
78

A mother of  deep faith tells of  accepting a lesbian daughter only to discover that she has another son.

Coming Out

Our daughter Sara came out to my husband and me as a lesbian in 1995 at age 18. At the time, my hus-
band Gary and I were active and committed members of a very conservative evangelical church and we 
had been “educated” on the sin of homosexuality. We were devastated. We worried that our daughter 
was condemned by God. 

Gary tried to “talk her out of it,” and I suggested it was a phase and told her how “sweet” and “femi-
nine” she was. Clearly, we were in denial and had been for years. We weren’t intolerant of gays and lesbi-
ans; we had several gay friends, were sympathetic to them and didn’t always agree with our church on 
this or other issues. We were “okay” with gay people–just not our own daughter. 
 
We met with our pastor and I think he tried to help. But he made it clear that being a lesbian was “sin-
ful” and Sara would go to hell if she didn’t turn around. She was a drummer on our church’s worship 
team and evidently the pastor had been biting his tongue about her for a while. One Sunday morning 
when she showed up for rehearsal with a “buzz” haircut, he called Gary at home and said he was going 
to tell Sara she was off the worship team because she didn’t reflect the church’s values. Gary asked him 
not to do that, but his mind was made up. 

We raced to church so we could tell her first. We knew that as painful as it  was, it would be easier com-
ing from us. After Sara played for worship that last time, she walked out and so did most of the worship 
team. We received supportive calls from friends all afternoon, but it was short-lived. The next week, the 
front-page story in the church newsletter was a lecture on “God’s” position on gays.
 
Opting Out

I felt I was at the edge of the abyss: We could either reject our daughter and continue embracing God or 
reject God and accept our daughter. We loved her, so we did the latter. We resigned from everything at 
church and never looked back, except to grieve. But standing with our daughter didn’t mean we fully 
accepted who she was. I truly thought I would never be happy again; I couldn’t stop crying and I didn’t 
want anyone to know our “shame.” That seems so strange to say now. How could we have been so igno-
rant? And how could we put God in a box? 

I remember seeing people laughing as they walked down the street or in a department store. I became 
jealous of their happiness. I thought I would never be happy again. Finally, after some prodding from 
my husband, I went to a psychologist who diagnosed that I was in a deep depression. She offered coun-
seling, reassurance and Zoloft. I took the meds but thought they wouldn’t help because antidepressants 
were for people who had emotional issues; my problem was real. 

For a while, I did nothing. I was like a “deer in the headlights.” Later, Gary and I began researching gay 
and lesbian issues. We learned to accept that our child is “normal” –no matter what some may think. We 
learned homosexuality is morally neutral, just like heterosexuality. Once again, we felt lucky to have a 
great daughter.
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But we didn’t know where to find support in the Christian community. We assumed our “church days” 
were over. My heart had been broken by the skewed beliefs about Christ’s love that had been foisted on 
me — and by what seemed terribly superficial. Where was God in all this? How could a loving, Christ-
centered church recoil from us and from our child? 

We began visiting different denominations — Catholic, Unitarian, Lutheran, Christian Science, UCC, 
MCC, Unity, Congregational … you might say, we worked our way through the Reformation! My psy-
chologist also did research and brought me a packet of information from the Presbyterian Church 
(USA), which included a statement from the 1978 General Assembly. In part, it said, “The church must 
turn from its fear and hatred to move toward the homosexual community in love … .” This was a breath 
of fresh air! Here was a Christian church that at least affirmed God’s love for people of all sexual orien-
tations. 

Since then, I’ve learned that many in the PCUSA were disheartened by the adoption of the statement; 
but from where we came, it was encouraging. I began deeper research into biblical interpretation of the 
“sin” of homosexuality and began to find peace. Later, we attended our first “Pride Festival,” and very 
much appreciated a booklet provided by a local Congregational church titled, “What Jesus Says About 
Homosexuality.” Inside, the pages were blank. What a lift to my spirits!

Finding Grace

Some time later, my husband and I moved to the Kansas City area; and, being in a new community, I 
hungered for fellowship in addition to friendship. But I knew I would never again align myself with a 
church or a belief system that excluded people for any reason. We began our quest for a church home in 
earnest and went home disappointed many, many times. But in 2000, we found Grace Covenant Presby-
terian Church only a couple of miles from home. There we have found a body of believers that is inclu-
sive and welcoming. Amazing! Right here, in the Heartland.

Must I have the “church’s” blessing to accept that God loves my child? No and I got along for several 
years unattached to any organized religion. But my cup was empty and I needed to discover who God 
really is: For me, it’s as basic as reading in the Scriptures that “God is love.” God is the quintessential 
meaning of  love, the perfect model for us to follow of  acceptance, inclusion and welcome.

Over the previous 13 years, my personal self-concept had grown to include being the mother of a les-
bian. Because of my own journey through the tunnel, I had a new appreciation for people who were 
“different from me.” And I came to love this new understanding and find a great deal of fulfillment in 
working for equal treatment of people regardless of those differences. As the parent of a lesbian, I 
gained new insights that might otherwise never have come my way. And I learned to embrace and ap-
preciate the beauty of diversity. I once again liked who I was, liked how my heart had been changed and 
wanted nothing more than to help others find compassion and acceptance.

Meeting Matthew

But the story doesn’t end there. As far back as Sara’s grade school days, I can remember the battles we 
had over the way she dressed. As she grew  into a teenager, she usually wore baggy jeans that hid her 
lovely, young woman’s shape. Oversized tee-shirts and shapeless pants. Once she went to a prom wear-
ing a beautiful red dress … and combat boots — making sure a little of the “real” her peeked through, I 
now suspect. 

Finally, about two years ago, it made sense. My beautiful, petite daughter was really my son! At the age of 
29, Sara started transitioning into Matthew. From the time she entered puberty, my child felt she was a 
boy. Looking back, of course, the signs were there — not just in attire, but also in haircuts, emotions, 
random comments and the ways Sara expressed herself with others. She had been appalled when she 
grew breasts, humiliated by her period, hated wearing a bra and ultimately kept shaving her head.
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As a child, she disliked playing with dolls and most of her friends were boys. But that’s not unusual; we 
just assumed she was a tomboy. Once, at about age 15, Sara came into my bedroom, tears in her eyes 
and told me she didn’t feel like a girl. I asked what she meant and she tried to get through to me. “I just 
don’t feel feminine; I wish I’d been born a boy.” I still didn’t get it; I encouraged her, told her how pretty 
she was, that she was, indeed, a very special girl. Shoulders slumped, she just slipped away. Later that 
night, I heard her softly crying. When I knocked at the door, she said, “I’m fine — I’m just feeling 
down.” She did not want to be disturbed. Too bad we couldn’t have figured it out, together, when she 
was in her teens. It would have saved us both a lot of  pain. 

Sara started hinting at her desires, but I tried to ignore them. For years, Sara had been emotional and 
commonly acted impulsively. As a teen she had “self-medicated” through drinking and using metham-
phetamines. She had overcome this problem but continued to frequently flout convention. I hoped she 
was just “acting out” and would back off. From the time she was a young teenager, Sara frequently 
caused “scenes” — it had become almost expected at family gatherings. Some slight — real or imagined 
— would set her off and a pleasant evening would turn ugly. That’s what happened the night she told us 
she planned to transgender to male. 

At a ballgame, Sara and her older brother got into a fight over one or the other’s comment and the night 
ended in turmoil. Later, she wrote a letter to her dad and me, explaining how she felt and what she 
planned. We saw it as another example of acting out, her way of making excuses for bad behavior. But 
she meant it. Probably the hardest thing to accept was that she was serious. We had seen variable behav-
ior so often that we were afraid she would move down a path she would later regret. 

Looking back, Matt says he didn’t really understand his sexual identity until he was in his mid-20s but 
thought making physical changes was an impossible goal because of the cost, because of a fear of being 
rejected by Gary and me and because he didn’t know to whom to turn  to make it happen. But he was 
one of the lucky ones. As a late-blooming college student, he fell in with a group of people who were 
understanding and supportive. And in November 2006, she began the journey to become he. 

Discerning a Miracle

The first year was especially challenging. With every hormone treatment, I think Matt sighed a breath of 
relief. For me, it was more like a stitch in my side. When he had chest surgery, he felt a huge anvil was 
lifted. I felt the weight of the world. How could our child, whom we named Sara Margaret after much 
deliberation and care, now be Matthew? It was hard to comprehend that I no longer have a daughter. 

But a miracle happened about the time surgery was completed. I figured it out: this is what Matt wants. 
This is what he needs for a happy, healthy life. And I’m proud of him — for his commitment to becom-
ing who he really is and for his bravery for taking such a difficult path. 

The journey, for me, has not been nearly as arduous as I expected. For a while, I waited for my feelings 
to catch up and I even wondered if I were emotionally dry. No, the truth is, I am relieved, too. I have 
seen Matt as happy as he has ever been. The truth is, he had been a very unhappy girl. And I have found 
peace with Matt’s decision. And after all, it was always his to make.

Recently, we made a pact: I’m not going to go around saying, “When my son, Matthew was a little girl, 
he ….” Nor will I say, “My daughter, Matthew, is doing ….” Instead, we reached a point of demarcation. 
Before age 29, she was just a really boyish girl! From age 30 on, he is a really cool guy!

Matt’s transition has propelled my own journey.  I have learned that it doesn’t matter what sex we are, 
how we identify ourselves or whom we love. The important thing is that we do, in fact, love and accept 
ourselves and others.
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