
Reflections on the exclusion of LGBT topics from the education of minors 

Reflecting on my school days as a trans person, a lot of my memories are marked by 

shame, fear, and isolation. These are not feelings that appeared out of the blue, they were 

taught to me - by my environment, by the schools I attended, and by myself.  

 

When I started attending school as a child, many of the rules and expectations that existed 

didn’t make sense to me and I found myself existing between and outside of them, without 

trying to. I understood that I did not fit who or what I was expected to be, and that this made 

me vulnerable, although I could not explain why I felt that way, or what the danger was. I 

also began feeling like the words people used to address me did not fit, and even when they 

were meant kindly, they hurt me - I also qualified this as a vulnerability.  

To deal with these inexplicable vulnerabilities, I began making up alternate lives for myself. 

Whenever I had the chance to, I introduced myself with new names, told stories of my 

siblings as if they were my own, and invented backstories for myself. These alternate lives 

had very few overlaps with reality and in all of them I allowed myself to live out a gender I 

was not assigned at birth.  

These alternate realities made me feel much less vulnerable and they gave me joy - I could 

fit whatever expectation people had of me by inventing a version of myself that matched it. In 

a sense, I felt safe. But at the same time, there was very little space for who I actually was, 

which made me feel deep discomfort and loneliness. I did not understand the world around 

me and why it was pressuring me to lie. The older I got, the more confused I felt by the world 

- the pressure and expectations seemed to increase, and I needed to keep coming up with 

ways to evade them. And so, I felt very alone.  

I did not feel like I understood the world, which especially as I was getting older, made me 

feel small and dumb, and I did not know who to raise my concerns with. The other children 

did not seem to share my thoughts, my doubts, or my confusion and the adults did not pick 

up on my hints. Even if they had, I did not have the words to explain how I felt.  

 

The only certainty I had, was of who and what I did not want to be. But I could not project 

myself into a future. I could not figure out how I was going to live as I got older - nothing I 

learned in school helped me make more sense of my life. On the contrary, every explanation 

of my body, society, and the world, made me less confident that I could live in it. My shame 

and fear grew as I increasingly isolated myself.  

The first time I learned about gender diversity was on the internet. Something clicked, and 

for the first time, I could begin to see a future for myself. I finally had the words to describe 

my feelings and my needs. But the internet also didn’t hide the violence that could 

accompany them.  

Comment sections, Youtube videos, politicians, extensive medical procedures, and much 

more, all made it very clear that there was something they thought was wrong with me and 

that I should be feeling ashamed. And I felt this at school too. Now that I had the words to 

understand myself better, I saw that many of the people at my schools did not hesitate to 

belittle everything that allowed me to see a future for myself. Transphobia in various shapes 

and forms was widespread and rarely contested. Much of the fear, shame, and loneliness I 

had been feeling could be traced back to this hostility that I had not fully been conscious of 

before.  



And so - while I clearly understood what I needed, an analysis of my environment, in school 

and beyond, showed that I would not have the resources needed to make facing this 

violence head-on possible. With a lack of support and understanding around me - I forced 

myself to put off all steps towards the transition I had identified as crucial to my well-being 

and to wait. School remained for me a theatre of lies until, after I reached adulthood, I was 

able to begin the legal and medical transition (without parental consent) that I had been 

craving since I was in primary school.  

I wonder who I would have been and how different my memories of school would have been 

if I had been in a more supportive environment. If I had been given the information to 

understand myself and envision a future for myself. If I had been given the opportunity to 

dream. If I had been able to live as myself beyond the lives, I made up for myself. 

 

Today, I am happy and proud to say that I have been able to live and be loved as I am.  

The petition to exclude LGBTQ+ topics from schools seems to me a way to take this 

opportunity away from all children. There are those who, like me, may not be able to live as 

themselves or feel supported in who they are. And there are those who won’t have the tools 

to understand their classmates and friends. In this, I see a huge loss for every single child - 

and for the future of our society. Which we like to claim is multikulti and diverse.  

 

The petition has already done damage. To know that at least 9900 people do not care to 

allow children to live authentically and to dream of futures for themselves is painful. 

It is a climate that I would not have known how to confront back when I was in school, and 

my heart goes out to all of those who are dealing with it today and continuing to push 

forward.  


