
 
 
March 20th, 2015. September 21st, 2017. October 10th, 2019. To these and many more 

hereafter. 
There is a myth that gay people come out of the closet once. I’ve done it forty-one 

times—some planned, but most not—writing down the name and date of each. March 20th was 
the first, the day I came out to my cousin. He was twelve and I was thirteen. After the initial 
shock wore off, he swore he wouldn’t tell and that everything was going to be fine. September 
21st was when I told my dad, who replied that he already knew by virtue of common sense. 
October 10th was the latest. Some girl in Weight Training who liked calling attention to 
everything I did was needling me about whether I had a crush on any of the guys in our class. 
She said she would set me up with anyone I liked, prompting laughter from the other girls. To 
make her stop talking, I said I wasn’t attracted to men. Four and a half years and forty-one 
generally positive reactions later, and I still can’t bring myself to say it. Any manner of word 
would have worked: gay, lesbian, sapphic, homosexual, queer, and yet I opted to tell her what 
I’m not, so why am I still afraid? I only ask because, according to the numbers, I should be over 
it by now.  

Forty-one does seem like a lot, but I’m about to go to college, and none of those people 
are going with me. I could slink right back into the closet if I so chose, isolate myself from the 
gay community, reduce my chances of making friends with shared experiences or having a 
romantic life, but it’s not just that. I would isolate myself from everyone. Secrets create a creaky 
foundation for a friendship, especially when there’s no risk in the telling. I can see it now; Why 
didn’t you tell me sooner? Don’t you trust me? We’re all about instant gratification, reducing 
people to a couple words for simplicity's sake. It makes them cleaner around the edges, a little 
easier to understand. Lesbian, Writer, Human. Now you think you know me, or, at least, you 
know my type. Add Bad Relationship with Mother to the mix, and now you think you know why. 
But I don’t have to re-closet myself for college. that was just a hypothetical, and I have no 
intention of doing so. The one thing that irks me, though, is the idea of being reduced to one 
characteristic. My wedding day will be termed a gay marriage, any notoriety I gain in the English 
field will be as a queer writer, and I will always be the token lesbian of my family. Some 
reference to sexuality is always the first word, diminishing whatever comes next. 

I find myself wondering why gay people are expected to come out in the first place, why 
parents go on about their daughter’s future boyfriend right up until (and sometimes after) the 
day she tells them otherwise. Homosexuals are hardly the most uncommon people to come 
across, and yet their existence is glossed over in history and sex ed, controversial in the media, 
and considered offensive in certain company. I’m not talking about anything graphic here. I’m 
talking about a simple word that so many refuse to say for fear of the questions their children 
will ask. When we try to sweep homosexuality under the rug, be it out of hatred or plain 
squeamishness, we are sending a damaging message to young people that heterosexuality is 
the only acceptable option. It gives straight kids the luxury of feeling normal, leaving everyone 
else to feel isolated and devient. All things considered, the concept of coming out seems dated. 
It puts the burden on gay individuals, as if a penance must be paid for being different. We, as a 



culture, must liberate ourselves from the idea that heterosexuality is the default setting and that 
any deviation is a glitch. Doing so would render coming out of the closet obsolete.  
 


