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“Zigs, you’re going to be late,” her cousin, Alicia called from down the hall. 

Ziggy looked at her clock and noticed that she had taken more than the intended twenty minutes to get dressed, grabbed her backpack, and rushed down the hall towards the door. “I’m leaving,” she mouthed to Alicia, passing her as she rushed towards the door. They exchanged quick waves, and Ziggy was off. 

Ziggy rushed towards the L station, knowing that she couldn’t continue to make a bad impression by showing up late to school. It was only the third week. She tried hard to get there on time, but the challenge was estimating how long it would take for transportation in the city to get her where she needed to be. She had grown up in Chicago, so she knew that she should already be used to the constant transfer from foot to subway to bus and so forth, but for some reason, she never got down timeliness no matter how hard she tried. She was thankful that Alicia was just the opposite of her. Her cousin knew how to cram a hundred activities into one day, still leaving time to kick back and relax at the end of the day. She was thankful for this trait as it motivated her cousin to keep her on her feet. She was hoping that Alicia’s superb timeliness would rub off on her one day.  

Ziggy had been living with Alicia for about eight months now. She moved in while she was still in high school after her parents had kicked her out. Alicia had been so supportive, assisting her in getting a job, teaching her how to grocery shop, and showing her basically how to manage her financials and personal activities so that she could be independent. Her cousin had also been a major source of support during the conflict that Ziggy had with her parents. She hadn’t expected to fight with them, and Ziggy definitely didn’t think that they would kick her out. However, it happened. 

It all began on a wintery day in January. She remembered it clearly. She was sitting in her room, cruising through the channels on the television when she came across a show, stating that there were thousands of people fighting for LGBTQ equality. She had seen shows like this before, but this time it hit her how limited rights were for this specific group of people. The year before, Ziggy had come out in her small private school after falling for a fellow student in her class, and though her classmates and teachers acknowledged her coming out, Ziggy hadn’t told her parents at that point. Ziggy watched the TV special, learning about how limited rights were for people like her when it came to employment, marriage, and even adoption. And the more that she learned, the angrier that she became. She hadn’t realized that there was so much separation in rights for people with certain sexual orientations and knowing that there were actually people that believed that LGBTQ people didn’t deserve the same rights as everyone else both puzzled and annoyed her. After watching the special, she remembered slamming down the remote and seeking out her parents. She had wanted so badly to let them know about this unfortunate inequality and see if they knew about it. 

Her parents were in the living room that night, enjoying a quiet movie, and her father had paused the television when she came into the room, asking her what was on her mind. When Ziggy explained what she had seen on the television, her parents both nodded as if it was no surprise to them, and Ziggy in her persistent way pushed the issue. When her parents finally addressed their opinions, Ziggy quickly found out that they were part of the group opposing LGBTQ rights, and after questioning them several times about their opinions on the issue, Ziggy finally came out to them. She remembered the shock on her parents’ faces, and their objections to her disclosure. She also remembered how the simple conversation exploded into a large argument and fight, eventually ending with her getting kicked out of the house with just a backpack full of clothing. 

Ziggy had called her cousin, Alicia that night, knowing that she would be there for her. Though Ziggy didn’t have siblings, Alicia and she had been close since childhood, and she knew that Alicia had a place of her own. Upon contacting her cousin and explaining the situation, Ziggy was instantly accepted into Alicia’s apartment, and the two worked together to get Ziggy to high school every day so that she could graduate. After high school, Alicia had sat down with Ziggy to help her fill out college applications and apply for financial aid. She also helped her budget her personal needs. It was around that time that Ziggy had gotten the job at a local corner shop, selling snacks and refreshments. 

Within time, Ziggy had established herself at her job and had begun to pay her own bills, even half of Alicia’s rent. The two had decided to permanently become roommates, and Ziggy had even gotten accepted into the University of Chicago. Now, as Ziggy stood on the long platform, waiting for the subway, she realized how surreal the last year had been for her. She had gone from living in her parent’s house and paying no bills to being self-sufficient, and though it felt good to take care of herself, she sometimes felt lost and alone in the large city. When she looked at her friends and saw that they were still living at home, most with great support systems, she felt a small bit of jealousy and wondered why her parents couldn’t accept her the way that she was. 

Ziggy looked in front of her as the whooshing noise of the fastly approaching L quickly diminished and boarded the subway through the automatic door. As she stared out of the window, watching the city pass her by through the small window, her memories of the past were washed from her mind. Ziggy felt a sense of excitement as she was taken further into the city, and the distractions of the people around her took over her attention span. Ziggy loved to people watch, especially when she was on the train. She had always been intrigued by how diverse the city was, and though she had been in Chicago her whole life, she had been secluded from the massive culture of the city while living in her parents’ house. 

“57th Street,” the automated voice on the L stated as the train came to a stop. “Please exit to the right.” 

Ziggy got off the L and walked towards the bus stop. The air was crisp, and her curly hair danced as the brisk Chicago wind blew cold wisps of air into her face. She concentrated on her route, knowing that she would be late if she didn't continue on. Her music theory class would begin in only 20 minutes, and in a city where waiting for transportation was common, she didn't have time to lose. 

She made it to the bus stop just in time, boarding the accordion style vehicle and making her way to one of the long handrails that was covered in the fingerprints of those that had traveled before her that day. She held on tightly as the bus jerked to a start, bumping the man next to her in the process.

The man gave her a stern look, and she attempted to apologize, only to realize once again that she couldn't due to the fact that she had lost her voice the night before after catching a bad case of laryngitis. The man still looking at her, Ziggy gave him an apologetic look and pulled the stop lever next to her left hand as the bus edged towards campus.

Ziggy rushed off the bus as it came to a stop, glad to leave the unhappy man that was riding next to her behind. She focused all of her energy on getting to class. Mr. Hindberg, the music theory teacher didn't appreciate tardiness, and she didn't want to be on his list today. Barely catching her breath, she sped across campus, finding the building that harbored her classmates. She threw open the door and raced down the hall and into her classroom, taking a seat in the back so as not to call attention to herself.

"Ziggy," Mr. Hindberg piped. "Good to see you. I'm glad that you could find time for us today with your busy schedule."

Ziggy blushed. Of course, Mr. Hindberg would be the one teacher that knew all of his students by their first names. 

"Do you have anything to say for yourself?" he asked, pointing to a nearby clock that indicated that she was five minutes late.

Unable to speak, Ziggy shook her head, embarrassed as her classmates snickered. 

"Next time be more prepared," he said, bringing the attention of the class back to the front.

Ziggy nodded, but he had already dove into a lecture about John Lennon, and Ziggy opened her notebook to take notes.
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Lana gave a piercing stare to her parents, who were standing on the top of the stairs looking at her. She growled as she opened the door to the stretch limo and shut herself in. 

“To school then, Miss. Waverly?” Jeffery, the limo driver asked as she buckled her seatbelt. 

“Yes,” Lana replied. “I want to be as far away from here as I can.” 

“I take it that things didn’t go well this morning,” Jeffery chuckled. “What happened this time?” 

“The same thing that happens every other day,” Lana sighed. “My parents have decided to defend someone else over their own daughter.”

“What do you mean?” Jeffery inquired, looking back at her in the rearview mirror. 

“This morning Miss Margie and I got into a little spat,” Lana explained. “She called me an obnoxious brat, and I told her that if she said anything like that again, I would have her ass and her job.” 

“Mmhmm,” Jeffery said. 

“Well, Miss Margie didn’t quit,” Lana said. “She said that I needed to show more respect for people, and that I didn’t know anything other than a pampered life, so I fired her. Anyhow, she went to find my mother and father, and even after hearing my side of the story, they sided with Miss Margie. They told me that I need to be nicer to people regardless their position in life and that I needed to understand that there were several people a lot less fortunate than me.”

“Well, that is true, Miss Waverly,” Jeffery told her. “There are a lot of people that would love to live the lifestyle you do.” 

“I understand that,” Lana replied. “But that’s the thing, if I didn’t get that, I wouldn’t be going to a public university in pursuits of studying philanthropy. I would have accepted one of those offers from Harvard or Yale or even Stanford, but I didn’t do that, did I? Instead, I gave up those opportunities so that I could learn about running a non-profit charity and helping others.”

“I thought that you were studying general education at the moment, Miss Waverly,” Jeffery commented, a glint of amusement in his knowing eyes. 

“I am right now,” Lana said. “But I decided this morning that I was going to major in philanthropy.”

“Weren’t you going to study biology last week?” Jeffery questioned. “Or was it physics?” 

“I was going to study music,” Lana said. “That’s the whole reason that I have to go to class so early this morning in the first place. Remember, I met that guy that played guitar, and I decided that I would give it a chance?”
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