Narrative College Essay Example
“Mommy I can’t see myself.”
I was six when I first refused/rejected girl’s clothing, eight when I only wore boy’s clothing, and
fifteen when I realized why. When gifted dresses I was told to “smile and say thank you” while
Spiderman shirts took no prompting from me, I’d throw my arms around the giver and thank them.
My whole life has been others invading my gender with their questions, tears signed by my body,
and a war against my closet. Fifteen years and I finally realized why, this was a girl’s body, and I
am a boy.
Soon after this, I came out to my mom. I explained how lost I felt, how confused I was, how “I
think I’m Transgender.” It was like all those years of being out of place had led to that moment,
my truth, the realization of who I was. My mom cried and said she loved me.
The most important factor in my transition was my mom’s support. She scheduled me an
appointment with a gender therapist, let me donate my female clothes, and helped build a
masculine wardrobe. With her help, I went on hormones five months after coming out and got
surgery a year later. I finally found myself, and my mom fought for me, her love was endless. Even
though I had friends, writing, and therapy, my strongest support was my mother.
On August 30th, 2018 my mom passed away unexpectedly. My favorite person, the one who
helped me become the man I am today, ripped away from me, leaving a giant hole in my heart and
in my life.
Life got dull. Learning how to wake up without my mom every morning became routine. Nothing
felt right, a constant numbness to everything, and fog brain was my kryptonite. I paid attention in
class, I did the work, but nothing stuck. I felt so stupid, I knew I was capable, I could solve a
Rubik’s cube in 25 seconds and write poetry, but I felt broken. I was lost, I couldn’t see myself,
so stuck on my mother that I fell into an ‘It will never get better’ mindset.
It took over a year to get out of my slump. 25 therapy sessions, over 40 poems, not a single one
didn’t mention my mom. I shared my writing at open mics, with friends, and I cried every time. I
embraced the pain, the hurt, and eventually, it became the norm. I grew used to not having my
mom around.
My mom always wanted to change the world, to fix the broken parts of society. She didn’t get to.
Now that I’m in a good place, mentally and physically, I’m going to make that impact. Not just
for her, but for me, and all the people who need a support branch as strong as the one my mom
gave me.
I’m starting with whats impacted me most of my life, what’s still in front of me, being Transgender
in the school system. For my senior project, I am using my story and experience as a young
Transgender man to inform local schools, specifically the staff, about the do’s and dont’s of dealing
with a Transgender student. I am determined to make sure no one feels as alone as I did. I want to
be able to reach people, and use motivational speaking as the platform.

After experiencing many twists and turns in my life, I’m finally at a good spot. I know what I want
to do with my life, and I know how I’m going to get there.
Mom, I can see myself now. Thank you.

