take the words you’ve said, internalize them, and believe them? 

Or do they become distant, isolated, hidden so far inside themselves that they can’t hear you?  

Maybe, the words that you say or the judgmental stares you give them are just the tip of the 

iceberg.  Their lives could be crumbling at the home front and now at school as well with no 

escape from endless torture.  While bullying may be a game to some, depression is most 

certainly not.  To have to deal with the constant feeling of worthlessness and deep aches of 

loneliness and then come to school and have your weaknesses exploited, can be too much at 

times event on the strongest of us.  Depression is a rising issue in most teens today.  I am not 



implicating that the only cause of depression is bullying; however I believe that depression is 

made worse by people who feed on other’s pain and suffering.  Bullying, the act of stealing or 

infringing upon another person’s happiness, has become a cultural phenomenon and must 

come to an end. 

Tears, pain, and suffering, these are the items that feed our society.  We are considered the 

most intelligent and civilized beings on the planet and yet we fail to recognize the damage we 

cause to one another.  Forget about weather, disease, starvation, we ourselves are man’s 

greatest weapon.  We have created our own epidemic based on tearing apart our fellow man.  

We fear the end yet with our words and hateful actions we sprint ourselves to the finish lines of 

life.  I have faith that the groups of people out there that are untainted by our societal views 

will somehow save our race, until then we can only take our own selves into consideration.  

Next time you find someone that is being targeted or even someone you wouldn’t normally talk 

to, go up and say, “Hello, you look really pretty today.” For all you know that one sentence just 

made their day, or even saved their life. 

 

 

 

 


