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My family has got this maroon-painted, wooden sign hanging above the arch 

connecting our living room and 

dining room, and on it live the 

words, “Normal is just a 

setting on the washing 

machine,” in a perfectly imperfect 

font, just like the one I used here. 

Not 5 feet away, there lies the 

complete series of a cheesy 90’s science fiction show, a TV plug and play device for 

retro arcade games like Pac Man, Dig Dug, and the like, a signed photograph from 

science fiction actress Amanda Tapping and a poster schematic detailing the 

Millennium Falcon from Star Wars. I think, no, scratch that: I know our family unofficially 

lives by that sign: this idea that we don’t have to act a particular, predetermined way 

simply because that’s the way everyone else seems to. If normal is just a setting on the 

washing machine (a mode we’ve created to shape our washing routine) then isn’t it just 

something we’ve made up? 

 2014 will be the third year my family and other geekily minded friends go to a 

Comic Con, and last year a couple of us dressed up as a couple favourite characters 

from a beloved nerdy T.V. show. Some say we’re weird for doing so, and I won’t 



disagree. You know how Girl Guides earn badges for different accomplishments? Well, 

I’ve collected some badges too, but for things like having themed birthday parties from 

age 5 to 20, for playing a single Wii video game three times over and spending 

roughly…. well, too many hours on each playthrough (OK, it was approximately 72), and 

for having more than three filled and sizeable book cases in a single room. 

Before I go further, I should probably define “weird.” I use this word in one way 

society seems to use it, which is to mean eccentric. Think about this for a moment: 

in your average day how many times do your thoughts or actions revolve around what 

someone else might think of you? Despite this awareness, I still slog through all those 

niggling thoughts. So, I often think being “weird” means not being afraid to show true 

interest or commitment  in something deemed odd or unnecessary, and in the 

process, not being afraid to exhibit signs of a life defying established norms. For me, 

that would be norms such as these: people my age don’t typically proudly confess to 

going to a particular movie more than 3 times in theatres, or still going to Ruckers to 

play arcade games with my best friend, even though we’re normally the only people 

over 12 years old who are there to smash their fists on plastic alligator heads for 

themselves, and not their little brothers. 

Dictionary.com defines normal as “1. conforming to the standard or the common 

type; usual; not abnormal; regular; natural; 2. serving to establish a standard.” For 

instance, it might not be so average for our family to have premier parties with themed 

food, decor, and occasionally dress, for our favourite T.V. shows with other nerdy 



friends. You could say my family is a bit weird.  

Often the term “Nerd” or “Geek”  is associated with being weird, and I’ve 

found that as much as people say it’s “cool” to have such a label...well...it doesn’t 

always stick when you go deeper than thickly black glasses and a retro Star Wars 

t-shirt. It’s now more acceptable to go to Comic Con (thanks to the T.V. show, The Big 

Bang Theory) but not so cool to drop a ton of money while you’re there, because that’s 

just silly . I admit at times, it’s rather rash (especially after looking at my bank account 

afterwards) but it’s also evidence I’m passionate about something. I’m cuckoo, not about 

cocoa puffs, but about creating the perfect costume for my favourite character from 

Nintendo’s video game series, The Legend of Zelda - one bedecked with forest green 

fabric, leather boots, and a metal sword and shield. I’m nuts about finding an upstart 

comic book artist who creates marvelous adventures about a lawyer who happens to be 

a tiger, and I’m bananas about having my own custom-made “Daily Planet” name-tag, 

complete with my name and picture instead of Clark Kent’s.  

I had someone see my room once and say, “Well, it’s a great room for a 

teenager,” and I couldn’t help but hear that implied “...but you’re in university now.” At 

first, I felt juvenile because this individual was right: I am in university now, I have a job 

or two, and I pour more focus on planning my future teaching abroad and less on 

improving my gaming skills in Halo - as much as I like reminding the odd narrow-minded 

player that girls can be good at video games too. But this room critic was also wrong, 

because though I’m more mature, that doesn’t necessitate abandoning interests and 

activities such as reading a favourite novel until three or four in the morning, watching 



all twelve hours of the 

extended Lord of the Rings 

trilogy in one day and and 

standing in line for just over 

four hours, with concrete 

beneath my feet and queue 

line dividers at my sides, to 

meet one of my favourite 

actors, Nathan Fillion.  

 Now I care less about the...youthfulness of my room, because I am still 

becoming my own “weird” version of an adult, one that decided I didn’t have to leave 

behind my fulfilled wall covered with favourite movie posters, pictures from comic con, 

cheeky postcards, shelves of comic books and action figures, pictures of touring 

favourite film sites with my best friend, and past fantastical family events in favour of 

some bland extra wall space I would only have if trying to emulate a more normal 

version of my room. I chose to grow up, but not beyond having a free sense of passion.  

It is this sense of boldly proclaiming what I love - whether by the contents of an 

essay I wrote, a bright background on my laptop, or even wearing my pair of Superman 

Converse shoes - that takes a sledgehammer to the glass of conformity and shatters it, 

while not being ashamed of doing so.  

 



I have this quote here: 

“NERD: One whose unbridled passion for 

something, or things, defines who they are as a person, 

without fear of other people’s judgment.”  

Now, this quote is by Zachary Levi and he is most 

known for his acting in Disney’s Tangled and NBC’s 

Chuck….. and before I go any further I must mention he is 

my favourite actor! Now, this quote describes me and 

many others. It describes the way I can get so wrapped 

up in reading a story that the rate at which I twirl my hair through my fingers will tell a 

bystander how exciting I find the story. It also describes how a person can feel so 

passionate about dogs and graphic design, that they create their own business based 

on that love. It tells that everyone’s a Geek about something! This bridle-breaking fervor 

isn’t just limited to Nerds and it certainly didn’t start with Nerds, but maybe we can help 

strengthen it.  

I wrote a poem a couple years ago, or at least what I thought to be a poem 

before I took any formal poetry classes. It’s since developed into a semi-poetic musing I 

call the  

Abnormality of Normal 

“I see people who try to squeeze themselves into a cookie cutter shape,  

Fashioning themselves with measuring tape and scissors in hand to follow the pattern of 



‘normal;’ 

Like a devoted adventurer stepping past cobwebs and pressure-released booby traps to 

seek an ancient treasure built only by its lore, 

These seekers find that fabled ambition to be a thunderless myth.  

 

 Now in a formula, different values give different results, 

 And I think that’s how life is. 

Each person enters in their own individualities, absolute as fingerprints, 

And what emerges is far from default.  

 

‘Normal’ is the formula - not the result or 

the goal, 

For each of us fits perfectly  inside our own 

golden frame.  

The outcome of this formula cannot be 

recreated, nor should it, 

For we are not black and white ten cent photocopies, but rare pieces colourfully created 

on canvas to be displayed proudly before all.” 



So poetic devices aside, or the lack thereof, this is the big idea: there is no such 

thing as being “Normal.” I think normal is simply the idea that we all go through life in a 

similar way, not the idea that we all go through the same things and are shaped the 

same way. Yes, we do go through a lot of similar things and yet they are often different, 

like various episodes in the same T.V. show; each episode is valuable for what it brings 

to the show as a whole, and though some will be more popular or more odd than others, 

each episode has their place and makes the show what it is. It’s the same with people.  

Everyone has their quirks; some more than others. It might not be so normal for 

me to even air all this nerdy laundry in such an unabashed way, or for my brother and I 

to go to Walmart or another public venue just so we can get a ping on our 3DS’s from a 

fellow 3DS owner. It might also be a little different for my my mom to sew matching Star 

Trek costumes for her and my dad to wear during their 1997 New Years Eve costume 

party. I also have parents who have been married for 24 years and still love to make 

each other breakfast in bed, with the occasional Disney movie playing in the 

background. These things aren’t 

exactly normal, but we do these 

things because we are free to, 

because we long to, and because 

we know who we are.  

 


