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Amanda HawkinsTalk the Talk: You’re never too old…

Mom stopped dead in her tracks when she saw me. 

In spite of all the changes—the hair, the boobs, the 

leopard top and the high-waist skirt—a mother can 

always recognize her only son. “Oh my God…” she 

wheezed, her jaw flapping. “Jeremy? Is that you? 

What on earth have you done to yourself?”

I felt sheepish, like she’d just caught me (yet again) 

with my hand in the cookie jar. “Don’t be mad,

Ma. I… I meant to tell you. I really did. I just

didn’t know how.” That wasn’t quite true.

It was more like I just didn’t want to have

this particular conversation. Who would?

“Are those things real?” She wasn’t staring

at my newly feminized face. “Because you

certainly didn’t get them from me.”

“They’re real. The clinic says they’re fully 

functional; milk and everything. I just, uh,

asked for a couple sizes up from what my,

or our genes would have given me.”

“I see.” She folded her arms beneath her

own breasts. “And what so-called ‘clinic’

would that be, that I’m about to sue?”

“It’s new. It opened downtown a few

months ago. It was in all the papers,” I

added, trying to be helpful. “It offers

full-body genetic resequencing.”

With her lips pursed, she drew a deep

breath and released it through her nose.

“Am I to understand, young man, that

you are now a fully realized female?”

I hung my head, then nodded.

“How is that even possible? What

kind of surgery could turn the star

striker on the varsity soccer team into a whiny

little girl who’s afraid to stand up to her mother?”
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I let the insult roll off my back. It was no worse than what I’d been calling myself

my whole life. “It wasn’t surgery, Ma. They took a sample of my DNA and

resequenced it to remove the Y-chromosome. Then they added my new double-X

genes to a modified Ebola virus—and infected me with it.” My voice quivered,

remembering the procedure. “They stick you in an isolation tank for about twelve

hours. The water’s fortified with nutrients and it’s constantly recycled, filtered and

reheated. By the time you get out, your body’s renewed.” I shrugged. “They give

you another shot to clear the virus and you’re done.”

Her eyes were slits. “I see. Did they also provide you with that lovely new outfit?”

“The clothes aren’t included. I stopped at the mall on my way home.”

“Well. I must admit… the flower is a nice touch. Your idea?”

“I passed a sidewalk stand two blocks over. Two little girls selling flowers from

their garden—their parent’s garden, I suppose. I bought one.”

“How thoughtful. I can see you’re going to be a grade-A woman—a credit to the

gender.” She began pacing. “And how, pray tell, did you pay for what sounds to be

a sophisticated and expensive procedure? I rather doubt any medical insurance

ever devised would cover something like this.”

I stared at the floor. Between thirty percent down and maxing out both my credit

card and hers, I’d managed to cover the bill. Of course, that didn’t really answer

the question, as Mom was quick to point out. I suggested that the remainder of my

college fund could be used to pay off American Express.

Her face fell. “No more college? What about your dream of becoming a surgeon,

like your late father? What on earth are you going to do?”

“That was your dream, Ma. I was never much into it.” Nervously, I smoothed out

the folds in my skirt. “I figured I’d get a job—as soon as my paperwork comes

through and I’m legally Jennifer Haldon. I was thinking maybe a flower shop. I

like flowers,” I added, forcing a demure smile.

“Jennifer? You do know that’s my middle name, right?”

“Sure. That’s where I got it.” I swallowed hard. “I don’t know if you noticed, Ma,

but I look an awful lot like you. I always did, but now more than ever. The clinic

said that would happen, because most of Dad’s contribution to my genome came

from the Y-chromosome. Now that it’s gone, most of what I am—is you.”

“I need to sit down.” She almost fell into one of the kitchen chairs, then leaned on

the table with her head in her hands. “Let me get this straight… my only child, my

son, is now a youthful version of me with bigger boobs. Have I got that right? And

instead of being a doctor… she wants to work in a flower shop?”
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I sat down beside her. “Pretty much, yeah. Sorry about the breasts. I just wanted

to, uhm, ‘stand out’ a bit more, that’s all.”

“My God… What would your father say, Jeremy? If he could see you now?”

“It’s Jennifer.” I thought to touch her arm, as women often do when comforting

one another, but couldn’t bring myself to do so. “I hope he’d understand. Surgeons

are all about fixing people. This is what I had to do to fix myself.”

She stared at me. “What—? Are you saying that what was wrong with you is that

you weren’t me? Are you serious? Do you know how messed-up that is?”

“I guess so.” Heavy sigh. “I’ve been ‘messed up’ my whole life. I did pretty well

in school, but I was miserable. I was lonely. Ever since Dad died, it’s just been you

and me. I looked up to you. I, uh… wanted to be more like you.”

“And now you are.” Her hand fell atop mine, squeezed. “I guess I can’t blame you

for wanting… that. We’ve always been close. Maybe too close, in retrospect.”

My head bobbed. “You took good care of me, Ma. I appreciate that. You raised me

right. All I want now—” I bit my lip. “—is to be a good daughter.”

“A good daughter…” She shook her head. “How on earth am I going to explain

this? To my friends, the people at work, the rest of the family… What am I

supposed to tell them? Where did I get a daughter all of a sudden?”

“Might as well lead with the truth. They’ll find out sooner or later.”

“Oooh—come here.” She pulled me into a hug. When we parted, she smiled and

re-tucked the flower in behind my ear. “I do have a lovely daughter.”

I averted my eyes. Modesty forbade me from agreeing.

“Tell me.” She took my hand in hers. “Does being my daughter include someday

providing me with grandchildren? What did the clinic say about that?”

My lips twisted into a shy smile. “It’s possible. They say I’ll get my first period in

about three months. My body needs time to fully adjust to being female.”

She cupped my cheek. “That’s wonderful. Something to look forward to.”

“And, uh… I’ve kinda got my eye on Hector. The midfielder? He set me up for a

lot of goals and, well… maybe he’ll set me up again, in a different way.”

Mom’s face crinkled; a tear emerged from the corner of her eye. “My little girl is

growing up,” she said, stroking my hair. She stood. “I’m going to make us a pot of

tea. You’ve got a lot to learn about being a woman, and there’s no time like the

present.” She paused, then added solemnly, “A mother never stops being a mother.

That’s lesson number one.”  �


