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Let me introduce you Rose. Her story begins in a bar at midnight. This plump thirty years old woman…


Hey! Hey! Hey! What? Plump? Did you just call me plump? No, no, no. I can’t let you do that.


What are you doing Rose? This is my story, I’m the storyteller.


Hum no! This is MY story.


You’re not in charge.


I can if you lie about my physical conditions.


Very well then, how much do you weight?


I don’t know, I haven’t checked lately.


Well I do know and I can tell you, and I can tell the reader that you should probably go jogging once in a while.


Ok… I don’t want to be a bitch but I’m not going to let you tell my story if you talk about me like that, period.


Please accept my apologies beautiful, gracious woman. So, the story begins in a bar, at midnight, and Rose is about to be a little pushed in the ropes by a nice transgender.


No! For Christ sake! If you want to tell the story, tell it well. What are you doing? You’re spoiling all the suspense! Now the reader already knows how it will end, what’s the point? And how can you call the transgender nice? Did you see how she talked to me? There was nothing nice about it, on the contrary. I was the nice one and I deserved everything but rudeness.


My story, my way to tell it, deal with it.


Sorry mister the shitty storyteller, I think I’ll tell it myself.


But…


Not a word!


You can’t…


Shut up or I kill myself with a knife and there’ll be no story at all, understand?





1 a.m. - a bar


My first encounter with a transgender.


Well, I guess I should introduce myself but hum, I prefer to jump straight into the facts. Right now, I am interviewing a transgender. The weird thing is that I’m not a reporter, I work for a movie studio. I dream to be a writer and, on the paper, I’m on the writer team, but I only do researches. A guy shows up with an idea, a cool t-shirt and a geeky face and says something like “I was going deep down inside my thoughts yesterday (which means: I was masturbating watching animated porn in my apartment) when this idea just appeared right in front of me, like a gesture from God, you know (which means: and I was high).


So, basically, this guy wants to do a drama about a man who wanted to become a woman his entire life and he has decided to start the process. As I’m not a screenwriter, my job is to go outside and meet some transgenders, getting to know them, their stories, the all package and to make notes about it.


And here I am, ordering a Manhattan in a flashy, pinky bar at midnight, trying to make eye contact with one of these beautiful creatures. It’s hard because everyone here can see that I am the actual alien, they can smell my fear and awkwardness. They know I don’t belong here, but what they do not know is my intentions. Am I a nice lost gentle girl who came to the wrong address for her date? Am I some weirdo who wants to make an article for a blog called “inside the human adventure”? Or, this is the last one, am I someone who wants to join their side and tonight is the night when I finally decide to show up and face the fact that I don’t want to be a girl anymore, because deep down, I always have been a man.


Well, for the moment I don’t really know to whom I can talk to. They all look at me suspiciously, even the bartender. There is no slice of lemon on my cocktail but there is one on the other’s customer’s drinks. I guess that means: “go away, you’re not welcome here”. But I don’t have the choice, I have a mission, something important to do, this is my job, and it is my job to convince them that my intentions are good and honest. I’m not here to assist to a freak show or to hold a Bible to their faces. No. I even recognize that their lives at this moment are better than mine, because they had the courage to be their true-selves and not pretending to slide gently into the schemes of society. Those ladies have balls, or whatever.


Oh my god! Oh shit. Shit shit shit. Someone’s coming over. What should I do? Should I pretend to be cool, relax, at ease? Should I put on a happy and welcoming face? Pull yourself together woman for Christ’s sake!


- Hey! (fuck, why did I say “Hey!” with this big stupid smile?)


- What are you doing here? (and she is not smiling… She is not even showing the smallest expression of kindness. Nothing. Just a blank face staring at me, making strong eyes contact, leaving me no possibility to escape or to back up with little proud).


- Hi! Well (would you stop smiling without any plausible reason!)… hum… I had a hard day at work so I needed a drink badly, you know what that is, stress and… (what I am doing with my face, am I Jim Carrey or what? Am I doing impressions?)


- Cut the shit. I know why you’re here. (her voice is solid, steady as a rock)


- You do? (I am the worst poker player right now!)


- Yeah, this is obvious. I see it instantly, your shape, your bone structure.


- Wh…What about it? (ok, now I’m just confused… and I look like a woman that just spent two hours on a hard puzzle without finding the solution)


- Come on. You want to be a man. You already have the body, a little bit angular and your shoulders.


- No I don’t! And… What? (and now I’ve got my crazy bitch voice coming)


- Don’t get me wrong. I’m sure you’ll be a very handsome man.


- But no. No. No, no, no, no. I like being a woman. I would never do something like that to myself. God no! (why did you say it with disgust… to a transgender!)


Superb Rose! You are doing very well! You were right, I don’t need to tell the story, you are doing just fine! I love it! Keep talking like that to her and soon you’ll be killed by an entire bar of trans.


You fu… No, no. I am not letting myself go wild. I can control my emotions and give to this dialogue a proper direction. All I need is to apologize to this nice and beautiful lady and you’ll see, I will make her tell me her all life and I will enter gloriously into my boss’ office tomorrow morning! Wait and see my friend.


I’m dying of impatience.


- Oh no. This is not what I meant. I think you’re terrific, amazing body and everything…


- So… You like me, is that it?


- No. I’m not… You’re not… (this is a nightmare!)


- Well what? (she’s getting upset and I will end up punched in the face by a transgender, nice work.)


- You are a beautiful woman and everything, but I am straight ok?


- …


- Listen, we just make a bad start here and I want to tell you why I’m here ok?


- OK… (she looked at me suspiciously and she is moving a little backward as if I was carrying some disease. If there’s one, it’s stupidity right now!)


- Why don’t we just give this conversation a new start. Hi. May I buy you a drink? (and now that I have all my senses, I propose a handshake and she accept it). I didn’t even ask your name.


- Mila.


- Beautiful name. Beautiful.


- What’s yours?


- My name? (Can you stop being so nervous! She is not going to bite you and remember, you have a job to do) It’s Rose.


- Very girly.


- You could say that I guess, and it’s not coming from the film Titanic, even if I could easily put my hand on a nice Jack!


- Oh, me too.


- Good! Good. See, we have something in common!


- I would not go that far. So, what’s your business? I can tell this is your first time here, maybe your first time talking to somebody like me.


- That is correct. I’m here for work to be honest.


- Work? Tell me more but before that, I need a drink baby. (to the bartender) Can you get me an old fashioned? Thanks darling. You want something?


- I’ll have a Manhattan.


- And a Manhattan for the lady. (to me) Go ahead now.


- Well, you see, I work for a movie studio, I’m in the writer’s team and my job is to do research for the team. Right now, we are working on a new project…


- Let me guess, you’re here to “study” the transgenders, you’re like an anthropologist going to meet some savages, is that right?


- I would not put it that way but…


- How would you do put it? Tell me. Because, from where I stand, your movie studio is just trying to make a lot of money on the back of my community. This is just a fashion. I’m a transgender now for more than thirty years and I haven’t read as many articles as today, it’s all Catlyn Jenner’s fault.


- Yes, but aren’t you happy to be more accepted today than you were before?


- Oh my God! How can you be so wrong, so stupid and arrogant at the same time? You think our lives are better or worse than before just because every day I can see headlines about neutral public toilets or a special LGBT award in the movie industry? Don’t you think we, all the transgenders in this bar, still get insulted on the street? But don’t get me wrong, I never complain about my life, I don’t go to places where I know I’ll be in trouble, I know where to go, I have friends and family. Love, it’s another thing, it has nothing to do with me being a transgender, I always have been a complicated person.


- To be honest, I seldom approve my team’s choices but it’s my job. I would like to be a writer, to create and develop my own stories but I do researches. It has been five years now since I moved to Los Angeles, and the only thing I like about my job is meeting new people, going to places I never went before. Here I am tonight, talking with you and it’s amazing. I would never have done that on my own, but thanks to my work, I push myself a bit more each time.


- Yes, but your being here is for the money, don’t make yourself a philanthropist or a pure, good soul. To me you’re just as good as anybody else, or as bad...


- Hey hey no. Calm down a minute.


- What? Are you getting offended? You’re going to tell me that you are here, trying to get information from me, or anybody else in this bar, just to be capable to go to bed tonight happy for yourself, thinking: “Oh Lord, I’m such a nice person, I can be friend with transgenders, those poor, castaway people.”


- No, stop saying that.


- All I know is that you don’t want to be friendly, you’re falsely charming and nice just to give your team some valuable information about the LGBT community. You want so much to feel good about yourself, and you hate your job so much that you are acting like a mistreated creature. You want everybody to love you, this is probably why you’re not a writer after five years of being the perfect employee. I hope you’re not the kind of girl who brings coffee for everyone in the morning.


- I am (sadly. Oh yes! Sadly! She destroys me! I have been ferociously attacked for being too nice! It’s not my fault if I can’t be an asshole! My parents gave me a proper education and every time I curse, I want to apologize right away. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck! There it is, I feel even worse now. Do not cry in front of her. Look at your feet for a little while and drink your Manhattan without shaking.) I should probably go.


- Good idea and don’t forget your priers before going to bed.


- Let me just tell you one more thing before I go. I do this job for the money, that’s right, but everybody must eat, and I have my bills to pay, and even if I have my orders, I always put my best self into it. It’s not easy for me to be here because there is a strong risk for me to get pushed away, but here I am, doing my work. I’ve met workers, nurses, policemen, firemen, homeless people, and every time, I’ve listen to their stories, I’ve put my all heart in it. I grow thanks to them and I will continue to, because I want to improve myself. I’m a nicely educated catholic girl, but I’m not a cliché and I want to erase my social and educational boundaries. I try to.
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