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Becoming a Human of My Own 

 

By Anonymous 

 

In my first year of high school, I met a beautiful boy. Tyler was different from any boy I had 

ever met before. His razor-sharp jawline and almond eyes instantly caught my attention. Quickly 

after becoming an “item,” we became one of the most recognized and admired couple in our high 

school by both our peers and teachers. Countless times, we were approached and complimented 

on how well we worked as a team, and how we set a great example for other young couples. This 

story is not actually about him, though—it is about me, and the painful process of learning to 

validate myself despite the harsh opinions of those closest to me.  

 

When my mother met Tyler for the first time, she quickly picked up on what made him different. 

It was as if someone had flipped a switch, freeing my mother’s severe intolerance for transgender 

individuals. “Who does this dyke think she’s fooling?” my mother said to me as she looked Tyler 

squarely in the eye. The vile language leaving her mouth took me aback, as I had never been 

exposed to this cold and quite nasty side of her. After this first encounter, Tyler and my mother 

never spoke to each other again. 

 

My mother made it clear to me that the relationship I had with Tyler was one I should be 

ashamed of. I clearly remember her reprimanding me one day, saying, “You’re messing up your 

life. People are going to judge you for this, and I don’t blame them at all.” My heart twinges a 

little every time I think of the terrible things she said. It frustrated me that she could accuse my 

relationship of being “bad” for me when she had no idea who my partner was as a person. He 

was permanently banned from my house. I could not call him on the phone when my mother was 

home. On the day of senior prom, she even refused to take pictures of me in my dress because he 

would be in them. Time and time again, I pleaded her to sit down and have an adult 

conversation, but she refused to talk. Her disapproval of my healthy teenage romance put a 

significant strain on our family relationship; it made me truly resent her and her beliefs. I was 

frustrated that she could be so hateful and close-minded about this, as she was always socially 

liberal in other situations. After all, she was the one that always complained about the fact that 

her mother did not approve of her interracial relationships. When she was my age, my mother 

was drawn towards the foreign exchange students in her small, conservative Mid-Western town. 

Her own mother’s resistance pushed my mother to move out of the house on her high school 

graduation day. And even now, as a grown woman, my mother deals with the disapproval from 

my grandmother that all of her partners are black. My mother could never see that this was the 

same parent vs. child struggle, only changed by the time that had passed between her generation 

and my own. A queer couple looking for recognition in the twenty-first century fights the same 

opposition that interracial couples faced for decades during the twentieth century. What upset my 

young self the most was that, as a parent, she should have wanted me to be happy.  

 

Tyler and I stayed together for the duration of my high school career, yet the opposition to my 

mother’s wishes created grand conflict at home. My household became a place where I did not 

feel welcome to be myself. I isolated myself from my family and became very depressed. 

Though no longer depressed, I still have to put up with the persistent negative, homophobic 

comments from my mother. As a child, I needed my mother’s approval for everything I did. 
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What “mommy” said was always the right thing to do. Was “mommy” proud of my grades? Was 

I being the good kid she wanted me to be?  

 

As I grew up (with denial postponing it a bit), I realized that parents are human too—they have 

weaknesses and flaws living among their strengths. Parents are not superheroes, though we often 

wish they were. This process of detaching myself from the romanticized view of my mother as 

the “perfect person who would always accept me no matter what” consequently led to my own 

self-discovery. When you stop seeing your parents as invincible, you realize that what you have 

left is you. You, the individual, are the only person that can decide what is best for your life. 

Every other view is just a second opinion, even if it comes from those closest to you. 

 

If I had the opportunity to repeat the last four years of my life—when this all began— I would 

not change one bit of it. Though there are few things more painful than fighting with your parent, 

the experience of being at odds with my mother over such a long period taught me that I don’t 

need her validation to accept myself. I am stronger for it. I am perfectly fine the way I am, and 

just because we disagree on a particular set of issues does not mean that I am somehow deficient. 

Many people, in fact, have told me that it is admirable and brave that I am so persistent in 

demanding respect for my identity from people in my life. I am now at a point where I am 

actually proud of the bravery I’ve displayed thus far, even the parts that tested my relationship 

with my mother to the limit. My pride in my identity was too strong to let her crush my spirit. 

Currently, I’m out to everyone in my life as queer. I permanently moved out of my mother’s 

home upon my graduation, mirroring my mother’s moving-out story. I am financially 

independent. I correct my mother and others in my life when they say something offensive. I am 

unapologetically me. Having an opinion about something and sharing it, especially when the 

issue directly impacts your life, is a crucial way of exercising your natural rights as a human. 

Growing up listening to my mother’s belief that the life I choose to live is unnatural and immoral 

gave me the opportunity to stand up for myself and become the human I know myself to be. I 

have become an individual who is strong enough to be an individual. 

 

 

 


