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I grew up wanting to be Robin Hood, 

and just like him, I was in love with 

Lady Marian. Any excuse was a good 

reason to dress as a Knight of the 

Round Table and unsheathe the 

wooden sword that my father had 

helped me make. Later, my desire to 

explore the world as Indiana Jones or 

to drive the Knight Rider’s car or the 

Batmobile came as well... mainly 

because I wanted to be the one 

kissing the girl in the ending scene, 

and it seemed to me that, in order to 

get to do that, you had to be stronger, 

braver and better than anyone else.

 Does this story sound familiar 

to you? Have you ever wanted to be 

the main character in a movie, so you 

could get all the girls? I thought that if 

I wanted to achieve this, I had to be 

the best because that would be the 

only way for the girl I liked to go crazy 

about me, and this would be all we 

needed to break all social barriers 

which prevented us from being toge-

ther.

 The need to be the number one, 

to succeed, is something that marked 

my first love relationships. I believed 

that through admiration and power, I 

could get the love I needed. Besides, 

all the troubled stories I had seen in 

Questions & reflections
Would it be possible for someone to hate themselves for being LGBTIQ+? What 

would you say to that person?

Why do you think someone could be in conflict with themselves when identifying 

as “lesbian/trans/gay/queer…”?

Why did the female create a male admiration to express her feelings?

Why did the main character consider that hegemonic masculinity is the role 

model to follow in order to get the girl / to feel attractive?

Andrea
Mom, I want to be a superhero.

The stories
we were
never told

movies made me like, above all, the 

most inaccessible girls. I fantasized 

with the idea that we would fall in love 

once we had overcome all sorts of 

trials and challenges.

  

 But all these stories were far 

away from the place where I grew up 

and spent my teenage years: a tiny, 

close-minded town where the word 

“lesbian” was barely heard, and 

always accompanied by a frown of 

disapproval and a “That is disgus-

ting!”.

 And visibility, of course, was 

science fiction. Under this scenario, 

the LGBTIQ+ communities gave me 

bad vibes. I pictured them as spaces 

for the marginalized and, of course, I 

did not want to be one of “those”. I 

wanted to live the greatest love story 

ever, and a marginalized would never 

star in any movie whatsoever.

 So, with this internalized homo-

phobia, I devoted myself to trying to 

fit into the norm, putting my sexuality 

aside. In fact, although I started dating 

girls, for many years my circle of 

friends was completely heterosexual. 

Since I did not have any lesbian or 

bisexual friends, I missed a lot of 

things: talking to people who would 

go through a similar reality, partying in 

the LGBT scene, chatting about the 

girls we liked, sharing the experience 

of coming out of the closet.

 It was only a few years later, as 

I was coming to terms with the word 

“lesbian”, that I approached activism. 

Meeting other people who have expe-

rienced similar situations has been 

very meaningful to me. The networks 

and friendships that I have woven in 

feminist spaces have changed my life. 

They have opened my mind, and I 

have come to realize there are other 

ways that I can relate to people.

 I do not need to be extremely 

strong and perfect to be loved.

I can love myself and also be loved by 

others, flaws and all.

 Along with other women whose 

sexualities and gender expressions do 

not fit the norm, I have felt and still 

feel accompanied, understood and 

with the courage that I need to live the 

life that I want.
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I am a tolerant person. I am open-min-

ded, and even though I am hetero-

sexual, there are many gays and 

lesbians in my circle of friends. Sure, I 

have already made out with women, 

but this was rather a game, a “let's 

try”, nothing serious. I find women 

attractive, but with men, there is this 

additional erotic appeal. This is what I 

thought until something unexpected 

happened:

 When I turned 42, I fell in love 

with a woman. I was head over heels 

for her, and my excitement was higher 

than in my teenage days. For the first 

time in my life, I was really afraid, 

because I had never imagined myself 

Questions & reflections
Do you think it is important to define your sexual identity?

Can you be too young or too old to come out?

How does age affect the coming-out process?

What is sex for you? Are intimacy and sex the same?
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sleeping with a woman. The closeness 

between us was so confusing and my 

soul was deeply touched. We were 

secretly together for more than a year 

because she was still officially dating 

her girlfriend. I broke up with my 

longtime boyfriend and with my hete-

rosexual life. Suddenly, I was on the 

other side. Am I lesbian? Am I bi? 

 Don't we just fall in love with a 

human being? After five years I still 

have not found an answer to this, 

even if I have fallen in love with a 

woman again. Do I have to come out 

or simply face the fact that I am on my 

own way, which is not hard, but full of 

inner and invisible blocks? 

The queer side still feels unfamiliar 

and new, but this complexity has 

always been inside of me. It was 

simply locked up, and now it wants to 

get out.
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I was 14 years old when I had my first 

relationship. He was a boy a few years 

older than me. It was a very troubled 

story which caused me suffering.

 A few years later, when I was 

17, I met a girl and fell in love. We 

were together for 7 years. When the 

story began, I was still residing in the 

country where I was born. To be more 

specific, I was living in a small, 

narrow-minded town in Western Sicily 

with a very well-known family.

 In that context, my only con-

cern was to hide the relationship and 

make sure nobody would ever find 

out. I did not have enough time to sit 

down and analyse what was going on 

or to ask myself about my identity and 

my sexual orientation, even though I 

am generally a reflective person.

 I was not worried about feeling 

attracted to a woman but I was defini-

tely concerned about the impact it 

could have on a social level the fact 

that my relationship would end up in 

the public eye. For all this, I remember 

that period with pain.

 Despite the prudence and the 

agreements, rumours began to circu-

late in my little town. Those who, back 

then, I believed to be my friends, 

pretending to protect me, began to 

ask me details in a very inquisitorial 

way, and advised me not to spend 

time with "that girl". In their opinion, I 

was a good girl who was being mani-

pulated by her, and it was her fault if 

neighbours had started gossiping  

about me. I wanted to get away from 

them, but to avoid further gossip, I 

decided to continue with these fake 

friendships: There was no other 

choice!

 Finally, the gossip reached my 

father's ears, and he started to limit 

my freedom: I had to let him know of 

every move I made - who I was han-

ging out with, where I was going - and 

forced me to come back home earlier 

than usual, and kept my phone out of 

my bedroom. My every move was 

being watched by my mother and him. 

She even read my secret diary. Under 

this circumstances, I did not find the 

courage to admit I was having a rela-

tionship with a girl, and I denied any 

accusation. She probably pretended 

to believe me, refusing a reality she 

could not cope with. It was a very 

difficult year, during which I felt like a 

prisoner.

 Fortunately, after graduation, I 

could move to Palermo, a bigger and 

open-minded city, to attend university. 

Probably my parents' desire to provi-

de me with a good education prevai-

led over the will to keep me under 

control.

 In Palermo I finally found my 

space, feeling finally free to express 

myself. After a few years, I felt rest-

less, and I start asking myself: Who 

am I? What is my sexual orientation? 

What will my future be? Meanwhile, 

the relationship with my family dete-

riorated further, I did not do so well in 

university, and the relationship ended.

 Soon after that, I met an intelli-

gent and non-judging man, with whom 

I feel totally free to express myself. We 

are still married and we have two 

daughters, to whom we teach respect 

to oneself and to others, we share 

with them that strength lies in differen-

ces. We encourage them to think 

critically, to fight for what they believe, 

not to judge others, to treat others as 

they would like to be treated.

 It was because of him that I 

learned to love myself, and I unders-

tood that I love people regardless of 

their gender. I do not feel the need to 

define myself in a rigid way but with 

an open mind to be continuously 

evolving.

Questions & reflections
Family control. Have you ever felt your privacy violated by your siblings? 

If so, how did you feel?

Outing. Do you know the difference between "outing" and "coming out"?

Have you ever "outed" somebody's identity?

Are you aware about the impact of gossip?

Have you had any remarkable experience with gossip?
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I grew up in the countryside, in a strict 

Catholic household.

I remember the first time I fell in love 

with a girl. She was my kindergarten 

teacher. For the first 26 years of my 

life, though, I lived as a heterosexual:

 The concept of LGBTIQ+ did 

not exist at home and I had no way to 

get in touch with it at all. There was no 

internet at that time. Every now and 

then I fell crazy in love with girls. I was 

really suppressing these emotions 

back then.

 

 One day, I finally got my first 

girlfriend and therefore I knew that the 

time had come to finally tell my 

parents. The coming-out did not go 

very well: We sat at the table and after 

I told them about my new “way of life” 

and my relationship, they were really 

shocked. My father just got up and 

left. My mother responded in a very 

emotional way; she was desperate, 

annoyed… and she was blaming me 

for everything. She said that she also 

had “breast friends” (close female 

friends) but what I was doing was 

“way beyond acceptable!”. She was 

always following the rules, and she 

expected the same from me. 

 There were a lot of problematic 

situations within my family, and as a 

consequence, I withdrew from them. 

For three months there was complete 

silence between us. Then, after a 

family incident, my mother called me 

and asked me to come back.

 My parents' attitude has not 

changed ever since, but now we do 

not try to convince each other anymo-

re. Besides, we are now dealing with 

each other in a respectful manner.

I am not happy. I would even say it 

makes me sad things are going like 

this. Unfortunately, there is no other 

way of coping with it.

Questions & reflections
What do you think about the family’s reaction?

How would you deal with that silence?

What would you say to this family/these parents?

ConnyThe stories
we were
never told
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A long time ago, when I was eleven or 

twelve years old, I was a straight little 

girl in a straight world. Every person, 

every book, every movie, every song, 

every cartoon, every story around 

me... it was all heterosexual and this 

was the only possible choice.

 In my school, there was a very 

shy little boy who was bullied because 

he was considered not to be man 

enough. When our schoolmates were 

playing football, he was bored. Whe-

never they talked about sex and little 

girls, he pretended not to be there.

 One night, on a train to Rome, I 

heard our schoolmates talk about him 

and about his lack of masculinity. 

They called him “faggot”. I got angry. 

At this point, the only thing I could do 

is to stand up for him because I did 

not want to be on the wrong side, so I 

walked towards them and said: 

“Stop it! You are all liars. He is strai-

ght, and we have a relationship.”

 I was just a straight little girl, 

and I was not aware that he could 

really be gay and maybe he did not 

want to be in the closet any longer. To 

me, “faggot” was an insult, and I had 

to protect him, even if I had to lie.

 From that day on, his life in 

school became easier. He thanked me 

for what I said. A few months later, 

schooltime was over, and we never 

saw each other again. Today, when I 

think about it, I am not entirely sure I 

did the right thing because I acted 

impulsively, without talking to him 

beforehand. I should have had a 

conversation with him, ask him how 

he felt and then decide what to do. I 

did what I could do at that moment, 

what I was able to do.

 Now I am a lesbian woman. 

Everything is different, and I know 

maybe I was wrong. But even today I 

do not regret that I reacted, that I was 

not indifferent, that I did not leave him 

alone.

Questions & reflections
Bullying. What would you do in that situation? Would you help him? If so, how?

Masculine gender role. What do you think are the characteristics a “real man” should 

have?

Homophobia. What do you think about the boy in the story? Is he gay or straight? Does 

it really matter?

Why does the girl feel she is wrong about her action? 

Would you like to give a piece of advice to the grown-up girl?
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There is no such thing as “the one and 

only coming-out moment”. After my 

first outing, which I am going to talk 

about later, I have been outing myself 

a thousand times more: Every time I 

meet a new person I must decide if I 

tell them I am gay. Every time I enter a 

new place, I am forced to choose 

whether I show I am gay or not.

 This is not because of me; it is 

because of others, and by “others” I 

mean those who identify as “normal”. 

Others who — even if everyone is 

different according to body, gender 

and sexual orientation — group toge-

ther to form the “normal majority”. 

 I first came out to one of my 

best friends. I was only 15. It was very 

special to me, not only because after 

years of lonely nights having to face 

my fears and struggles on my own I 

was then happily in love for the first 

time. It was also a suitable moment 

because of the way my friend approa-

ched the whole thing: She chose the 

right time, the right place, and above 

all, the right words to address the 

topic. She did not put me in the posi-

tion of having to explain or defend 

myself. Instead of waiting for an 

outing or asking questions, she star-

ted with an explanation: She said that 

being a straight person herself, she 

was eager to learn more about sex, 

gender and sexual orientations. She 

also talked about the deep respect 

she has for those who struggle with 

their identities just because they do 

not fit a constructed majority. She 

finished by adding that, no matter who 

I am or who I love, she would always 

love me. 

 After listening to her, not only 

was it easy for me to tell her that I 

finally had a boyfriend but joyful and 

empowering, too. It did not feel like an 

outing anymore — it felt like speaking 

to someone who was really interested 

in my life.

 Be like my friend and apply this 

to you as well: Before asking a ques-

tion to someone who may not be 

straight, just consider if you would like 

to — or even could — answer the 

same question. And one day, hopefu-

lly, I will not have to out myself any-

more. 

Questions & reflections
What is your opinion about Felix saying that LGBTIQ+ people have to come out over 

and over again?

What do you think about Felix’s best friend’s speech? Would you have 

expressed yourself differently?

How would you prepare yourself in order to act like Felix’s friend?

What do you think were Felix’s thoughts during the lonely nights he went 

through?

Do you think that maybe one day LGBTIQ+ people will no longer need to out themsel-

ves anymore?

Felix
1001 Outings
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I attended high school in Palermo, 

Sicily. I felt quite integrated and 

accepted there, especially within my 

group of closest friends.

 It was a time full of questions 

like: “Who am I?”, “What am I?”, 

“What is/will be my place in the 

world?” — still today, I do not think I 

have found the answers to these 

questions. My innate curiosity and my 

doubts led me to new experiences, to 

give new things a try, etc.

 

 By persistently inquiring myself, 

I found out that I did not fit the norm 

and the social context, and this is still 

true nowadays: I have never been very 

feminine, I do not know how to walk 

on high heels or how to use make-up 

to pretty myself up.

 I dressed in girly clothes but not 

the right way. I think that might not be 

the only reason why one of my best 

friends, one day started calling me 

“faggot” or “Lady Oscar”, and other 

names related to the idea that — 

quoting what he said — I was “a boy 

in a female body”. It was just a joke 

for him, but I hated the way he treated 

me. I told him how I felt but he conti-

nued on doing so in front of other 

people, who then laughed at me or 

joined him and called me the same 

stupid names. (#1)

 My reaction changed as time 

went by, to the point I would reply: 

“You know what? If you call me 

‘faggot’, I will call you ‘asshole’ ”! I 

then started to ignore them whenever 

they would call me such names and, 

after some time, this stupid game was 

finally over.

 So I came to the conclusion 

that I do know I am not very feminine 

and I am aware I do not conform to 

the traditional standards of femininity, 

but you know what? This is how I am, 

and if I have to face criticism and 

other people’s judgement in order to 

feel comfortable with myself, I am 

ready to do so. After all, I am the only 

person who will be by my side for the 

rest of my life.

Questions & reflections
Gender role. Do you think make-up is exclusively for women? Do you know any man 

who wears high heels?

Labelling. Have you ever been labelled or have you ever labelled anyone?

Bullying. Do you know anybody who has suffered bullying in your school/neighbourhoo-

d/family?

What would you do if you were in the main character’s shoes? 

What strategies would you use in situation #1?

In what ways did the main character react?

Giuliana
¡Soy yo!/It is me!
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My story is just one chapter of my 

coming out story and it occurred, 

when I was 16 years old. At that time I 

already had done a very important 

step in getting out of the closet: since 

a couple of weeks I attended a gay 

students club. So what is a Gay stu-

dents club? It`s a group of gay and 

bisexual male students that helped 

each other during the process of 

coming out as gay. This club was 

located at the university campus and 

everybody there knew that it was the 

place where young gay men meet. 

Most of the guys studied at the univer-

sity so I was the youngest member of 

this group. And I loved it! Fast it 

became the most important aspect of 

my life that I was attending secretly 

this group. It was so amazing to have 

elder friends that could give me advice 

and who accepted me as I was – even 

if I was much younger. Of course, it 

was a secret to everyone that I joined 

this coming out group. So I lived a 

double-life, which was exciting and 

exhausting at the same time. That 

means I hided my homosexuality 

because I feared discrimination and 

was also enthusiastic about my new 

life and my autonomy.

One evening I am on my way to the 

weekly meetings and I am walking 

across the campus straight towards to 

the gay club. Suddenly, as I am rea-

ching the door, I realized that two male 

classmates are on the opposite side of 

the street observing the entrance. My 

heart stops beating. It is too late to 

pretend to have passed the gay-club 

randomly. Immediately I realized that I 

was caught. For a short moment it 

came to my mind, that these classma-

tes might be also gay and therefore 

watching the entrance. But somehow 

it is clear to me that they are not, 

knowing that they can easily blow the 

whistle on me. I am greeting them 

shortly and entering the gay club. I 

cannot define the relationship I had to 

them: actually there was no relations-

hip. We have not been friends at 

school but also no enemies. Inside the 

gay club my friends are waiting for me 

and I start talking to them what has 

happened. I am excited, nervous, like I 

lost my conscience. But I also feel 

safe here – safe in the space the stu-

dent’s gay club offers. A wave of 

positive energy and attention is 

coming over me and I realize:  I have 

to go back outside to my classmates. I 

have to regain control about the situa-

tion. I go out; the two guys are still 

there. Pretending to be very self-confi-

dent I start talking to them: “Ok. You 

both have watched me going into the 

gay students club. Obviously I joined 

this club, because it is important for 

me, as I am gay. Nobody knows that – 

but you two have now witnessed a 

very personal secret of mine. It is my 

explicit wish, that it remains secret 

between us as long as I want. So you 

won`t talk to anybody about what you 

have seen. Right?” The two boys 

didn`t say a word. They are surprised. 

Then they nodded. I ask again: “Can I 

trust you?”

 My heart is still beating like a 

drum, I am confused. Actually I reac-

ted very tough, but felt beaten and 

less worth than before. As a young 

gay boy I had to ask them to keep 

silent. I feel like a second class man: 

first class are heterosexuals and 

second class are gay men. Maybe I 

am not longer a man but a faggot. 

Somehow I felt that my concept of 

masculinity broke and that I lost the 

ability to talk to other man on the 

same level. I felt inferior. And I was 

frightened that I lost control over my 

coming out and my life. 

 

 The night until the next morning 

in school were extremely tensed. I 

expected everyone to laugh at me in 

the classroom. Nervously I arrived in 

school; I would have preferred to be 

invisible. I imagined myself as a 

caught animal in a cage. But: Nothing 

happened. Everything was as usual. 

And it stayed like this until the day I 

decided to tell close school friends 

that I am gay.

Years later I saw those two boys at a 

schools anniversary and I needed to 

talk to them. I wanted to thank them 

for their solidarity in those days and 

started explaining what it meant to 

me. To my surprise they couldn`t even 

remember that they have seen me 

there at the gay students-club years 

ago. I had no importance for them. 

For me it is a very important lifestory 

because it reminds me of the power of 

groups, solidarity and the significance 

of safe spaces like the gay student´s 

club.

Questions & reflections

Jan
Whistle blowing
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In fifth grade, I had my first boyfriend. 

Then there came a few more. 

But after that, there was a time in 

school when I noticed that my fellow 

pupils' topics of interest did not match 

with mine. I was around 14 years old 

by then.

 My girlfriends' favourite topics 

were boy bands, boys and how to 

look good for them. I noticed that 

these topics did not call my attention 

at all. I was more interested in girl 

bands and series or films in which 

strong women or lesbian women were 

its main characters. I started to think 

about it all... I spent a lot of time on 

the internet looking for information 

about being a lesbian. The thought 

developed into a feeling and, as days 

went by, I was becoming more and 

more aware that I really felt attracted 

to women.

 I had the need to exchange 

views with someone so I summoned 

up all my courage and called my best 

friend up and told her about my fee-

lings and thoughts. I was not certain 

about how she would react, and I was 

afraid that she might think I was in 

love with her — which was not the 

case. But my fear did not come true. 

She reacted pretty well. She was there 

for me, supported me, went with me 

to a lesbian youth centre and asked 

some questions. Little by little, I dared 

to tell my friends in school as well. 

 All of them were very open to it 

and were also happy for me when I 

had my first date. I set myself a dead-

line to tell my family when I got my 

first girlfriend. And so I did! After my 

first kiss with her, I told my mum. She 

told my brother and my father, and 

they both reacted in a very understan-

ding way, too. My brother basically 

said to me: “Oh, I can really unders-

tand this. I am also more into women 

than I am into men.”

 So I was pretty lucky because 

my family supported me. In school, I 

had no problems and even in the city I 

could walk around openly with my 

girlfriend without a problem!

All this support from my environment 

gave me strength, courage and secu-

rity. My focus shifted towards this: I 

am a lesbian going back to the funda-

mental questions in relationships. 

 But then I went to another city 

to study and my bubble of privilege 

exploded. I realised that other realities 

did exist: I had to get used to exclu-

sion, bad looks, prejudices and a lot 

more. All this appeared suddenly in 

my life. I had to adjust to the fact that 

the focus of the new society around 

me was directed towards my sexuali-

ty. Me being a lesbian was the first 

thing they saw and not the relations-

hip itself.

 It was a sad moment when I 

realised that the world outside my 

bubble was not that bright and fabu-

lous. However, the security that I had 

gained during the first years after my 

coming-out has given me a good 

basis to face this world!

Questions & reflections

Family support. As far as you know, how important is family support for LGBTIQ 

people? Coming out. Have you ever heard of the term “coming out”? Do you 

know anyone who has already come out as LGBTIQ? How did they do it?

Supportive/unsupportive environments. How can the social environment influen-

ce our behaviour? Do you feel your city/neighbourhood is a safe space?

Janna
I started relatively early to have 
solid relationships
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When I started to notice others 

— I was around 8, 9 or 10 years old —, 

I realized that I fancied both girls and 

boys. I liked a male classmate but 

also my brother’s friend, a girl. To me, 

this was never a problem; I thought it 

was something natural, only love.

 Later on, as a teenager, I fell in 

love with a girl. We started a relations-

hip, and after a long time, I wanted to  

tell my group of friends. At that 

moment, I did not know that my fee-

lings — loving boys and girls — were 

called “bisexuality”, but what I learned 

is that some people do not respect it.

 The first time I came out to my 

friends, I was 17 years old. They were 

my school friends; we knew each 

other since we were 3 years old. When 

I told them, they grew apart from me, 

not willing to talk to me again and 

leaving me alone. They told everybody 

what I had said and started calling me 

“dyke”. This was an awful situation, 

and I felt terrible. I went through the 

school year surrounded by people yet 

feeling lonely. It was so hard that I got 

depressed, I did not want to live. I did 

not seek help from my family because 

I thought they might have the same 

reaction and I knew I could not handle 

that again. After some time I realized 

that I was not the problem, and that I 

did not want this kind of people in my 

life. (#1)

 I decided to prepare for my 

coming-out to my family when I was 

18 or 19 years old, so I practised with 

my 5-year-old cousin. She told me: 

“Do not worry, you will be straight”. 

(#2)

I know that is not true. I do not want to 

change, I love myself this way. Being 

bisexual is swings and roundabouts.

 When it comes to my parents, 

what I did was to start giving them 

clues:

— “Mom, I have a bisexual friend.”

— “What do you mean? What does 

‘bisexual’ mean?”

And then I would share with her a 

non-stereotypical definition, so whe-

never I decided to out myself she 

would know what it means. 

 My mom passed away before 

we could talk about it, but to me, not 

having the opportunity was not crucial 

because “Jenni” is more than that, 

ups and downs. I am more than only 

bisexual.

One year after that — I was 22 years 

old back then —, I was in the car 

when my father asked me: “How has 

your love life been?”. He did not ask 

about “men”, he asked about “love”.

 I thought it was a clue. He wanted to 

talk about it, so I told him: “Do you 

think I am lesbian?”. “Well…”, he said. 

“No, I am not lesbian, I am Bisexual”. 

He said “Ok”. For years I tried to 

imagine how he would react... maybe I 

would receive a bad reaction... but I 

only got an “Ok”. He also added that 

my mother took it pretty badly; she 

thought I was lesbian, and she was 

worried about people’s reaction.

 I should have told my mother 

not to worry. I am great the way I am 

and I feel very loved. I have been 

through hard stuff — I am aware other 

LGBT people suffer more — but now I 

can deal with these situations and the 

ups come more often than the downs.

Questions & reflections
How would you react if someone told you they are LGBTIQ+?

What would you do in situation #1?

What do you think about situation #2?

What do you know about bisexuality? Do you know other bisexual people?

Leave a message to the main character’s mother!

Jenni
Mom, I want you to know…
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Back in high school, I used to be 

angry with myself and everyone else. 

In a way, I always knew I was gay, but 

I certainly did not know what being 

gay actually means. The only thing I 

knew for sure was that I was not 

normal. As I was not able to talk about 

relationships or love interests, I was 

not capable of making good friends 

either: I just could not feel comfortable 

around people, let alone with myself. I 

felt that I would never be friends with 

anybody and... of course... that no one 

would ever be interested in having me 

as a boyfriend.

 Not even straight girls, who are 

usually a big support for boys like me, 

would make me feel better. Actually, 

their rejection made me feel I was too 

ugly to deserve any kind of love. I 

asked myself: “Why don't they like me 

if I have always been nicer to them 

than the other guys?”

 After struggling for a long time, 

I finally found the right place and the 

right people. I joined COGAM, Ma-

drid's LGBTIQ+ Association, and 

everything changed. I had just turned 

twenty. Suddenly, a bunch of cute 

guys were interested in me, both as a 

friend and as something else… 

Thanks to them, I felt attractive for the 

first time ever and, most importantly, I 

learned this one thing: even if you 

cannot be liked by everyone, you can 

for sure be liked by some if you are 

true to yourself.

 On my very first day in CO-

GAM's youth group, I met the first guy 

I ever fell in love with. He was also the 

one that would give me my first kiss. 

And, by the way, he broke my heart, 

but that is another story. Anyway, that 

is not the point. What really matters is 

that this “little me” was not happy 

because of feeling ugly, awkward and 

uninteresting. I basically felt like that 

because I was not being myself. Isn't 

it ironic?

 I do not think I have run into the 

love of my life just yet, but ever since I 

came out as gay, I have made so 

many friends I cannot even count 

them: people of all ages, genders, 

nationalities and sexual orientations 

that have given me the strength to 

cope with this somehow cruel world. 

To me, they are the greatest of treasu-

res.

Questions & reflections
What does “normal” mean?

Where could this person find help?

What is the contradiction that Juan mentions in relation to straight girls?

Do you think groups and associations are important for minorities? Why? 

How important is it to love yourself?

Why do you think Juan values friendship so much?

Express your self-love in a pose and take a picture.

Juan tells the story of meeting his boyfriend at the first meeting at COGAM. Do 

you think they ended up together? Why did he break Juan's heart in the end? 

Juan
The treasure of friendshipan
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Questions & reflections
Relationship. Are you in an affective relationship? If so, do you think it is a balanced 

relationship? If you are not in one yet, how do you envision your relationship?

Self-esteem / Questioning personal values. Would you change anything about yourself? 

Why?

How do you feel when you see a same-sex couple showing public displays of affection 

(PDA)? Do you think it is different from seeing an opposite-sex couple?

Do you know any non-traditional family? What does “family” mean to you?

Describe a healthy relationship in your own words!

I am going to share a personal story 

with you which is relationship-related:

 When I was much younger than 

now, I used to have a high self-es-

teem. It had been built through a 

projection of perfection that originated 

in my early adolescence and conti-

nued throughout my youth.

 When I was 27 years old, I 

started a relationship with a man of 

thirty-something. He was a very nice 

man and had a strong character and 

an attractive personality. All through 

the five months we were together, 

both my self-concept and my self-es-

teem were destroyed little by little.

 I had always been very judgemental 

about people who were weak in a 

relationship and did not fight for an 

emotional balance. I could not unders-

tand how that could be possible... and 

then I found myself in this same situa-

tion. One day I felt so insecure that I 

could not leave home without getting 

approval from my partner.

 

 At that very moment, I began to 

notice I had a serious problem. Was it 

the result of some kind of psychologi-

cal abuse against my self-concept? 

It was then that I decided to fight 

against it. I realized that my self-es-

teem was based on superficial things 

and very poor values, so I decided to 

rebuild myself in a very different way.

 I searched and found new ways to 

build my self-image up from scratch. 

I dug into myself in order to find 

genuine, useful skills and I resolved to 

break up with the man who helped me 

find out about myself. Later, I embra-

ced my weakness and accepted how 

unstable my own concept of myself 

was.

 It took me several years to 

recover and be stress-free. My ex-bo-

yfriend and I would meet again quite 

often. He sadly passed away very 

shortly after I had managed to do so. 

I was deeply affected by his death. 

 I am now very grateful to him 

because through that weird experien-

ce I could learn a lot about myself and 

also about how important it is to have 

first-hand experience of emotional 

situations to avoid misjudgments. 

Later on, I started developing my 

empathy skills, and I am now in an 

enriching work-in-progress of non-ju-

dgment towards others.

Juan Manuel
Emotional Dependance
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Questions & reflections
Coming out. Whom would you choose to come out to? A friend, a sibling, a colleague, a 

teacher?

Religion. How much has religion influenced your life? Do you think the religious point of 

view can evolve? How are prejudices built? 

Listening / Support. How would you feel if you are sharing a crucial part of your life and 

your conversational partner remains silent?

The writer tells something regarding lifestyle. Do you think there is a gay lifestyle? And a 

straight one? Are these questions necessary?

When I was a teenager, I knew pretty 

early that I was different from all my 

female friends: I fancied girls more 

than boys. However, it took me a very 

long time to accept myself, because I 

tried to push away the thought of 

being a lesbian. I wanted to be normal 

— whatever normal means — or at 

least bisexual. I thought this is more 

accepted in society. Now I know that 

being bisexual is not easier than being 

a lesbian.

 When I was finally at the point 

of accepting myself around the age of 

20, I decided to talk to some of my  

friends. I thought very hard which one 

I should choose and tell first. At that 

time, I was really afraid that my female 

friends might think that I am in love 

with them or might not want to be my 

friends anymore, so I chose to tell my 

male friends first. I was very nervous 

when I met the first one. We were 

sitting in the corner of a café, and his 

reaction was very supportive. He was 

actually well informed about the local 

gay community in my city and toge-

ther we figured out what my next 

steps in my coming-out process 

should be.

 The second male friend I talked 

to reacted totally different. It was as if 

I had told him that I got a new haircut. 

He just said “ok” and switched to 

another topic. A few months later, he 

told me that my coming-out made him 

nervous because he is gay as well and 

could not accept it at that time.

 In the same week, I told my 

best female friend, who was very 

conservative and religious, so I was 

really anxious when we met. I some-

how had to tell her, because she 

already knew that something was 

going on in my life. I chose a public 

space because I was aware that she 

could feel uncomfortable when liste-

ning to my coming out or she might 

think that I was trying to hit on her. 

Her reaction was... silence! To me, it 

seemed to last forever. Finally, she 

said something. She thought about it 

wisely and said that if this is my way 

to live, I should do it, but it is not hers. 

During this evening we kept on talking 

about different things but, from time to 

time, she had some questions about 

being gay. We are still good friends, 

but she needed a bit of time to get 

used to the thought that I am gay, 

because I was the first lesbian to open 

up to her.

After talking to my closest friends, I 

felt very relieved because I got 

supported and I did not feel alone 

anymore.

Kirsten
Friendship matters!
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When I was a little girl, I had this typi-

cal friend, I suppose there is one in 

every grade, who liked to play as a 

wedding planner. Perhaps, this is not a 

game that girls enjoy playing anymore, 

but back then, many girls seemed to 

like it. I did not really have fun, but I 

pretended to.

 I was usually the priest officia-

ting the ceremony. Making the speech 

and saying a few words was more fun 

than becoming a member of the 

audience and just getting up to 

applaud. But my position was very 

popular and sometimes I had to get 

married instead. We always married 

Aleix. Other options were basically out 

of the question because he was the 

only boy who wanted to play with us. I 

would have preferred Xavi, but he and 

all the other boys were in the play-

ground playing soccer.

 The time went by pretty fast and 

when I was finishing third grade of 

secondary school, like every summer, I 

went to summer camp. I liked it a lot, I 

could meet all kinds of people there 

and that summer was no exception. 

As usual, we were late, and we were 

chasing the bus with our backpacks 

on. Before getting on the bus I took a 

deep breath and then I jumped on. 

Everybody was looking at me as I was 

the last one to arrive and they were 

waiting for me. I felt very ashamed. 

Luckily, shame did not last long and 

soon I started to chat with everybody.

One afternoon, we were competing in 

gymkhana games. Everything was 

going smoothly until we were told to 

go in pairs with our feet tied together 

and... she was my partner... Alba... the 

only girl I had not talked to yet — you 

might think it was by chance but I 

knew it was not. I was dying to kiss 

her and whenever I was close to her I 

did not even dare to open my mouth, 

tell her something, even the smallest 

thing... maybe she felt the same way... 

I do not think she likes girls... or 

maybe she does... I do not know what 

to do...

My head was spinning, and days went 

by until... the summer camp was over, 

and we had to get back home.

 What I have just told you has 

been a well-kept secret for many 

years. I was the very first one I kept 

my secret from. I did not dare to think 

about it too much. Was that a one-ti-

me thing? Just a fantasy, perhaps? As 

a matter of fact, I had liked many guys 

in the past so… how could this be 

happening to me? I was not sure 

whether I liked boys or girls and I was 

in distress; I had many doubts and 

even more questions. I did not know 

what to choose, how to make my mind 

up. Sometimes I felt strange and 

different, I did not dare to share how I 

felt. I was afraid that something would 

change if I decided to open my mouth. 

I really liked my life, my friends, my 

family, and I wanted everything to stay 

the same.

 With the passage of time and 

after going round in circles for ages, 

the day came when I started to speak; 

first with shame, and little by little, 

increasingly comfortable. Indeed, I 

had a good intuition: some relations-

hips changed, I came closer to my 

friends and most of my family; they 

listened to me, and I felt that they 

wanted me to be well and happy. It is 

also true that a rift developed between 

some people and me; they just could 

not understand. Sometimes it was 

hard, but now I think that there is 

nothing else we could do.

 Fortunately, the years have 

passed, and now I know myself better. 

Those doubts faded away and now it 

is clear to me that I like some guys, 

some girls, and some people who do 

not like to label themselves as guys or 

girls, and this is called bisexuality.

Questions & reflections
Do you know what bisexuality is? Could you name any bisexual celebrity?

What does “stereotype” mean? Could you list some common stereotypes? Could you 

mention some stereotypes regarding bisexuality? Do you think a bisexual person must 

“choose” between men and women?

Do you think that coming out can change things in your life? If so, how? 

Why did the narrator lay out many questions, concerns and chaotic thoughts?

Do you think everybody has many questions about their identity and sexual orientation 

nowadays?

Laura
What to choose?

The stories
we were
never told

Tags
bisexuality

stereotypes

fear of changes

coming out



My name is Mar, and I am a Catalan 

cisgirl from Spain. I consider myself a 

fairly fluid person because I have chan-

ged a lot during my almost 32 years of 

life. My personality, my likings and my 

network evolved but also my sexual 

orientation! It is something that  can 

happen, and it is positive, you can trust 

me! Let me explain how it was for me:

 I was 15 years old, I loved Heavy 

Metal and the Gothic culture. I felt pretty 

rebel because of that. Notice that the 

Gothic culture has an interesting permis-

siveness among gender roles: Boys 

usually wear skirts, long hair and use eye 

makeup. Girls look strong, and their 

sexuality is accepted — this includes 

having sex with other girls. Unfortunately, 

this is usually regarded as a fetish for 

men but, in my case, it opened up my 

mind to play, in a sexual way, with other 

girls.

 

 One night I slept, as usual, in the 

company of my best friend. But that 

night, something happened: The day 

before she told me about a film where 

two Gothic girls, who could not find an 

interesting boy to make out with, end up 

having sex. I know this sounds very 

heteropatriarchal, but it worked for us. 

So when the night came, we both knew 

that we were going to do the same thing 

the two girls in the film did. And so it 

was! We spent the night kissing each 

other and playing a pleasant and 

not-so-innocent game with our legs. We 

did not talk about that night for a long 

time and nothing changed in our friends-

hip, but it did in my daily life because, 

thank Goth, I began to consider myself 

Bisexual. Deep inside I knew that I could 

feel attracted to other girls, even if it did 

not happen to me again for a long time.

 I wondered whether that experien-

ce  was enough to define myself as 

Bisexual. It certainly was while I was 

making out with boys, but it was not 

enough when I started dating girls, long 

after that night:

 I was 23 when I started studying a 

Master’s Degree in Women and Gender 

Studies, which connected me to femi-

nism and made my mind blow up! I met a 

lot of amazing girls, including bisexual 

women, lesbians and trans people. It 

was then when a big desire finally started 

growing inside of me. I was really commi-

tted so I participated in the creation of a 

feminist and lesbian activist group. At 

that moment I flirted with some girls but I 

felt very inexperienced so I was cons-

tantly hesitating whether I could be 

defined as Bisexual, Lesbian or nothing 

at all. Actually, I wanted to be considered 

Lesbian, so I could use it as a political 

label in order to increase the visibility of 

this collective, and also because I felt 

more comfortable with this label, therefo-

re avoiding having to call myself 

Bisexual. (Now I realise that I felt uncom-

fortable with that identity because of 

some internalized biphobia and because 

there was biphobia in my activist context 

as well.)

 

 One day I met a girl called Cris 

and I felt really attracted to her. We made 

out, and everything was fine but when 

we had sex I froze up due to my lack of 

experience and because I did not want 

to do anything that could be considered 

as heterosexual! Cris did not have all 

these paranoias, and she could feel free 

with her sexuality but I was still blocked 

for a period of time. As a consequence, 

she became a friend more than a lover 

and she suggested me to look for spe-

cialized books, comics, films or TV 

shows about Lesbians! And so I did. 

Luckily I found good materials, for 

instance, a beautiful Spanish project 

called “Lesbian Kamasutra” and also the 

TV show titled “The L Word.” 

 After some time, I began to feel 

more confident, and I realised that 

sexuality goes beyond the strict models 

we have been taught, i.e. heterosexual or 

homosexual practices. So thanks to 

these materials and after reflecting on all 

this together with my activist group, I 

broke away from the idea that there is a 

Lesbian sexuality, so I could use my 

whole sexual experience and begin to 

flow and enjoy it, regardless of whether I 

chose to share my intimacy with girls, 

boys or non-binary people.

 And do you know what? I was not 

the only girl who did not feel “good 

enough” for being called Lesbian or 

Bisexual in my activist group, so we all 

empowered together and concluded that 

the most important thing when talking 

about Lesbian or Bisexual identity — this 

applies to other identities as well — is 

that it is your own choice and desire to 

consider yourself as you please, no 

matter how many experiences you have 

had or what other people think!

Mar
Thank Goth I am Bisexual!
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we were
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Questions & reflections

Do you know other popular culture examples or urban tribes which were quite flexible 

related to gender roles?

Do you think there is a link between feminism and LGTBIQ issues?

Do you think that a girl needs to have a “complete” sexual experience with another girl 

in order to be considered Bisexual or Lesbian? Do you think that the first experience of 

the main character when she was 15, was a complete sexual experience?
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I went to my first Pride without 

knowing what a Pride was, without 

being fully aware of my identity or my 

sexual orientation.

 It was 2007 and I was in Cata-

nia, the city where my girlfriend lived. 

After spending the morning with her I 

had the whole afternoon to myself, so 

I left the B&B to get some food when, 

while I was closing the door behind 

me, I saw a whole lot of people in 

front of me standing on the sidewalk, 

looking at something. Obviously, I 

made my way through the crowd in 

order to see what was drawing peo-

ple's attention. Once I got to the very  

end of the sidewalk I witnessed a 

“Gay Pride” for the first time and... I 

can't deny that... it had a strange 

effect on me.

 I can only summarize the thou-

ghts I had that day like this: “Look at 

that guy who's swaying his hips on 

that parade float! Hey, those two are 

kissing! Hey, that dude wearing only a 

G-string and nothing else is really ugly 

to look at. And how on earth are those 

dressed? Hey, they all look very 

happy, though!”

 Meanwhile, someone from a 

parade float was talking into the 

microphone. I only remember a few 

words of the whole speech because 

my mind was elsewhere. Freedom, 

rights, equality, blah, blah, blah...

I was standing there, looking for oddi-

ties, amazed; during the parade, I  

could not see anything else; I did not 

understand the differences, the 

shades of colour, all the many, many 

kinds of life and identities.

 I was only seeing what is usua-

lly portrayed in all the photos and 

videos made by the journalists, not 

deprived of a certain amount of morbi-

dity.

 I could not understand that 

burning feeling on my face, that knot 

in my stomach. Making eye contact 

with the people standing around me 

who were witnessing the parade from 

the outside like me, I was feeling 

judged, mocked, yet nobody was 

staring at me.

 I had three options: staying put 

amongst those people and their looks 

of disappointment, perhaps even 

disgust, and thus looking like one of 

“them” by occupying the same space 

as them with my body, leaving and 

getting back to my path, or joining the 

parade and sympathizing with those 

freedoms, that happiness.

I chose the third option, and less than 

a year later I understood that I did it 

also for myself.

 The first time I marched in a 

Pride I did not know whether I was 

straight, bisexual or gay. In those 

moments it actually did not really 

matter; once I cast my doubts aside, I 

understood the importance of having 

a body, occupying a space, standing 

on one side or another.

 While I was marching with my 

quivering legs, I was asking myself 

what I would have felt if on that 

sidewalk I had seen a friend, a collea-

gue or a family member. And if in the 

parade there was a friend, a colleague 

or a family member what would they 

have felt if they had seen me on that 

sidewalk, occupying a space different 

than theirs? I then realized that there 

are only two options which can be 

summarized by quoting the words of 

the Sicilian poet Nino Gennaro: “You 

are either happy or an accomplice.”

Questions & reflections
Do you know how Pride as a movement started? 

Is Pride an inclusive space for people? 

Is the word “Pride” connected with other topics? (intersectional topic)

Which other words (except “solidarity”) can you connect to this story?

Marco
Solidarity forever
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I remember the moment, I was only 

five years old,

When I went to my mother and talked 

to her about me.

I wanted answers, I wanted to know,

That thing I heard, they were talking 

about me.

What is the meaning of “faggot”?

Is that what I am already?

Confused, constrained voice, my 

mother

To this gossip gives me an answer, 

accurate, unerring.

This thing you say they have called 

you,

Which, by the way, you cannot say,

This thing that sounds very ugly, 

It is something that claims, that states

That you like boys more than other 

girls, 

Those who are the same as you, that 

is what you prefer.

Then there is no mistake, there is no 

problem here

That shit is something that, to me, 

does not refer.

I prefer girls, there is no doubt,

If I am to do so, this is what I pick. 

I prefer jump rope to soccer, 

I prefer dancing, ponies and pink. 

I do not care about guys, about 

soccer, 

I know I have said it already, but I have 

to repeat. 

To me, it seems simple, flat and 

boring. 

And even if I should go, I stay here.

We have the weird habit of asking 

children what their favourite colour is, 

We force them to choose among 

millions of options, to be consistent 

with their decisions. 

Until I was four years old, I always 

said that pink was my colour,

And, over the years, that answer 

turned it all into a pitch black vision.

Suddenly, I stood out, I was ten, 

I was swishy, my voice wanted to 

come out. 

I raised my voice so I could be heard,

But they knew what to do to hold me 

down. 

He is a faggot, a fairy, a pussy, a bent

He is someone who does not really 

deserve to be alive. 

Do not make yourself noticeable, 

change your ways,

Or at least try to resemble me, that is 

what you should be like.

I tried to change, I tried to fit,

Change my identity, lie to myself, deny 

myself, all of it. 

But it is impossible, I cannot fool 

them, 

And as soon as I relax, they simply do 

it. 

Look at that fucking faggot, 

He is a fucking faggot. 

Years went by and still not able to 

accept even if I try. 

I look at myself in the mirror and start 

to cry.

Only five and already marked for life, 

This should not happen when you are 

only five. 

They pointed out what was wrong, 

made me feel I was weird

Feeling I cannot even decide. 

My muscles tense, 

My voice drops. 

It gets lost in the mud, in silence it 

drowns, 

The pink that I am is now dyed black, 

pitch, intense.

Mario
Faggot
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we were
never told
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I remember clearly the moment when, 

at the age of five, I asked my mother:

— What is the meaning of “faggot”?

Someone had called me that at 

school. I did not remember the situa-

tion in which I had been called that 

but I do remember when I went to my 

mother to find out what “faggot” was.

— “Faggot” means you like boys more 

than girls — she said.

— Oh, I like girls — I replied.

Of course I liked girls more. I was 

always with them. I preferred jump 

rope to soccer, ponies to bottle-caps, 

dancing to fighting. I had nothing 

against boys but if I was forced to 

choose, I would rather be with the 

girls. So it looked like I had nothing to 

worry about: Definitely, I was not a 

faggot. I do not know who called me 

that and why but it was not true. I 

liked girls so no one should ever call 

me that again. But they did:

Pussy, bent, poofy, gay, fairy, bummer, 

FAGGOT.

They had labelled me. I was only five 

years old and I had already been 

marked for life.

I have memories of previous situations 

in which I was already suspicious 

there was something going on: I 

remember that when I was little I used 

to say pink was my favourite colour. I 

do not know why but we love posing 

these kinds of question to kids. We 

love making them choose, settle on a 

decision and be consistent with it. It 

was clear to me that I liked pink more 

than any other colour but I felt some-

thing did not quite fit. So with four 

years I plucked up my courage, I 

gathered my family and I announced 

the news:

— My favourite colour is not pink 

anymore. Now, my favourite colour 

is... aqua green.

I would never recover that innocence. 

I was marked for life and there was no 

turning back. “Faggot” would be my 

label, and I would have to listen to this 

word over and over again.

Throughout my childhood, any conflict 

I would have at school ended up with 

someone calling me “faggot”. Whene-

ver someone was talking behind my 

back, that is what they were calling 

me.

Later, at the end of elementary school 

and during my early years of high 

school, I was bullied. I was a sociable 

child, a good student, and — except 

for soccer — good at sports as well. I 

enjoyed painting, dancing, playing...  I 

could say I was driven. And, at the risk 

of looking like a freak, I think I had 

what it takes to be a leader. I loved 

being the class representative whene-

ver I had the chance to, and in games 

and group works I used to deal with 

tasks involving a great deal of respon-

sibility. But still, something did not 

quite fit. How could he, the faggot, be 

the leader of the class? No way. They 

had found my weak point and would 

always use it to hold me down. 

Faggot.

The worst part of being labelled at 

that age is that I was forced into 

making a decision too soon. Just as I 

was forced to pick a favourite colour, I 

had to choose whether I liked boys or 

girls.

Well, society had really chosen for me, 

but I myself had to decide whether or 

not they were right. And if they were, I 

was definitely a fag. I did not know 

very well what it was, but I was attrac-

ted to men. So every day, when they 

— the group that always gathered in 

the park next to the pool that I had to 

go through to get back home — yelled 

at me, I would know that they were 

right.

Luckily, things do not stay the same 

forever. When I chose to pursue a 

Bachelor of Arts, I discovered what 

diversity looked like. Everyone was 

special there and had their own way of 

expressing themselves. There were 

punks, heavies, hippies, nerds, and 

even people without labels who did 

not need to be classified because it 

was clear they were unique.

Soon after being in that new space 

where it seemed that no one had the 

need to call me a queer, I myself 

reclaimed the term and came out of 

the closet. At that moment, I do not 

think I was capable of doing so, but 

today, after many years have passed, I 

can say loud and clear that I am a 

BITCH.

Times have changed and you might 

think that, nowadays, a child who 

goes through a similar situation will 

not suffer so much. It is true that there 

are more examples and models in the 

media, and if we were to ask in many 

schools and high schools we would 

find answers like “my aunt is lesbian” 

or “I follow a gay youtuber”. You are 

right, this has changed for the better 

and improved quite a lot. But this was 

not what I wanted to talk about.

The one thing that has not changed is 

that society loves placing labels, 

indiscriminately classifying within a 

system that, in most cases, marginali-

zes multiple options. If I had not been 

called a fag, I probably would not 

have changed my current orientation, 

but it would have saved me fifteen 

years of feeling bad about myself, of 

thinking that there was something 

wrong inside of me.

The power of words is huge, and we 

are often not aware of their impact on 

others, of how far they can go. Be 

careful when classifying people as 

homo and hetero, when stating that 

certain things or behaviours are only 

for girls or boys, or even when asser-

ting that someone is a boy or a girl 

because your label might be creating 

suffering.

There is no one like you. Ask, get to 

know and respect all options. Let no 

one force you to decide what your 

favourite colour is.

Questions & reflections
Does “faggot” mean the same as “gay”?

What do think about a boy who likes ponies, jump rope, being among girls, etc.?

How does the word “faggot” affect him?

What would you say to that five-year-old kid?



Questions & reflections
Idealisation/romantic love/expectations. What are the expectations of society upon 

you? Do you think society/family/friends have a strong influence in your life?

Traditions. Is marriage a goal in your life? Do you need to be married to feel accompli-

shed/fulfilled?

Marriage. Is same-sex marriage legal/allowed in your country? 

Trans. What do you know about trans* identities? Do you know any trans* person?

How did Disney contribute to constructing our idea of love?

Which other influences are visible in the text?

Why is visibility of different life-concepts important?

Write down what defines you as a man, woman or another gender.
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I grew up with an older sister and with my 

parents, who had fallen in love when they 

were 15 and were already married by the 

time they were 18 years old. Their rela-

tionship was a lot like a Disney movie — 

first kiss, first love and married happily 

ever after — a dream everyone wants to 

pursue, right?

Of course, there have been some 

moments in my parents’ relationship 

which were not as Disney-worthy — after 

all, their first kiss happened by the garba-

ge containers outside of a council flat in 

Vienna. Still, this was what I imagined a 

perfect relationship had to look like — 

including special anniversaries such as 

the Silver, Golden or Diamond Jubilee. In 

Vienna, you are even invited to the City 

Hall, and the Mayor declares his admira-

tion for this special merit. In general, 

Austria commemorates academic titles 

and jubilees more than other countries 

and to be able to celebrate the Diamond 

wedding (being married for 60 years) is a 

central accomplishment, which receives 

much admiration. As a child, I desperately 

wanted to be part of this family tradition 

of being married for an exceptionally long 

time, which included finding the love of 

my life and starting a family of my own. 

Since in Austria marriage was — and still 

is — a right reserved for a man and a 

woman, and Civil Partnership did not 

exist back then, the realisation that I was 

more attracted to women was a turning 

point when it comes to imagining my 

future. 

In spite of all this, I became disenchanted 

with love ever since my first relationship 

with a boy. At this point in my life, I had 

already longed for a relationship, since all 

my friends already had boyfriends. After 

our first kiss, though, there was no 

“wow-effect” and I also did not experien-

ce any desire for intimacy. Nevertheless, 

at 15 I did not yet know how kissing a 

woman would feel like. Admittedly, I felt 

sexually attracted to women, but I did not 

have any experience. Added to the strug-

gle of coming out and accepting myself, 

was the emotionally intense reaction of 

my mother and my father’s disbelief. Still, 

my sister provided me with literature and 

some friends supported me — not all of 

them, though. Some of my friends were 

not even surprised since I played football, 

dressed very boyish and had short hair. 

For me, however, there was hardly any 

connection, because I had only become 

sexually interested in other people when I 

was young, but I had already had 

problems with seeing myself as a girl 

when I started going to primary school. 

When I hit puberty, being a tomboy 

became harder and I started to feel 

uneasy in my own body and feared other 

people would judge me. 

After finishing school, when I was in my 

first serious relationship with a woman, I 

began feeling more and more comfortable 

in my own skin, but I still could not wrap 

my head around being a woman, which is 

why I came out as trans* when I was 20. 

As a matter of fact, I did not come out as 

a trans* man, but as being neither man 

nor woman. My friends and my former 

partner supported me very much — my 

best friend, above all, who is a trans*man 

himself. When I was still in school, I had a 

crush on him and two years after he 

broke my heart, we became friends and I 

got to know him by a new name — his 

name. He then made me realise that I 

could not identify as a lesbian since I still 

thought he was hot and I had got rid 

somehow of my aversion to beards. He 

was also there for me when my partner 

broke up with me after 3,5 years. I thou-

ght she was the love of my life, and we 

would marry, raise kids and spend the 

rest of our lives together. With the end of 

our relationship, not only I had lost the 

most important person in my life but my 

dream and my idea of there being a one 

true love shattered. At that moment, 

however, I did not want to go back to my 

dream of a Golden Jubilee, I wanted to 

turn my ideas about love and relations-

hips upside down. In this emotionally 

exhausting phase of my life, I began to 

question my ideas which were forced 

upon me by the institution of marriage, 

my family and Disney movies. What did I 

actually want? Where did I see myself 

when I did not think about societal expec-

tations? This was where a new and diffe-

rent thought took shape, namely the 

utopian thought of a shared-living project 

with all the people I love, no matter if in a 

romantic or platonic way and where we 

could all raise kids together. But why 

should not this be possible? 

I try to let every interpersonal relationship 

develop however it feels right for the 

people involved, without establishing 

beforehand how different kinds of rela-

tionships are supposed to work — for 

example, the idea that friendships always 

have to be purely platonic in order to 

work. Of course, it can be hard and 

exhausting to develop and redefine your 

own framework for relationships, but I 

would not want it any other way. 

According to this new mindset, my dream 

of my one true love developed into a 

reality of having two people I love and 

being part of some kind of triad… well, it 

is still a work in progress ;) 

Nin
Who do I love? 
And if so, how many of them?

The stories
we were
never told



Questions & reflections
On which topics could you focus while reading the text?

Did you find a connection with yourself?

Write a message to the author!

Is there a connection between LGBTQI+ and feminism or matriarchy?

How can patriarchy affect LGBTQI+ people?

Tags
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message
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— the story I never told anyone —

this story begins with a moment, in 

the past.

it begins with a movement, in another 

past

and I still enjoy it as a process.

this begun with words:

struggle, but it was not even the 

beginning — it is now.

my fight: a search for identity, free-

dom, peace, love and hope. 

Simply told, a lifetime depth:

— an identity defines me and so much 

more than me —

 from patricia to padri 

“No, I don’t want to wear skirts!”          

  “I hate this doll!”

secrets: the first forbidden-hidden kiss 

with a girl in the kindergarten

belief: feeling useful as the first female 

servant in a church; listening to mixta-

pes

bullying: starting to kiss boys

community: in the first girls’ soccer 

team in town, listening to the radio

pressure

power: jobs and money, capitalism, 

leading a good life, having a great 

future   

pressure: family, society, beauty, 

coming out, listening to Pet Shop 

Boys and 4 Non Blondes

Who am I? David Copperfield - Char-

les Dickens - Patriarchy - Kanon

I am a human

 Loneliness – nature – I am an 

animal  

education: understanding. being 

privileged 

science: understanding more, books 

solidarity: art, writing, feminism, queer 

movement, activism

 stickers on the streets – Face-

book, Whatsapp

matriarchate and death: my grandmo-

ther, my great-grandmother, my 

mother;

 in love

Padri
From Patricia to Padri and back

The stories
we were
never told



My story is a long one, but I decided 

to pick out a small part of as I believe 

it will be interesting and helpful to you.

 When I was sixteen years old, I 

secretly watched the LGBTI series 

“Queer as folk” (QAF). One of the main 

characters is a sixteen-year-old boy 

named Justin. He was struggling with 

his sexual identity and then outed 

himself as gay. By the way, he was 

very cute. I identified with him a lot, 

and that is when I started to look for a 

person I could talk to.

 After a lot of doubts and ques-

tions like “How will she react after I 

tell her?”, “Will she see me different-

ly?” and many more, I took the deci-

sion to trust my math's teacher. It was 

a hot summer night, and I had just 

watched an episode of QAF. I began 

to write an e-mail to her saying I have 

a problem and asking her whether she 

could help me out. I was lucky: my 

teacher was at home and replied 

quickly. After a lot of hesitation, I 

finally told her that I am gay, and she 

reacted with understanding and 

support — we e-mailed until 3 am.

 After several helpful conversa-

tions with her, I found the courage to 

talk to my mum. Back then, I was not 

able to say it out loud, so I had to 

write it down. I remember us in my 

room: She was sitting on a red Ikea 

chair and I was on my bed, face-to-fa-

ce with her. I gave her a little paper, in 

which it was written “I am gay”. She 

reacted in a very heartwarming way — 

as she usually does — and said that 

she would love me no matter what! 

Later that evening I wanted to talk to 

my father. He was a little more reser-

ved but stated that he loved me 

anyway. It was a great load off my 

mind. I was really relieved.

 Fast-forward to nine years later: 

I was then a teacher standing in the 

copy room of my future school when I 

read a notice on the blackboard: “The 

recently founded LGBTI teachers' club 

is looking for members. If you are 

interested, come to our meeting”. 

Since I had written my Bachelor's 

thesis on homosexual teachers in 

Vienna, I had always had the wish to 

found such a club. I felt great after 

reading about its existence. Still, I was 

shy about it and reluctant to attend. 

Thanks to a friend of mine I went to a 

meeting in 2014. Ever since, I am 

actively working for “Ausgespro-

chen!”, an LGBTI teachers' club, 

based in Austria.

So I think the circle is finally closed. I 

started by trusting my teacher, and I 

have now become the teacher who 

can be there my students if they need 

support. 

I want to encourage you to find a 

trustworthy person to talk to. It could 

be a friend, a family member, an anon-

ymous person from a coming-out 

group or even a teacher. You might 

think there is no one available, but let 

me assure you, there is. You will find 

the right person at the right time.

Questions & reflections

Cultural references. Have you ever read any novel or seen any film/TV series 

with LGBTIQ characters? Would you recommend them to any of your friends? 

Do you think they would help them to be more confident, happy, aware of them-

selves?

Philipp
From coming out to a teacher 
to becoming a teacher

The stories
we were
never told
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