OCPS Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, and Transgender Students Speak

A “COMING OUT” STORY, 2009:

I’ve always known I was different from everyone else. In elementary school, we were all oblivious to the real world.  I thought that we, as humans, like both boys and girls. So back then I had little girlfriends in first and second grade, and thought nothing of it. It was what everybody else was doing. But I always wondered why I couldn’t have a boyfriend. Unfortunately, I was always the one who was asked to be someone’s boyfriend, because I was too shy. So I never had a boyfriend, because I never asked any other boys to be mine. After growing up a little, around third or fourth grade, all the boys talked about how pretty this girl was, and all the boys talked about how cute that boy was. I never fitted in with the other boys because the only people I thought were cute were boys. I was never interested in playing with any of the other boys. They always played rough or did really gross things that just never appealed to me. The girls on the other hand, I felt like I was one of them. They all played nicely and shared, braided each other’s hair and picked flowers. All of which I also enjoyed doing. So throughout my elementary years, my only friends were girls. When we sat at lunch, which was two tables divided between boys and girls, I was the only boy sitting with the girls. The teachers never said anything, and the girls never did either, but occasionally a boy would ask why I sat over there. I would just shrug my shoulders. It wasn’t until around fifth grade that things began to change drastically. All the girls started to only play with other girls, because they felt they could relate and tell the confidential girl information more confidently. The boys, who were now older, started to call me “gay”. I didn’t know what this “gay” was. But the way they said it, and the sneer they always said it with, made me shameful and afraid. I grew up to this insult, and I remember how terrible it was. During the final years if elementary school, I sat alone when I ate, and sat alone when it was time for recess. 

I was the only one zoned for a different middle school along with about three other students. I lost all my childhood friends, and went to this big school alone. It was a new start, nobody knew who I was. During this time, I made a lot of friends, male and female. It went fine for a while, until people began to notice my feminine tendencies and the way my voice sounded. I was called “gay” again by the meaner guys. I never knew what this word meant. But I knew it was bad. I knew it was wrong. I remember that during my whole middle school year, all I ever dreaded was if someone would call me gay during class. It was all I ever thought about. I didn’t care about school. I just cared about how to hide this “gay” of mine. I stopped speaking out loud, and I always forced myself to be last in everything so people wouldn’t notice the way I walked or the way my arms moved. It was very traumatic, some guys would yell out loud during class that I was “gay” and everyone would laugh. The teachers would say nothing. I hated my middle school year. I had no friends, nobody to rely on, nobody to tell my problems to. My parents always worked, and I had no siblings. I was utterly and entirely alone. It never bothered me though. I always found things to do by myself. Drawing, and day dreaming. I was able to escape this terrible place I was in for three years. In eighth grade, I discovered the internet. One day, I typed in “gay” into a search engine. From there, I learned what I needed. I read all there was about gay people and lesbians. I was more educated than everyone else in this field. It’s funny, because I ended up teaching so many people about what being gay really is like, during my high school years.  

Now high school. Probably the most eventful stage of my life. I identified myself as a gay man. I knew what it was now. But I was too afraid to admit it to everyone else around me. During my ninth grade school year, people asked me constantly if I was gay, and I always denied it. I accepted it in my heart, it was the truth. But I knew if people knew I would be isolated again. So I never told anyone. Even if my gay tendencies were more noticeable than every during this time. In ninth grade, I made my first best friend, and fell in love for the first time. I remember him to this day, how perfect he was in my eyes. I would do nothing but stare at him in class. I remember being so confused as to why I was so obsessed with this boy, and why I was so attracted to him. I liked him so much, that I didn’t switch out of the class I had with him, even though I was obviously failing in such a hard class, because I was afraid I would never see him again. We became friends though. I also met my first best friend. She was in one of my classes, and I was curious so I looked up her ‘Myspace’. Her instant messaging information was on there, so I popped open a chat and started talking to her. After we introduced ourselves, she asked if I was gay. I said no, but she told me that if I didn’t tell her the truth, she would tell the whole school I was. I panicked, and told her the truth. That I was gay. She laughed and said ‘cool!’, and logged off. The next day, I sat next to her and her three female friends. These were my first real friends, and she was my first best friend. Of course, being her best friend, I told her everything. Even about the boy I ‘loved’. He was the only topic we ever talked about. The three of us got a lot close throughout the months, and we hung out all the time. We would text and call every night. I don’t remember ever being this happy. 

One day, one of my close friends thought it would be funny to take my school ID, and write in colorful permanent sharpies that I loved the guy that I liked at the time. She had a class with him, and slipped it into his back pocket, where he found it when he got home. The next day at school he stopped talking to me, and started to be really aggressive towards me. During class, he would throw crumpled paper balls at my head that said “FAG” and “GAY”. It was so traumatizing. I liked him so much, for so long, and we were even friends, but once he found out he just dropped me. This went on for a long time. He told a few of his friends too and some of them bullied me on the bus ride home. This was the darkest part of my life. I fell into a depression, and cried every single night. It became even worse when I found out my very first best friend, became his girlfriend right after. She had gone out with the guy who I liked, and broke my heart, and expected to still be my friend. I was so shocked, and I felt so betrayed. I stopped talking to everyone. I couldn’t focus in school. I sat alone during lunch again. I went to school to satisfy my parents, and just waited to go home. Summer came and I was glad to get away from it all.

Things changed during my sophomore and junior years. I met this girl who was very popular at my school. We instantly became best friends, and I forgot about all the things that happened in my freshman year. I became friends with all her female friends, and everyone loved me, because they all wanted a gay friend. I wasn’t afraid to tell people I was gay anymore because my new best friend always protected me. All her friends did as well. So I got a little more confident every day. I cried at night less, and I got over the guy I supposedly loved during my junior year. I became a little popular; people knew who I was because there aren’t many gays. I was really nice as well, and became friends with everyone. I started to wear makeup and eyeliner because I was so confident. I talked a lot more and became a happier person.

It wasn’t until my senior year that things started to change again. I had two best friends by now, the popular one, and another one, who everyone thought was weird. Well, the weird one took me to an anime convention. When we got there, she introduced me to her friends. There was a whole bunch of girls, gays and a tranny. It wasn’t until I was in the room alone with this tranny that the real me, the one I feel most comfortable as, (NAME), was born. He made me put on a dress and a wig, and when I did, everything was perfect. Even when I referred to myself as a gay man; it felt better to be able to let people know that I liked guys; but I always still felt a little out of place. I was supposed to be a girl. I’m so grateful to my best friend for taking me to the anime convention. If it wasn’t for her; if I didn’t meet that tranny, I probably would have never discovered myself. After this incident, I took pictures of myself as (NAME)  and posted them all over my web pages. People from my school were shocked. I caused a riot, and by now, almost everyone knew who I was. The funny thing is that when I accepted myself as a tranny, and let people know that it was who I was, I got a lot more friends, and nobody picked on me anymore. As (NAME) I felt so powerful, and so comfortable. Even if people did say something to me, I was no longer afraid. I would immediately bite back. I felt that I had made a change. I felt that I have enlightened that school, and banished away the most of the homophobia. The majority was now people who accepted LGBT, and the people who did not were the minority. Even if they did dislike the LGBT people, they wouldn’t say anything because it would be frowned upon, just like racism.

I want to help others. I want to show people around me that I did it, I was myself and let people know who I was. I was not shunned or seen as a freak. I was not picked on any longer. Instead, people liked me even more, people wanted to spend time with me. I overcame all these obstacles, and I survived. I was finally happy. 

WHAT IT FEEL LIKE TO BE A GAY TEEN, 2007: 
In today's society being a gay teen is not a good thing.  It makes you feel the world is against you.  Sometimes you feel you have someone's support, then you have times when someone picks on you and you start to feel all alone, with nobody to help you when you need help. There's also a point where you want to be in a relationship or you've been in a relationship and ended up hurt or either in a relationship with someone who does not want to be with you or isn't serious which causes you to hurt in the end.  There's also a time when depression overrules and you start to fall apart.

REGARDING PARTICIPATION IN THE DAY OF SILENCE, 2007:

My experience with the Day of Silence was an eye opener. I didn't realize how mean and rude people were to others. This event has definitely changed my awareness about the harassment people go through daily. Yes, I knew that people were harassed for ludicrous reasons, but I wasn't aware of how often the harassment happened. This event will definitely impact how I react to things. I've never seen or heard anyone being harassed because of their sexual preference. If I do come across this act in the future, I will stick up for the person, no matter how well I know the person. The only thing that disappointed me about today was the ignorance of some students. This wasn't meant to be a religious day, but many people thought that. Also, today wasn't meant to be a "gay pride" day, many people thought this as well. Besides those two issues, today was a good day.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

I had a great experience today with the day of silence. It opened my eyes a little bit more to how much gay, lesbian, transgendered, and bisexual kids go through everyday. I know I wasn't harassed nearly half as much as they are but it showed me that this really does happen. I think this event will have an impact on people, because I think a lot of them realized how big of an issue this really is and that just because of your morals and beliefs you still don't need to put people down. I cant wait to participate in next years Day of Silence!

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The day of Silence was very hard to handle. Many people ridiculed me and assumed I was a homosexual. People tried so hard to make me talk and said they didn't understand why if we were talking about not being silent, we all were silent. 

     Participating in this school event has shown me that gays & Lesbians are bothered everyday for who they are. I learned that many people find the issue of being gay a huge Controversial issue. Many people think that being gay is a choice and I think we should teach in schools across the country that it is not a choice, it's who you are born as. 

     This event has given me insight on what some people go through everyday. 

I thought this event was a really good idea because everyone should learn to not only tolerate, but also ACCEPT other people, no matter what religion, race, or sexual preference they are.

I will definitely join in this event again next year. It was the coolest thing our school has ever done!

---------------------------------------------------------------

My experience today with Day of Silence was a joyful one. I was not discriminated against to my face, but most likely behind my back where I couldn't see. I saw today people who are true homophobes, and I feel sorry for them. Sorry that they are not open minded enough to understand why we did this. Participating today had not changed my perspective nor my awareness and never will. Before Day of Silence I supported gays, lesbians, bisexuals and transgenders. I am an open minded person about it, yet I also have been accused of being a lesbian myself, so I have first hand experience before today what is was like to be discriminated against. In my future, I know that if no one else keeps the G.S.A going, I will help support it and take over. G.S.A. is an important alliance that I think, with enough people, can slowly start to reshape the society. By starting with teens, people who are still young, but old enough to understand what's going on and can be changed, is the right thing to do. 

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

I have to say, first and foremost, that this year has been by far the most interesting of my twelve (Fourteen, if you count pre-K and kindergarten). In part, it's been interesting because of the classes I've taken (I've gotten even more into the field of social science), and another part has to be the friends I've made. But, there's been one thing that really stands out this year, that hitherto had been almost completely absent: Activism.

 

In Orlando, especially in higher income areas like most of Olympia's school zone, you don't hear much about activist groups. Disney is a happy place, not a place where you hear about injustices of our world. Until about a month ago, I had no idea what Amnesty International is, and most people at our school still don't, despite the prominence of the organization (Aside from playing a part in nearly all human right violation stories, it even briefly appears in some movies!). Until this year, I had no concern for environmentalism, instead going with the stereotype that it's a bunch of elitists wanting to save only the cute animals. Until earlier this year, I knew harassment happened (And, coincidentally, for quite some time I stayed silent out of fear of it), but I never thought about changing it. 

 

Of course, I'd have never been able to stop my own silence without proper support. Somehow, in this past year I've become a sort of magnet for people that either are LGBT, or at least supportive of it. My favorite story about it: To make a girl stop flirting with me, I (truthfully) told her that I'm interested in guys. Her reaction was, verbatim, "That is so COOL! I have a gay friend now!"

 

Don't worry, this all eventually comes full circle in relating to the Day of Silence.

 

I had found out about the Day of Silence through a flyer that a friend had picked up from the ground. My initial reaction was to go on a "Yay activism" high and support it fully. I started telling a few friends about it.

 

But, one of my friends (She defines herself as the "gayest person [she knows]") was thoroughly against the Day of Silence, because she felt it wouldn't accomplish anything. My reaction was, "No, it's symbolic! Symbolism does stuff!" but, I started to realize that it's not guaranteed to do a thing. I did realize that it has potential to do two things, however.

 

There are people who show homophobic tendencies simply because society tells us to. They've never once stopped to consider their actions and the possible effects of them. This day highlights those effects, and tries to force people to consider what they say.

 

On the flip side, I think of the popular guy that's in the closet. His life is good, he's sociable, he probably even has people jealous of him-- But at the same time, he knows he'd lose all of that if he says two simple words: "I'm gay." By participating in the Day of Silence, you're saying, "Hey, I'll accept you." With such a large number of people participating (Nearly 10% of the school) in only the first year, it really sets an example of who those kids in the closet can turn to. It also tells them, "It's okay, you're not alone," which is quite similar to what my friends have done for me.

 

Even if only one of the two possibilities happened only once in the entire country, that alone would have made the day worthwhile. It'd be a small step (A very, very small step), but as long as at the end of the day, there's even the slightest amount of an increase in tolerance, hey, it's progress.

 

What will NOT change and probably never will are the people that are truly homophobic. The people that are like Fred Phelps (Or the Diet Coke of Fred Phelps, or even Caffeine Free Fred Phelps Zero). Chances are better than not that the only way they'll stop hating homosexuals is if they die, and then that's only because they're physically incapable of it.

 

Of course, what really bothered me was the story of the t-shirt and the story about the milk. The t-shirt concerned itself with making heterosexual pride known, and that the person wearing it did not support homosexuals. However, the reaction from some people was, well, less than noble. In written form, I admonished the non-verbal outbursts by saying, "Tolerance is about accepting ALL people, even the ones you disagree with. Yes, I'm upset about the shirt, too, but I'm sure he's upset about today." The message didn't really get through, though.

 

The milk story was by far worse. A student wore a jacket with phrases and words that were derogatory towards homosexuals. He said himself that he didn't agree with what was said, but merely wanted to exercise freedom of speech. At lunch, someone threw french fries at him, which nearly started a fight, and later, another person poured milk over him and his jacket. The person that spoke with him agreed that he was right, but he was also asked to not wear the jacket any more that day.

 

Both of those stories show that a point failed to get across to most people. Fire is not fought with fire-- That only makes everything burn down. I think, next year, a larger point should be made about harassment and what tolerance means.

 

The reason I so strongly stress tolerance of those against homosexuals (and bisexuals, and transgendered people-- Even though gender has nothing to do with sexuality, it's all thrown into the homosexual basket) is that, in my opinion, LGBT can't afford a screw up. It is and always will be a vast physical minority, so it works via sympathy. "The LGBT alliance is peaceful, productive, and prideful, while others beat them down simply for who they are and what they believe." That's a powerful message, when it's true! That's the sort of thing that makes people say, "Wow, those guys are jerks." But if the LGBT alliance is going around beating up people for saying the word "fag" to insult their friend, this sympathy is entirely lost. Not only is it hypocritical, but it's one of the single most counterproductive things that can be done.

 

Of course, throughout this (overly long) email, I've ignored most of the questions that were asked. So, I mentioned at the beginning that I've started taking more social science classes. These have fueled my own interests, leading to quite a bit of independent research. Some of which can be used to make a very solid argument defending any one group of the LGBT alliance. Of course, few people will listen to it, but I'm always proud of my ability to make the argument at all, to know that I MIGHT convince someone.

 

That was the toughest part of the day. Whenever I heard anything specifically demeaning homosexuals, my debate reaction kicked in, but I had to force myself to be quiet. It was like a self-imposed torture!

 

What seemed strange to me is that I wasn't harassed at all while silent. Then again, having both seen and in some ways felt what harassment is like, as well as (On a much more severe level) experienced the silencing of who you are, I may have a much stricter definition of what harassment is.

 

Also, the cards around the neck oddly reminded me of the collars from A Class Divided. After reflecting on that a bit, I realized why: Without being able to speak, you're cut off from most social interaction, period, as the brown-eyed children were from the blue-eyed children. Like the brown-eyed children (And later blue-eyed, but that's complicating it, so let's stick with day one), those of us with "collars" sent a message to everyone at first glance. In short, the collars (combined with the silence) acted as a voluntary lowering of one's own worth as a person (Akin to a millionaire pretending to be homeless). Despite how bad that sounds, I feel it's appropriate given society's treatment of the LGBT alliance.

 

I would say my only real change in awareness was that I had no idea so many people would participate. I wasn't thinking more than 200 people would sign up, and it ended up almost double that. That made me a bit prouder of our student body, at least.

 

As for impacts on my future, this was, in all honesty, my first true foray into activism. And frankly, I loved it. I'll have to see where that takes me before I can answer the question further, although the lighter side of me wants to bet that five years from now, I'll be leading a rally to stop the illegal trading of malformed baby gay penguins. You'd be surprised! After Silo and Roy, gay penguins started coming out everywhere!

 

In all seriousness, I feel this is something I'll remember for the rest of my life. I have no regrets what-so-ever in participating, and the closest equivalent is only that it took as long as it did to start at [SCHOOL]. 

 

So, a heartfelt thank you to both you and [ TEACHER ] for organizing this.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

1.Alot of people of people would make comments or as they would call it there "opinion" on what they believe is right and brought the bible in it but i couldn't really defend it because i had to be silent all day which is a better way of doing things.

2.Yes I never really understood the way they were treated until today and I think that we made a difference no matter how much anyone talks about it because if you got them talking about it that is all you need to get it out there that there are kids trying to help others that are being bullied by others standing up for these kids and making a difference and not just kids but everybody world wide.

3.I believe if you continue to have the program grow which i think it will keep progressing  you will have people accepting it more then we have at the present moment but there will be less of the harassment and more acceptance and that is a good change even if people have there own opinions on the situation they will at least respect what they like and that is that and that will be a better and greater thing for the future to show the generations to come to say that even though someone is different does not give anybody the right to say hurtful or mean things to one another everybody is the same but their preference is different then others that is all.

REGARDING DISCRIMINATION, 2007:
In America there’s one big issue which is discrimination.  Whether it's because of a person's race, sex, or sexual orientation, I consider it to be a very big issue in the world today.  It's mostly teens who discriminate or pick on each other in school.  It's a problem. Some teens tick another teen off, then it ends up turning into a big fight all because of the other person's sexual orientation, race, or sex.  It's a very big issue that needs to be handled.  A person should have the right to be anyway they choose.

REGARDING DISCRIMINATION, 2006:

There are many types of discrimination that affect people everyday. One of the most devastating types of discrimination however is discrimination against sexual orientation. I feel this type of discrimination needs to be addressed, I also feel that everyone should be treated equally, and not treated badly due to their sexual orientation differences.

 To begin, being a teen and being gay will make your high school years hell for you, because no matter what things won’t be the same as they would for a teen who is straight. Being gay will only make things harder for which will cause you to put up with people picking on you, and wanting to fight you. Picking on you meaning other kids calling you “a Fag, Lesbian, Punk, or Dyke”being called any if those names really makes you feel bad about yourself. Being treated that way makes you not want to go back to school, and like you are in a world all alone.

In addition, being gay causes family problems and depression due to the fact that your family may not like the lifestyle you chose. I know from experience the problems that one decision to be gay can cause you, and it’s not anything good with your family not supporting you or your lifestyle, and the things you go through everyday at school being the biggest of all problems. Depression will sometimes affect your better judgment, and the way you feel about yourself. You may feel beautiful one minute, and the next feel ugly, or you may feel skinny, or too small, then you may feel that your too big, and need to lose weight. Your depression can also make you feel that you are not loved or you may feel like you are in love, and need a serious relationship, because you feel alone or down, and out, and there is not anybody there by your side. If you were raped like I was you may have nightmares that will bother you for the rest of your teenage and possibly adult years these nightmares can cause you to have mood swings most of the time these changes will cause you to go through many changes most of the time you may not be happy with yourself. I know one change that I want to make is to become a girl which has been my lifetime dream which I want to become true 2008, or whenever I get the money to have the operation done.

In conclusion, homosexuality can cause you to have thoughts of suicide at times. I can also relate to this when I was driven march 2006 at the time I was attending CEP N/W where I was strongly being picked on because of my sexuality so one day I decided that life was not worth living anymore so I took 2 stacker2 pills from my sisters pills the night before, and before I went to school the next morning I took the pills plus 4 aspirins in which I thought was going to cause something to happen immediately but it didn’t do anything until I got to school, and passed out. I woke up in Orlando regional Healthcare then I was transferred to Fl Hospital South in which I was treated, and baker acted for 72hrs in that time I could get any counseling that I needed and at that time I really needed counseling for problems with my family, and classmates picking on me at school which was starting to take over my life since my parents were acting like they were about to leave each other, and the kids at school picking on me and making things hard for me. At that time I also admitted that I had a problem with depression, and I need counseling from the trauma of being raped by my mom’s friend older son who was 17 at the time and I was 11 I told the counselor how dark my life became after the trauma and after my parents found out having to be tested for HIV/AIDS. Having to describe the way my parents felt was hard because it was not a good way my dad always used to beat on me and call me punks and keep me locked in my room away from the world on punishments that lasted for about 2 months or more. Sometimes I starved for a night or two. My mom would be on my side one minute, and then agree with my dad, and say that I should not be gay because that’s not the way god made me. There were also times my dad kicked me out the house, called the police and tell them that I ran away, at those times he would tell me to come back when I am ready to be a man because there is no punks in his house my dad also had his times when he would make me do a lot of yard work that may take days at a time his reason for this would to be to make a man of me my dad also said that he kills punks because they don’t live that long due to the spread of aids I even have family members who feel that I should not be the way I am, and most of my family members hate me for choosing to be the way I am. Choosing my lifestyle was not a hard choice it was always the way that I wanted to be and now that I am almost an adult my mind is made up. This is the lifestyle that I want to live, and I know that there is going to be obstacles that I have to overcome. Although I have overcome most of my obstacles there are more to come and, when I am faced with them I am going to stand strong.

As stated above, is why discrimination of sexuality is one of the most devastating types of discrimination.

