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Other 

On August 18th, 2019, I had a Facebook event planned. I’d invited over 50 people. I 

ended up canceling it because of how few people would be able to make it, among other 

executive dysfunction type issues. Lindsey was the one person who didn’t get the memo that the 

event was canceled (she didn’t have Facebook because of her extreme helicopter parents, so I 

had texted her the information) and I insisted we should spend a day together before I move to 

say goodbye. I canceled that too. As John Mulaney says, “In terms of instant relief, canceling 

plans is like heroin.” As I get older, it really seems like I’m becoming addicted. 

When I started high school I was all ready to expand my potential friend group to every 

single student at Erie High. Picture day was networking day one, and I spent the day with some 

cool older kids who were mutual friends of David, someone who I probably shouldn’t have been 

spending time with. He showed me his homemade fireworks that day, and I ate at a real sit 

down restaurant without my parents for the first time. I felt so goddamn cool, doing all this stuff 

that my dad would probably worry about, I even met a girl! She carried a knife on her at all 

times, even in her swimsuit. We met up at the local pool and she kissed me once, which was 

enough to send me into a full tailspin and give her a codename with my friends: Purple Pan 

(Purple for the color of her hair, Pan for her sexuality). We maybe spent one more day together 

and then she started dating my friend JT. JT has a pristine track record for stealing my girls, or 

otherwise forcing lesbians who wouldn’t date me anyways out of the closet, maybe that’s why we 
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get along so well, I was destined to date him at some point. After an attempt at getting a junior 

girl to date me instead of just making out in the music wing bathroom, I was back with the same 

group of kids I’d known since 5th grade, which was when I’d moved from extremely-small-town 

Johnstown to slightly-bigger-town Frederick. The portrait of that year is painted in the Red 40s 

and Yellow 5s of skittles and Slurpee food coloring. 

Gravity appears to be my limiting factor, as evidenced by the skill with which I kick Jon 

square in the nuts when I’m in the water. I steal the ball from him with a swiftness that is 

typically uncommon for me. It turns out that keep-away in the pool is my sort of game. Jon is 

obviously not happy with me, but to be fair those nuts of his have assisted in decisions that have 

hurt some of my friends, so I’ll call this getting even. He also probably shouldn’t be spreading his 

fuckboy DNA to the next generation. Call me Darwin. The Skyline pool is our favorite place to 

visit, because it’s so close to a 7-11, which is close to most everyone’s house but mine. Hailey has 

been blessed with a finished basement that is perfect for sleepovers and video games, and as 

long as we keep polite in front of her Christian parents and attempt to stay somewhat quiet, we 

can essentially do whatever we want down there. Right now, we’re all playing Mario Kart, but I 

am hindered by the fact that I grew up with a Wii and we’re competing sans-motion-controls on 

an N64, so I am absolutely in 12th place and content about it. There’s food here, I’m 15, I’m 

being social, Obama is still president, what is there to worry about? After Mario Kart, the boys 

are swiftly sent home so the girls can gossip about them. At this moment, girls includes me, as 

I’d been an out lesbian but still hadn’t had all of my gender revelations. We’d gather under 

blankets and put on our favorite clips from Glee, Dance Moms, Grey’s Anatomy, and whatever 

Marvel thing was popular that day. Then it was time for what I affectionately refer to as the 

sharing circle, where we vent about all that’s going wrong in our lives and wonder if we’re trying 

to one-up each other. Sydney had a tough life, so she’d win, and we’d console her. I’d discuss the 
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frustrations of lesbianism and depression, Hailey would speak about her strict parents, Morgan 

the fear of disappointing her parents. Each night it was another piece to the trauma puzzle, 

working to unlock everyone’s tragic backstory, giving us a new view on everything that they did 

from then on. And, of course, there was the matter of mapping out who had crushes on who, and 

who actually dated each other, who was the most embarrassing former romantic pursuit? In all 

honesty, I’d had crushes on all of them at some point, and even most of the boys before I came 

out, but I’d leave that out for when it wouldn’t freak them out. I’d be the first to fall asleep, and I 

need to thank the universe for giving me friends that don’t draw sharpie dicks on people’s faces 

after they sleep. I was also the first awake, though. I’d sit in silence, watching videos on my 

phone if I’d remembered headphones, snacking on leftover cheez-its and drinking flat soda from 

a 2-liter bottle left open overnight.  

Another weekend, I am sitting and watching Brian and Lily play the Wii in the Erie Rec 

Center’s game room. Brian is a short Asian boy with leg hair that grows in patches and a house 

that we’ve never seen the inside of. Lily is tall, built like a board, and the only one who seems to 

have the same lack of modesty as me. She was with me when I bought my first vibrator, I owe 

her my life. I’m just watching them swing the remotes with reckless abandon, as I am nursing a 

giant swirl rainbow lollipop that I bought for a single dollar at the local Walgreens. It stares me 

in the face every time I walk in there, and it glares at me from the bottom row of the candy aisle 

while my friends seek out Pringles and Arizonas. My frugal nature refuses to let me not buy it. 

It’s the greatest value per candy capita, it’ll last me the whole day while these nerds finish their 

chip bags (60% nitrogen for freshness) in 5 minutes. I am the smart one here. One of us 

eventually gets tired of the same 3 games that they have in the Rec Center, so we head outside to 

lay in the grass with our legs in sun and our faces in the shade. Shitty phone speakers play .mp3 
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files ripped directly from YouTube and we throw unopened tampons at younger siblings who try 

to bother us. They run away screaming.  

Maybe the turning point was the day that they tore down the game room to fill it with 

stationary bikes and start a spin class. We, of course, were never asked to vote on such matters, 

but we were considering rioting. Down with the fitness mom bourgeoisie! Now, the supervised, 

air-conditioned Erie Rec had no appeal except to meet for group projects. I did not live in Erie, I 

lived about 15 minutes away in Frederick, but went to school in Erie (and both of my parents 

worked in the schools there). Frederick was a slightly cheaper place to live, with no town fair 

each summer and a big wooden sculpture of a praying mantis outside of the grocery store. Brian 

goes to Harvard now, Hailey and Sydney to the University of Wyoming, Lily and Morgan to 

University of Colorado, Jon is dating a hot girl I despise. 

Rachel also lived in Erie, and the 18-minute trip to her house accounted for 90% of my 

recorded driving time when I had my learner’s permit. October of sophomore year, she asked me 

out on the closing night of The Diary of Anne Frank, for which I was a pre/post-show museum 

curator. How romantic! We danced around society’s expectations for romance for a few months, 

and then came New Years Eve. Westley through the Halloween party every year and I would 

take New Years, because both of us had responsible parents who were also not very attentive 

meaning we could still have some semblance of fun. That year it was all an elaborate ploy to get 

Rachel to spend the night, and of course that 12:00 kiss. Hailey also stayed the night, but she 

slept in the basement while Rachel and I migrated stealthily into my room to do some serious 

making out. We’d announced that we were together the next day, though the massive hickey on 

my neck was kind of a dead giveaway. Hailey and my dad were not very happy about that. 

We dated for a year and a half after that and we probably spent more time together than 

separate. We were, for some reason, allowed to stay the night at each others’ houses whenever 
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we wanted, which was a lesbian dream come true, but caused me to drift from my friends a bit. 

Rachel was a grade higher than I was, so she came with her own friends and I started eating 

lunch with them because it meant more time with her. She got rejected from her dream school 

and accepted into Berklee Boston (I was with her, going to a physical therapy appointment that I 

had no reason to be at, when she got the news that she was taken off the waitlist). She broke up 

with me and it completely shattered my sense of self. I’d been slowly transferring bits of my life 

into hers and then the bandaid covering my codependency was ripped off all at once by a girl 

who told me she still loved me, but didn’t want to hold me in a long-distance relationship. This 

statement, in retrospect, was absolutely not true, and she just didn’t trust me to not fuck up 

when not under her watchful eye. She graduated, along with everyone else I’d been building a 

relationship with over that year and a half, so I started senior year eating alone in the front 

office. I stayed home and stressed about college, drove to Boulder each night for work, and kept 

YouTube videos and podcasts on to fill the silence as I woke up at 6 and went to bed at 10. 

I did have another New Years party. I had a few parties, actually. They all really followed 

the same choreography. It is as follows: 

1. Invite everyone you’ve ever known, even the assholes (in case they have a change 

of heart) 

2. Watch the RSVPs diligently and text people reminders 

3. Prepare for the number of people you invited to come over, buy appropriate 

amount of your favorite sodas. 

4. Watch as people RSVP either the night of the event or not at all, attempt to regain 

control of your psyche as people arrive. 

5. See that the guest list has thinned out, but those who are here have a good time 

anyway, end the party with a large excess of your favorite soda in a cooler. 
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Cut to the summer before college, where my only friend is my future roommate who I 

had not met in person. Oh, and my family, but I am more often assigned to the role of counselor 

to them and I escape by imagining the bright lights of the city that I’ll soon be living in. 

Hopefully there, I’ll meet a whole new batch of friends so I can start the 4-year cycle all over 

again. 

I can’t blame spin classes or ex-girlfriends on all of this, though. I am an “other”. I’m the 

person who has to be accommodated for in the large groups, the one who needs more time, 

needs to be allowed breaks, spends a lot of time in the bathroom (lactose intolerance or social 

anxiety, the world may never know!), cries in public a lot, uses gender pronouns that are hard to 

learn. I preface my responsibilities with the contingency that I can’t be 100% there 100% of the 

time. I am happy to say that there were some advantages, though. Anxiety and heart condition 

meant no high school PE, having an administrator for a dad meant I got to organize my schedule 

by looking at the master copy, being queer and outspoken got me a job at the local LGBT 

resource center planning a queer prom, and the bipolar diagnosis allowed me to leave any class 

to cry, no questions asked. 

There is another specific scenario that I remember that really exemplifies what it means 

to be the “other”. I was in 3rd grade and my school’s team for Odyssey of the Mind (a 

competition for creative problem-solving and teamwork) made it to the World Finals 

competition in Lansing, Michigan. We got to stay in college dorms and bask in the May 

humidity, it was truly paradise for a 9-year-old. Our performance was based on Harry Potter, 

and I was Hagrid. If you can imagine me with hair, I achieved the keeper-of-keys-and-grounds 

look by sleeping in french braids and letting it frizz when I took them out. Results night was a 

massive ceremony with kids from countries all over the globe represented. We had a buddy team 

from Singapore, who told us it was summer there all the time. As a Coloradoan who hated snow, 
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I was insanely jealous. We found out that our team had placed somewhere in the hundreds 

amongst the teams of Chinese and Indian kids who had been drinking bottled creativity for 

every meal. After placing first at state, I was devastated. You see, I could never be on any sort of 

televised game show because the moment I lost, I would immediately break down and sob like a 

bitch baby. I usually tell people that it’s just something that my body does, how it handles a 

disappointment of any size. I have no idea why it happens, and I spent so many years trying 

painfully to suppress it before eventually just giving up and explaining why I’m blubbering to 

people. That night, there was a party for the team. There was soda, chips, and everyone sleeping 

in one big common room for the celebration. I was not invited. I went to bed at 9pm with salt 

deposits on my cheeks. 

I talk to my roommate every day, but unless my GPA depends on it, I enjoy staying in my 

dorm most of the time. I’m almost always in my pajamas by 9 and I fall asleep to more YouTube 

videos and the sound of my roommate typing on her laptop, as she stays up on discord until past 

1 am most nights. I’ve joined some of the servers that she is on, hell, I even created one of the 

biggest servers of incoming Columbia freshman while I was looking for a roommate, but I check 

it rarely and answer even more rarely. So it’s time for a little experiment. Here in Chicago, where 

nobody in my family works at my school, and nobody knows why dental work gives me extreme 

anxiety, can I actually go out and make friends on this blank slate? Or am I destined to “other” 

myself because that’s what I’m used to? I picked an extremely small degree program, after all, 

and still take class with the honors kids, picking the seat farthest from the center. 


