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I remember being so happy when I got my Instagram account set up. I love taking 
pictures, and it seemed like I’d graduated into some new realm where I could 
communicate directly with not just my far-flung friends and relatives, but with the world 
at large. 
 
In the first month, I posted pictures of my dog, Master, and pictures of my friends and 
me at the Exploratorium. I posted pictures of things I’d seen and found interesting, 
including a dead whale that washed up on Ocean Beach. Usually I’d get four or five likes, 
and a comment or two.  
 
One day I posted a picture of a friend of mine, who I’ll call Yesenia. She’s my age, 16, and 
is kind of a fashion star at our school. She always has the latest looks. So I took a picture 
of her standing in the school foyer, as she posed like Tyra Banks.  
 
My account is public, and I’d never thought much about it being public. But when I 
posted that picture of Yesenia, everything changed. It was viewed hundreds of times. 
The comments were posted by strangers, and most of them they were sexist and 
offensive. It was like a hundred sick vultures had swooped down to denigrate my friend. 
 
Yesenia saw all this and came to me, crying. Please take it down! she asked. I did, 
immediately. But someone had taken a screenshot and posted it on another Instagram 
account. It was out of control. It was a meme. The sick comments only increased. People 
from all over the world were objectifying Yesenia because of my picture, a picture I 
thought was cute and innocent. Yesenia stopped coming to school. She missed a whole 
week.  
 
Finally, when our school counselor heard about all this, he was able somehow to delete 
all the images of Yesenia from Instagram. I have no idea how he did it. Maybe the police 
got involved.  
 
I learned a lot from that experience. I learned to make my Instagram private. I learned 
that if I post something with my friend’s picture in it, I’m responsible for what happens to 
that picture. I learned that there are a lot of sick people in the digital world, and 
unfortunately before posting anything, we have to think about how these sick people 
might use what we post.  
 
The next time I took a picture of a friend, I decided to just show her. I didn’t need to post 
it. She loved it, and just looking at that photo, giggling about it together, was better than 
any hearts or likes or comments I could ever get online. 



 


