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Your roommate is animated, roving about the room as she talks to you. She just returned from 

class. She is shedding her bag, her shoes, her rings. Blue eyes bright, wide, she tells you about how 

she left her classroom, and the cute guy—ok, there was a cute guy who held the door for her as she 

went into the classroom, and he sat behind her and to the right, like in the row just behind her. She 

brushes a golden-blonde curl out of her eyes. She wound up following this guy the whole way back, 

she says, with no small amount of panic and mortification. He kept looking, kept doing that thing 

where you look over your shoulder but you try to do it subtly but it’s not subtle at all. She didn’t 

cross the street where she normally would because then it really would have looked like she was 

following him, but she’s pretty sure he commutes and parks in the lot in front of the dorm, because 

she followed him the whole way back. Imagine how creeped out he must be, she says as she sits on 

her bed. I wasn’t following him. I just wanted to go home. I’m going to think about this all day. 

This, you think, is a good illustration of the ways in which you and your roommate are 

different. You have a lot in common, from general things such as music interest, to more specific 

things such as having moved a lot, to extremely specific things like having the same name. You’re 

different in some fundamental ways, though, and you think this is one of them, because if it were 

you in her shoes, you’d feel bad, but mostly you’d think it’s funny. You’d be sitting on your bed 

wheezing He must be so creeped out. Not that the concept of creeping someone out is good, but a 

coincidence of this ilk is funny.  

They say the best kind of friends are the ones who challenge you to be better, and ever 

since you met your roommate, you’ve experienced this firsthand. She is much kinder than you, 

more patient, more empathetic. She reminds you of the things that you should care about, and she 

doesn’t know it when she’s doing it. 

Don’t look at me like that, she says, it’s not funny. I probably ruined his day. I definitely 

ruined my own. 

You fight the smile off your face, though it’s less an amused smile and more one of love and 

affection, and together you start working on a plan for rectifying this issue for her next class. 


