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One afternoon, when I was eight years old, my class was 
told to write about what we wanted to be when we grew 
up. Miss Box went round the class, asking each one of us 
to stand up and share what we had written. Zachary Olsen 
wanted to play in the Premier League. Lexi Taylor wanted 
to be an actress. Harry Beaumont planned on being Prime 
Minister. Simon Allen wanted to be Harry Potter, so badly 
that the previous term he had scratched a lightning bolt on 
to his forehead with a pair of craft scissors.

But I didn’t want to be any of these things. 
This is what I wrote:

I want to be a girl. 




