Gender is a complicate concept 

Another first day 
Another new place 
So many uncertainties 
Too many people

Buzzcut and eyeliner 
Leant against the wall 
Quiet and observed
Waiting and observed 

Hackles up, arms crossed
Nervous eyes dart across the room 
Messy hands grip messy pages 
They/them is the first confident thing they say

Laces drawn so tight 
A walk so deliberate and thought out 
Every perception of them 
Cool and mysterious 

Knitted jumpers, corduroy trousers 
Skirts and ripped T-shirts 
Docs and odd socks
They’re not as scary as I first thought 
Gender is complicated concept




They’ve taught me so much 
They’re unapologetic 
So right in themselves
Has he really got it all figured out? 

 Trying to find our way 
It’s a complicated maze 
Doors that lead nowhere,
but everywhere all at once 

Denim jacket and a harsh stare 
With a clenched jaw, I try to smile
His face remains like stone 
I wonder if we could be friends 

Then there’s no one else around 
That denim jackets still there 
Tentative isn’t the tone I expected
It’s the one I get anyway

A brief interaction 
He/they You? They/them 
They smile back this time 
And I take my leave
Gender is a complicated concept 

First impressions were never my thing 
In this instance I could’ve trusted it 
Cautious body language and wary eyes 
Shifting unconsciously in the chair

Quiet and watchful 
Hands adorned with rings 
Clutching the bag strap 
Metal glinting in the sun 

Badges and pins 
Scattered across fabric 
They/them dotted in the others 
Fitting so perfectly 

Perceptions of themselves so unique 
I suppose everyone’s’ is
I cant help but be jealous either 
Their body so disconnected from them 

Comfort in themselves 
 Unbothered by others 
Or how their viewed 
I wish I shared that 
Gender is a complicated concept 

I found people like me 
It was a welcome surprise 
They’re accepting of what I am
An understanding I never thought I’d find 

There’s the mirror 
I’m staring back at myself 
It’s not someone I want to see 
The image in my head 
so different to the one in front of me 
Those green handles blades 
Raised as a threat or a surrender?
The first blow comes down 
A shaky breathe escapes 
And the curl of blue falls 

The sinks filled up 
Overflowing on the floor 
Little drips on the lino 
It curls so beautifully 
Only once its fallen 

Now it looks more like me 
That person staring blankly 
There’s curiosity in their eyes 
Maybe even a twinge of confidence 
Gender is a complicated concept 







Critical analysis 
In this poem I drew a lot of inspiration from my own personal experience. Especially since coming to university I have met a few people that experience and express their gender in similar ways to me. In the first verse I wanted to express the anxiety of started anew in a place you know nothing about with people you know nothing about. “so many uncertainties, so many new people.” In the first section from “another first day” to “they’re not as scary as I first thought” I am describing the first person I made friends with at Uni and how they present themselves. How the anxiety they felt on that day presented itself. “Hackles up, arms crossed,” “nervous eyes dance across the room,” “a walk so deliberate and thought out.” 
I also found that a lot of the people express themselves through clothing and wearing gender affirming clothes, sometimes they pressure the boundary between clothes and gender. Either way they clothes, and style is an important part of your identity. “knitted jumpers, corduroy trousers,” “skirts and ripped T-shirts,” “docs and odd socks.” That last line was inspired by a poem my friend wrote, coincidentally they inspire this part of the poem. 
The topic of pronouns comes up a lot in this poem as it is an important part of a lot of people gender expression. For each of the people that inspired this poem it was an olive branch and a starting point for our friendships. Every time I got to share my pronouns with new people here I began to trust them more easily, it’s a way to show how similar people can be even when we all come from various places. “they/them is the first confident thing they say,” “hey/they you? They/them,” “they/them scattered across fabric.” 
In the second section from “ they’ve taught me so much” to “and I take my leave,” I focused more on the interactions I had with this person instead of their expression of gender. In the first verse I do talk about how their presentation of themselves seems confident and put together however the rest of the poem is more of what I learnt from them and how they made me more confident in myself. “they’re unapologetic, so right in themselves.” I felt that the interactions I had with this person were more inspirational than just how they expressed themselves. The first conversations we had were about our pronouns “a brief interaction, he/they you? They/them” this bridge a gap between us, and I believe aloud us to become better friends. Which is something I feared we wouldn’t be able to do. “I wonder if we could be friends.” 
The third section from “first impressions were never my thing” to “I wish I shared that” is more about how this person isn’t bothered about perceptions of themselves. How they are disconnected from their physical form. “perceptions of themselves so unique,” “their body so disconnected from them,” “comfort in themselves, unbothered by others.” Their perception of their own body is vastly different form my own and in this section of the poem I try to convey how I am envious of that and yet glad for them at the same time. “I cant help, but be jealous either,” “I wish I shared that” 
In the last section from “finding people like me” to “maybe even a twinge of confidence” I am talking about a personal experience. I have often found myself staring at myself in the mirror, but not understand how that person could be me. I see myself so differently in my head most of the time and then to be pulled harshly back into reality is quite daunting. “there’s the mirror, I’m string back at myself. It’s not someone I want to see. The image in my head, so different to the one in front of me” similarly to the beginning of the poem I am trying to convey how people express themselves through their physical form. For example, clothes, style, make-up, and hair. In this section I talk about how cutting your hair off can be a powerful form of gender expression. A straightforward way to make the image in your head match the physical body. “now it looks more like me.” I also wanted to convey how simple acts like this can hugely impact people trying to find themselves. 

