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FLYING SOLO  
  

When I turned twenty-nine, I decided I was going hurl myself down the face of a mountain. This idea had 
nothing to do with the fact that I had just been dumped by my boyfriend of ten years, nor that I was about to 
turn thirty. Not really.  

The night my boyfriend broke up with me had not gone as planned. We had become more distant than we 
had ever been, which is saying a lot, and I wanted to have a stay-at-home date night to just spend some time 
together and “recapture the flame” as they say. I rented a movie and bought microwave popcorn—regular 
butter for him and “lite” for me (even when you are trying to repair a relationship, you have to watch calories). 
My memory of the popcorn is much stronger than that of the movie, the name of which is on the tip of my 
tongue.  

I could tell you that I also don’t remember what exactly made me want to make this night happen. But that 
would be a lie. It would also be a lie if I told you that I did it because I was very in love with him and wanted 
to fight for our relationship. The truth is sometimes I wonder if I had ever been in love with him at all.   

Robbie and I met when I was nineteen. I was home for my first summer break from NYU and had gotten 
a job at a local record store—which is the second coolest job I ever had, only slightly falling behind the one 
that required me to write books about Pokémon and Beanie Babies.  

I had never had a real boyfriend, unless you count the guy I made out with on and off for two years in high 
school. The one who told me that part of the reason he liked me was that I looked like Paul Stanley from Kiss. 
Without makeup. The same boyfriend that finally dumped me for someone that, he explained, “would put out.”   

In college my luck didn’t change much with guys. I told people the problem was that being straight at NYU 
meant I was a minority and a good heterosexual guy was hard to come by. But the truth was the intense 
insecurity and shyness that accompanied me to college didn’t make meeting boys easy. Just the thought of 
introducing myself to someone I thought was cute was enough to send me into a panic attack. And in retrospect, 
I’m sure the long black hair that covered half of my face and my lack of eye contact with anyone, if they could 
see my eyes anyway, hardly made me seem welcoming to any romantically-intended attention.   

 


