
 
Tale of Descendants: Do Not Fear the Unknown was written for Alexandra Stefanik’s Girl Scout Gold 

Award as a tribute to the LGBT+ community.  
This Graphic Novel includes two pamphlets:  How to Come Out and What to do When Someone Comes Out 

to You. These pamphlets can be found in the back of the book. 



AUTHOR’S NOTE:  
Hello! My name is Alex. I dedicated this book to four very special, amazing people: my mother, 
brother, AP Art teacher/advisor, and my mentor.  

My mother is an incredibly strong woman, and the best parent anyone could ask for. She is 
unyielding steel, and the softest silk. She’s every trait every woman in this world should have: 
strong, powerful, caring, fierce, determined, and loving. Together we pulled through pain and 
hardship and came out punching. She told me once, that she knew I was a child that had to be born. 
I was created from hardship, sent here to change things. That God gave me a talent, and the world 
better watch out for this girl who “you don’t want to fuck with”. As a child, I grew up with this 
amazing woman telling me I could do anything if I worked hard enough. She saw my art ability and 
did everything in her power to cultivate it, craft it, and shape it into a skill I can wield like a weapon. 
Mom, without you, I wouldn’t be an artist. I wouldn’t be myself, and for that, I thank you.  

My brother is the best. We joke around, get each other food, have some serious 
conversations, and pick on each other. He works in finance right now (math geek!), and my favorite 
thing to said is, “If we magically fuzed our brains together we’d dominate the world”. My brother is a 
rare person in the sense that he, bluntly, doesn’t bullshit. It’s wonderful. Once, I was doing a 
painting study of some fruit (a demon lemon and a pear), which came out relatively nicely, and I 
showed it to him. Without missing a beat, he said, “I don’t like it.” Of course, I asked why. He 
responded that, “you don’t like it, so I don’t like it. I like your abstract work.” to which I said, “So you 
like pieces with emotion? With a story?”, and he says, “Exactly”. He’s someone to look up to. People 
admire him for the same reasons I do- He works for everything he does, and he’s thankful for 
everything he gets. Andrew, you deserve everything the world gives you, because you worked your 
ass off to get it all. Take it and run with it, brother, you’re going to do amazing things with that head 
of yours. I can’t wait to see what you get done.  

My AP Art Teacher and advisor, Mr. Uttendorfer… You’re awesome. You respond to texts and 
emails that your students send you in the summer because you genuinely care about us and want to 
help us succeed. You’re a lot like my brother in the sense that you’re a no nonsense man. If a painting 
has a problem, you say it. If you have advice, you tell it. You’re more than an art teacher. You take 
time to connect with all of your student and have real conversations with every one of us. If we have 
to study for an exam during your class, you won’t even bat an eyelash to let us have that time. You’re 
so different from other teachers in that you care about us as people, not just students. You’re so 
passionate about people following what they love. It’s amazing to hear you talk about your hatred of 
the “starving artists” stigma. You gave me hope that I could do this. You’re honestly one of the 
reasons that I’m going to art school. When the world was whispering “starving”, you were one of the 
people screaming “thriving”, and for that, I thank you.  

My Girl Scout mentor, Dienamarie Gianquinto. You are a POWERFUL, AMAZING woman. 
You are a role model for the next generation of leaders. You are strong and persevering. You are a 
feminist and an ally. Even at your most challenging  moments, you were there for your girls. You 
guided me along this path. Without you, I’d never have done this. On the website for the Gold 



Award, one of the questions you have to answer is “What inspires you?”. When I read that I didn’t 
really know what to write, so I put a generic answer and hoped for the best. I can finally answer 
properly, because you, Dienamarie, inspired me to fight even when everything was against me. To 
keep moving even though it hurt to pick up the pen. You’re an incredible leader, and the best mentor 
I could have gotten, and for that, I thank you.  

I have a couple more people outside the dedication to thank, though.  
Firstly, Pride For Youth, for helping me get all the information I needed and being a home 

away from home for not just me, but hundreds of LGBTQA+ kids who need some love.  
Next, Alexandra Kucich and Alexa Gerasimovich, for both reading my story and falling as 

deep in love with my characters as I am. You two fell into this world with me and responded to my 
2am texts when I fangirled about something I wrote as if its new… and the best part? You fangirled 
with me. You two are family by choice, not blood, and for that, I love you and thank you.  

My AP English Language and composition teacher, Carlo Rebolini, for giving me the skills to 
write the journal entries with confidence, and for reading and loving every poem I’ve written and 
shown you. You’re always there to crack jokes and check on us when we seem off. You care about us. 
I wrote my college essay with you about this manga and my bisexuality. I might not have seemed it, 
but I was worried about what you’d think when you read it over… however, you acted as if I wrote 
“my hair is brown”. Like it was simply a fact. Mr. Rebolini, that made me so happy. It made me so 
happy that someone who influences my life like you do accepted me unconditionally. Your 
personality of simple acceptance gave me courage to do so, SO many things... I don’t know if you 
knew, but before I had you as a teacher, I was so embarrassed of writing poetry that not even my 
mother knew I did it. I put my heart and soul into the pages I hid for so long, but because of you, I 
can stand up and read them in front of a crowd. You’re one of the reasons I feel confident enough to 
share my creations with this world, and for that I thank you.  

My AP Psychology teacher, William Highfill. Your class changed my outlook on other people, 
and even my personality. I learned a lot about myself from you and Myers. A lot of the characters in 
the story wouldn’t be themselves without the knowledge you gave me (there’s a specific journal entry 
that I think you’d like). This story is my world, my creation, and your teachings helped shape it. You, 
like Mr. Rebolini, encouraged the good qualities in all your students. I never told you, but the day 
you told us so passionately about your uncles, and how furious you seemed that people used “gay” 
and “fag” as an insult… You made my year. Seriously. I had to hold back tears when you talked 
because it meant so much to me that a teacher like you was so openly accepting. You made us all 
better people and  better friends, and for that I Thank you.  

I’d like to thank Signora Sandra Cardilicchia, Signor Peter Giacalone, and Valerie Debler 
for translating the “Coming Out” and “What to do if Someone Comes Out To You” pamphlets into 
Italian, German, French and Spanish, respectively. With your incredible abilities and skills, not 
only are you helping me complete my Gold Award, but you’re helping bring together shape the 
world.  



I’d like to thank Sabrina Debler, Fani, Alex Kucich, (and myself) for lending me your 
beautiful voices. With your talents, we made my Coming Out pamphlets available to everyone via 
YouTube and iTunes, so anyone can listen to our words of wisdom in French, Spanish, German, 
Italian, AND English. With your help, our message is reaching beyond my desk and google docs, 
through the internet and into the world. Keep doing what you’re doing, guys, you’re incredible 
people.  

 
A few friends for helping me along the way: Alex Kucich (again), Alexa Gerasimovich (again), Parker 
Montanaro, Lauren Skramko, Rebecca Curran, Chris Boyle, and Elizabeth Derderian. You were all 
so amazingly helpful. I didn’t appreciate how truly kind you all were until we talked about doing 
this. You helped make this possible. You’re all going to do amazing things in life because you’re 
beautiful people. I love you all.  
 
I want to thank my family, the Deblers. You’ve always been there for me with arms wide open. I love 
all of you. Thank you.  

 
Now, enjoy the story, everyone!  

 



Dear journal,  
I went out today. I went to a locally owned coffee shop where I bought a young woman a coffee 
because she didn’t have any money from this country. We talked for a while. I told her a bit 
about myself- vaguely, of course. She told me about herself. She’s from Zargard. I won’t write 
her name here- someone might read this someday. But she was kind, and a lot like me… put 
under pressure to do what is expected of you, and destroy yourself in the process… She told me 
it would be wise to keep a journal, where I could write anything and everything and just burn it 
after if I wanted. That having a companion in the yellowing pages of a worn book would keep 
me sane. I want to believe she’s right. So here I am, scribbling my life into a journal.  
 
We’ll be companies for this journey, I suppose.  It’s nice to meet you. I’m P.C.B. 
~ 
Dear Journal,  
There’s a mythical tale that every child in X’ort and Zargard have been told. My mother would 
read it to me as a bedtime story. It was my favorite. It’s still my favorite. I often dream of 
reading this to my future child, curled up on a big plush couch with a warm fire burning in the 
background… It reads as such:  
 
“ Once upon a time, a man was born with the intention to make a perfect world free of sins; 
One that he would rule. He traveled from town to town, helping those he deemed worthy, and 
killing those he deemed not. Soon along his travels, he began to become hungry for more power, 
and his ideal, perfect world became morphed into one of massacres and destruction. His 
followers and enemies grew, and eventually it was seen that one must be chosen to stop the trail 
of blood.  

It was decided that one child, born from the country Zargård with obsidian chi, would aid 
in bringing the once great ruler to his knees. In addition, a different child, born from the country 
of X'ørt with chi the color of snow, would help as well. The final child, born to a parent from 
each country, would have silver chi and would be the final pawn in their mission. Each child was 
given a name different from the ones their parents had given them. The child of Zargård with 
obsidian chi would be known as Ra. The child of X'ørt with snow chi would be called Ash, and 
the final child born from both chi would be known as Pha. 

The three had been destined to meet together and fight against the power hungry ruler. 
All fought with unachievable grace, matching each move with the others. When all was over, the 
power hungry ruler would be dead, along with one of the three chosen to take him down.  
 
Now two remained.  
 
Stricken by grief, one will killed themselves.  
 



Now there was one.  
 
The first child who had died for a selfless cause, would go to a realm best described as Heaven. 
The second child who had died for selfish reason, would go to a place closest to purgatory, 
where they may also see over hell. The final child, still living, would stay in the mortal world, 
doomed to sit under the same tree by the cliff side where the others had died. Each watched over 
their own realms, forced to stay, less the ruler appear anywhere. 

 One day, the child destined to remain in the mortal world died of old age. Soon, the ruler 
was born again as a different being. He had had no memory of his last life, but knew who he was 
through the stories passed down by tongue. He knew, then, he would try to create a perfect world 
once again, and so the three destined to take him down were reborn, their fate of death remaining 
the same. As their destinies played out, the cycle continued, never to be broken.  

The three destined to stop the “perfect world” became the basis of the present world. All 
people born with white chakra would forever be known as Ashens, all born with black chakra 
would be known as Ravens, and all born with silver chakra would be known as Phantoms. Their 
story continued to play, oblivious to the people of their world who simply told of their life to 
children, forever to be written off as nothing but a myth. The original four who began the cycle 
were called “origin”. 
 
The four reborn became known as Descendants, and their story became known as The Tale of 
Descendants. ” 
 

End Journal Entry 1 
-PCB 
 

 



























Dear Journal, 
Dissociative identity disorder, or DID is categorized as a “dissociative disorder”. Its symptoms 
include the following: disruption of identity characterized by two or more distinct personality states 
(including change in behavior, consciousness, memory, perception, etc.), gaps in the recall of 
everyday events and important information, distress or impairment in social or occupational areas, 
and that said symptoms are not attributed to the psychological effects of a substance or medical 
condition. The main symptom, the presence of multiple identities, can be displayed in multiple 
ways: Change in handiness (What hand do you write with?), change in eyesight (one personality 
needs glasses, the other has 20-20 vision), behavior, and/or eating habits. Individuals with 
dissociative identity disorder often have depression, anxiety, substance abuse, conduct self injury, 
or have non epileptic seizures. Dissociative Identity Disorder often develops because of traumatic 
events and/or abuses during childhood, and can develop at any age. Examples of childhood abuse 
includes neglect, physical abuse, medical or surgical procedures, war, childhood prostitution, 
terrorism, and ongoing abuse. Over 70% of people with DID have attempted suicide, and self harm 
is frequent. People with DID can also have other disorders, such as bipolar personality disorder or 
major depressive disorder. 
 
I fear the youngest prince has dissociative identity disorder. Some days he is a kind boy. Loving, 
caring, and innocent. But other days he seems as if a demon is possessing his very being. I found 
him dissecting a cat once. He had looked so furious that I was there, ready to stab me with the knife 
he was toying with, then the next second I was holding him for the rest of the night because he “can 
take a lot of things but a dead kitten is not one of them”. He writes big and sharp with his left hand, 
like THIS, when he is “Lucifer”, and small and beautiful with his right hand, like this, when he is 
Jasper. This has been going on for a while now, but Lucifer has never before been this frequent.  I’ve 
been watching the prince for a few months, trying to find out what triggered such a severe 
personality split… I think that his father has done something. May it’s his new friend, this woman 
named “Theodoras”. There’s just something very wrong about her… Either way, I think it’s my fault- 
I’m a failure as a role model. I could have helped him.  
 
I fear for the younger prince. I fear what he will do if I don’t save him. Problem is, I haven’t got a clue 
just how to do that.  
-P.C.B. 
 

 



























 

Journal Entry H  
Dear Journal,  
A Poem of Theodoras: 

Golden hair with long, soft legs,  

Snake eyes, with cheshire grins,  

Clothes that are perfectly clean,  

And deadly, manicured nails. 

Her eyes… They’re as sharp as claws 

Like a killer animal,  

For the way she looks at you,  

Can make all or any man  

Get weak kneed in her presence  

....I tremble under her gaze.  

Do not be fooled by her face.  

Look deep into snake eyes,  

See the mischief in her gaze.  

Her face is beautiful, with  

Porcelain skin, and golden hair 

But do not be fooled, for she  

Is a dark puppet master,  

With soft, porcelain skin.  
-P.C.B. 
 

 









Dear Journal,  

I know the Phantoms will rebel. They are treated like dirt in this country. So here is my plea to 

the people who want to give Phantoms equality. Please. Become the Revolution. 

 

The color of my skin defines me.  

Who and what I love makes me different.  

I fear to say who I believe in,  

Because even in this modern time,  

I will be killed for what I won’t say. 

But I bet you already know this.  

I am the foreigner from China. 

I am the Hindu from India. 

I am the Muslim from Pakistan.  

I am the black man from Chicago.  

I am the white girl from Manhattan.  

I am the European from France. 

I am a women, I am a boy.  

I am the innocence you rip from  

Your children, when you scream and shout at  

People for their skin and their beliefs.  

I am your faith in humanity, 

And it is nice to see you again,  

Since you lost me all those years ago.  

I am the voice that shouts at you to  

Listen to the cries of your fellow  

Human being. I am the voice who begs  

For you to open your eyes and see.  

To see that your world is falling down,  

And the screaming won’t make anything stop.  



I’m the voice in the back of your head,  

Begging you: be the Revolution.  

-P.C.B. 

 
 







Dear Journal,  
Memories are like pages 
In a manilla file folder.  
They can so easily fall through  
The fragile flaps of cardstock, 
Or remain secure,  
Slowly yellowing with age,  
And perhaps they’ll disintegrate 
When confronted with ignoration.  
 
I’m attending the country school now. It’s really exciting. The building is really pretty! All 
purple and white! My only problem is, we have to wear school uniforms. I don’t like wearing the 
same outfit everyday. Also, we’re not allowed to dye our hair- which is FINE, except my hair 
ISN’T DYED! It’s naturally aqua blue! Seriously! Except all of my teachers think I dyed it so I 
keep getting sent to the office! MY HAIR ISNT DYED! ;_; BELIEVE ME!  
-P.C.B. 

 
 







JOURNAL, 
LATE TO SCHOOL I GOT TO GO BUT HI BYE  
-PCB 

 









Dear Journal,  

In my position with the Royal family, I am not allowed to question the existence of God or the 

actions he takes. I may only do so here. Why did God let the Prince become mentally ill? Why 

did God let Jason’s family die? Why did God make me abnormal?  

 

If there is a god,  

Why does he let people  

Develop illnesses that don’t have cures?  

If there is a god,  

Why does he let some people  

Develop such a deep rooted hatred for themselves, 

That not even the deepest trenches of the ocean can fathom their extent ?  

If god exists, 

Why do people fall into a suicidal depression, 

That burns and boils until it consumes all it touches?  

Why does he allow his children to be born deformed,  

When he knows society with punish them?  

Why are people born with a predisposition  

To be an outcast of society?  

It is free will- 

But I ask why god makes us born in our skin, 

Why he shields our eyes from the light 

When he knows that’s all we yearn to have, 

Need to have, 

For it’s idea alone is what saves us from ourselves.  

I ask why he forces his children  

To be born despite their fate of a self doomed death.  

Why cause mental conflict 

So great that every soldier of every war shakes at the prospects of such a battle.  



If there is a god, 

I ask, 

Why does he create our suffering?  

-P.C.B. 

 

 





















Dear Journal,  
Oh god. godgodGOD save me. Save me dear goddesses above me. Please save me. save me. dear 
god. I want to die. i want to die. im so confused and everything hurts in my head. I need to sleep. i 
need more than sleep.  
what happened today. Slaves came from earth. Its not unusual. But this one girl, Abayomi, got real 
brave and was screaming in the king’s face, and telling him her and her tribe would never ever bow 
to him. She was the only one in the lot that spoke english, and she kept translating everything back 
and forth from the king to the slaves. Then another guy… Jafar? Jafar said something, and they killed 
him, and abayomi got even more determined and kept screaming that our king was not their king, 
and they were a proud people who would rather die than kneal to scum… and then the king gave the 
order to kill them all, and he took out a knife and put it through that girl Abayomi’s throat… and she 
died. Right on the palace floor at the hands of the king. Then this kid, probably my age but so so 
DIFFERENT, screamed out with tears streaming down his face. He got this dagger from some 
pocket on his back and charged at the king with this insane determination ive never seen before… 
the king moved, but the kid got him anyway. This frickin kid BLINDED THE KING IN ONE EYE! 
The kids dagger sliced through the king’s eye!!! Jasper and I, we lunged at the kid and grabbed him… 
but when I touched him. Oh god. I know. I know him. Iknowiknowiknow IKNOW. He was 
DIFFERENT. I felt everything like electricity. And suddenly i felt i had to protect this boy with every 
piece of my being. Protect him and hold him and never let him near the king that killed Abayomi (his 
sister), and Jafar (his cousin). because i knew him. He was different from the humans. He had 
chakra like us… like the people of Orbis… i told the king the truth. That this boy was a Raven. The 
king ordered all the rest to be executed, then put me in charge of teaching this Earthling our 
customs and language. He was to stay with me in a cage in my room that only me or a guard could 
open. I can open it only for the reason of him being available, as the guard said with a wink, 
“anything I may need in the quiet of the night”. My stomach has been rolling all day. When the kid 
was secure in the cage and all the guards left i was sick in the bathroom. I dont think i can handle 
this.  Hes in the cage, sitting there quietly right now. I want to let him out, but he will kill me. But he 
looks so goddamn sad and confused, and all i want is so hold him and feed him because fuck he’s so 
thin. 
 It took a long time for us to get his name… its Jabari. The king wants to assimilate him, so he 
ordered that we give him a “normal name”. I wanted him to be comfortable so i chose the closest I 
could get to Jabari...  Jason.  
 
Jason Asim.  
 
-P.C.B.  

 



























Dear Journal,  
SO I know I’m not one to judge, considering my hair is essentially neon, but Jason’s hair is 
SALMON? Like, pretty baby pinky-orangey salmon? I want his entire family tree, but instead of 
names and photos it's just hair color swatches. His sister’s hair was deep pink- like magenta. Hm. So 
weird. It looks really soft, though. 
-PCB 
 
 
 
 



















Dear Journal,  
Jason is learning English very quickly. He pretends to be horrible at it with nearly everyone, just so 
no one attempts to communicate with him. We talk a lot. Mainly with the excuse that he’s practicing 
the language and I’m fulfilling the wishes of the King… he no longer sleeps in the cage. Usually it’s 
with me, in my bed. Of course, he moves back before the guards take their morning rounds as to not 
disturb anyone, but I… broke down one day. He awoke to me hyperventilating in my bed. He held 
me while listening as I muttered god knows what about who-the-hell-knows. He slid his fingers 
through my hair until I stopped crying, stopped trembling… felt painfully content, and then I fell 
asleep. On top of a slave. From Earth. GOD I fell asleep on a SLAVE FROM EARTH! But he was so 
comfortable, sweet and caring, unlike so many people in this world. We’re connected, somehow, 
and I need him, and he needs me. I don’t think I’m confused in this. He looks at me differently now. 
Like he’s known me forever. Like he loves me.  
… I can’t do this. Ohplease i can’t do this. im going to give myself another anxiety attack. My chest is 
tight thinking of Jabari. Jason. FUCK. Fuck him. NO DONT FUCK HIM. Just fuck in general. That’s 
better. Jesus christ. I feel like vomiting. I don’t know what to do.  
 
-P.C.B.  
 

 





Journal Entry F 
Dear journal,  
Its beena while since ive written haha… i went to the town and got somethin (thats a secret bc im not 
supposed to leaavve the castle)  but i bought some whiskey! Its greet. greattt. i feel all calm and loose  
 
i kissed jabarjasonnnn i kissed him! he was really soft… smelled nice… we did some things that the 
guard told me abt haha… jasons so cute. sleepin on my bed… mmhm 
-pcb 

 











Dear Journal,  
 The light from the window is too bright. I’m thirsty. I think there’s a tiny man banging a hammer in 
my head and I want to throw up… I believe I am hungover. I wonder what happened. Jason slept a 
full night in my bed. The only comment from the guard doing his morning rounds was to chuckle 
and to say, “Don’t worry, Tiger, the King doesn’t know.” I can’t remember much, honestly. I know I 
had a lot of anxiety through yesterday. I had a panic attack and THEN an anxiety attack, which both 
ended in me drinking myself into a supor from the whiskey I bought at the market a week ago. I 
believe Jason was trying to stop me from drinking at one point. He was saying the tainted liquid 
was, a “potion of the devil”, I believe. I don’t think he knows what alcohol is. I’ll have to explain it.  
Anyway, I’m not sure what happened.  
I’m positive Jason remembers. He’ll just have to wake up first, then I can ask.  
-P.C.B.  

 









Dear Journal,  

We are so different, my angel. My beautiful angel. Here is a letter to you with the words I can 

never say. The phrase I can never admit.  

 

When my mouth opens to say “I” my jaws cracks, since  

I only say this to you, and it means so much,  

That I can only let myself say it one time,  

For I fear that it will lose its impactfulness.  

When my tongue flicks to “L”, it brushed the metal,  

Of the retainer on the back of my front teeth, 

That keeps my teeth straight so my smile is pretty,  

But you loved me back when my teeth were all crooked, 

I know you don’t care, as long as it’s my smile. 

When my mouth forms “O” I remember the lessons  

That I had in singing, that I still use now when 

We dance and move around each other in my room.  

When I say “V” I feel like I did before this,  

When we were young and I nervously bit my lip. 

A habit I still have, that you secretly love,  

Even though you say that it hurts my bottom lip.  

When I say “E” it's a release of breathless air,  

Like the gasp I gave you when I had seen you for  

our first date. This is how it feels inside my mouth,  

When I see you and can’t help but say: I love you. 

-P.C.B. 
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Congratulations! You’ve taken one of your first steps to “Coming Out”! Now, I don’t 
want this to be cliche. I’m here to give you facts and help you, not to sugar coat everything. This 
is difficult stuff! Roughly 10% of the population as of 2017 identify as LGBTQA+, so there’s a 
lot of people who need some tips on coming out. And that’s why I’m writing. I’m here to help 
you out. Now, you should have additionally gotten a pamphlet for your parent, guardian, or 
siblings on “What to do if your child/sibling comes out”. Keep that for now. That’s a later step.  

~ 
Firstly, You’re going to need to assess your family’s viewpoint on the LGBTQA+ community. 
How accepting are they? The easiest way to do this is to bring it up in conversation.  HOW!? I 
hear you scream. Well, like this:  
 Let’s say a celebrity that is somewhat common (Like Anderson Cooper… Just search “Gay 
celebrities” online, you should see plenty) and bring it up when talking about your day:  
“And I was in lunch, and someone mentioned that Anderson Cooper was gay! What do you think 
of that? I never would have guessed.” 
 
 Or, perhaps, ( DO NOT use specific names) say something along the lines of:  
“I heard a kid in my grade was gay. I forgot their name, but I heard they were getting bullied. 
What do you think of that?”  
 
If your parents are interested politics, you can even use the news to your advantage. Keep an eye 
out. The news mentions LGBTQA+ rather frequently, so listen for an interesting story that you 
can mention to them to gauge their reaction. (A good example is the 2017 Supreme Court case 
about a baker who refused to bake a wedding cake for a gay couple in Colorado).  
~ 
Here’s where it can get tricky. If your parents react well, (Ex: “It’s ridiculous that that student 
was bullied for being gay.” or “That’s insane. Why wouldn’t he bake a cake? What’s wrong with 
being gay?”) then congrats, my friend, you should be safe to come out. However, if you’re still 
wary, or if your parents reacted badly to the mentioning of the LGBTQA+ community, here’s 
some tips:  
 

1. Wait. If you think your parents would react badly to you coming out, bad enough to kick 
you out of your home, wait until you have a stable job and housing arrangement set up. 
You must be financially and comfortably secure before putting your housing in jeopardy. 
Perhaps even begin a summer time job, walk your neighbor’s dogs, or shovel some snow. 
(start building up that money! Every penny counts!) If you feel that your parents would 
physically harm you for coming out, please do not. Don’t put yourself at risk. 

 
2. If you can’t wait and you’re over  18, have a solid plan.  If you want to come out to 

parents that badly, and you don’t think they’d approve, proceed with a plan. Make sure a 
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friend or trusted adult (maybe a super cool teacher that you love) knows what you’re 
about to do, and can call the police if anything happens. (Let’s say, your teacher knows 
you’re planning on coming out to your family that night, and if you don’t come to class 
next day, they should alert someone who could check on you). The best course of action 
for abusive or extremely unexpected situations:  Have a steady income to back you up, 
and wait until you’re minimum 18 years of age. This way, you’re not legally bound to 
your parents incase things don’t work out. I like to be super prepared, so if you’re really 
cautious, leave a backpack of belongings at a friends house (a change of clothes, personal 
pictures, money, jewelry, etc). To be double cautious, you can use a master lock on your 
backpack (some schools sell them for around $15).  

 
3. If you can’t wait and you’re under 18, have a solid plan.  Being under 18 is difficult, 

since you’re not legally an adult. But, not all hope is lost! Similar procedures. Start 
saving up some money if you can, (if you can’t thats okay), and begin researching 
LGBTQA+ support centers (I’ll have some listed below). If your parents monitor your 
internet history, I recommend doing this on a school computer, or telling your parents it’s 
for a health project (if your school has health, that is). If you get kicked out, there are 
Youth Centers that can house and feed you for certain periods of time. I recommend 
calling the facilities prior to doing anything, since living times can vary. If your parents 
monitor your phone access, try asking a friend to borrow their phone before or after 
school. If you’re not out to a friend, try asking a trusted adult to borrow their phone. The 
Long Island Crisis Center (information below) has 24/7 counselors on call there to talk 
with you. They can explain the facilities available at the LICC, and talk with you on if 
coming out is the right idea. They’re also available to talk about abuse in the family, 
relationships, divorce… Anything. Additionally, I like to be super prepared, so if you’re 
really cautious, leave a backpack of belongings at a friends house (a change of clothes, 
personal pictures, money, jewelry, etc), just as a precaution. To be double cautious, you 
can use a master lock on your backpack (some schools sell them for around $15).  

 
Finally, if you get the chance, leave that pamphlet “What to do when your child/sibling comes 
out” either on your way out or in your room after you come out. Even if your parents are 
accepting, you should still give it to them (a coming out is a lot to handle!) 
 

Advice from members of the LGBT+ Community: 
“Just make sure you know who you are before you tell other people, bc you want to be sure of 
yourself before you come out, just bc if you’re not sure about yourself and someone says “you’re 
not..!” you’ll doubt yourself, and you don’t want to do that.  
You do you, don’t let anyone tell you what you can’t do, and if you want to be stereotypical, then 
queen you got this!”  
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“Bring up the subject to the person you want to come out to and gauge their reaction. If you think 
it’s safe to come out… Don’t say to them something like “A friend of mine is gay…” because 
then they’ll be like “You’re gay.” ” 
 
“Talk as if it’s for a friend to gauge reactions. So if people aren’t accepting don’t say it. Gauge 
first so you don’t lose friends. Teachers are accepting. English and art teachers are accepting. 
Confide in adults, or teachers.  
My favorite queer idol is Snooki and Kesha bc they’re both bi. People are getting more 
accepting of gay people but not bi people, pans, and the genders. ” 
 
“ Pick the right time. When you feel that you’re comfortable. When you feel okay to say those 
words to people, then that's when you do it.  
You need to learn to accept yourself, even if people deny who you are. Don’t fall into self hate. 
Love yourself, accept that this is who you are, and go out and get some. Make fun of yourself or 
else you’ll be serious all the time and you won’t have a fun life. ” 
 
“Don’t be afraid to talk to people to help you figure things out. Especially if you know how 
accepting they are. And be safe, so don’t come out to anyone that could hurt you. Don’t feel 
obligated to come out, especially if you’re not ready. You have to be ready.  
Life isn’t like love, simon, not everyone is extremely accepting, but not everyone is an asshole, 
either. ” 
 
“Don’t let anyone sway you. Express yourself to let people understand. Be proud and part of the 
community.  
We should just all be happy and all be friends. No one should be afraid. ” 
 
“Just be yourself because if people aren’t accepting you might as well drop them. If people don’t 
accept you for you, you shouldn’t be close to them bc they don’t see you as you are, instead they 
see you just for your sexuality.  
Be confident in who you are and don’t try and hide it. ” 
 
“Only come out if you know it’s safe to do so. Do it in a calm environment and come out to 
people you trust. Present it to your family in a positive way. Explain your terms and let them 
know that this doesn’t change you as a person. Even though it might be scary to open up like 
this, it’s important to be brave and speak your truth.” 
 
 

RESOURCES:  
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Long Island Counseling Center  

Summary: “Pride for Youth is a service and an advocate for lesbian, gay, bisexual, transgender 
and queer/questioning (LGBTQ) young people through age 30.*  Our mission is to enhance the 
health, wellness and cultural competency of LGBTQ young people through education, support 
services and youth development.  We serve New York State’s Nassau, Suffolk and Queens 
counties. Our Adult Sexual Health Program serves LGBTQ individuals through age 45.” 
24/7 Suicide Hotline: 1(516) 679-9000  
Fax Phone: 1(516) 679-3610  
Address: 2050 Bellmore Avenue, Bellmore, NY, 11710  
Website: www.prideforyouth.org 
 

The Transgender Resource Center of Long Island (TRCLI)  
Summary: “The Transgender Resource Center of Long Island is a 501c3 charity established by 
members of the transgender and gender non-conforming community, their families, partners, and 
allies. Our goal is to build a community center that is a safe space for the members of our 
community. We wish to serve as a one-stop hub for the vital resources that our community 
desperately needs.” 
Phone: 1(631) 306-4872 
Address: 405 Wading River Road, Manorville, NY, 11949 
Email: info@trcli.org  
Website: https://trcli.org/  
 

The LGBT Community Center  
Summary: “The Center fosters a welcoming environment where everyone is celebrated for who 
they are. We offer the LGBT communities of NYC health and wellness programs; arts, 
entertainment and cultural events; recovery, wellness, parenthood and family support services.” 
Phone: 1(212) 620-7310 
Address: 208 West 13th Street, New York, NY, 10011 
Hearing Impaired Contacts: Deaf and hearing-impaired callers can reach The Center through the 
New York State Relay Service: 800.662.1220 (TDD/TTY), 800.421.1220 (voice) 
Website: https://gaycenter.org/  
 

Long Island LGBT Network (multiple locations*)  
Summary: “Lesbian, gay, bisexual, and transgender network.” 
Website: http://lgbtnetwork.org/  
Email: info@lgbtnetwork.org  
Queens:  
Queens LGBT Center (Q Center)  

http://www.prideforyouth.org/
mailto:info@trcli.org
https://trcli.org/
https://gaycenter.org/
http://lgbtnetwork.org/
mailto:info@lgbtnetwork.org
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Phone: 1(718) 514-2155 
Fax: 1(516) 750-4715 
Address: 37-18 Northern Blvd., Suite 107, Long Island City, NY, 11101  
Nassau :  
The Center at Woodbury  
Phone: 1(516) 323-0011 
Fax: 1(516) 750-4715 
Address: 20 Crossways Park Drive N., Suite 110, Woodbury, NY, 11797 
Suffolk: 
The Center at Bayshore  
Phone: 1(631) 665-2300 
Fax: 1(631) 665-7874 
Address: 34 Park Ave., Bay Shore, NY, 11706-7309 
East End: 
The Hamptons LGBT Center 
Phone: 1(631) 899-4950 
Fax: 1(631) 665-7874 
Address: 44 Union Street, Sag Harbor, NY, 11963 
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Do Not Fear the Unknown 
What to do if Someone Comes Out to You 

Welcome!  
So, you’ve come here to figure out what to do if someone comes out to you as LGBTQA+... 
Well, my friend, Put your feet up, grab your coffee, and open up your mind. Ready? Lets go!  
 

To the friends.  
So, your friend is a part of the LGBTQA+. I’m here to tell you one thing: Your friend was gay 
before they told you. The only difference is that now YOU know it, too. They’re the same person 
that they were before, you just know more about them now. Sexuality is a lot like haircolor. You 
can force brown hair blonde, but under all the falsettos, you’re still a brunette. A common issue 
that straight people feel with gay friends of the same gender is the fear of being hit on/asked 
out/etc. Quick question, though: When you go to school, are you immediately attracted to every 
single person of the opposite gender in the classroom? No? Cool. Your friend isn’t attracted to 
you, either.  
 
If your friend comes out to you, you should feel honored that they trusted you. It took a lot of 
courage for them to come out to you. Love them and accept them. And if you don’t… DO NOT 
go around telling everyone that they’re gay. That’s bullying and you’re just being insensitive . If 
you don’t like it, fine, but don’t ruin that person’s life because you’re homophobic.  
 
Just be nice, guys. Love your friends. They love you.  

 
To the parents.  

I’m going to be blunt because you’re adults.  
IF YOU’RE NOT GOING TO ACCEPT YOUR CHILD FOR WHAT THEY ARE, YOU SHOULD 
NOT HAVE HAD CHILDREN. They can’t help what they are. If your child is gay, then they’re 
gay. It’s not them “being rebellious” or “being confused”, it’s simply them being them. Feel 
honored that your child feels comfortable enough with you to tell you that they’re gay. Your love 
for your child should be stronger than your love for an outdated ideology.  You loved them 
before. Love them now, when they truly need you to. Now is the time for you to support them, 
not reject them.  
 

To the siblings.  
No matter what, they’ll always be your sibling. Love them, hate them, joke with them… Being 
gay is just a part of who they are. Fight over the remote control! Call them a butthead for eating 
the last bag of potato chips! Throw a pillow at their face when they come into your room! 
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Nothing has changed. Your sibling is still the same person they were before. Love them! Give 
them a big hug and tell them you support them no matter what! 
 

To the office/school acquaintance.  
Honestly, unless you’re a friend, it’s none of your business. It doesn’t change your life. As long 
as the person still does their work and is polite to you, who cares if they’re gay? Another thing: If 
you overheard someone coming out, as in, they didn’t intend for you to know, don’t spread 
rumors. Like I said earlier, you’re just being insensitive.  
 

To the Homophobes.  
BOO!  ...Just kidding.  
Refill your coffee, sir, I’m engaging lecture mode.  
One reason that people believe homophobia is bad is because it is, “not natural”. This can 
actually be disputed through research on Emperor Penguins. Yes, BIRDS! It’s theorized that 
some Emperor penguins are homosexual because of their levels of testosterone, or the shear 
number of males in a colony, but also… They take care of eggs abandoned by heterosexual 
couples. It’s my belief that it’s similar with humans. Homosexual couples exist to take care of 
the children abandoned by heterosexual couples. When you look at the huge number of children 
put up for adoption each year in America, it begins to make a lot of sense.  
 
Leviticus 18:22 and Leviticus 20:13. The most commonly used lines in the bible to invalidate 
homosexuality: “Thou shall not lie with mankind as with womankind: it is abomination.” and, “If 
a man lie with a man, as he lieth with a woman, both of them have committed an abomination: 
they shall surely be put to death; their blood shall be upon them.”  
I have some issues with this. Firstly, it does not mention lesbianism, therefore homophobia 
against lesbians is invalid according to these lines (which are the only lines in the Bible 
regarding homosexuality). Both quotes from Leviticus condemns sexual intercourse between 
men, but do NOT condemn sexual and romantic attraction towards the opposite gender. Which 
makes sense- the Bible in general states that people should not engage in sexual intercourse prior 
to marriage, and since gay people could not previously get married, this makes sense… But 
today, they CAN get married in America, so sexual intercourse should no longer be frowned 
upon.  
 
Simply put, I don’t understand why gay males specifically are your biggest issue. The Old 
Testament mentions gay sex twice , however has ten  lines on adultery and rape, and twenty  on 
incest. You have loud, powerful voices. People can hear you. Channel your influence into 
stopping rape and incest, helping the poor, or giving orphans families…  
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A huge issue I have with people who use the Bible to invalidate homosexuals is that you’re only 
being true to TWO LINES of the Bible. Do you have sex before marriage? Watch porn? 
Masturbate? Sleep in the same bed as your wife when she’s menstruating? Wear mixed fabrics? 
Eat shrimp? Wear permuscious clothing? Talk rudely to your neighbor?  Yes..? ...Then you’re a 
sinner.  
God loves EVERYONE. No matter who you are, God loves you. 
We will all be judged before God when we die. So what right do you have to judge us before 
God deems it time? Not even Jesus had the power to judge people on Earth, so what gives you a 
power that not even God’s Son had? 
 

Advice from members of the LGBT+ Community 
1. Don’t make too big of a deal about it, but also don’t brush it off like it’s nothing because 

it’s important to them. Acknowledge that it’s important and it’s fine but don't act like you 
have to change your life just because someone is gay.  

2. I know it’s hard because your expectations are changed but get educated. Listen and ask 
questions if they’re willing to answer them. They’re the ones trying to figure themselves 
out so be kind.  

3. Educate yourself. Most of the problem is people not knowing. If you want to help 
someone you have to understand it. Google it. Internet is a big resource, instagram, even 
snapchat.  

4. Accept them. People have such a mindset for their kids, like good college, wife, kids, and 
a house. When that doesn’t happen people don’t know how to handle it, and just decide 
not to handle it, but that’s the time when they need your support, because they might not 
be sure with themselves now, who they’re going to be, who they’re becoming.  

5. Accept them in every way possible. Don’t make them feel strange or different. Treat 
them the same way you always did. Being gay doesn’t make them a different person. You 
knowing they’re gay doesn’t make them a different person- it just means you know more 
about them now.  

6. Ask if you have questions, and understand that they may not be comfortable but the 
person who is coming out is, and this is they choice they made so they shouldn’t change 
it.  

7. They’re still your kid. They’re still the same. Just because they’re a different sexuality 
doesn’t mean they’re different from how they were before. 

8. Try to understand how brave and vulnerable the person coming out is. They just want to 
be accepted and loved, just as they have always been. Even if you don’t completely 
understand or agree with them, it’s still important that you respect and support them. If 
you;re not sure of what a term means even after they;ve explained it, look it up! Doing 
your own research can help you understand and support your friend/family member 
better.” 
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Closing 

EDUCATE YOURSELF!! People fear things they don’t know. Find your local LGBT+ Youth 
Center. Go there and get as many pamphlets as you can. Go to a library and read through a stack 
of LGBT+ books. Go to a Pride festival. Talk with the person who came out to you. Learn about 

this beautiful, wonderful community that they’re a part of.  
Do not Fear the Unknown.  

Embrace it. 


