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During our next study session, we kept thinking about transitioning. We visited different websites on the subject. Mario found this on https://transequality.org/share-your-story

I suggested submitting Charles Thomy’s story. I contacted him again to plan a group meeting on Zoom. We told him about the website and he thought it was a good idea to share his story. He told us about the day he came out.

I was afraid to take the first step toward medical transition; I was afraid I would lose everyone I loved; I was afraid of what I would look like; I was afraid they would say I was a freak. Despite all my fears, I felt it was time to come out. I didn’t want to start college as a girl. So, one warm afternoon of the summer holidays, I got out of my bedroom to look for mom.

Charles was really busy and couldn’t write his story, so he asked us to finish it. We all agreed
to write it. We decided not to change Charles’s passage. Mario read the website instructions
aloud:
● All stories should be between 220 and 250, so we had to add between 150-180
words .
● All stories should have a title.
We planned our story together.


Analyze this narrative taking into account the task above and the assessment criteria for narrative writing

I didn’t like being a girl. It wasn’t bad, but it also wasn’t what I wanted. My feelings and thoughts were battling. In a moment I was a hundred percent decided to talk with my family, and the moment after I was terrified to do that. I was fighting against myself, against my own feelings. I was afraid to take the first step toward medical transition; I was afraid I would lose everyone I loved; I was afraid of what I would look like; I was afraid they would say I was a freak. Despite all my fears, I felt it was time to come out. I didn’t want to start college as a girl. So, one warm afternoon of the summer holidays, I got out of my bedroom to look for mom. I saw her in the living room; she saw me, and every step closer to her was more and more difficult. I sat next to my mom and, after a deep breath, I told her. It wasn’t easy; anything in my life was that far to “easy” than telling her, and it turned even more far than easy when my dad came into the room and joined the talk. They weren’t rude with me, they showed me support and love.  Even my mom, that she didn’t agree with my decision, didn't want her little girl to be a boy, but she prioritized my happiness. She love me and she want the best for me, and if my happiness would come after I 
transitioned, she would ever support me.

