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Hello there, little boy. 

I say hello back. Though unhappy to have my shortness emphasised, 

I am glad to be called a boy, but then, 

The man has to say 

You’re not a little boy, are you? You’re a little girl. 

I tell him he was right the first time, 

To which he excuses himself, for he is old and cannot tell, 

But I know that’s not why — 

 

Some months later, I pick up the phone, speak, am asked if I’m my 

mum. 

Oh, are you her daughter? 

Err, her son. 

The reply was something along the lines of not hearing well, 

But I know that’s not why. 

 

Then again,  

I have a chum 

Whose cisgender brother gets the same. 

I treasure in my mind the time I was called sir 

When buying ties and shirts last summer 

And a line from another summer long before: 



Boy who swims, are there rocks where you are? 

 

Picking up my first testosterone prescription, 

I am asked if I know how to use it, 

Then regret saying I don’t — 

The pharmacist speaks to her colleague calling me she. 

It’s okay though, this stuff will sort that out for me. 

 

It just doesn’t feel like it now. 

Just like before, 

I never know whether I’ll be gendered correctly. 

Someone will call me a man, 

But the euphoria is not given long to last 

When the next person I see calls me a lady. 

An actual woman standing near 

Thinks the one at the till means her, 

And I hope that’s because she sees I am a man. 

When the till lady clarifies, 

I seethe inside, 

But say nothing out loud. 

HRT will kick in properly soon, 

Get me gendered correctly all the time, not half, 

But it has been less than two months, 



And that feels far away from now. 


