
Everyone, this is Rhiannon, she’s here to talk to us about being transgender; we’re very pleased she’s here 
today, he’s got a lot to tell us, I’m sure. 
 
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 
 
Hi, my name’s Robert. I was born in Harrogate, 1974, 29th January, at about 10.30pm, I think. 
 
When I was one, I fell off the kitchen counter onto my head. The same year, my brother swallowed an 
eyebrow brush. 
 
My friend Andrew Sainsbury, he had his trousers pulled down on the front lawn at Katherine Newsom’s house, 
during her birthday party. Everyone caught food poisoning afterwards. 
 
Natasha; Julian Parker gave her a Chinese burn. She went to the head master and cried. 
 
Ian Taylor bullied me for being able to do maths. I was his cricket captain when I was 12. He died of cancer a 
while back.  
 
 
Hello, my name’s Robert, I’m a boy. 

 
 

Claire Richardson, Estelle Winters, the Dillon twins.  
 
Emily, I went out with her for a year. Stephen Ramsden, he finished with her on my behalf, because I daren’t 
explain. 
  
Sarah Craiggs, Natasha, a different one, I told Natasha I never wanted to go out with her again, it was while we 
were at band practice; Sarah, she had homework to do; she went back out with Andrew, the same Andrew. 
  
Alison, she lived in Bristol, I had sex with her for the first time; it was downstairs, while my parents were 
upstairs; the fire was lit, not like that, just on; she banged her head on the bookcase. I started to masturbate 
later.  
 
Hello, my name’s Robert, I’m a girl. 
 
 
My sister’s clothes weren’t all that; my mum’s were too big. The books I took out of the library scared me 
shitless. Masturbation; not books about masturbation, books about how to become a girl. Masturbation 
scared me shitless too. 
 
 
Hello, my name’s Rhiannon, I’m a woman. 
 
 
Jo, she used to stare at me.  
 
Yvette, we went out a while.  
 
Sara, different Sara, no h; she was tiny. 
  
Helen, seemed twice the height. Least I could wear her clothes. I had a key to her house, so I could draw in her 
flat, while I was dressed - I don’t think she ever knew. I got information sent to me through the post. We 
decided we should end.  
 
Catherine, not the same Catherine, with a C, she was too clever for me.  



 
Nell, we finished; I was telling the truth, at least, by then.  
 
I lived with Emma for a year and a half, going to the doctor and to the psychologist, and psychiatrist. It wasn’t 
working. It was working, I mean. She left, Emma, I mean.  
 
 
Hello, my name’s Rhiannon, I’ve been a man. 
 
 
I’ve not kissed anyone for 10 years, not had sex for longer; I’ve forgotten what it’s like, all of it. My body. It 
never worked, neither then, nor now - and it never will. It never felt where, or how it should be - it never will. 
My body won out, even when I thought I had it cornered. 
 
Robert, hello, this is Rhiannon. Rhiannon, you know Rob, don’t you? 
 
 
It’s not all that, is it - sex, touch?  
 
My dad poured almost boiling water over me in the bath once; he blamed me for filling the 5 litre bottle from 
the hot tap, not the cold. I left the kitchen and ran away in floods of tears, my mum had hurled a dish of potato 
on the floor. She threw a knife at my dad one day, it broke the pane of glass in the partition door. It was fixed 
with a different frosting. 
 
I have only seen my mum kiss my dad twice, hold his hand three times, once was when he was near death by 
drugs when he first had cancer. 
  
I daren’t touch myself in case I fall apart. I fell apart before - I’ll never get over that.  
 
 
Rhiannon, Rob, Robert, Rhiannon.  
 
 
Hi, my name’s Rhiannon, I’ll never get over that. 
 
 
…………………….. 
 
 
So, I’ve lost, I’m lost to this, this permanent state. 
 
Your face falls, it’d fallen before; it falls when I fall in through the door again, 
I crash out, on and in the clean clothes, on the bed, hidden flat, buried within them. Your fallen face doesn’t 
smile, when I fall out, again, off over the side. We fall out over my falling, you say you’d had another who fell, 
over, and over, fell for you.  
 
My mind is elsewhere, buried deep within the clothes again, back on the bed, clean, laid out as I wish I could 
be. Fallen on the wrong side, nothing had fallen my way, every morning and evening is the hope of falling; 
being buried again. 
 
Your fallen face, falling, falls back out of my head, out of sight, till now. 
 
 
It’s exhausting, working hard to keep on a keel. If I hide my way through, I will just make it to the end of the 
day. 
 
I can feel you, lurking, becoming louder. 



You sleep on, inside me, beside me; I see you when I wake, feel you when I lie down at night, flat, hidden, lying 
amongst the clothes on the bed, thrown in piles along one side - a weight to make me feel, feel like I’ve been 
kicked by a horse, feel like I’ve felt like this for all time. 
 
It’s colder where you are, I’m drawn back, ignoring the shivers - I’ll never let you go. I need to understand, 
what I’ve done to myself. I’ve been trying to make sense of what’s happened these last few years. I’ve been 
trying to make what’s happened these last few years make sense.  
 
I’m out of place, everywhere. Am I just a rehash of what god gave you? You’ve manufactured something I can’t 
operate or work with. It makes more noise than I imagined. There’s a reckless abandon to its direction. 
Grasping at myself,  with tightly clenched fists - Hey, I’m down, over here. No skills to fly or climb, cracked nails 
on my fingertips, broken flesh between my legs. The fan on my front hasn’t the power, it’s new and weak, yet 
drives my head. My body doesn’t have a use anymore - a wreckage of stuff and self. 
  
I wish I were a sleeper, asleep through all this, but I’m awake throughout the horrors. Why keep my – yourself 
- alive? My insides; they don’t connect, with anything. My outsides; they don’t connect, with anything. 
 
I can never pull and haul the covers high enough - I pull and haul the covers higher, but I’ve caught the end of 
the covers under my foot and can’t work a way of freeing it - the covers have shifted, slipped to the side, 
tucked in at an angle. 
 
I don’t know why I need to pull the covers, but how can I expect others to get over this when I can’t? When I’m 
asked what it means to have done this thing, I say it was straightforward, and it was. I worried about losing 
control, but it was the only thing I could control – just to a point. I now have no control. It won out in the end.  
 
 
Where are you, I left you years ago, lost to some dream. You’re my way out when I can’t think anymore. I’m 
obsessed with you beyond living. You’ll be good to me, good for me. I know you well, you’ll be there when I 
die. 
 
I’ve managed to rule out everything in my life you were almost good at. My life is now a set of memories of 
you, a life you’d made up for me that I couldn’t hope to make work. You’ve left me now to struggle on my 
own; it was what I -  you - wanted. It was your life I’d been living. I’d said I wanted my own, but now I have no 
idea where to begin with the weight of the next day. 
 
 
No one asks to be like this. I’m not giving in, that happened miles ago. It’ll be the tiniest thing when I do it, and 
I will do it. But I’ll get to bed before I think too much tonight.  
 
Sweetheart, fever.  
 
I like you Robert 
Always have, always will 
 
I miss you. I miss you like you’re dead anyway. 
 
 

----------------------------- 

Angel Olsen – Creator/Destroyer 

“I watch from a tower in the back of my mind 
I watch from a window as the living walk by 
Down below 
Walking with quiet dreams 



Walking out quiet day 
And in my head 
I might be sorry it makes no difference now 
I might be wishing I had some place to go 
Hit the streets 
Out in search for the self that has left me lying 
And I never seem to notice 
It's too late before I know that all 
The love inside has been empty 
The world we made has been ending 

And like a ghost that hangs around and won’t forgive its earthly sins 
I’ve carried on this love for you 
It’s how my body lives 
My darling 
How are you? 
How have you been lately? 
I only seem to speak to you of superficial things 
Creator, you destroy me 
You know my hunger well 
And yet you starve me 
Until I'm begging on my knees 
And these are a few of very many things 
I can't begin to say out loud 
If only this song could carry us on 
But I know I'm only entertaining myself 
I felt that even after I've been stripped of all my pride 
There still remains a place for you to crawl up inside 
To crawl up inside 
To crawl up inside 
And I'm out of my mind 
Out of my mind 
Murderous bitch I'm out of my mind 
I'm out of my mind 
To be in love with you 
The way that I'm in love with you 
The way that I'm in love with you 
 
Doot do do do doot doo do do do... 
 
Fuck this and everything we've done 
Fuck you 
Fuck you and your lies” 
 


