
Someday Over the Rainbow 

My sister has the capacity to love. And to fall in love. My second biggest fear 

in the entire world is that I won’t get to be the Maid of Honor in my sister’s wedding. 

Both my sister and I are healthy, as is our relationship, as is my sister’s love life – so 

in theory I have no reason to be so terrified. My sister will meet the love of her life, 

get engaged, get married and ride off into the sunset after the world’s most perfect 

wedding planned by yours truly. As long as the sunset she rides off into is located in 

Connecticut, Iowa, Massachusetts, New Hampshire, New York, Vermont or the 

District Columbia then I have no reason to be terrified. The problem is, that this is 

not my only fear. No I have another fear, an all‐consuming crippling fear that my 

sister has been biologically condemned to live her entire life as a second‐class 

citizen because the capacity to love I mentioned before is viewed by many as an 

audacity to love.  

 

"Finally, progress comes from being willing to walk a mile in someone else’s shoes. We 

need to ask ourselves, ‘How would it feel if it were a crime to love the person I love? 

How would it feel to be discriminated against for something about myself that I cannot 

change?’ This challenge applies to all of us as we reflect upon deeply held beliefs, as we 

work to embrace tolerance and respect for the dignity of all persons, and as we engage 

humbly with those with whom we disagree in the hope of creating greater 

understanding."1 

  

                                                        
1 Excerpt from Hillary Clinton’s speech at the United Nations December 6, 2011 



Well said Hillary, but unfortunately I’m not a politician so every once in a 

while I have a hard time being diplomatic about this issue. Sometimes I don’t want 

to just say “FCK H8” – sometimes I just want to say “FUCK YOU” to everybody who 

has ever used the word “faggot” or “dyke” or any other number of choice words to 

describe my sister. I really am intolerant of the intolerance of all the bigots in this 

world, but fighting intolerance with intolerance has never gotten anybody 

anywhere, so I keep my choice words to myself, and try to ignore the choice words 

of others. I can’t expect them to be willing to walk a mile in my sister’s shoes, if I am 

not willing to walk a mile in theirs. Because I understand that not everybody has ex‐

hippy parents who believe everything and everyone should be loved, and that not 

everybody had the same experience with a family member coming out as I had. I am 

not you and I am not my sister so I ask you, take a walk with me, will you?  

 
∞  

Mom, I’m gay.  

 

 Like all of her biggest announcements, my twin sister decided to inform my 

family that she was gay via a text message. Curiously enough however, only my mom 

ever received the text. I guess her official “coming out” to me was when I walked into her 

room and saw her and her “friend” do the classic quick-pull-away-and-look-busy move 

when I burst into her room to yell at her for stealing my shirt. And then again, when I 

watched her walk her “friend” to the car and give her a nice, long, “hug” good-bye. I was 

only officially informed that she was gay when I found the text on my mom’s phone 



while perusing the aisles of Home Depot one mundane Saturday morning. The minute I 

laid eyes on that text message the store began to spin as I tried to wrap my head around 

what I had just discovered. I was disgusted with my sister for not telling me herself,  and 

at that moment in time, was seriously reconsidering cutting off all times with her.  

 

ALEXA HOW COME I HAVE TO FIND OUT THAT YOU’RE GAY THROUGH A 

FUCKING TEXT MESSAGE ON MOM’S PHONE. 

Zoe don’t tell anyone.  

ARE YOU KIDDING ME RIGHT NOW? YOU JUST CAME OUT TO MOM, VIA 

TEXT MESSAGE, AND COULDN’T EVEN BE BOTHERED TO FORWARD IT TO 

ME AS WELL? I MEAN REALLY ALL YOU HAVE TO DO IS HIT A BUTTON.  

Zoe. You already knew I was gay. You walked in on me and Emily last 

week… 

 Oh please. I’ve known you were gay since the womb dude, but still if you’re 

going to officially come out I’d like to be cced on the message.  

 

“I always knew she was gay.”  

“Dad, I thought she hadn’t told you yet…” 

“Please. I’ve known she was gay since she was four.”  

“She texted you too?” 

“Nah, your mother forwarded it to me.”   

 



 Moral of the story: No one bothered to forward the text to me. My sister comes 

out of the closet and I have to find out by snooping through my mother’s text messages. 

My family spent the rest of the day apologizing for leaving me out of the loop – my sister 

was out and the Saturday continued as usual with the weekly family spat. I forgave my 

sister for forgetting to come out to me and we made up and life went on drama-free for a 

week. But then the next Saturday arrived and once again, I found myself finding out 

about important developments in the life of my twin sister via technology.    

  

 
 
ALEXA HOW COME I HAVE TO FIND OUT THAT YOU’RE DATING EMILY 

THROUGH A FUCKING POST ON FACEBOOK.  

Zoe. I told mom. I figured she’d tell you…? 

ARE YOU KIDDING ME RIGHT NOW? YOU TOLD MOM AND COULDN’T 

EVEN BE BOTHERED TO INCLUDE ME IN THE CONVERSATION? I MEAN 

REALLY ALL YOU HAD TO DO WAS COME TO MY ROOM AND SAY THREE 

WORDS “I’M DATING EMILY”.   

Zoe. I know you already knew we were dating. And besides, mom doesn’t 

have a Facebook and you do. I figured that’d be the easiest way as any to 

tell you since you live on there.  

Oh please. I’ve known you were dating since that time I walked in on you 

guys, but still if you’re going to officially declare your relationship status I’d 

like to be informed before the rest of the world. 



 

“So, uh, this relationship status thing on Facebook…is this something everyone can 

see?”  

“Yeah, dad.  Guess this is her way of coming out to everyone.”  

“Oh the wonders of technology. This is just fabulous!”  

“Yeah, I guess so. I just hope she’s prepared for the implications of her actions.”  
   
 
 

 I was absolutely thrilled when my sister came out to the world. But at the same 

time I was a little apprehensive, a little scared. My sister was out but I wasn’t sure if she 

was proud. Then she informed me that she was taking her girlfriend to prom. My first 

thought; “WOOOO you finally told me about something in person!” My second thought;  

“Oh sweet Jesus she’s taking Emily to prom”. And because my twin and I attended 

different high schools I would not be at her prom, and thus I would not be able to protect 

her if the world was not as accepting of her as my family was.  

 

Zoe, I shaved my head.  

 

A month later the day of prom arrived and I was still terrified at the prospect of 

my sister taking her girlfriend to prom. However, I had had a month to mentally prepare 

myself and I had decided that if my sister was about to walk into a battle-zone, then I was 

going to make sure she looked damn good doing it. My sister was getting ready for prom 

at her friend’s house so we decided I’d meet her there and help her put the last finishing 

touches on her outfit. Then I received that text message five minutes before getting to the 



house and all I could think was, “Oh sweet Jesus she’s gone and shaved her head”. My 

sister was about to take her girlfriend to prom, wearing a suit, glittery gold oxfords, and a 

boutonniere. And now she had a shaved head – you can never deny that my sister isn’t 

one for themes. I got her ready, and went home to get my parents to meet her at her pre-

prom.  

 

Zoe. Please don’t tell mom and dad I shaved my head. I want it to be a 

surprise.  

Ok. But are you sure you want to go through with this?  

Of course I am. If I’m going to be out, I might as well be out and proud. Yes? 

I love you. Go get ‘em tiger. 

  

 And she went and got ‘em. All I can honestly say I remember about that pre-prom 

was standing with my parents watching my sister take her prom pictures and look happier 

than she had ever been in her entire life. My parents are divorced, and although they have 

a fantastic relationship for a divorced couple, we’re very rarely all together happy and 

unified as a family. That day was the exception. That day my mom my dad and I stood 

off to the side as we watched my sister truly come into her own. As the sun set behind my 

sister all my family could do was laugh because it was such a cliché. But it was also a 

perfect day, a day I am determined to relive in the future.  

 

∞  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

 

I want to make you a promise right now, that ten years from now this picture will 

be taken again; my sister will be about to marry the woman of her dreams, wearing a suit, 

glittery gold oxfords, and a boutonniere. The suit will no doubt be different because it 

will be white, and the boutonniere will no doubt be different because I highly doubt the 

boutonniere will, no doubt, be different because I highly doubt the boutonniere she wore 

at prom will be looking as perky as it did that day, but her shoes will be the same. My 

sister may not know it, but I saved her glittery gold oxfords from prom so that she can 

take a walk down the aisle in them. 

 Please, now that you’ve taken a walk in my literary shoes take a moment to take a 

walk in my sister’s glittery gold oxfords. Think about how much courage it must have 



taken her to go to prom that day. Think about waking up every morning knowing that 

today at least one person will shoot you a sideways, judgmental, glance. To hold the hand 

of the person you love and be viewed as a criminal. To be discriminated against simply 

because you wear your hair short, your clothes baggy, your face natural. To be told you 

can’t get married by the country in which you’re a tax-paying citizen. To be told that you 

can’t get married by a religion you worship. To fight every single day for the right just to 

be you.  

 I’ve tried to be diplomatic about this issue, but as I have already said, Hillary’s 

the politician and I’m simply the girl who wants to be the bridesmaid in her sister’s 

wedding. My sister’s coming out was the best thing that ever happened to my family. It 

was the best thing that ever happened to me. Those who oppose my sister’s lifestyle 

choice are right, she does have the audacity to love. She has the willingness to risk the 

intolerance of others in order to live a life full of love. Now, I’ll need those shoes back. 

She has a wedding to attend. A sunset to walk into (in any state of her choosing) and you 

better believe she will be wearing her glittery gold oxfords, someday over the rainbow.  
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