
Only Two Letters 

“Yes.” I cannot say no… I have always longed to be able to utter this response, but I 

have failed to do so countless times. It's the phrase that some have all the courage to say and, 

on the contrary, some inevitably fear this word. Simple. So simple. “No” only consists of two 

letters, yet it is one of the hardest things for myself to express. I wish I had the courage like 

others for this simple word to be spoken from my mouth.  

“Yes.” When I feel the word no must be spoken, my mind floods with nerves of how 

unpleasant the reaction will be. What if the question was rhetorical? Conveyed as a question, 

however,  a demand in reality.  Intimidated, I feel that I really have no choice but to say yes. 

 Every question I am faced with makes me feel as small as a mouse, being played with 

by a ferocious lion before it finishes its appetizer. The lion always wins, always causes fear in its 

prey before it completes its job. Why must others feel like scary lions to me? Why can't I make 

myself the mighty one instead of the tiny scared one? Why do I flee and hide when asked 

questions instead of fighting and conveying my true emotions?  

“Yes.” Hiding my true thoughts and feelings has led me to doing things I never would 

have wanted myself to do. I wish I could articulate this little word to others because I could have 

avoided so many instances that led me to feeling like an inconvenience and a prisoner.  

“Yes.” If I had just said no, I wouldn't have dated the boy who made me feel like an object. If I 

had just said no, I wouldn't have been put into a competition that I wasn't ready for. If I had just 

said no, I would have avoided the friendship that not only hurt me once, but twice. There have 

been so many times where feeling forced to speak the three worn letters resulted with bad 

endings. 

“Yes.” In 9th grade, there was this boy that I used to be friends with. Oftentimes, he'd 

ask if we could be together; however, I had no interest. While saying no was still hard for me, I 

would often say “maybe later” or “we'll see” — this response never ended his request. Along 

with this, he would pick on me in different ways and further down the road it started to become 
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unpleasant. After almost a year of repeatedly turning down his offer in different ways, I gave in. I 

decided just to give him the answer he wanted because I had such a hard time saying no to 

him; not that saying no wouldn't make a difference anyway. I felt that telling him no would make 

me a bad person because I wasn't giving him a chance. Not even an hour into it did I regret it. I 

entered a relationship that was one-sided; I gave him support and spent time with him. What did 

I get in return? I got nothing but disrespect. He didn't even want us to be in a public relationship; 

we were to be friends in public and barely speak when apart. Not only that, but he saw me as an 

object. First day into the relationship, I was asked things that I never wanted to hear at 14. 

When I gained the courage to tell him no for the things I wasn't ready for, he asked for an open 

relationship. I was a letdown; I didn't give him what he wanted, the no meant nothing to him. So 

what was his struggle for me to say yes even for? Why did I even feel the need to say yes when 

this is how the result would have been? The teasing, the pressure, the mistreatment: all for a 

yes. All because no wasn't a response I was capable of saying; I was mistreated and objectified. 

Why go through this pain? Why can't I build that courage to say no initially? Why can’t things 

end in the way I hoped for, for once, when I do say no?  

“Yes.” A competition opportunity was given to me last year. One where I would prepare 

for and succeed in. Only I didn't have the willingness to do it. I felt I wouldn't be able to put all of 

my passion and best work into it. Although I have spent a year practicing my graphic design 

skills, the Skills USA competition was one I feared. I was told I'd have to sit for five hours and do 

a little task that seems easy enough, yet I didn't want to. I was nervous to sit in front of a judge 

and I was worried I would look unqualified for the competition because I didn’t believe in my own 

talents. When my teacher asked me if I wanted to do it, I had told him it wasn't for me; it wasn't 

something I had longed to do. I thought this is where the conversation would end. Little did I 

know this request was actually an imposition. My no went in one ear and out the other when he 

signed my name up for the competition without my knowledge. The horror that sank into me 

when I found out—only 20 days prior—that I was entered into it. Later I thought, maybe it 
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wouldn't be so bad, only five hours and a small task, this'll be swift. Wrong. Eight hours of 

endless screen time that lead to the worst panic attack of my life. The “Advertising Design” 

competition was nothing like my teacher told me it would be. It was very long and intimidating. 

My competition was the first out of all the students who came for competitions, too. Seven in the 

morning and my teacher led me to failure. I hadn't had the supplies I needed, nor the support, I 

didn't know how long I’d be there (didn't have anything to eat during it), and no teacher was with 

me to assist my questions before the start. Seven hours and fifteen minutes in, I couldn't take it 

anymore, I had to leave. My panic attack set in, and I was by myself in the huge Amway Hotel, 

lost in my thoughts of dishonor and disappointment. I wish my no would have set into my 

teacher's head instead of rolling off into the abyss as he typed my name in. Then I wouldn't 

have felt the disappointment that melted into my heart and the fear of telling my teacher I failed 

him. Why must it not be taken so insignificantly? Why must my request not be set in stone? Why 

is it that I failed my classmates and teacher with something I didn’t agree on in the first place? 

“Yes.” My best friend doubted me. She believed I would become someone I would hate 

because of the person I loved. I had the courage to fight for my relationship and end the 

friendship that didn't believe in me. Time after time she came back, trying to be my friend again. 

Because of all the pain I had gone through when she doubted me, I decided I wasn't going to let 

her back in—that was the plan anyway. I told her no multiple times; I had no trust in her and I 

truly believed bringing her back in my life wouldn't go the way I wished it could have been. Oh 

was I right. She started to hang out with my friends and soon she was a part of every activity we 

did. I began to question it: would letting her back in my life heal past wounds I still carried? 

Would I be able to be her friend and forget all that she had done? Would this friendship be worth 

bringing back? She was a good friend despite her judgement. She also told me that she had 

grown as a person and gotten better about her jealousy and judgement—I believed her. After 

saying no to this friendship numerous times, I finally said yes, which I later regretted. Everything 

went well after we exchanged apologies. I said it would take time to get close like we had used 
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to be, but, within a week, I was going to her house often and we were as close as ever. It 

seemed the separation of our friendship made us stronger. She had proven to me she had 

grown up and matured more; therefore, my trust grew back. A small part of me still resented her 

for our past, but I pushed it aside because I truly thought this friendship would work out until she 

showed her past traits again. Three months later, I started to see her old self again. She started 

making fun of others that I cared about and badly gossiped about other people. She became 

jealous that I let my other friend back into my life after a similar situation. Jealous that my friend 

let me back in and not her when she became jealous and judgy with her too. Not only that, but 

she also judged me for becoming friends with her again and began calling me her “slave.” She 

begged for me to be my friend again, yet she disagreed when I let my other friend back in? I 

don't understand it. She wasn't taking no for an answer and she never changed, so why did I 

even try? Why was my answer not cementing in her brain? Why can't she just be okay with my 

wishes and let me move on with my life? 

“Yes.” Why is it that no isn’t a real answer to anyone? The number of times I have said 

no to people and it sounded like another language to them that they couldn’t understand was 

endless. It's so easy for people to not listen to the simple two-letter answer, to ignore others' 

wants and needs for their own, to push people past their limits for favors. Just like the ferocious 

one’s traits. They have confidence… confidence that they can overrule people's decisions. They 

are resilient…resilient to the answer that they weren’t looking for and find a better way to 

receive their preferred response. They are determined…determined that no matter what, they 

will get the answer they are looking for. When the poor little mouse utters “no” in its shy little 

voice, the lion goes mad. It does anything to get what it wants when they want it. Sooner than 

later, the mouse will feel peer pressured and think it has no other choice but to answer yes to 

the mighty one; the one who brings fear in their eyes, who makes their little bones shiver with 

panic, makes their mind go in circles due to the terror. Why must this little mouse feel so afraid 
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and fragile? What makes these large lions feel proud of making me feel so small? Why can’t I 

be like them? “Yes,” “yes,” “yes,” “yes,” “yes.” This isn't right… 

“No.” I can be courageous. I can be resilient. I can be determined. Only I don't want to be 

like them. Not as the lion-shaped mind that once brought me fear, but as the best and strongest 

version of myself. One who has learned over time that no matter how many times it takes to say 

no, I need to stand my ground. Although I still have some fear of this short response, I don’t let it 

take hold of me. I am stronger than that. While the lion seems mighty, they are also 

manipulative and greedy creatures. I don’t want to be that. I want to be the one who feels 

comfortable accepting and denying offers. Not only that, but I shall not put fear and horror into 

the shy ones who I once shared similar feelings with. I can accomplish this by being accepting 

of the responses I receive when I ask favors—not demands—of others. I will help show the 

ones who feel small that they can stand up for themselves, I will make everyone feel heard and 

accepted, I will make everyone see their worth like I do now.  

“No.” The lion is someone who I never want to be, someone I never want to share the 

same personality and traits with. I want to be my own being that brings light into this world 

instead of darkness. I won't put fear into others, rather I will show them respect. I will bring out 

the best in them. Most importantly, I will encourage them to hold their heads high as well. Do I 

still feel like a mouse? Yes. Not because I am shy and afraid, but because I am open. Open to 

the fact that some feel the way I once felt and I can help them see their true selves. Open to 

giving others respect and accepting when they are not willing to do my favors. Open to saying 

this 2 letter word that I have longed to do so effectively for so long and keeping my ground when 

I am not being heard. 

“No.” I can finally say “no.” 
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