
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 rela-
ted 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 trea-
ted me. I told him how I felt but he continued 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 ‘assho-
le’ ”! 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 femi-
nine 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 comfor-
table 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.

¡Soy yo!/It is me!
GIULIANA

In collaboration with: Supported by:Carried by:

Do you want to read more stories?
info@enrutat.org

www.reaprop.org


