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THE TRANSITION 
(2004–2006)

I did my own research to get clear about what we were 
dealing with. I wanted to understand the process of 

transitioning. I realized we needed professional help. 
There weren’t a lot of resources at that time. The only 
one who seemed perfectly clear was Julia herself. She 
was completely confident. She knew who she was now 
and insisted we had to figure out what to do so she could 
be the person she knew she was inside. It wasn’t about 
sexual preference. She was transgender and wanted her 
brain to be congruent with her body. 

I wanted to help Julia, but she was still fearful about 
telling her father. Afraid of being rejected, Julia asked 
me to keep all of this a secret from her dad until she felt 
comfortable telling him. She didn’t think he would be 
as understanding as I was. Having no clue as to what 
was really going on, he thought that Julia’s refusal to 
go to school and increasing isolation was due to her 
being rebellious and lazy. He had accepted the idea that 
she was a lesbian, but she didn’t think he would accept 
this, which put me in a difficult situation. Eventually we 
had to tell him. He knew something was going on and 
wanted to know. 
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It turns out Julia was right. Izzy wasn’t able to 
accept that his child was transgender and things got 
tense between us. He thought I was an irresponsible 
mother for entertaining this idea, and that Julia was 
just going through a phase. I repeatedly told Izzy, “This 
is real, not a phase.” But he wouldn’t listen. Izzy also 
thought I was largely responsible for Julia deciding she 
was transgender because I had let her go see Hedwig and 
the Angry Inch and hang out with “questionable people.” 
The truth is, if I had not allowed her to see the film, 
she would probably be dead. Izzy was in denial and 
we fought a lot. It was rough on our marriage and on 
both kids. I tried to limit contact with him to avoid 
further conflict. My focus was mostly on moving Julia 
forward in her transition. Jay coped with the tension in 
the house by withdrawing. 

Julia found a program for transgender teens at 
Children’s Hospital of Los Angeles. It was called the 
Transgender Youth Risk Prevention Program and 
included a peer support group led by two social workers. 
The program was set up mostly for disenfranchised 
youths, who paid a low fee or could attend for free. 
It provided support, psycho-education, and medical 
treatment, including hormone replacement therapy 
(HRT). They were entitled to all of these services if 
they regularly attended counseling and peer support 
group meetings. From age 14 to 16, Julia attended the 
support group and also saw an individual therapist who 
was referred by Children’s Hospital and specialized 
in gender identity issues. (See the Resource list at the 
end of the book to help find a program like this in 
other areas.) 
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I met other transgender kids in the program as I 
sat in the waiting room until the support group was 
finished. Julia wasn’t old enough to drive. I talked to 
young people aged 17 to 22 going through the same 
thing as my daughter. Most of them were young men 
transitioning to become female. I realized what they 
had gone through, how difficult it had been for them, 
and this broke my heart. Most of the kids I spoke with 
had been thrown out of their family homes. They 
were living high-risk lives, doing drugs, prostituting 
themselves, and some had contracted HIV. Many had 
attempted suicide. 

It disgusted and saddened me to hear about all of 
these parents who threw their children out onto the 
streets. Their religious orientation and/or their cultural 
or personal agendas influenced them to turn their 
backs  on their children who needed them more than 
ever at this crucial time. I accept and love my children no 
matter what their sexual orientation or gender identity 
may be. Those parents may have been struggling with 
denial and guilt, feeling their child was a mistake, a 
problem, and defective. For those parents, out of sight, 
out of mind was the only solution. 

I sat week after week in the clinic’s waiting room, 
talking to the kids and listening to their stories. One boy 
told Julia, “You are so lucky. Your parents are supportive 
and you are not out on your own. I wish I had a mom 
like yours.” It just would never cross my mind to abandon 
my child. I love and respect my kids, and I knew what 
it’s like to be emotionally neglected as a kid. 

Some people I confided in seemed to think this was 
easier for me because I was a therapist. I responded, 
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“Are you kidding? I’m a mother first.” I couldn’t help but 
be worried about her. It hurt me to see my child going 
through something so difficult, and I was frustrated 
that even though I was a therapist, I was lacking the 
knowledge and training to tackle this situation. However, 
one positive aspect of being a therapist was that I knew 
I couldn’t do this alone because I was too emotionally 
involved. So, as I had done when my children were 
diagnosed with ADHD, I sought out resources and put 
a treatment team together.

Homeschooling allowed Julia the privacy and safety 
she needed to get comfortable with herself and to start 
the transition process. I got a call from Izzy, while I 
was out of town at a professional conference, that Julia 
took a pair of scissors and chopped off her long hair. 
That pained me. I had always loved her beautiful long 
waist-length hair, although deep inside I think I knew 
that she had grown it out to humor me. It was never 
what she truly wanted. Cutting it off was a strong 
statement on her part, it showed that she was ready to 
move into her new identity. She came out publicly as 
transgender, changed her name socially, but not legally, 
to Jacob (Jake for short) and requested that we start 
calling her by male pronouns. 

Julia will now transition on these pages from female to male as 
she did in real life.

At first Jake let us call him “J.J.,” a gender-neutral 
nickname, to help us get used to the transition process. 
The nickname was derived from Jacob, his new first 
name, and Joseph, which had been my father’s name. 
He started binding his breasts. He was on the cusp of 
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changing, looking more like a boy. But he still had a 
female voice. His dad refused to call him Jake or use 
a male pronoun. He was having an extremely difficult 
time letting go of his little girl. My husband was unable 
to accept Jake and support him in a positive way, and 
this hurt my son deeply. He had enough to deal with 
just working on himself. I didn’t think it was right 
that he had to deal with his dad’s disapproval as well. 
Because Izzy had been so close with Jake and his 
brother from the time they were first born, the rejection 
was devastating. 

Izzy refused to get on board and at times put Jake 
in jeopardy by calling him female pronouns in public 
when he was trying so hard to present to the world as 
male. I felt unsupported. Izzy’s behavior was detrimental 
to Jake’s safety. He and Jake stopped talking. It was a 
constant uphill battle. Izzy acted out and was angry 
with me because he just couldn’t understand. I believed 
in Jake’s truth. I knew that to keep my child alive and 
help him develop into a happy, productive person, we 
were going to have to move forward with this whether 
his dad was on board or not. If this meant sacrificing 
my marriage to protect my children, then that was a 
choice I would have to make. I told my husband, “If you 
can’t go with it, I’m leaving with the kids.” 

The tension was thick and we only spoke when 
necessary. Jay reacted to the conflict by withdrawing 
even more. The only reason I didn’t leave my husband 
was ultimately for the sake of the children. Being a 
marriage counselor, I knew, if we got divorced, that 
the decision to allow Jake to transition or seek therapy 
had to be by mutual consent. But as a married couple, 
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one parent can make that decision on their own. So 
I explained to Jake exactly what was going on, that 
he would have to deal with the turmoil in the house 
in order for him to be able to move forward with his 
transition. He understood. 

Jake began HRT at age 15, getting testosterone 
injections while attending the program at Children’s 
Hospital. Due to the fact that he was young his body 
responded well to the additional testosterone and his 
physical appearance changed quickly. Puberty was 
starting all over again but this time it was going in the 
right direction. His voice began to drop and he started 
to sprout facial hair and a lot more body hair. Jake was 
thrilled. The outside was starting to match the inside and 
he was becoming the person he always knew he was. 
The hormones helped to reduce his body dysphoria, his 
feeling that he was in the wrong body. But the one area 
that kept him from being completely content with his 
body was his chest. 

Despite the changes, Jake was still depressed and a 
relatively high risk for suicide. Even though the excess 
testosterone made it hard for him to cry and express 
emotions, he was able to verbalize to me that he could 
never be truly happy about his physical appearance 
until he no longer had to hide his female breasts. In 
order to pass in public as a male he wore a compression 
vest to give the appearance of a flat chest. The vest 
was so tight that he could barely breathe. Jake would 
over-compensate for the compression on his chest by 
slouching, which caused back pain. Because his father 
was not on board, Jake worried that this was how 
he would have to live indefinitely. I assured him that 
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I would do whatever it took to make his life more 
tolerable, which included allowing him to have surgery 
without his father’s approval. 

After two months of hormone therapy and almost 
two years of individual and group therapy, we obtained 
the letters of recommendation needed for surgery from 
Jake’s endocrinologist and his psychotherapist. Izzy 
reluctantly agreed to attend the consultation with the 
plastic surgeon. This surgeon was one of the pioneers 
of gender-affirming surgery and really knew his stuff. 
Jake was motivated to get this surgery done as soon 
as possible. 

Izzy had a sudden change of heart the moment 
we entered the doctor’s office. Jake walked in first and 
shook the doctor’s hand. He took one look at Jake and 
said, “No question which way we’re going, huh dude?” 
In that moment my husband finally got it. He started 
using the name “Jake” and calling our son “he.” Now on 
board, Izzy asked how soon could we do the surgery. 
We were able to schedule it for the following January. 
To my relief, the relationship between Jake and his dad 
was now on the mend, and so was our marriage. Izzy 
and I were now on the same page and started working 
together as a team, which reduced the tension in the 
house and made life easier. Moreover, the moment 
Jake knew the surgery was scheduled he became a 
whole different person. I could finally breathe, or so 
I thought…


