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INTRODUCTION 

You are about to read a rare true story about a young boy who received a kind of help from his 
mother that some children need, but almost none receive. 

Danial should have been born a girl. In these pages, you will meet Daniel's father who believes 
that sexual reassignment is against God. You'll follow the fencing matches with bureaucrats, and 
the contest of wills with councilors whose skills are so often limited to dream-obstruction and fee 
collection. Most importantly, you'll read how Daniel's courageous and superbly understanding 
mother helped Daniel to become the charming, irrepressible Danielle, despite a globe full of 
minor tyrants, tunnel vision functionaries, buffoons, finanancial opportunists, and misguided do-
gooders trying to prevent it. 

I have finally met Danielle now 19, after having heard and been entertained by her exploits every 
week for months during my electrolysis sessions with her mother. I am deeply impressed. 
Danielle's fitness for life as a teenage girl and success at it, as well as her happiness and maturity 
bring glad, wistful tears to my much older eyes--wistful, because I, too, am a transsexual. 

I lived through Danielle's childhood experiences of having the wrong body, but because I grew up 
in teh 50's and 60's, and because of the less communicative, sexually repressed atmosphere of my 
family, I had to go through full male puberty, attend male gym classes, deal with bullies, and miss 
out on many years of shopping and dating. I hit every stump, bramble bush and pothole that waits 
for us folk who hack our way along the wrong road of life. 

But it's 1998 now, and things are changing. Danielle's experience is one of the first in what 
promises to be a new and better era for people like her and like me. 

Hallie Horowitz  
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Something to tell you mom . . .   

PART I.........ANGUISH 

"I need to talk to you Mom. I have something to tell you, but I'm afraid you won't love me any 
more." My fifteen year old son lay down beside me on the bed in our usual family conference 
tradition. The children knew they had my undivided attention when I was already in bed. 

I assured him that no matter what he told me, I would still love him. He hemmed and hawed and I 
thought he might be going to tell me he was gay. I had suspected that he was gay for years and 
had hoped such a conversation would take place sometime so that we could get involved in the 
gay community support system. However, he had something entirely different on his mind. 

He said, "I need to be a girl. I'm a girl inside. I like boys but as a woman would, not the gay way. 
I have felt this way for years, and you know how feminine I am." 

I So this was what he had been upset about the last few months. At first I didn't know what to say. 
I hugged him and thought, "Oprah Winfrey, where are you?" I rarely watched television, and 
daytime talk shows even less, so I had not been exposed to this issue before. Everything seemed 
to move in slow motion. I felt my life was taking a definite turn; I knew it would never be the 
same again. 

After a long silence he asked, "What are we going to do?" 

"I honestly don't know what to do, but I'll find out," I answered. 
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After we laughed and cried together I asked, "Have you ever worn my clothes?" 

His response was, "I would never wear your funky old clothes," and I believed him. Besides 
being bigger than him, I knew he did not approve of my non-fashions. He scolded me for my lack 
of interest in fashion or make up or hairstyles. He said, "You are a woman and can do all those 
things, and yet you don't. That's such a waste!" 

We talked about his childhood. He admitted trying on his female cousin's clothes. He was happy 
when someone mistook him for a girl because of his feminine appearance although I had always 
assured him he looked otherwise. He always felt bad when I talked about how proud I was of my 
three sons. I had often added, "I'm glad I don't have any girls, because they're harder to raise." 
Sometimes I said, "The world is not yet ready for any girl I would have raised," Because I would 
have encouraged a girl to join little league or be a jet fighter pilot or president. How prophetic 
that turned out to be as I am now raising a girl that the world is not ready for. I had always told 
my children that they could be anything that they wanted to be when they grew up, but I never 
dreamed that one of my boys would want to grow up to be a woman. 

"I just want to be normal, and normal is being a girl. I'm tired of not being myself I'm tired of 
being confused. I just want to be a girl. I have no future as a man. I wanted to run away from 
home so that I could be a girl where no one knew me, but I knew it would hurt you." I asked him 
if he wanted to move to a new school and go as a girl the next year. "I can muddle through high-
school as a boy," he replied, "I don't think going to school as a girl will be a solution because I 
would just be hiding and pretending from another side." He wanted to BE a girl, not just dress-up 
as a girl. 

He finally fell asleep beside me. Meanwhile, my mind was wide awake forming dozens of 
questions. What happens to these kids? Is this just a phase? Is this part of being gay? If I don't 
make a big deal about it, will it just go away? Is there a name for this condition? Does this usually 
happen to people so young, and can they change? Can they succeed in life? I wanted information 
and I wanted it now, in the middle of the night! 

What does a mother do in this situation? When my boys came to me with a cut, I would put on a 
Band-Aid and a kiss to make it better, but I had no Band-Aids for this problem. I knew his life 
would be difficult and sad. How could a mother help, and would a mother's love be enough? Was 
I strong enough to handle this? I thought I knew my boys pretty well, yet I had no idea that 
Daniel's life was so troubled. 

* * * * * 

This was the beginning of just one more chapter in my unconventional life. I spent some of my 
childhood in Africa with my missionary parents, so I had been exposed to travel, adventure, and 
attempts to change the world. I was also the anti-establishment, back-to-nature type and had 
dropped out of college to volunteer my time and talents to a school in a small Mexican village. 
There I met Salvador, a man with beautiful Latin eyes, a man whose world was limited to a town 
so small it had only one paved road. His simple, self-sufficient life style seemed attractive to me. 
We grew our own food, owned a cow, and I made our clothes. 

We lived in an old adobe house without water or electricity. After our first son David was born, 
we moved to California, the first of several moves between Mexico and the States. After 
Benjamin and Daniel were born in California, we moved back to Mexico into a new, modern 
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home that we spent several years building. A few months later we were hit by a flash flood during 
extraordinarily heavy spring rains. The children and I were marooned for several hours on the top 
bunk bed while we watched the furniture float out the double doors and down the river. 
Fortunately we were rescued before the whole house washed away. 

For ten years I tried to prove to everyone that I could make this marriage work, but reality finally 
set in when I became resentful of Salvador's attempt to isolate us even from his own family. I 
finally decided to leave, taking the boys, ages three, five and nine, with me. 

Their father said, "Since you are leaving and taking the kids, I expect you to be able to support 
them. If you want any help, you can come back and live with me." Salvador lived up to his word 
and never provided any support, and I never returned to him nor asked for his financial help. 

Life was not easy as a single mother receiving no child support. I was in a constant panic about 
money, always hoping the end of the month would arrive before the end of the money. We lived 
sometimes in the city, sometimes in the country with a variety of pets - a destructive dog, a bird, 
fish and a horse. There were paper routes, music lessons, and summer camps. 

After four years on welfare, I started working full time as a file clerk in a hospital and Daniel 
started school. 

I worked a second job which made it possible to keep a roof over our head and food on the table. 
However, it didn't allow me much time to be with the boys. They learned to take care of 
themselves and each other. There was always a fear in the back of my mind that the Child 
Protective Agency or other authorities would discover the boys at home alone and take them 
away. It almost happened when police came in response to a frivolous 91l call placed from our 
house by a neighbor girl. They found 12-year old Ben, and 10-year old Daniel alone. The law 
allowed a 12-year old to be alone, but not baby-sitting a younger child. Ben and Daniel offered 
the officers peanut butter sandwiches, and asked them for help with a computer game. The police 
concluded that they were well fed and were good kids. They left with the admonition that their 
mother find someone to watch them during the times when they had to be alone because of 
David's schedule. 

David became my dependable helper and baby-sitter for his younger brothers - he even took a 
Red Cross baby-sitting course. My children were quite self-sufficient, for they had learned to 
grocery shop, feed themselves, wash clothes and handle money. I could give them $20 when that 
was all I had for food until the end of the week, and they would decide which necessities to buy. 
Ben could estimate the total amount of their purchases within pennies, so they would not be 
embarrassed at the check-out stand. They helped me write cheeks and balance my bank account. 
They understood that they needed to help me by staying out of trouble. I didn't want them to 
worry, but I needed the help and I believed in accepting reality. 

We moved quite often because I had to live where I found work, or there was trouble with 
neighbors or house mates or the local school, or the apartment owner raised the rent. We even 
moved temporarily to the east coast, traveling both there and back by Greyhound Bus. We were a 
team so my children always helped with the decisions about moving. I didn't make any rules 
because I wasn't home to enforce them. I raised them using the theory that I expected them to be 
good, and they were. I let them learn from their mistakes. If they stayed up too late, it was hard to 
get up for work or school the next day. They set their own alarm clocks because I was often off to 
work before they were up. 
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My children were brought up without God even though I had no idea how to raise children 
without religion. I was raised in a conservative Christian home where sin, punishment and guilt 
seemed to be waiting around every corner. It is my belief that I am responsible for my actions. If 
there is a God, He does not need my adoration or my money. I don't believe that He is involved in 
the day to day happenings of every person's life. I did like to think there was a strong feminine 
force up there somewhere watching over my children when they were out of my sight, a heavenly 
grandmother. 

David's great sense of humor and responsibility helped me to keep things in perspective. At 
sixteen he got his driver's license and my mother gave him a used car. I sat down with him and 
said, "Now that Grandma Clela has given you a car, we need to make rules about driving." 

He asked, "Why?" 

After thinking about it, I could come up with no reason that made sense since he had always 
demonstrated exceptional maturity. So together we decided no rules would be necessary as long 
as he was responsible and kept out of trouble. And there were never any problems. He would 
often come home from a date or school activity, wake me up and sit on the bed beside me while 
telling me all about his evening. Even when I was very tired, I was glad he wanted to talk to me 
because I loved being involved in his life.  

Ben, who is four years younger than David, and very bright, was not being challenged in school, 
even in the classes for gifted students. He had a keen interest in money and showed signs of being 
an entrepreneur at an early age. He sometimes offered to clean out my purse for the loose change, 
or clip coupons for items that we regularly used, and I was glad to give him the savings. When we 
had a garage sale, it was Ben that priced the items and handled the money. In third grade he chose 
the baritone horn and played in the band. The horn was almost as big as he was, but he trudged 
off to school every day hauling it behind him on a trash can carrier. He became very proficient as 
he played that huge horn through high school while learning other brass instruments as well. He 
easily picked up computer skills, and was a good athlete excelling in anything he tried. As the 
middle child only two years older than Daniel, I probably neglected him somewhat, but he did 
well on his own. 

Then there was Daniel! He was a loving and cuddly child, but he was a handful! He didn't hit his 
terrible two's until he was five, and then I thought he would never get over them. He always 
tested me to the limit. If I said, "No," to touching one trinket on a shelf, he tried each one to see if 
I would say "No." 

Brushing and arranging my long, curly hair was a favorite pastime for Daniel when he was about 
three years old. During his early teen years he could arrange my thick curls into a spectacular 
hairdo for a special occasion. He was very fashion conscious and always aware of the current 
styles. He most often chose unisex styles for himself in bright colors, and then washed them by 
hand so they would not fade. When I went shopping for clothes for myself, he enjoyed going 
along to advise me. In retrospect, I think he was living vicariously through me because he could 
not wear feminine fashions himself. 

Ben and David tried unsuccessfully to get Daniel involved in some of the more rough-and-tumble 
games. However, he became quite skilled in the art of self-defense when his brothers teased or 
made fun of him. Once I came home to find the two older boys in a corner while Daniel wielded a 
broom stick that he used very effectively if they tried to escape. 




