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TO MY DAUGHTER,

For showing me the true meaning of love, 

and for having the courage to be yourself, even when the world wasn’t ready to embrace you.

This book is for you, and for all the families learning to see with their hearts and to love without conditions.
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THIS BOOK IS NOT A manual, nor is it written from a place of certainty. It is the honest reflection of a shared journey between a mother and her daughter, a journey shaped by difficult questions, quiet tears, unspoken fears, and a love that, even in the midst of uncertainty never stopped showing up. 

Each chapter is woven from real moments: from doubts that ache, embraces that heal, and lessons that only unconditional love can reveal. I did not write these pages as an expert, but from a deep desire to understand, to walk alongside, and to heal.

If you’ve picked up this book as a parent, sibling, friend, or simply a human being with an open heart, I hope that within these words, you find a reflection, a sense of comfort, or perhaps a new way of seeing love.

Because when love is true, no path is too difficult, and every step becomes a way home, that sacred place where we are all meant to be seen, heard, and loved exactly as we are.
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Chapter 1 

When the Heart Already Knew
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SIGNS FROM CHILDHOOD: Small Traces of Her Identity

If I could go back in time and look at my daughter through the eyes I have today, what would I have noticed? How many times were the answers right in front of me, but I didn’t know how to see them? Sometimes, what seems like a simple game or a childhood phase reveals itself, over time, as a genuine attempt of self-expression.

Since she was little, there were subtle signs that her identity didn’t align with what was considered “normal.” She enjoyed wearing my clothes, walking in my heels and putting on makeup in front of the mirror. I found it sweet and touching to see her adjusting the dresses, walking with confidence and smiling with an authenticity that overflowed. In those moments, she radiated wholeness; she was seeing herself as she truly felt.

I never saw her uncomfortable. In front of the mirror, she looked beautiful, confident, whole. I didn’t know it then, but those gestures weren’t just playfulness, they were her truth expressing itself even before she could fully understand it.

Soccer: An Early Clue

One of the memories I hold most tenderly is from when she was four years old. In an attempt to fulfill her father’s dreams, we enrolled her in a soccer school. He longed to share that passion with his child. However, from the very first day, we realized that it wasn’t her path. 

While the other kids ran after the ball, she got distracted chasing dry leaves dancing in the wind. She wasn’t interested in the rules of the game or the voices urging her to kick the ball, she just wanted to run freely at her own pace, immersed in her own world. 

During the drills, the coaches would ask the kids to run to a cone and back. She, with her tiny little steps, would get to the cone, stop, and say in her sweet little voice: “I’m tired.” She said it with such sincerity that we couldn’t help but laugh. We thought she simply didn’t like soccer. 

Now I understand that her disinterest came from her authenticity. She wasn’t going to settle for what was expected of her, even if it meant challenging others’ desires. Her body and her soul didn’t fit into the mold the world was offering her.

The Mirror and the Truth

There is an image I treasure deeply: my daughter standing in front of the mirror, wearing one of my dresses, a hairbrush as a microphone, and her hoodie tied up like a ponytail. She sang with passion, inspired by performances from Selena Gomez, Madonna or Britney Spears. In those moments, she wasn’t pretending, she was simply being herself.

Her gaze in the mirror wasn’t a fantasy, it was affirmation. Reflected in that glass, she saw a version of herself that the world had yet to recognize.

I saw it as a game. I thought it was just another passing phase of childhood, like so many others. I remember how much joy she found in playing with dolls, how eagerly she asked for them, how she created stories filled with excitement and imagination. She would dive into those worlds with such genuine happiness that I never imagined there could be something deeper underneath.

Some family members made comments, but I chose not to pay them much attention. I even spoke with a psychologist I trusted hoping for some clarity. Her response was simple, almost reassuring: “It’s normal. It’s just a form of exploration.”

That calmed me... but it didn’t open my eyes.

There was a moment —after watching her sing with overwhelming passion— when I asked myself: 

“What if this isn’t just a game?”

I pushed the thought away. Not out of fear, but because I lacked the necessary tools, references and language to understand it. So, I dismissed it, convinced that, in time, everything would fall into place.

Now I know that she had already found her place, it was me who still hadn’t learned how to see it.

Beliefs, Upbringing and the Impact on My Perception

I grew up in a Catholic and conservative family. I was taught that there were “girl things” and “boy things.” Everything was clearly defined and no other possibilities were ever discussed.

When I became a mother, I tried to be more open-minded, but many of those beliefs still lived within me. I never truly questioned anything deeply; I thought my daughter had a predetermined path. Therefore, when she played with dolls, put on makeup or wore my clothes, I didn’t forbid it, but I didn’t see it as something deeper either.

Now I know that my lack of knowledge limited my ability to truly understand her. I often wonder how her childhood might have been different if I had received a more inclusive education, if I had known that gender identity isn’t something assigned at birth, but rather something discovered and affirmed over time.

Worries and Doubts about Her Future

Before I came to know her true identity, my worries were those of any mother, but I never imagined that one of the greatest challenges would be something as essential as her right to be recognized for who she is.
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