








































































































I took my first 
estrogen pill almost 
three years ago at this 
point. A version of me 
died when I did that, but 
a new version of me 
started to live, too. It 
changed everything. It 
felt like opening the 
windows in a stuffy 
room for the first time. 
But like, for the soul.



I knew I was trans for 
years before I did anything 

about it in real life.
The prospect of living for 

my own sake was too 
frightening.  I was 

hopelessly devoted to the 
pursuit of a life I hated, as 

if not wanting it meant I 
couldn't fail...

Transitioning was incredibly 
scary at first. Looking back, 
it's hard to remember why. I 

guess I thought the people 
around me would kill me or 
something? Not always an 

unrealistic fear to have, to 
be honest. Such things do 

happen. But they didn't, A lot 
of other stupid shit 

happened, though. Mostly 
self inflicted, to be honest.

My only regret is waiting.

If you think you might want 
to take estrogen, just do it. 

Don't ask for permission.  
Get it illicitly if you have to. 

It's much, much easier than 
you'd think. You don't have 
to be a girl. You don't even 

have to tell anyone about it.

Don't wait to live. Please.



Calliope Neurotoxins is a 
Melbourne-based artist. 
She's writing this in third 

person because that's 
what she's seen other 

people do in like, artist bios 
in the back of real books 
or whatever. Isn't it sorta 

weird to do that? Maybe 
placing the viewpoint 

outside herself makes 
self-description less 

embarassing?

Well, whatever. She paints 
and writes and does other 

such things. Sometimes 
for money! You can find 
her other work online at:

<neurotoxicity.github.io>








