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Testimony: Anna Heran

Eight years ago last month, my then 15 year old daughter sent an email to me while she
was away for a semester at a special high school program. In that email she told me that
she was trans, really a boy trapped in a girl’s body and gave me her new name and
pronouns to use. My whole world flipped upside down.

The advantage to her being away is that, while | was reeling, | nonetheless had time to
research everything | could find on trans — both positive and negative. | was reeling
because it made no sense. This wasn’t a child who had ever been confused. But, this was
a child | suspected might be ASD and was likely ADHD, and she had a lot of trouble dealing
with change, of which puberty was just one of those things, and which can be worse for the
neurodivergent.

Her time away afforded me the opportunity to learn what the community was about. |
initially sought out parent groups, thinking this would be a place to ask questions. In one
group, the rules outright stated that to question the child’s new identity was 1., not allowed,
and 2., tantamount to causing the child’s eventual suicide. | lasted about 24 hours in that
group. Other parent groups were much more open to questions, and | learned from a local
parent group - DON’T GO TO THE LOCAL GENDER CLINIC. There, it’s a one-way ticket to
only one outcome. So, | ultimately sought out a therapist in private practice who | knew
was a teen therapist and had been at it for awhile - meaning she had seen numerous teen
fads come and go. She had NEVER treated a trans child, but was willing to explore where
the feelings were coming from.

The catchin all of this is that it wasn’t legal for my chosen therapist to NOT affirm in my city
or county. I’m not sure whether that therapist was 100% aware of that fact, but ultimately,
after nearly 2 V2 years of therapy, my daughter told me one night that she’d had “some
disordered ways of thinking that weren’t serving her very well.” It was over —the therapy had
done its job. No big declaration to say she wasn’t trans, but it was clearly over. How did |
know even before that? She got her smile back, her sense of humor, her happiness.

The other catch, the thing | lived in mortal fear of all this time —in my city, at least one set of
parents had lost custody of their child — to the child’s grandparents — because the parents
were NOT affirming and the grandparents were. | was terrified that the wrong people would
find out that my philosophy was, and what | told my child it was, “you owe it to yourself to
find out what the cause of the dysphoria is before you do something you can’t take back,
before you cause medical harms to yourself that aren’t reversible.” So, by not affirming, |



risked losing the one thing that was more important to me than my own life — my child. But,
in order for her to reach adulthood whole, and hopefully able to love herself just as she was
— quirky, funny, ASD, ADHD (yes those diagnoses eventually came), and female — | had to do
something that wasn’t quite legal, and my child’s therapist had to risk fines and possible
loss of her license to practice therapy.

As a parent, especially one who was paying attention to my child, who knew my child, |
should have been able to choose a course of treatment that | believed was best for her
without fear of losing custody of her. | wasn’t doing anything except trying to get her
traditional talk therapy so she could discuss whatever it was that was causing her this
psychological pain. My daughter was being a teenager. She needed to deal with the angsts
which most teens feel, and she needed an opportunity to discover who she truly was. And,
more than anything, she needed a therapist who wasn’t so rigid in her interpretation of
what was happening and could offer honest, open exploration of ideas and feelings, that
she need not feel compelled to push an agenda. She, nor |, needed to feel like we were
blocked from doing our respective jobs — her as a therapist, me as a parent.



