


I’ve avoided writing this letter for 
years because I don’t know if I have 
the right words to express myself. 
Still, I will try to say what I need to 
say, even though it seems daunting and 
like I will sound foolish. The first 
thing I must say is that I am finally 
happy. I am truly happy for what may 
be the first time in my entire life. I 
didn’t know if that would ever be 
possible. For the longest time, I 
suffered in silence. People were 
always ‘there’ for me, but I couldn’t 
avail myself of their support. They 
wouldn’t understand. How could they? 
No one else I knew was going through 
what I was. No one else had gone 
through what I had.



I can tell you now that it gets 
better. I hope that provides some 
comfort. Not that you are here 
anymore to be able to savor it. 

Each day, little by little, things 
improved for me. I could hardly 
believe it. There have always been so 
many things that felt out of reach. 
Tantalizingly close but eternally 
inches away from my grasp. The 
improvement I’ve experienced has 
shown me that you were right all 
along. Right to feel the way you felt. 
Right to want what you wanted. 

If I could, I would like to travel 
back in time to show you what would 
be possible.



You’d be happy to hear that I’ve 
remarried. He’s a handsome, generous, 
thoughtful man. I waited a 
respectable amount of time before I 
resumed dating out of respect. It 
wasn’t easy, though. Once things were 
improving, I wanted to get out there 
and LIVE!

We met on a summer afternoon. It had 
just rained, so the air smelled that 
particular way it does after. I 
thought of you. You always loved that 
very thing. It’s just as bright for me 
today as it ever was for you—possibly 
more so. I feel like my sense of 
smell has been reborn, and the 
vibrancy of the world is on 
continuous display for me.



Dating was new again. Your father’s 
passing was traumatic for us all. I 
know it nearly ruined you. I wish 
things had been different. Knowing 
now, we could have gotten help…

I can’t hardly bear the thoughts. I’m 
sorry. I knew this would be difficult. 
I didn’t realize it would bring up so 
many feelings for me. 

Okay, back to Steven. That’s his name, 
by the way. He’s the nicest, most 
caring man I’ve ever had the privilege 
of knowing. He would have loved you. 
He would have supported you. He 
would have been the kind of role 
model that a son could be proud to 
have in their life.



We dated for two years. Believe me 
when I say that I was ready to tie the 
knot within a month. Still, our 
courtship was valuable in helping me 
confirm that I had really found the 
peace I needed. My heart might have 
run away with me if it hadn’t been for 
calmer heads prevailing. 

Maybe I’ll tell you about Tahiti in 
another letter. It’s too long a story 
to cover here. What I need to say to 
you still has too many words left to 
say.

We were married in the fall—on 
October 19th, in honor of you. Every 
year I get a happy convergence of 
memories as my anniversary 
approaches.



Being married again is exactly how you 
described it. I never should have 
doubted it. 

I cry sometimes when thinking about 
how your life could have gone. It… 
doesn’t seem fair. I want you to know 
that I try to live the best life in that 
spirit every day. Each day I wake up 
next to Steven, I’m reminded of your 
sacrifices, struggles, and the way you 
persevered as best you knew how. I 
can’t fathom living that life. It’s not 
the life I’ve come to know and 
appreciate so dearly. 

I sound terrible. I shouldn’t be 
waxing on about how good I have it. As 
terrible as that may sound now, I 
think it would make you happy to know. 



My therapist agreed that I had to write 
this next part. It feels odd to share 
something so intimate, but here goes.

Sex with Steven is wonderful. 

There, I said it. Isn’t that enough? 

I have written, rewritten, erased, 
torn, and cried over this section a 
dozen times already. I know what I 
know, and I believe it to be good. That 
should be enough. 

…Fine. One more detail.

He’s as caring in bed as he is with his 
words. As his words caress a wounded 
heart, his hands caress an aching body.



Forgive me. Acknowledging that part 
of myself has never been easy. Oddly 
enough, writing a letter to a person 
who no longer exists doesn’t make it 
any easier. 

I wish so hard that you could have 
known what I know now. We would 
have gotten the fairy tale ending we 
each deserved, and we’d still be 
together. 

I avoid the train station. I can’t stand 
to be near it. The sound of the horn as 
it crosses a street makes me sick. How 
many ways and how many times will I 
have to reveal my tears to you in this 
letter? 

The paper is stained by my tears.



I put this letter away for several 
days. I was dreading sharing this next 
part. How can a mother be so cruel?

But first, I must tell you broadly 
about being a mother so you may come 
to understand what I have learned and 
how I now relate to the world. 
Simply being a woman does not equate 
to motherhood. It’s a unique 
performance unto itself—a manner of 
nurturing, loving, and existence that 
extends beyond the confines of a 
mortal form. So, to say I am a mother 
is to offer me praise and recognition 
for how my very state of thinking is 
experienced. 

I simply must nurture. It’s in my very 
core nature to do so.



I first recognized this quality when I 
volunteered at your elementary 
school. I don’t know what compelled 
me to reach out, but I did. It was 
scary to do so even. I wondered to 
myself if the school would reject my 
offer of time. 

Of course, they did no such thing. Their 
warmness in welcoming me into their 
community was one of the critical 
moments in healing my heart. I didn’t 
know I would be baking so many 
chocolate chip cookies. I may have 
invested in flour if I had. 

Seeing the faces of the kids, teens, 
and parents as they bit into one of my 
confectionaries sealed the deal. I 
was hooked on helping others.



It’s a motivational factor in its own 
right, but I thought there might be 
more to tap into.

Something more personal.

Something more… Me.

Things continued to improve for me 
over the coming months. My 
unspeakable anguish was no longer 
dominating my life. I had a connection, 
a purpose, and something to look 
forward to. 

I had no reason to reflect on the 
past for the first time in a very long 
while. I was dreaming big. I wouldn’t 
be denied the future I had always 
wanted for myself. 



One thing led to another, and well, 
Steven and I had a very serious 
conversation.

I immediately knew my answer, but I 
entertained the opposing position out 
of respect for Steven. It seemed fair, 
given how big of a step it was for us 
and how risky it would be for me. 

Let me tell you, you’ve never been 
read the riot act like you are when you 
go to your doctor at 48 and ask about 
what I asked about. 

To say the fear of god was placed in 
me would be an understatement. 
Still, I had already made up my mind. 
Steven and I were going to try for a 
baby of our own.



Now is the part where I will tell you 
about your half-brother Edward. He’s 
three years old now. Time really does 
fly. It’s hard to believe. I never 
understood that before, but raising a 
child puts the world in perspective in 
a way like no other.

I think he would have liked you. He 
gets excited about a lot of the same 
things. He likes cartoons, telling 
fanciful stories of adventures, and he 
likes dresses. He doesn’t say anything 
about wanting to be a girl. He doesn’t 
say that he is one already, either. He 
just likes dresses. I’m happy to share 
that he is loved and supported by his 
parents equally and continuously with 
this knowledge widely known. 



Steven knows. He knows about your 
history. I was terrified when I told 
him. It shouldn’t have been even a blip 
on my radar, but going through what 
I’ve gone through leaves a person 
scarred. 

Steven was a perfect gentleman and 
immediately shared his support. We 
made love that night. I remember it 
vividly. I was so sure that I’d never 
see him again, but instead, he showed 
me how much he valued me and how 
little this ‘news’ mattered to how he 
would continue to feel.

If I haven’t said it already, Steven is a 
fantastic husband and a tremendous 
father.



Being pregnant… again… was a weird 
experience, to say the least. Steven 
was supportive as I experienced 
morning sickness. I don’t believe you 
knew this before, but I hadn’t 
experienced that symptom when I was 
pregnant with you. 

It feels like a lifetime removed, 
remembering back on being pregnant 
with you. It’s strange how that 
memory pops into my mind easily now. 
I guess that’s part of this whole 
healing process. I remember a lot of 
things now that I couldn’t right 
after… the event.

Being pregnant with Edward was still 
different enough to warrant telling 
you about it. 



If I may, I’d like to be a tad indelicate 
for a moment. Pregnancy makes boobs 
hurt. Not in a good way, either. I know 
you were thinking about it. 

They get bigger, sure. That’s always a 
bonus. They look different with 
darker nipples, and that’s all just 
biology getting things ready for 
breastfeeding a baby. But they also 
ache! Touching them can feel like a 
thousand needles being jabbed into 
them. Or, alternatively, like getting 
punched in the crotch. 

Oh, on the topic, calling someone a 
‘pussy’ is a terrible denigration. It’s 
factually incorrect. A pussy can take 
a pounding and keep on going just 
fine. Trust me…



So, boobs turn 
against you 
during pregnancy, 
but so does your 
hormones. I was 
so quick to anger 
that Steven had a 
standing order 
for a quart of 
chocolate-mint 
ice cream at the 
grocer. 

He would stop 
off every day to 
pick one up. Mind 
you, I did not eat 
a quart of ice 
cream a day. No, 
Steven just was 
that committed to 
ensuring that I 
wouldn’t go 
without in the 
event that my 
body couldn’t 
take the stress 
of pregnancy 
hormones.  



Stretch marks are 
a thing, too. They 
hurt a little. Like 
a bit of an ache, 
but once it 
starts, there’s 
no stopping them. 

Steven calls them 
my tiger stripes 
and continues to 
tell me I’m 
beautiful. It 
helps, but I wish 
I had been more 
diligent with the 
lotions. Maybe I 
wouldn’t have 
gotten them so 
bad? 

The first 
trimester 
concluded with 
sore boobs and 
the cessation of 
my morning 
sickness. Thank 
goodness. 



The second 
trimester was a 
comparative 
breeze. We got 
our ultrasound. 
All the test 
results looked 
normal, so we 
told our 
extended 
families. That led 
to Steven’s 
mother doting on 
me constantly 
for the next six 
months. 

It would have 
been nicer if she 
had helped out 
more after 
Edward was born. 
Her ‘breast is 
best’ line got 
really tired after 
I got mastitis. 

Pro tip: Don’t get 
mastitis. It 
sucks!



For The third 
trimester, I will 
gloss over the 
details mostly. 
Here are the main 
points:

1. Oh my 
goodness so 
horny all the 
time. Thank God 
for men. 
Specifically 
Steven. 
2. Leaking boobs? 
Really?
3. Babies move a 
lot. 
4. Moving babies 
are murder on 
your bladder.
5. Epidural? Yes, 
please. In fact, 
I’ll take two.
6. Miracle of 
birth, ya da ya da…
7. Oh my, I have a 
little baby, and I 
immediately love 
him!



Gosh, remembering these things 
is stirring up lots of feelings 
and memories. I was so hopeful… 
You were so optimistic. 

Things would change, and they 
would get better. I remember 
you feeling that way. You always 
had my support. My support…

What could I have done 
differently?

What should I have done 
differently?

After discussing it with my 
therapist, he says that I need to 
‘forgive’ myself for not taking 
action. I’ve been going for so 
long now that I actually feel 
like I believe him. 

It’s all mixed up, though. 



Things changed so rapidly. I made 
the decision so soon after the 
event. I had wanted it for so 
long. You had…

When I grabbed that pill…

My future was all new, fresh, high 
potential, high reward, but also… 
high risk.

The effects started quickly. You 
were so excited. The pain wasn’t 
experience wasn’t too bad. I 
thought it might hurt.

We were pleasantly surprised. 

we…

We got to enjoy something for a 
moment after feeling so low. 

Now, it all feels like a memory.



A faded memory at that.

YourEssence… it has… lasting 
effects on your mind. Well, my 
mind.

I can still remember our life, 
don’t get me wrong. Things are 
just… fuzzier. It’s not as clear-
cut as it might seem.

I know who I am and what I’m 
doing. This letter will be sent to 
no one, not because they are 
gone—not like that, at least. 

My words are reaching their 
intended recipient. Every word 
does. 

‘My son’ is gone, but never far 
away in my thoughts.

I wish this were easier to 
express.



No one can ever find this. It 
would ruin us. I have to protect 
my new family at all costs. 
There’s no catharsis that’s worth 
jeopardizing their safety.

So…

…Just… Let it rip. 

I’m sorry, I forgot that I was 
really you. When you decided to 
take Mom’s YourEssence after her 
accident and pretend that it was 
‘me’ who passed away instead… 
Well, I never thought that I 
would forget. 

How could I? 

YourEssence is regulated for a 
reason. Misuse is highly 
penalized. It’s not like there is a 
manual on how to take someone 
else’s doses successfully. 



To be clear, I am an imposter. I 
took my mother’s YourEssence 
after her death and carried on 
with her life as though it were my 
own. 

I went years without much 
contact with the outside world. 
It made things… Awkward. I 
struggled, but I finally had a 
body that didn’t make me hate 
myself. That was a relief, at 
least. 

When I started engaging with 
people from the past, that’s when 
things started to get 
complicated. 

I started to feel different. It’s 
not just about being in a woman’s 
body. That was different right 
away. It was “right” for me, 
though. 



Today, I’ve been remembering 
myself. A few years after the 
event, the same thing happened, 
except with Mom’s memories. I 
started to remember events in 
Mom’s life—not just events but 
feelings and maybe even… her 
thoughts.  

I remember growing up wearing 
dresses and playing with dolls. I 
remember meeting Dad as a young 
woman. I remember being intimate 
for the first time.

These memories started to make 
my thoughts more… complicated.

I felt like my choices were 
influenced by other forces. 
Foreign forces…

I thought Mom was influencing me 
from beyond. 



I later learned that this was all 
a side-effect of taking someone 
else’s YourEssence. I considered 
that I might have been going crazy 
for a while. 

With this conflict going on, it 
started to become easier to think 
of myself as Madeline, as Mom. I 
suppose that was the start of my 
forgetting who I really am. When 
Steven suggested I see a 
therapist about my post-partum 
depression, I didn’t expect to 
spend so much time talking about 
the person that I used to be. 

It’s perverse in a way. I was 
talking to my therapist about 
myself through the lens of me 
that my merged self had created 
of me. I believed with my every 
fiber that ‘my son’ had died when 
the exact opposite was the truth.



I wish I could say that I 
remembered right away. That when 
the therapist started drilling 
into my death that, it would 
trigger all my memories right 
there on the spot.

It didn’t… I’m sorry… I guess to 
myself. 

Being a mother is a full-time job. 
Being a homemaker is a full-time 
job. Being someone with two 
identities didn’t make that easier. 

I rejected the sensations of my 
sense of self. I didn’t want the 
extra burden. I didn’t know if I 
could take it. 

When I finally remembered that 
fateful day, I cried for what felt 
like hours. Steven tried to 
comfort me. 



Eventually, my therapist 
suggested I write this letter. 
Now that I’ve finally opened up, I 
have to admit that I am feeling 
better. How can I fail ‘my son’ 
when that person is me?

It’s a silly thought… 

I remember how painful my life 
was, though. Gender Dysphoria is 
no joke. Dad did not make that 
better. Mom was a bit of a relief; 
she didn’t push the toxicity onto 
me. She didn’t really understand 
what it meant to be trans, 
however. So, Edward clearly has 
it better than I did. So, there 
must be some of the original me 
in my personality, even if I don’t 
specifically recognize it when it 
is there. 

I feel like I can be ‘me’ even 
more now that I write this. 



Remembering back to day 1, I was 
so excited to take on this new 
chapter of my life. Now, I can 
honestly say that I embraced it 
fully. 

I’m a mother, not just that I 
remember parenting myself. No, I  
personally experienced the 
whole thing. I have the stretch 
marks to prove it. My nipples 
were bit by Edward too many 
times to forget breastfeeding. I 
have a loving husband and a 
healthy sex life. I have 
girlfriends and play euchre with 
them regularly. 

All those things I wished could 
be true…

They came true.

I am Madeline, mother of Edward.



I’ve cried too many tears over 
this letter now…

Really…

I have done what I needed to do; I 
confronted the demons that are a 
part of me. In fact, my secret 
isn’t just a part of me. It… is… 
me. 

So, for the last time, Jeremy, I 
am sorry. I, formerly Jeremy, 
now Madeline, apologize for my 
misdeeds: forgetting myself, 
losing the truth that I carried, 
and misattributing the memory of 
my ‘self’ to another. 

I won’t forget again. 

I can’t forget.

I... 



…Can never admit any of this. 



I will say my final piece. I have 
the life I wanted. I have the 
people in it I need. I will not 
apologize for who I am or what I 
want. How I got it, or how I keep 
it ever again. 

I will close with my affirmations. 
I have so many things worth 
fighting for. With this fight 
concluded, I will enjoy a new 
peace.



I love my husband.



I love Edward.



I love my son, Jeremy.



I love my unborn daughter.



I love my husband.



Love Always, Madeline


