
I really suck at public speaking. It’s not that I don’t have 

much to say, because I do. I just don’t know how to say what I 

feel without my mind fleeing and panic taking over. You see 

folks, I have bad memory and facial blindness and an impulsive 

thought process and big dreams and even bigger doubts. But I 

was told by a friend that I needed to speak here today. 

SOMEONE believed in me. Someone believed in me more than 

I do and they told me that my story would help someone and 

they looked at me with hope in their eyes. 

In fact I really wasn’t offered much of a choice. When the 

choice is between watching people suffer while I lie there and 

agonize that someone should do something about it and they’re 

holding a gun to their mouth and that “someone” person isn’t 

coming, and I agonize over the guilt tearing me up inside, the 

guilt telling me that maybe I am the one that needs to make the 

difference. And I agonize over the voice telling me what makes 

me so special? Why do I have to be the one to worry about it? 

It’s not my problem! Or the alternative, taking the initiative and 

doing something about it! What is our pride if it is lost while not 

defending it? 

To me pride is about love, hope, and family. It’s about your 

friends, who you interact with on a daily basis, when you go to 

the store, talk on the phone, go to the doctor.  

It seems the majority of people have nothing to fear in 

these settings. In order to understand pride we have to talk about 

privilege.  

Privilege is not being afraid to go on a date, for fear of 

getting raped or murdered when they find out who you really 

are.  

Privilege is not having been kicked out by your parents or 

mutilated at birth because you were born with both parts or 



falsely accused of a crime simply because someone else was 

afraid of you and rather than face their fears they decided to 

spread them. 

Privilege is not having to meet in secret and not having 

your motives questioned constantly. 

Privilege is having a doctor that treats you… instead of 

telling you we can’t help you because you’re transgender, you’re 

gay, you’re different. When all you came there for was your flu 

shot or a broken arm.  

Privilege is having a stable job, not being spit on at work, 

not being outed as gay or trans by your legal documents, not 

having your life constantly questioned and endangered by a 

system which denies your very existence.  

Privilege is not comprehending homelessness, believing 

instead that those people simply are not working hard enough.  

Privilege is not developing post-traumatic stress disorder 

from fighting for the right to simply exist. 

Privilege is having a child you’re allowed to see and a 

home to be held in, and this is why pride is so important!  

If we don’t fight then no one will. Pride is about reclaiming 

our battle flag, fighting for the rights we lost the moment we 

came out of the closet, and standing up against those who 

actually believe we are lesser than them and that we shouldn’t 

exist. And that is why I’m here today. 
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