
Just a woman 
 

It was seventeen minutes after six in the afternoon. I was laying on top of a field of 

lilies, which made me feel like there was no quieter, and more heartening place on 

Earth. I was simply looking for shapes in the clouds, imagining all of the adventures 

that awaited me, when all of a sudden a figure caught the corner of my eye. As I turned 

my head around, hoping it wasn’t who I thought it was, my face of dissappointment at 

the realization that it was, indeed, he whom I have been trying to avoid all day, 

responded to the question he was about to ask me: 

- Elsbeth, are you avoiding me?- Thomas asked with a grin on his face he 

unsuccessfully tried to cloak. 

- Thomas, I have asked you countless of times to stop calling me Elsbeth.- I said, 

trying to avoid the question. 

- All right, Elsie, are you or are you not trying to avoid me?- He said with a more 

serious face. 

- Um… Why would you think that? 

- Well, I have been trying to talk to you all day, but every time I see you you just 

seem to disappear. 

- Oh, really? Well that is odd. However, I am late. My grandparents are comming 

to visit, and Mum asked me to go home early to help prepare the house. I’m 

sorry, I’ll see you tomorrow!- I said while I quickly packed my belongings  and 

got up while making that excuse just so as to leave. 

He didn’t even have time to stop me since I left almost sprinting. I felt terrible after 

doing so, because Thomas and I have been really good friends since childhood;  

however, it was necessary for me to get away from that situation as fast as possible 

due to current events. 

 

I live with my mum and my brother in a small village in northern England called 

Grasmere. We´ve never had money to waste; however it was never a problem until a 

shopping centre opened near our town and my mother’s shop’s sales started dropping. 

My father left due to his duty with the army, and we live with the little money my mother 



makes sewing in a small shop she owns, and I take care of my aunt since she is sick 

and has no children that will take care of her. 

I have always envied my younger brother, Fredrick. He is always out with his friends, 

without a care in the world, simply having fun and living the life he desires. However, 

since dad left, I have always felt like I’m responsible to make more money for the family, 

and take care of aunt Margaret, when all I wanted to do was live freely, living a different 

adventure every day. That’s where Thomas comes in.  

We met at the edge of the river in which I always used to play, pretending I was at the 

Amazone river whenever I’d go with mum to do the laundry. However, one day I got 

too far away from the bank and the current started dragging me. I started to scream 

and ask for help, but I was too far away for anybody to listen. I couldn’t see anything 

and the air hardly could reach my lungs anymore when all of a sudden I saw him. He 

took a large stick with the help of his brother, and told me to hold onto it. As I did so, 

they pulled me out of the water and saved my life. We’ve been best friends ever since, 

and we know everything about each other. Well, except for this. 

In a couple of weeks the so-called “annual ball” is being held, and all of the women 

who have come of age are supposed to attend it. As this year has been my 16th 

birthday, I am expected to go as well; however, that is in none of my interest. Hence, I 

have put no effort whatsoever in looking for a date for the ball. Here comes the tricky 

part; the other day, while I was at the town market, I overheard Thomas and his friends 

talking about me, saying he didn’t know how to ask me to marry him, and that he 

wanted to go to the ball with me. His fiends responded him that I am just a woman and 

that I have nothing special. This startled me and ever since I haven’t been able to have 

a normal conversation with him due to the fear that he might actually ask me the 

question. How could he actually even like me? We’re like siblings. Or at least I thought 

so. What am I even supposed to do now, when all I want to do is dig a whole on the 

ground and bury myself in it for ever? I have mentioned before that I only see him as 

a friend, but I am afraid he doesn’t. 

As a woman, I am expected to be soft and desirable for a man, to have a family and 

live happily ever after, but what if that is not what I really want?  

Since I was a little girl I have always dreamed about travelling the world, learning about 

different cultures and meeting people from all walks of life. But ever since I have turned 



16 all that is reminded to me is that I must start looking for a man to make me happy; 

but what if all I need to be happy is myself?  

I feel like I’m trapped in this town, with no way out of this life I never would have chosen 

for myself.  

I feel like I’m suffocating and there isn’t any air left in the world for me. 

I feel like I am the beholder of my life as other people make the decisions for me, and 

I am tired of it. 

I just want to be the owner of my life, not be somebody else’s Mrs. 

That is it. I am going to visit Thomas and tell him that I will not attend the ball with him. 

I just need to go home and wash my face to prepare how I will deliver the bad news.  

I was thinking of how I would tell Thomas, when I reached my home and found my 

mum sitting on the couch awaiting me. I found this odd since she should be at work 

right now, but before I could ask what was going on, I got closer to the living room and 

found Thomas’ father there, sitting in front of my mother. That is when they told me 

they had made an arrangement for Thomas and I’s wedding next year, and as I ran 

away from that room with tears flooding my eyes, I heard my mother saying we needed 

the money and she had to close her shop due to the lack of customers. 

My world has been crushed. All of my lifelong plans have been destroyed. I loved 

Thomas, but not in that way, and if he can’t accept the fact that I will never love him as 

he loves me, then I will simply not be able to respect him as a person anymore. 

 

After a long walk, I returned home expecting an apology from my mother, but all she 

did instead was talk. We talked for hours, and as I tried to talk some sense into her all 

she said was that I am just a woman, and that is what I am supposed to do. She made 

me realize there was no other way. There was no “dream life” for me, and all of the 

adventures I was longing for were nothing more than a fantasy.  

 

The wedding is in a year, and since I can’t escape my faith, all I can do is accept it. 

Accept the fact that I’ll never be free again, and that my job is to help my family. Our 



financial problem has stabilised thanks to our deal with Thomas’ family, and all I had 

to give up was my freedom. A freedom that was never really mine, since everyone has 

told me, I am “just a woman”. 


