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TRANS WOMEN ARE WOMEN. KINDLY SHUT THIS BOOK IF YOU THINK THAT IS UP FOR DEBATE.
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For anyone who is mad with me




PROLOGUE: IN THE BEGINNING
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In the beginning you’re just a tiny little girl.

If you’re lucky, it hasn’t been too weird yet.

You’ve worked out that the best way to get positive attention is by singing along phonetically to the VHS of Calamity Jane your auntie bought you for your fourth birthday. She isn’t your real auntie, she’s your mum’s best friend. (Important. Useful for arguments about chosen family in thirty years’ time.)

You have no idea that you are any different to your brother or your dad or your cousin Liam.

The world is stretching out ahead of your broad feet and your little mouth is dribbly for all its possibilities.

The finite truths are absorbed and have begun to photosynthesise.

It’s all looking like you can have a really good go at this.



14 SEPTEMBER 2019

Rebecca Lucy Failure
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2 SEPTEMBER 2022

Remembering when I wrote ‘hello’ on the window of the bus – what a weird thing to write

[image: ]

28 JULY 2024

Dear younger self

I’m writing to you now so nobody has to ask me again what advice I’d give you
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23 OCTOBER 2020

My sisters

We are all sisters

I want to look after you all
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22 MARCH 2022

I’m so capable of such utter madness up here.

No amount of self-awareness prepares me for some of it.

Wow, okay hun yeah?

This?

We think this today?

Okay cool.

No it’s nothing just surprised.

No it’s fine!

Just like.

Oh wow!

Y’know!
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29 APRIL 2015

You’ll be pleased to know

It’s all gone completely fucking wrong
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6 FEBRUARY 2024

I wish I understood anything
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29 JANUARY 2023

Strip away my rights while you enjoy them for yourself
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9 DECEMBER 2017

If I’m honest, I’m struggling. But I won’t be honest, don’t worry.
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5 FEBRUARY 2024

I’m just being a big fat baby about it
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30 JANUARY 2023

Be a very nice girl and shut up and act like you were born lovely
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30 JANUARY 2023

I’m such a complicated woman
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30 MAY 2025

Coming out as uncomplicated on the next album




PART I




RUNNING BAREFOOT

The dust is kicked into your eyes by the people running ahead of you.

Trainers. You forgot to pick some up at the starting line. IDIOT!

You didn’t even realise you needed any, which is embarrassing.

You’ll be fine, you just need to wait for the dust to settle.

You’ll be fine, you just need to blink enough to clear your vision enough to be able to see your phone and ask it where the nearest trainer shop is.

Everything will be okay once you’ve coughed up the dust to clear your throat enough to be able to ask for the Wi-Fi to be able to use your phone to ask it where the nearest trainer shop is.

Then you’ll be fine.

Everything will be fine once you’ve got the trainers.




I DID THIS ALL THE TIME (PT 1)
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In my head on my way home

I play out the events of the attack or kidnap.

No, not the events themselves.

The aftermath.

The soundbites of the police.

They ask for leads.

It’s the usual:

Who heard from her last?

What are her regular movements?

Who saw her last?

It would be my housemate.

We’ve lived together for one year.

She doesn’t know me.

She expresses the appropriate amount of concern and tells them I didn’t seem different and I didn’t say where I was going.

(We are not those kinds of housemates.)

My friend James in Bristol is the last person I texted but I doubt he’ll be contacted.

I texted him at 3.10pm.

I decide it will be a little while before the police appeal for information and until then he’ll be going

about his day like any other.

Sometimes we leave weeks before replies and this will be no different.

I suppose my parents won’t know yet and in any case I don’t want to imagine them in this scenario.

I know they would wish I had the kind of life where a driver would be taking me home at 5.30pm on a Monday after seeing the 3pm showing of Parasite the day after it won the Oscar.

(This is not my reason for going, though.

The Oscar.

I was going to go anyway.

I’m not a crowd follower.

I’m not like the other people at that screening.)

I feel like that’s the kind of thing they’d sort of talk about at my funeral rather than in the initial press.

I think so anyway.

Like, they wouldn’t discuss my personality or my creativity or genius.

I reckon to begin with it would be the basics:

White, blonde, blue eyes, big tits – really fun –

Great in a group—

No, wait, sorry. None of that. The basics.

The basics.

Big.

Blonde.

Bird.

Missing.

I don’t want my parents to do the press conference.

I would like it to be my ex.

And my manager.

I hope my manager doesn’t cry, because it’s her professionalism I admire the most and I would hate for that to slip at this moment.

I hope she describes me.

And I hope that my ex cries.

I mean I doubt he’ll say sorry on camera but—

You’ll be able to tell.

You’ll be able to tell that he’s sorry.

Sorry for the breakup

Not murdering me.

74.4 per cent of femicides are committed by ex-partners

But the police will be aware he was barely interested in me when we were together.

He’s not going to suddenly have the energy to murder me now.

He’s too busy on Instagram and texting his hottest ex.

Anyway.

The press shot of me smiling while leaning on the car will be used.

The one I think makes me look ugly but the only one my mum likes and the real example of how I sort of look like a ‘beautiful shark’, as Kelli says.

She will be there too.

She will be upset but will have made sure she looks great.

The ex-boyfriends of hers she keeps in touch with will contact her about this – which will give her a bit of a dopamine hit – and I am glad about that.

Because despite what you might think I still want people to feel good.

I think everyone will get very into it.

It will be A Thing.

It will be clicked on a little bit more than a normal missing blonde girl.

Well, woman.

I’m thirty-four but in my head I’m Maddie.

I’m not a woman.

When someone’s annoying child is in my way in a shop and the mum says, ‘Let the lady pass,’ I’m still looking behind me for the lady.

Because, you see, ‘ladies’ have a calm I do not possess.

For example:

They can drive cars.

They don’t wank in their plane seats.

They don’t eat like I do.

If I am alone I will eat like—

Like—

It’s, it’s truly shocking.

Like Oliver at his first night in a Premier Inn.

There’s no need for me to eat like that and yet I do

I do this all the time.

Behave—

In a way I don’t need to.

In a way I don’t even like but, but

I do it anyway.

I do this all the time.

People are clicking the link about my disappearance a lot –

‘Trump unwell’

Scroll, scroll

‘Meghan and Harry’

Scroll

Scroll

‘Rebecca Lucy Taylor AKA Self Esteem missing?’

Click

Sorry, actually it would be more like

‘Indie Musician Missing’ –

I mean, as long as Dua Lipa, Rita Ora, Laura Marling or Florence aren’t missing that month

I would make the home page for sure.

Click

I will be one of the news stories you invest in a little bit more than usual.

Just like that schoolgirl who eloped with her maths teacher.

I fucking loved that.

I would love to watch a documentary of that.

It’s mad that women ever bother making plans when the likelihood of kidnap is so high.

I listened to all those podcasts, watched all those BBC dramas and they still got me.

It’s just a coincidence that I went to see Parasite the day after it won the Oscar.

Okay?

I had been meaning to go for weeks but I like to save films for second dates,

and as I hadn’t had any first dates for a while Parasite remained unseen by me.

Until that day.

That day was the kind of day where I wake up and within a second I know it’s me vs my brain.

Sometimes the battle is on land but very often it is at sea and it is a battle to keep my head above the water as my brain pushes me under.

I considered who to text:

Buttplug

3some

Irish girl

Dr sexy

Vegan Matt

The lazy tattooist

Ben

(Ben isn’t his actual name but he’s such a fucking BEN)

Anyway.

That day, I had four choices.

First: fuck it off, borrow a diazepam off someone, try desperately to get into a documentary so I feel like at least I am learning something.

But why do I need to LEARN so much about murderers and Nazi Germany?

I’ve already got my 2:1 in America’s Next Top Model.

My second choice was to arrange a date then spend the day pampering.

Nap around three then wake up at six deeply wishing I had no date and have to drink a tinny to even feel like

getting a bra on.

Yes – I know.

I’m trying to correlate the needing a drink to even get ready for the date with whether or not I actually like who I am going to meet but the answer is so glaringly obvious we don’t have to waste our time, do we?

And yet!

I do this all the time.

I feel very much like if someone is interested in me, I owe them whatever version of me they want.

That’s a sentence isn’t it.

My third choice was to get up and do some work.

Work is a difficult one for me because if I’m on tour the work is very tangibly there. I have to be there, do a thing.

But when I’m not it is by my hand if I do the work, and increasingly over the years I have not been a very good disciplinarian of myself.

A lot of men I know take their time to write.

They all love to tell you Neil Young sits at a desk nine to five writing songs like—yes

Yes

Yes

I smell what you’re stepping in—

You’re trying to tell me he approaches it

Like

A

Desk

Job.

I cannot and will not.

I have not tried and not tried to do this over and over again for the whole of my career as a musician.

But anyway, there’s still a fourth choice.

And on that day I chose it.

A middle ground.

Ultimately doing nothing but garnished with a little of what I as a child imagined being an adult would be.

A coffee in a cafe, walk to the cinema, watch an art-house film alone, walk home. That’s the middle ground.

Of course, you need money for this fourth option.

Had I more money, option four would have been a lot easier to choose.

Mind you, I needed money for option two too, but for some reason buying booze doesn’t seem to feel like spending money as much as a £20 art-house cinema ticket does but look—

Okay—

look.

On that day I did it.

I chose the compromise

The middle point

The middle sound
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