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The Meaning of Words


In a dim lit dorm room, I sit between three others. We gather around a seventeen inch television. Our hands grasp video game controllers. The game of choice is Super Smash Brothers.


“Why do you use the same cheap move over and over again?!”

The complaint was loud and verbalized clear enough for all of us to assume it was anger instead of sarcasm. Luckily, it was directed to one of my two friends and not myself. 

In contention, the accused to my left responded, “Because I can! It’s just part of the damn game. Chill out bro.”

I cracked a hidden smile so my defensive friend could not add another enemy to his list. 


“Well that’s just gay!”

 Our angry friend excused him self to a soda and bag of pretzels. I couldn’t help but think, “How in the world is that gay?”

I knew that everyone at my high school was not straight, or heterosexual, to be politically correct, but to have my best friend come out to me was a freight train that completely blind-sided me. Unsure of quite how to respond, I struggled to find a balance between my own unease and consideration for a friend I deeply respected.  Being the only one he could tell, the only person he trusted was enough to give me a sense of pride. I was honored with this confession that he entrusted only to me. After all, not everyone has a gay best friend. I mean sure, there are the “gay” kids at school, but for someone at age 18, tolerance is not the foremost of educational priorities during high school.  Adam had the courage to come out to me. He was the last person in the world I expected to be nice to someone who was “gay” let alone be one.

I was born in Midland, Texas, but the majority of my life, including all of my education, was spent in Amarillo. Located in the middle of West Texas, the city is not big enough to be large, but not little enough to be small. Fields of farm land, flat dry plains, and countless herds of cattle are a few of the regional icons.  The town has grown to become commercialized, but the feeling of old fashion still graces the town and the people’s lives that are part of it.

Leaving the room and returning back to my own, I sat down at my computer. Pulling my chair to my desk, I start my checklist of routines. Step one, pull up Internet Explorer. Step two, check e-mail. Step three, sign on to AOL instant messenger. Step four, spend three hours online instead of doing homework. As the names come up, I look at the list of friends I had categorized into certain groups, putting those of significance on the top and those not as important towards the bottom.

At the top of the list read the name, “The Saints” in bold black letters. I don’t really remember why we called ourselves the saints. I know it had nothing to do with dogma, even though we were the type who would do something offensive. Three names from back homewere signed on, Jarred, Eric, and Adam. All three were part of this eclectic group of five friends I had grown up with my entire life in Amarillo. I had friends outside of this group, but these were the friends who separated themselves from the others. We would lie down in front of a bus for one another at any moment. In other words, we were loyal. Mike and Jarred had long gone off to school in other cities. Adam remained back home, working as an assistant to a sports radio show and going to school at night.

Adam was a tall lanky son of a bitch.  At 6’3” he stood as a giant to each of us. Goofy looking glasses, confused look on this face, and short un-styled hair usually graced his nonchalant appearance. His outfit of choice consisted of sports affiliated shirts and jeans, with the occasional pair of shorts. Tattered white tennis shoes occupied his feet. In other words, he didn’t give a shit about how he looked; he was a far cry from the stereotype he would not fulfill.  

Adam stood out as someone I tried to be hesitant to at the beginning of our friendship. I liked that he loved sports, and was as crazy about statistics and strategy as I was, but he had an odd nature to him. Often I was greeted with offensive comments like, “Hey fag.” However, I soon grew accustomed to these remarks and learned that it was just guys being guys. Comments like “gay”, “homo”, and “queer” were just words used to humorously provoke one another. Adam loved to use them more than anyone. Adam never cared about fashion, wines, or pop culture. A list often associated in popularity to the gay stereotype.

Thinking back, our relationship as best friends began to come together as time passed and relationships had been developed. A passion for teams like the Dallas Mavericks gave Adam and I common ground to do things when others in our group preferred to play video games or play in their so called band. When most friends made up an excuse to get out of going to a movie or hanging out to grab a coffee, Adam always volunteered himself.

Through the years, leading up to graduation and prom, all our friends got lucky with the occasional girl who would lower her standards for a couple of dates, but no one never seemed to get “lucky” enough as we put it. I remember sitting down with my friends at lunch at Rosas’ Café, a Mexican food restaurant famous for selling delicious tortillas and queso, and the question popped in my head. I blurted out,


“Hey guys, when was the last time Adam went out on a date?”


“Fucked if I know,” said Mike.


“I’m sure he’s gay anyways,” said Jared.


We all laughed for a few seconds, knowing there was no seriousness to Jared’s response, only joking between us guys. No one took offense to it. If Adam had been there, he probably would have laughed too. He probably would have called Jared a “fairy” in a fun response. But today, Adam was sick at home so we never heard his response to my initial question.

A week later, I hopped online and began my ritual when Adam appeared online. I instant messaged him asking how he was. We chatted about the Mavericks game the night before, trash talking the opposing team while calling Kobe Bryant a “bitch.” Then out of nowhere, I asked Adam a question. To this day, I don’t know why it popped into my head.

“hey adam proms a week away man I’ve spent at least 200 bucs on this fucking thing.” {online jargon being used}

“brb,” was Adams response.

“hey, who r u taking,” I asked.

After about 7 minutes had gone by, he finally responded, 

“no one, i’m not going.”

“dude why the fuck not ask megan shes hot and isn’t going w/ any1 yet.”

“i dont want to.”

“u retard, ask her, i think she likes u.” 

“chuck, i dont want 2.”

“dude, why”

“because im gay.”

At that point, I figured it was a response meant to fuck with me. It was typical from someone who was so culturally and politically insensitive, I don’t think even Jesus Christ himself could have forgiven him. I asked him to stop fucking with me. But, the response I got made me stop and get out of my seat and go outside. Much like that movie scene when someone gets dramatic news, I played the role to a T. I knew he was serious.

He asked me to take him to Sonic, a fast food drink stop, to talk so I did. Pulling up to his house, I actually had to stop and think if I should wait on him to come out or go up and get him. I had never second-guessed any action around him since the day we met, but all of a sudden I was worried about suddenly offending quite possibly the crudest, most insensitive person I ever met. I began thinking

“Should I give him a pound, touching closed fists, like I always do when I see him?”  

“Wait, why do you care, he’s still one of your best friends, he’s no different today then he was yesterday.”

I kept telling myself that statement as I walked up to his door and knocked. He came out, wearing a Steve Nash jersey and jeans. Walking to my car he gave me this smile that settled some of my unease.
“Ease up fag, I won’t kiss you,” he said pushing me slightly.

At that moment I sense of relief came to my conscience. I laughed somewhat nervously, but never the less it was sincere. To this day, I know a few people have learned about his decision to “bat for the other team” as some call it. But to me, I haven’t used the word “gay” to make fun of anything. In fact, when I hear someone say it, I can not even see how the word relates to how their making fun of someone or saying it out of frustration.

I would like to say that I no longer judge a book by its cover but it just feels too cliché to say it. Now that I have been in college for three years, I definitely know that college isn’t high school. I say that because in college, the understanding I have developed surpasses any ignorance I used to hold in high school. The word gay no longer holds the same meaning it used to. At once it was banter between friends, but it actually came to be the definition of one of my friends. A definition that I have come to learn, embrace, and hope others understand.

I still talk to Adam when I can, but school and work tend to take up the majority of time that exists in the day. Last time we talked, I remember him telling me about his last boyfriend.

“he was cute,” he says ecstatically.

“lol u fag,” I reply


I haven’t seen him for at least three years now. Going to college tends to stretch friendships because of distance and time apart. I talk to him online. Phone conversations have taken a back seat to my new life at Southwestern.

Signing off and powering down my computer, I put on my athletic shorts and cheap twenty dollar Nike basketball shoes I found at Finish Line. I make my way to our schools gym. Thinking about the most animate basketball fan I have ever met and chuckle about the irony of the stereotype my friend will never fulfill. 

Author’s Afterwards . . .


The main challenge of writing this story came from me wanting to not expose my friend’s secret without doing it justice. I wanted to tackle a subject from my past that was more than just a goal or something bad that happened to me. Rather, Adam’s story felt like a significant choice to portray a new path that was carved in my life after it was experienced. 

I chose to share the story to others so they can feel and understand what it means to accept people for individuals instead of stereotypes. I also would like this story to serve as an anecdote for people to think before they talk in frustration or anger so these harmful and uneducated parts of our social existence can be helped.


I have the worry and hesitation when I write not to include too many moments that seem sappy or calling for sympathy. The experience I had with Adam’s confession should be written to credit him, not for my own personal gain. He is the true example of someone reaching an obstacle and overcoming it with courage. 


Compared to the other articles that were done over the course of the Summer, I feel this article was the most honest and pure paper I wrote. I did not hold back on details I normally would for friends back home out of respect for Adam, but I feel at this point in life he must express who he is instead of holding it back any longer. This is for Adam and what he brought out in me, the best and the worst.


