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Last Christmas, All She Wanted Was Me

They were a musical family, but silence echoed from the speakers. 

The clinking of beer bottles, the crinkling of unwrapped gifts, and the clamoring of my 

girlfriend's boisterous family attempt to fill the silence, but I still noticed. This was my first 

holiday without my blood relatives. My family always had Mariah, Whitney, Aretha, Luther, any 

soul singer with a Christmas album, playing in the background. But my girlfriend's family? A 

few Paul McCartney yuletide songs and then silence.

Her dad re-gifted me a white blazer given to him at a Chinese medical conference. The 

blazer was way too small for him, but way too big for me. He also gifted me a polyester shirt 

with a collage of 90's Nickelodeon cartoons -- a spare he had from last year's holiday giving. I 

thanked him as I tucked the shirt, still in its plastic wrapper, in the bag of stuff my girlfriend got 

me. 

Throughout the year, she, Tina (pseudonym for this essay) would buy me gifts: a shirt 

from Las Vegas, souvenirs from Colorado, a new natural product for me to try somewhere on my

body. The Christmas prior she brought my a suitcase set because I was limited to a travel bag and

the plastic enclosure my comforter-set came in. Half of what I owned came from her. The 

holidays came around, yet she could still think of another gift to give me besides her love. My 

love was all I could afford (or thought of) to give her. 

In between opening gifts, she held my hand on the sun-bleached leather couch. I kissed 

her cheek and nuzzled my head against her shoulder. Tonight, I belonged to her family. I was one

of them, so they said. Within me, the feeling was off. They didn't see me as a man, but then 
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again, Tina still didn't see me as such either. I was in this gray area, excited and pleasantly 

surprised whenever they gendered me right and hurt when they failed to do so. But beyond my 

gender, something felt off. Something usually felt off with her family and those days, 

increasingly so, felt off with her and I. Every few months we'd be on the verge of parting. Bad 

mental health and foundational conflicts spurred the near break-ups. I tried to break up with her 

two weeks before the Christmas vacation I was now on with her, but I failed. She didn't take me 

seriously. She said I wasn't in the right state of mind. I let her not take me seriously. I wasn't in 

the right state of mind. I still knew that something was off.

She hated "All I Want for Christmas is You," yet she told me all she wanted was 

ultimately me. By the from-a-box tree in the living room, she told me all she wanted for 

Christmas was us and our happiness. I believed her. 

I felt I had a duty to feel the same. 

On Instagram, I posted a photo of us together, calling us "The Unit." We'd been together 

for over two years. Few people we met while dating knew us individually. Folks looked confused

seeing me without Tina or Tina without me.

While on the couch, I daydreamed of future Christmas vacations. By then, I'd truly be a 

part of family since Tina and I would be married. They'd see me as a man, not a pseudoguy. She 

and I would have kids running around. They'll play with grandma and grandpa, probably wearing

them both out. I'd have a beard, and Tina would be fresh from her yearly holiday world tour with 

her elite choir group. We'd take turns chasing the kids down. I won't let them out of my sight 

outside. They might slip into the marsh (and I can't swim) or meet one of the area's semi-

common poisonous snakes. Going over the daydream with Tina later that night, I told her I'd tell 
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the kids, "Dad's afraid of snakes, so the whole time I'll be tryin' to save you, I'll be having an 

anxiety attack."

She laughed. I loved to entertain her. I loved her. Sometimes I wondered if my love was 

enough, but right then, all was right. The future looked bright.

But that was last Christmas. 

This Christmas, I'll be with my own family, and she'll be with hers. We rarely see each 

other now, and when we do, she looks at me like dust -- something to be brushed aside. 

I finally broke up with her. She, again, didn't take me seriously, but this time I finally 

knew what that something was. Even in my admittedly then-poor state of mind, I knew the 

"something off" was us. 

Tina may never speak to me again. Months have passed, and I've found someone new, but

I still think of the last holiday I shared with Tina. I miss the togetherness I felt with her and her 

family, even though I felt uncomfortable. I miss being able to talk to her, even though we brought

out the worst in one another. I miss that last Christmas despite its imperfections. I now have 

given my heart to someone special, a someone else, but doing so hasn't saved me from the tears. 

This is my first holiday mourning the loss of the deepest friendship and relationship I ever had. 

This year my love will be someone else's gift. I’ll stand under someone else's mistletoe, 

sad over what I lost with Tina, but excited over what I've gained: a new love, a new (more stable)

happiness, a new start. 
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