


My parents have signed me up
for dance lessons.

They think | should have a creative
hobby, like my sisters.

| can’tdraw.

| can’t sing.

So I’m going to try dancing.

It’s OK so far.







My sisters aren’t like me.
They’re really sociable.
And they both have boyfriends.

They look different too.
They’ve got hips and boobs.
Just like my mum.

My figure’s completely different.
Sometimes | get mistaken for a boy.




I’m thin.

Muscular.

Strong.

| get that from my dad.

I’m fit.
And I'm good at running.

I’m not keen on team sports
like volleyball and hockey.
| prefer being alone.







I’m learning classical ballet
and jazz.

- | have lessons once a week. .
Every few months we put on a show.

We’re not bad, | suppose.

The audience always claps anyway. -3
And my parents are proud of me. _"..
1y
But sometimes | ask myself .o
what I’'m doing here. ""

I’m not a dancer.
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