
Before I Changed My Hair 

 

I stared out the window of Katrina Draney’s truck, tracing one squat fingernail against the glass. 

It was Friday, the last day of the first week of our senior year of high school. My body, tucked 

beneath me, was a lumpy and half-molded version of itself. I wore a small denim skirt, a white 

button-down shirt, and a thin red tie I had found in the back of my dad’s closet. I learned how to 

tie it by watching a YouTube tutorial. I’d decided a few days ago that I was going to bring ties 

back into fashion–but in a “straight” way, I explained to my friends, blissfully homophobic. I 

didn’t realize how many of them would flounder to find a comfortable way to come out to me 

over the next five years.  

I sat shotgun, with Katrina at the wheel and Eryn Hanson peering over my shoulder. We 

could go off-campus for lunch at any time, but we usually spread our homework across a table in 

the lunchroom and worked through the period. Today felt like a special occasion. 

Eryn rolled down her window as we rounded the corner out of the school parking lot and 

made our way down State Street. The sky was blue, and Katrina’s small, white, beat-up pickup 

truck reminded me of the kind of car a character in Teen Wolf would drive. We could be 

characters in an 80’s movie, I thought. 

“Which Supreme Court justice are you doing your report about?” Eryn asked me.  

“I’m not sure yet,” I said. 

“I’m going to do Elaine,” Eryn said. 

I gave her a quiet little nod, like I knew exactly who she was talking about. I knew about 

as much about the Supreme Court justices as I did about the church’s apostles. They were 



familiar names and faces that got jumbled together in my head. People always thought that 

because I wore ties and argyle sweaters, I was the type of person that would have fully-formed 

opinions about Ruth Bader Ginsburg and Elder Dallin H. Oaks. But I didn’t. I just liked ties and 

argyle sweaters. 

“Who’s Elaine?” Katrina asked, turning on her blinker. 

“Elaine what’s-her-name,” said Eryn. “Obama appointed her. She quoted Star Trek in her 

dissenting opinion on this case last year.” 

“That’s awesome,” said Katrina. 

Katrina, Eryn and I were conservative by birthright. Almost all of us were. But in junior 

high school, we’d fallen in love with Doctor Who, the BBC’s Sherlock, Tom Hiddleston’s 

portrayal of Loki, and an ever-growing list of even more thin, white, obnoxious men and the TV 

shows and movies in which they starred. Being fans of things was who we were, even if the 

things themselves were ever changing. We made cardboard cutouts of the stars of Percy Jackson 

one year and painted t-shirts with quotes from The Last Airbender the next. 

Online, we’d discovered that fandom and feminism were weirdly and completely 

intertwined. You couldn’t follow a blog for updates about the shooting schedule of the next 

Hunger Games movie without also scrolling through text posts about transgender rights and 

income inequality. Over the past few years, we’d pieced together a Tumblr- and Twitter-fed 

education on sex and sexism and sexuality, and started the arduous process of balancing what we 

learned with what we believed. 

For some people, like Eryn, politics took easy precedence over religion. Eryn even used 

the word “God” in casual conversation. She liked it when people assumed she wasn’t Mormon at 



all. She liked to say it like a reveal, like she’d caught people making just one more biased 

assumption.  

“Actually, I am,” she’d say.  

“Am what?” Gabbie Koplin would say, blinking at her. 

“I’m Mormon.” 

“No you’re not,” Gabbie would say. “You’re messing with me.” 

“I’m not messing with you,” Eryn would smile, showing her tall, round teeth.  

We pulled into the drive-through line at Chick-Fil-A. Eryn and Katrina wanted to get 

frozen lemonades. The frozen lemonades always gave me a headache, but I didn’t want to be the 

odd one out. 

“I love this song,” Katrina said as we pulled forward. She twisted the volume knob and 

let John Legend’s voice fill the cab of the truck. There was a passalong card with a portrait of 

Jesus tucked next to her radio. 

Katrina and I had two classes together during our sophomore year. I’d been working on 

my Honors English annotations of A Separate Peace during gym class, and she’d told me she 

had a theory that the two roommates at the heart of the novel were actually in love with each 

other. I’d had the same theory.  

This year, we had gym class together again. As we walked the track yesterday, Katrina 

told me that her dad hadn’t given her a middle name. He said that girls didn’t need them, because 

when we got married, our last names became our maiden names. Katrina was going to pick out a 

middle name for herself when she was eighteen, she decided. We both agreed that naming 



yourself might be the most feminist thing you could possibly do. But no one would ever make 

the mistake of guessing that Katrina wasn’t one of the Mormon kids.  

In four years, Katrina would be married with a baby, a little boy she dressed up in Harry 

Potter costumes and took photos of to post on Facebook.  

“Weren’t you just obsessed with that clip from West Wing that Mr. Durfey showed 

today?” Eryn asked me. “My mom has all the seasons on DVD. We should watch them.” 

“What was the clip about?” Katrina asked. 

“The president was trying to pick a new appointee to the Supreme Court,” Eryn said. 

“Josh–that’s one of the characters, Josh–he found the coolest lady to nominate. It was him trying 

to explain why she’d be perfect for the job.” 

She was dancing around the real reason that the clip had been so interesting. Josh wasn’t 

sure he’d be able to sell the woman as a nominee to the court because she’d had an abortion in 

college. That didn’t matter to him, but it would matter to the president’s constituents. “But I love 

her,” Josh had said. “I love her mind, I love her shoes.” I’d liked that line. 

It scared me a little bit to imagine what sort of tense conversation might come up between 

Eryn and Katrina if somebody said the word abortion. I guess it scared Eryn, too. 

“They shouldn’t say ‘My pleasure,’ when you go up to the window,” Eryn said as Katrina 

passed each of us a frosted lemonade. “It’s so sexual.”  

In two years, Eryn would be a biological engineering major with tattoos and tickets to 

shows I never had time to see. She’d come home to Salt Lake for the Christmas holidays, and tell 

me stories about the girls she had crushes on while we drove in circles around the valley. 

“What do you want them to say?” Katrina asked. 



Eryn shrugged. “‘My honor,’ maybe.” 

Katrina laughed at that. 

I took the smallest sip possible of my frozen lemonade as Pharrell Williams began to play 

through the radio. Katrina turned the volume down.  

After we graduated, Eryn and Katrina would avoid each other’s texts, but like each 

other’s photos. I’d see them again at bachelorette parties every year other year. Chick-Fil-A 

would expand their frozen lemonade line to include strawberry and peach. But I’d never order 

one again.  


