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The Strenuous Life

the best games are unplanned. they involve construction paper and tape. they get 
caught underfoot, stuck to your fingers: it’s time for dinner but you can’t switch it off. 
there is a world blooming in your mind. 

i once believed that boys have the greatest adventures; they get the cooler toys; they 
have more fun. though i no longer believe that, i am perturbed that i used to with such 
wholehearted conviction. i had to be the princess, hiding under a chair in the dining 
room when my cousin came to play, waiting for him to rescue me from outer space or 
dragons. it was very boring. i wanted to be the knight, the astronaut, the hero. i wanted 
that power. 

the power to fantasize and play on a rainy day. 
the power to let your imagination run wild and unchecked. 
the power to move cheap plastic armies across a teal blue rug through a living room 
fortress. 

the power of annexation, real and imaginary. the power to define “real” and “imaginary.” 

what happens when the fantasy never ends? when one day you become a red-and-
blue-tie policy maker by day, yet remain the boy with a wooden sword at night? or 
rather, when you are both by day and by night? when your plastic armies and super 
soakers become missile-laden drones and the command of 2,220,412 troops? 

what happens when you truly believe that boys have more fun, yet you now have the 
power to carry on what they started, when you swallow that fantasy and when it 
swallows you? give me a seat at your table. let me sit at the head of this table. this is my 
table now. you may have built it, but now it is mine. 

there is a question of rules. if i now own the board, if i have taken your scissors and 
tape, can i change the rules of your game? or do i too become the prince, the explorer, 
the fighter jet pilot? will i win glorious recognition in the end? will you swoon for me? 

there is a new world blooming in my mind. 


