A TransMom’s Story

By Jerimarie Liesegang

I am a TransMom and this is my story, which I dedicate to my two sons: Timothy and Tom.

As I put these words on paper I am forced to face, and to struggle with an overwhelming assortment of emotions and feelings: Separation, Anxiety, Guilt, Anger, Regret, Loneliness, Happiness, Hope, Love, Acceptance, ...
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An almost successful suicide attempt forced me to face the hardest decision of my life – To come OUT and complete my transition or to struggle endlessly with suppressing my Transsexuality.  The day after I was released from ICU, I took an accounting of my life. I looked at my two wonderful adopted sons, my spouse who struggled with my being transgender and I realized that if I could not find contentment in my life then those, especially those so dear to my heart, could never realize or know contentment.  And on that fateful day I made a decision from which there was no return – to live my inherent sex and discard all remnants of my sex assigned at birth.  I made this decision in the hopes that I would finally be at peace with myself and that those around me could be released from the pain, the sorrow and the anger that I bore!

As a parent it was the most difficult decision of my entire life.  How could I dare to even think about addressing my needs at such a total disregard for my children?  At that time in my life, I could not find that answer and so I lived in anguish, pain and the deepest hurt I would ever know.  However, I struggled forward each and every single day saying [and at times even lying to myself] that this, in the long run, is the best and only course that I could take.  My actions resulted in my being thrown out of my home and forbidden to see my two boys ever again.  And I did not fight this banishment for I felt that yes indeed I deserved such banishment for taking such a selfish action.  I would talk to my children every day on the phone and my little Timothy would plead with me to come back home. Yet something forged me on, saying that what appears to be a horridly painful path is in reality the only path that I could possibly take.  My divorce legally sealed my fate by placing the most archaic and cruelest restrictions upon my visitation – all because I dared to be who I had to be – a woman and a Mom.  All I felt was despair, anger and self-loathing.  Yet both my divorce lawyer and my former partner told me that my children will grow to understand and that their love for me was unconditional.  So I persevered and I saw my children, during the allotted hours, every Saturday and Sunday when I was allowed.  My children and I for many months and years talked, we hugged, we argued, we cried, we battled and finally we embraced. They came to learn that I was still that same person, so many years ago and that my love for them was unconditional and true.

I do not delude myself however; I know I have hurt them terribly and that I have scarred them, however I also know that I have taught them to stand for what they believe and to accept the diversity of this world.  One is Korean and the other is Filipino and so have realized first hand the pain of being, in their case, culturally different.  I also realize that my actions severely impacted and continue to impact them – with their peers, with their mother, with their attempts at integrating into a so-called “normal” society.  They will never have that so-called “normal” family that their friends pretend to have; though they have a parent who loves them unconditionally and that is a precious commodity in today’s world.  As I have learned and grown - they too have learned to integrate their TransMom into their daily lives; and as is true with every parent-child relationship they struggle with their parents and how their parents integrate with their lives as they mature into teens, then adults and then into parents themselves.

I look forward to spending many years with my children as we transgress the ages together as a family!  I leave you these precious words from an old song:





Teach Your Children


( Crosby, Stills and Nash )��You, who are on the road,�Must have a code that you can live by.�And so, become yourself,�Because the past is just a good bye.�Teach your children well,�





Their father's hell did slowly go by.�And feed them on your dreams,�The one they picks, the one you'll know by.


Don't you ever ask them why, if they told you, you will cry,�So just look at them and sigh and know they love you.








