The Obfuscate Game
Why must life be based solely on a single test. As if high school wasn’t hard enough, your life hinged on one big test: The SAT. Students had adapted many studying techniques their senior years to improve their score, but none was like these two girls.
“Her conviviality had indeed dispersed as her ascetic nature, quite unexpected of such a girl, proved to be contrite due to the events of the poignant celebration.” The smaller one said then turned to the other girl. “Your turn Kristy.”
Kristy sat back and thought for a moment. “Well, Jennifer, let’s see if you can beat this: His words were more than blandishment, quite obsequious in fact, as he attempted to ingratiate through his actions, which she in turn felt chagrin for him causing his attempts to gain her favor to attenuate creating a jocund feeling in her and pathos in many others.”
Jennifer leaned forward, her short brown hair slipping from behind her ear. “Um, I’d go with a tie. While you did have more words than me, I would have to say mine was more articulate.”
“Damn,” Kristy said slumping against the tan bricks. “I suppose you’re right. But wait, who’s to say that you were more articulate than me. I think it could very well be a matter of opinion.”
“True, but I’m pretty sure you are just trying to win this round.”
“Well, then let’s ask somebody? It’s not like we’re the only people on the planet. Hey, Darin!” Kristy yelled out at another senior passing their way. “We need a little of your somethin’ somethin’.”
Darin was very typical of your rap/hip-hop boys. He liked the music, he loved the representation of sex it provided and he loved to piss his parents off with the use of what they called “Ghetto Language.” But he was smart, sure to score high on his SAT’s.
“My somethin’ somethin’. I’m down with that, always up for a sweet little thing like you to get all up in here.” he said following Jennifer’s slender frame.
“Actually,” Jennifer said rolling her eyes. “We need some help with test preparation.”
“Oh, I’m cool. What you be needin’ that you pull me away from my chillin’?”
He sat like a frog on the low wall surrounding a flower bed and propped his elbows up on his knees. Listening intently he bobbed his head as each vocabulary word registered in his head.
“Tough call,” he said. “I hearin’ ya. Seems you fine ladies have it goin’ on, but I’m taking Jenny’s side on this one, she’s up and all over that.”
“Thanks.” Jennifer said then clamped her mouth shut and forced her lips across her teeth. She really hated being called Jenny, though she hated it even more to express her feelings about being called Jenny.
Kristy, always the good friend, jumped in for her. “Actually, it’s Jennifer, not Jenny, not Jen, but Jennifer.”
Darin smiled wide, his grill sparked in the sun. “Now why you got to be like that girl? Jenny is all that, just like my girl Jenny from the block.”
“I thought she went by J-Lo now.” Kristy made it seem more like a statement, not a question.
“Yes, but she’s still my girl Jenny.” He hopped down off the wall and hunching his shoulders he swaggered over to Jennifer. “You wanna chill with me this weekend, I just got paid and this here green is burnin’ a hole in my pocket just waitin’ for me to spend it on a sweet little thing like you.”
Jennifer, always polite, said, “No thank you, I’m busy.” As an afterthought she added, “I’m busy every weekend.”
“Damn girl, why you gotta be like that? It could be off the hook, you and me, you see what I’m sayin’? Oh, well, plenty more where you came from, we cool? We cool.” And with that he walked away.
Now, Jennifer and Kristy didn’t worry much about him, as explained before he enjoyed the implications of sex in today’s popular music and his motto was “always another girl where that came from. Why fight for one when one would come to you.”
“So, does his opinion count?” Jennifer asked even though she already knew the answer.
“Can we really let it? I mean he was all over you, so who’s to say his decision wasn’t a bit swayed by the brain in his pants instead of the one in his head.” Kristy said almost bitterly. It had always been that way. Jennifer was skinny so she always caught the attention of guys. Kristy on the other hand was not skinny, she had stopped shopping in the juniors department in middle school and moved on to plus size just after high school started.
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