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A Memoir

“A perfect juxtaposition of ordinary and extraordinary, told with humor, compassion, and unshakable hope.”

—Becky Albertalli, New York Times bestselling author of Simon vs. the Homo Sapiens Agenda






ADDITIONAL PRAISE FOR I HAVE SOMETHING TO TELL YOU —For Young Adults



“Chasten speaks to his readers as a trusted friend, reminding anyone who feels ‘different’ that they are not alone.”

—DUSTIN LANCE BLACK, filmmaker and LGBTQ+ activist

“Chasten’s story makes us laugh and root for ourselves in this profoundly personal yet necessary story about hope, inclusion, and allyship.”

—BILLY EICHNER, comedian, actor, producer, and screenwriter

“Told with candor and grace, this is a joyous reminder to be kind to yourself.”

—KAL PENN, bestselling author of You Can’t Be Serious

“Honest and incredibly moving, I Have Something to Tell You—For Young Adults is a deeply relatable story that will resonate with any teen who’s searching for their place in this world.”

—PHIL STAMPER, bestselling author of The Gravity of Us and Small Town Pride
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For every teacher and director who believed in the scared, confused, and energetic young Chasten who felt like a square peg in a round world.

For my parents, for loving that little square peg just the way he was.

For Peter, who pushes me to be a better teacher, husband, and father in all the best ways.

And for my sweet Penelope and Gus—I cannot wait to read your stories.
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A Note on Language in My Story

I am so thankful that you’ve picked up my book. It’s a story about a lot of things: growing up, fitting in, fishing, politics, and identity, to name a few. There’s a lot of funny stuff in here, but there are also moments that are heartbreaking. And in describing that heartbreak, you may see some words and phrases that you will identify as off-putting or hurtful. When these words were used against me, I found them hard to take in as well. I have used them here to tell my story as faithfully as I remember it, even the ugly and painful parts.

While discussing my identity or experience, you may see words or acronyms that you do not use, or that you use differently, and that’s okay. Language is always evolving, especially vocabulary within marginalized communities. I want you to know that my goal is to bring people together, never to isolate. That is certainly my wish, and why I am sharing my story. But it is just that—my story. Just one experience among the millions happening around us every day. I hope that by reading about my journey, you will feel compelled to keep sharing yours as authentically as you can.
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Foreword by Ariana DeBose


Before I fully understood and owned my power as an openly queer Afro Latina, I was often the only person who looked like me growing up in a small town in North Carolina. I didn’t entirely grasp how I was different, but I liked to think I added some “spice” to the party. From very early on, I loved to dance and sing and entertain people. Performing was the spark at the very center of my heart, and I watched in awe as artists like Rita Moreno, Vanessa Williams, and Gina Torres (artists who, in some way or another, looked like me) dazzled audiences with their singular shine. I wanted to be in the spaces where they stood, and their presence helped me realize that dream was possible.

I am very lucky to have a mother who supports me. As a teacher, she knows how important it is to nurture every child’s dream. But it wasn’t always easy to navigate situations where I was the only brown person in the room. So, I took what a lot of people might have considered a negative and reframed it as an asset: I realized that being different gave me an incredible strength. It taught me how to listen to others with empathy and compassion, which is an incredibly important act of connection. I also worked hard. The barriers of criticism and closed doors occur more frequently and at additional intersections for people from marginalized communities, but I knew I was worthy of being seen and heard.

And then, one day, I found myself standing in the same room as those artists I revered, clutching an Academy Award in my hand. That little girl inside me who had looked up to others for inspiration now looked out at a crowd of people who recognized my spark. That dream might never have materialized if I had decided to keep my head down, to quiet that burning voice inside of me that ached to stand out.

I am honored to take up space unapologetically, because I know firsthand how important it is to see someone who looks like you achieve their dreams. There are still so few examples out there for Afro Latinos or for queer women of color, to name just a few of my communities. I’ve made it a goal to work with organizations that build safe spaces for young people to explore their unique selves. One such group, Covenant House, provides unhoused youths with the basic human rights necessary to create an environment in which they can thrive. Denying a child the opportunity to explore their identity or their dreams is one of the worst forms of violence, and that is why stories like mine and like Chasten’s are so important to tell. Our stories normalize our humanity and add richness to an exquisite, multifaceted spectrum of identities.

The more we speak these stories loudly and proudly and celebrate our differences, the closer we get to accomplishing the beautiful goal of a world based on mutual and human respect. That starts at a foundational level, with our youngest voices—and that’s why your story matters too. There are so many outside forces working to make you feel small or strange or unwanted, but I hope that stories like Chasten’s, told with care and love, remind you that you are valued, you are not alone, and that acceptance (both self- and community-focused) will find you if you keep looking.

Your story is unique, and that is your greatest strength. But—and this is just as important—your differences will connect you to all kinds of beautiful people who are waiting to embrace you and lift you up. Everything that makes you different is a story that is worth being told. I can’t wait to see what you have to share.
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Introduction: Everything and Nothing


Revving the engine of her car, Shelly spat out her demands into the Starbucks drive-through speaker box. “I said I wanted more caramel! Make it again!” Just as quickly as she sped off, her brakes shrieked the old pile of steel to a halt as she nearly collided with the car in front of hers. Still only a few feet from the speaker, her voice sent every curse word known to humanity through the cool morning air and into the employees’ headsets inside the tiny coffee shop on Kinnickinnic Avenue. We all looked at one another in both horror and amusement and turned the volume on our headsets down as the rant continued. Customers inside could hear her shouting from the drive-through lane and traded sympathetic glances with us as we sped our way through the morning rush hour coffee traffic.

My apron was covered in chocolate sauce and milk splatter, and a hurried pour of coffee missed the cup entirely, sending a stream of the piping hot liquid onto my shoe. I waddled my burning toes back to the counter and called out, “Dark roast for Bill!” Bill rolled his eyes and grabbed the coffee without so much as a “thank you.” Impatient and in need of a caffeine fix, Shelly started laying on the horn, upset that her macchiato didn’t have enough caramel drizzle and now she was going to be late for work. It was six in the morning, I had been working the morning shift since four, and things weren’t going very well for me, my shoe, or Shelly. In a few hours, I’d change my clothes in the bathroom, drive across town, and teach back-to-back theater classes to a group of energetic fourth graders. Suffice it to say, life was chaotic and sticky.

Let’s fast-forward eight years. To a different kind of chaos.

It’s late evening, and I’m cuddled up on the couch with Buddy, a one-eyed, stinky-breathed mutt, on my lap and my husband at my side in our home in Indiana. My cell phone rings as “Unknown Caller” scrolls across the screen. Whoever is calling doesn’t want me to know who they are or what their number is. Intuition told me to answer.

“Hi, is this Chasten?”

“Uh, yes. Who’s calling?” I ask.

“Hi, Mr. Buttigieg, I have Jill Biden here to speak with you.”

I spring up from the couch and begin to pace around the house, waiting for the former Second Lady, and the (soon to be) First Lady of the United States, Dr. Biden, to come on the phone. My slippers seem to find every creaky board in the old, wooden floors as I walk back and forth, listening to Dr. Biden congratulate me on running a great and historic campaign for president alongside my husband.

Wait. What?!

Yep, you read that right.

In 2018, after three years of dating, I married Pete Buttigieg, who was, at the time, the mayor of South Bend, Indiana, a midsized city about an hour and a half east of Chicago. While the world knows my husband as Mayor Pete, or Secretary Pete, or sometimes even Secretary Mayor Pete, you’ll notice I call him Peter, because that’s what he goes by to friends and family. I had no idea we’d be celebrating our one-year anniversary on the presidential campaign trail, but just a couple of months after our wedding, Peter and I discussed the idea that he might run for president. I didn’t have to think about this choice for a second; I completely supported it. As my partner, he had helped me to feel safe and to believe in myself—I knew he could also do that for the rest of the country, and I knew just how important it was for young people to know that there was space for openly gay people to succeed in this country too.

We had no idea the campaign would take off like a rocket ship. Peter—with the help of hundreds of dedicated, hardworking staff members and thousands of volunteers across the country—ran a campaign of hope, inclusion, and forward-looking progress. About a month before Dr. Biden called, Peter had won the Iowa Caucus, the first contest leading up to the presidential election. It was a big deal and a historic win. Pete was the first gay American to ever win a statewide election in the presidential nominating process. A week after Iowa, he came in a very close second in New Hampshire, but the race shifted after that, and Joe Biden started to become the clear Democratic nominee-to-be. Instead of continuing the campaign, Peter and I made the choice to fly back to South Bend. We gave some teary-eyed speeches on national television, thanked our supporters, and then proudly threw our support behind the Biden campaign. Within a few hours of Pete’s campaign winding down, we were at home enjoying some much-needed rest after over a year of living out of suitcases and sleeping on airplanes. Life was changing at a dizzyingly fast pace, and then it suddenly came to a screeching stop.

Now, as I stood in the living room, Dr. Biden continued, “You did something miraculous, something you may not even fully understand the weight of yet. Joe and I are so proud of you and what you have done for this country.” I was flattered. I thanked her for her kindness and her time just as she put candidate Biden on the phone. “One heck of a race, man. Really well done. I’m proud of ya,” he said. “Is your guy there?” I passed the phone over to Peter and stood dumbfounded in the hallway.

Well, that’s one way to end a day!

In just eight years, I went from sleepy and stressful mornings at the coffee shop to crisscrossing the country on a groundbreaking and historic campaign with my husband. Who would have thought that the early mornings and long hours full of complicated coffee orders, as well as an unpredictable and demanding teaching schedule, would prepare me for working on a presidential campaign? I never saw all this change coming. Never planned for it. Never calculated my decisions in order to get me to this point. I never thought in a million years that I would be on television, in the newspapers, and on the stage helping deliver a message of hope and inclusion that I wished I could’ve experienced when I was younger.

When we launched Peter’s campaign, I hadn’t thought about what role I would need to play on the trail. Which is exactly the point: political spouses must be both everything and nothing, working nonstop without ever stealing the spotlight. “There’s only one star,” I had been repeatedly told, “and it’s not you.” At the same time, the spouse plays a crucial role in front of the cameras and behind the scenes. You know the candidate the best. You know what keeps them energized, especially when they’re running on two hours of sleep and have to go into their sixth interview of the day. You show up when the candidate can’t be there, and you fill in all the gaps. Sometimes this means delivering speeches in front of big crowds or handling last-minute television interviews, and it always means keeping exactly the right expression on your face and landing all of your talking points. You never know who’s recording or taking a photo or listening to your phone call. You’re required to be known as “the candidate’s spouse” at the very minimum, but you’re expected to do, and be, a lot more than that.

In a way, this “everything and nothing” role reminded me a lot of the experience of figuring out who I was when I was younger—blending in, making friends, assessing how far I could stick my neck out or how much space I could take up, all the while coming to terms with my identity as a gay man. Make sure you say the right thing. Do the right thing, always. Don’t be an embarrassment. Make people proud. Don’t get in the way. The pressure on the campaign was heavy and ever present, but what made it so much easier than a childhood of hiding my true self was that once I was on national television with my husband, I wasn’t scared of who I was. In fact, over the years, I’d learned that what I was hiding shouldn’t be hidden at all. I had embraced who I was and gave myself permission to live a truly authentic, unashamed, and proud life, regardless of what other people thought of me, my marriage, and my family.

Running for president is hard work. Beyond the brutal schedule and the high stakes, I wasn’t prepared for what having to exist in public would do to me, the stress it would put on my family and friends, or the weight that being everything for everyone all the time would have on my mental health. I didn’t know just how terrible and invasive people could be on the internet—and I especially wasn’t prepared for the threats of violence. When you’re on the national stage, it can feel as if everything you do, everywhere you go, and everything you say is being examined through a magnifying glass. When you’re campaigning, most people only get to know you through what they read about you online or see in brief interview clips. Sometimes they’ll make assumptions about you simply because of who you are married to. Having a strong sense of self and moral compass helped me stay true to myself during the campaign, but I didn’t always have that strength and confidence when I was younger.

I’ve been given incredible opportunities that I wouldn’t trade for anything. Having a platform to shape conversations and influence change is a tremendous privilege! I didn’t believe I could do that at first, but the more time I spent out on the campaign trail, the more I realized that the experiences and memories I was scared of, embarrassed of, or had kept hidden weren’t as weird to discuss as I’d assumed they’d be. They were just real: the true Chasten. Even more amazing, people seemed to appreciate hearing about them and often could relate to them.

The fact is, my story isn’t rare. It’s actually pretty common: I grew up in a conservative small town, with loving parents who worked hard to support me but didn’t know many gay people before I came out to them when I was eighteen, terrified that they would reject me. Even after I came out, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this essential part of me meant I’d never find love or have a family. Despite being an overachieving high school student and working multiple jobs, I struggled to finish college, and I graduated with a lot of student debt. I spent years desperately looking for some sign of a happy, stable future. I even experienced housing insecurity for a time, and my struggles with mental health and identity meant I often questioned if I was going to make it to the next day. It took a lot of hard work, but, as RuPaul says, “If you can’t love yourself, [how] ya gonna love anybody else?” I had to learn to love myself and trust that the rest would follow.

I was never very interested in politics while I was in school, and I definitely never thought I’d find myself involved in conversations about the future of our country! But my experiences on the campaign trail, meeting people across the country and talking to both politicians and constituents, have shown me that being involved in politics is about a lot more than the laws, rights, and governing bodies that make up the United States. The issues surrounding politics are in all our living rooms. They’re around our kitchen tables and in our mailboxes. Whether I was hearing the stories of young LGBTQ+ people who’d been kicked out of their homes and didn’t know what to do next or talking to teachers who felt they weren’t getting the support they needed, I was constantly reminded that Americans should be able to see themselves in the people representing them at the highest levels of government.

We’re currently living through enormous political and social changes, both in our country and all over the world. The choices and actions we make every day affect the environment, global health, the economy, and our fellow citizens’ human and civil rights. I think Peter and I are part of a group of young politicians and activists who can reexamine the way we all live and interact with one another—and the world. I loved being a middle school teacher, and even though I’m not in the classroom every day, there’s still a lot of work to be done that asks all of us to roll up our sleeves and get involved. I don’t want to waste the chance I’ve been given to be a part of some of the most important conversations we’re having as a country and community.

From growing up raising cows in small-town America to being the other half of a historic presidential campaign, life has taken a lot of twists and turns and taught me quite a few lessons along the way. I certainly haven’t figured it all out yet, but I’m eager to share my journey and those lessons with you. I hope the stories within these pages either hold up a mirror to your own experiences and help you feel less alone or offer you a way to think differently about your place in the world and how you relate to it. Either way, I’m excited to do it together.
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1 There Are No Sharks in Lake Michigan


When I was a kid, teachers used to tell my parents that I was “special” or “unique.” At parent-teacher conferences, they’d say things like, “Well, he sure is… eccentric” or “You know, he’s just not like the other boys.” I thought these comments were a good thing, and seeing as I never heard these words used to describe my two older brothers, they built up my confidence. Then, around middle school, I began to realize that in addition to being creative, getting good grades, and having a knack for making people laugh, I was also gay.

Once I started to put the pieces of my identity together, a battle broke out in my head. What I had been taught about gay people from a young age, what kids my age were saying about gay people, and what I felt in my heart began fighting and tearing me apart.

I was told being gay was a choice, a sin, and an embarrassment. Of course these things aren’t true, but younger Chasten didn’t know that. Back then, the outside world was telling me otherwise, and I spent years believing there was no future in store for me. Childhood was fairly sunny and easy. However, once this piece of my identity became clearer, hiding it felt like concealing a giant, glittered, fanged beast inside my stomach. One simple slip and the beast would come tearing through my guts, flop onto the floor in front of the classroom, and shout, HE’S GAAAAAAAY! as the entire classroom pointed and laughed in the most humiliating way. In order to keep the beast quiet, I paid very close attention to the way I walked, talked, and acted, because the world just wasn’t ready to accept LGBTQ+ people as equals (yet).

My parents had always encouraged me to be myself, but I knew that meant the version of myself that fit the norm. At the time, growing up in a politically and religiously conservative place like Northern Michigan meant that being straight was the only thing you could openly and safely identify as. There wasn’t much room for difference. A lot of people back then (and, sadly, some people to this day) believe that being gay is a choice and that all LGBTQ+ people deserve to be mocked, harmed, or worse. Some politicians still use harmful tropes to advocate against protections for LGBTQ+ people.

I knew that being gay meant I’d rather have a boyfriend than a girlfriend. Other than that, I was confused as to why the world thought that made me so different from everyone else, but I didn’t have anyone I could talk to about it. I didn’t have any gay role models, I never saw myself reflected in the characters I read about in books, and there weren’t many characters in movies or television shows living a happy, gay life.

In 1998, when I was nine years old and just starting to understand what these questions swirling around in my head meant, a show called Will & Grace aired on television. It featured two gay characters navigating work, life, and love in New York City. Not only did it show me for the first time that there were other people like me out there, but the show had a huge audience! Sure, it had its fair share of backlash for featuring gay people, but the show was winning awards and receiving good ratings. I remember my fear of laughing too enthusiastically whenever actor Sean Hayes’s hilarious, very outrageous character, Jack, dramatically and loudly entered the room. If anyone heard how happy the show made me, would they think I was gay? The few times I did watch the show in front of my family, it was both torture and therapy. I loved seeing someone “like me” on TV, but I was nervous for anyone to notice that I loved it. I wished that I could live somewhere like New York City, where it would be okay to be like someone on Will & Grace, where I could find friends who would be kind to someone “like that.”

Then, in 2003, comedian Ellen DeGeneres started her own talk show, Ellen. A few years earlier in 1997, DeGeneres came out as gay. The show she was starring in at the time was promptly canceled, and Ellen struggled to find any work in Hollywood, just because she’d had the courage to come “out of the closet.” Eventually, she was given her own talk show, but she wasn’t allowed to talk about her partner or being gay at all. She was even advised not to wear jeans because they could make her “look gay.” How exhausting!

Ellen’s show was always on when I came home from school, and watching her make my mom laugh hinted to me that there might be a future where all LGBTQ+ people could do great things, be whoever they wanted to be, and not be seen as unusual. For a long time, Ellen was the only LGBTQ+ person I knew about. Even though I saw a few gay characters on television, gayness was something distant, almost like a luxury or a privilege. Famous people on television in Los Angeles or New York could be gay, but not an awkward kid from the Midwest who spent his Saturdays at the bowling alley and read books with a flashlight under the covers. It felt as if growing up somewhere like Northern Michigan meant it was impossible that I could be gay—gay people weren’t found in places like that!

I had no idea that just sixteen years after Ellen aired its first episode, I would be flying to Los Angeles to be on the other side of the audience, talking about the first version of this book, and reflecting on the fact that my husband had just finished a strong and groundbreaking campaign to be president of the United States of America.

As I stood backstage at the Ellen show, a woman quickly blotted my nose with a little more powder, checked my outfit, and told me to listen for the cue.

“Please welcome my friend Chasten Buttigieg!” Ellen announced. The sound of applause filled the television studio, and I stepped out into the bright lights, all cameras pointed at me. I was thrilled that someone I had looked up to as a kid was saying my name. Best of all, she said it right!

Yeah, what’s up with the name? you’re probably asking. Okay, let’s get this out of the way, shall we? The last name Buttigieg (pronounced “BOOT-uh-jej”) is Maltese (from a small group of islands in the middle of the Mediterranean). My husband’s father immigrated to the United States from Malta in the 1970s, and I liked the name, so I decided to take it when we got married. These days, Buttigieg is the name that gets recognized (you know, that whole husband-running-for-president thing), and it’s my uncommon first name that typically confuses people. Pete Buttigieg’s husband? What’s his name? It’s not uncommon for me to have to repeat my name over and over again at the coffee counter until it is ultimately shouted back as “Chastain,” “Justin,” or “Charles.”

Chasten (“CHASS-ten”; rhymes with CLASS-ten) is a difficult name on the first try, but I’ve grown to appreciate it over the years. It’s usually, for better or worse, one of the first things people ask me about when we’re introduced. I didn’t appreciate my name’s uniqueness until later in life. I’ve never met another Chasten, but when I was younger, my name was just another thing that made me stick out. Kids can be cruel for no reason, and my name was an easy target. One of my worst bullies used to call me “Chasteen” and “Chastity” at the back of the school bus. Now that I’m older, I think about how lonely or sad that bully must have been to not have had anything better to do but make fun of somebody’s name. I’ve found that most people who are making fun of others usually have something else going on in their life that causes them to lash out. Rarely is whatever a bully has decided to focus on ever about the person being bullied (though that doesn’t justify the behavior!). In this case, I guess Chasten was just too unique for Becky on the bus.

When I walked across the stage at my high school graduation, my name was announced as Chase-tin J. Gleezeman (it’s actually Glezman). My cheeks burned red with shame. Even at seventeen, I was still embarrassed of my name. Oh, come on! I thought. After all those years at school, they still couldn’t get it right? Correctly pronouncing someone’s name is an easy way to show them that they are valued. (Similarly, don’t be afraid to correct someone if they don’t address you the way you prefer. And if anyone has an issue with being asked to do the bare minimum, like I said, it’s a reflection on them, not you. Sometimes, rather than working on themselves, people will channel their anger and confusion into hurting others, even with small things like names.) On the bright side, at least high school was over when they butchered my name onstage, right?

Mysteriously, the story of how I got this unique name is inconclusive; there is an answer, but it’s an incomplete one. My mom used to take on shifts as a nursing assistant at our local hospital in addition to managing our family’s landscaping business, and she swears that a woman she worked with at the hospital was putting on a Christmas play that featured a character named King Chasten. As soon as she heard that name, she loved it. Of course, I’ve done extensive research, and I can’t find a King Chasten anywhere. As I’ve said, I’m very mysterious.

Regardless, it’s not pronounced like the verb, which means “to have a restraining effect on” and which is the opposite of my usually peaceful, nonbossy personality (at least I hope). It’s pronounced with a short a and a hard t: CHASS-ten.

If anything, my name is an expression of my parents’ creativity. My mom and dad, Sherri and Terry Glezman, are loving, dedicated people who live for their friends and family; they always made sure their three children’s lives were full of little adventures (and some bigger ones). The way they raised us was neither hands-off nor controlling, which allowed me to develop my independence in a genuine way without feeling totally on my own or without good guidance. Though we’ve had our hard times, certain phrases ring true: my parents always “wanted the best for me,” and they absolutely “made me who I am today.” Since understanding that is part of the point of writing a memoir, family is where I must begin.

My grandparents planted permanent roots in Traverse City, Michigan (population 15,559 as of 2022), in 1959, when my grandfather was relocated as part of his service in the US Coast Guard. Since then, the extended family nearby has grown so large that we can’t fit into a single house for our holiday gatherings. Instead, we now squeeze close to forty people at a time into my father’s finished barn. The woods and waters of Northern Michigan provided a lot of necessary set elements for my “go rub some dirt in it, you’ll be fine” childhood. Our family now splits our time between Michigan and Washington, D.C., and every time I come back to the Midwest, I am reminded just how special our little slice of paradise is.

Traverse City is surrounded by an abundance of nature. We have four distinct seasons here, each full of its own unique charms. Although a lot of locals will tell you the winter is the longest and worst season, I appreciate the variety, and my parents made sure each season was as special as possible. The woods are dense and lush green, perfect for hide-and-seek and building forts out of fallen trees and branches. Michigan is surrounded by four of the Great Lakes, Lake Michigan being the closest to Traverse City. (If you hold up your right hand with your palm facing you, it looks like the Lower Peninsula of Michigan, which is why we’re called the “Mitten State.” Traverse City would be near the tip of your pinky, and Lake Michigan touches everything on the left side of your hand map.) The water is fresh (meaning no sharks!), and some of the lakes are so clear and turquoise blue that you can see fifty feet or more to the bottom. At least, that’s what it’s like in warmer weather; when it’s cold, the lakes freeze over. Which means in the summer, you’ve got fishing, and in the winter, there’s… ice fishing. Luckily, there is always an abundance of wildlife roaming around “Up North.” We typically see deer and turkeys in our backyard, and it’s not uncommon for the occasional black bear to wreak havoc on birdfeeders, garbage cans, or campers’ coolers.

The weather in Northern Michigan brings out the best and worst of every season. There are harsh and freezing-cold snowstorms in the winter that occasionally pile snow so high, you can’t open your front door. We had a lot of canceled school days when I was a kid, which were typically spent outside making snowmen, sledding, and digging snow forts with Dad into the side of the hill in front of our home. After hours in the snow, when we could no longer feel our toes, Mom would call us in for hot chocolate and chicken noodle soup, just like in the commercials. As the snowplow truck finally reached our neighborhood to clear the roads, signaling that we’d probably have to go back to school the next day, we’d shout our displeasure from the frosted windows. One winter, my dad, with help from a few neighbors, built an ice-skating rink in our backyard using a tarp, a garden hose, and some cheap lumber. We’d spend all day on the ice and even shine lights on it at night, devoting every moment we could to skating and playing hockey until the ice finally began to melt in the spring.

The summers in Northern Michigan are perfect, just hot enough for a day at the beach. We have so many lakes in Michigan that the rule of thumb says you’re never more than six miles from water. And in the fall (arguably my favorite season and not because I’m unapologetically obsessed with pumpkin spice lattes), the temperature dips into “sweater weather” and the leaves on the trees burst into red, yellow, and orange hues.

My dad leaned into every season. He especially loved decorating our house for Halloween and Christmas, and helping him became one of my favorite traditions. In the fall, we’d go to a farmstand and pick out buckets of apples for Mom to make pies and applesauce with, and we’d select our perfect pumpkins for carving. (I was always a fan of the bumpy, misfit pumpkins that nobody else seemed to like—I wonder why!) Dad covered every inch of our front porch with cobwebs, hay bales, and cornstalks. We’d build coffins out of plywood that my dad would jump out of to scare trick-or-treaters, and one year, Dad set up a zip line from the roof to the big tree in our front yard to swing a ghost across, scaring little candy-seeking ghouls and sending them running back to their parents’ arms. Just a few weeks later, as winter started to peek around the corner, Dad and I would ensure every tree and window had Christmas lights on them. There were a few years when my parents made us wear snowsuits under our Halloween costumes, so Dad and I made sure Christmas decorations were up before Thanksgiving, in case early snowfalls made it too hard to decorate outside.
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