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This year's project is

This theme allowed us to

explore the gendered
experience, for, as we all
know, one of the greatest
social myths is gender. But,
other smaller myths affect
our everyday too. For
example, a specific aim of
ours is to tackle the myth
that feminism is an
exclusively female
ideology. Ultimately,

everyone experiences

gender, and this zine is
intended to be a distillation P ==
of those experiences!
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Metal woman of a mountain form
Fitting to hips, to shoulder hunch
To elbows stretched taut against battle lines
Slicing seven times, fast and all at once.

I dare you to call it elegant the way
Silver plated shin pads twist in

To skin slim twirls across the floor,
Under the neon lights betting for more.

But she does stand out like a pearl in a

Fountain of coins and shields catch the

Gold kisses of her curls and reflections

Of her image steeled the hurls of the

Waves in the night's reply. There.

From my blade to this river, to the corner of your eye.



Kalilandithe:Supercomputet:
CyberspaceandMiasmaasitheMythic;Feminine

Tiamat gathered together her creation Qlivia Ke]ly
And organised battle against the gods
- Second Tablet of the Enuma Elish

The Babylonian salt-demon and the pronged star of chaos have much in common.

Women, in myth and narrative, are first and foremost the drivers of disfuption®

one point, raping their own mother). In response, other lower Gods overthrow
the pacifist Absu and send Tiamat into a violent rage. She begets various evil
entities such as the Hydra, the Savage Dog and Qingu. Eventually, she‘is
conquered and violently decapitated. ’I
|
In both tales, the divine order is disrupted primarily by the actions of a! woman:
either she begets ‘problem children’ or herself takes the initiative to tear it down.

As Vasjkop writes, “When a female character threatens this order or system, she

becomes the chaos agent in the story.”
|
Other parallels can be drawn; inevitably, the discussion of women as chaotic

harbingers of death and demise will bring us to Kalika. Consort to Shiva, Rer

terrifying form and violent nature supposedly inspired the acts of devotional
Thugee gangs, roaming the Indian countryside, to rape, pillage and disrupt. Kali,
while undoubtedly tied to these connotations, additionally occupies the position of

a nature goddess, symbolising its eternal preservation against civilisation.



The supposedly immortal creation of man's civilised order, built to endure and exalt his
p;lrrialrt:]m! bt‘iﬁg, cannot withstand mother earth, Nature 1s eternal, unlike man. He codifies it
as ‘anything but me’, its torm too complex to cruly comprehend — except through the marrix of
his most hated possession: the female.

Maggie Roberts MIASMA delves into the dichotomy of order and chaos through the medium
of waste, “A waste incineration plant,” she writes, "is a chemical reactor char destroys some but
converes other substances to hazardous duse. slag, fileer ash. 400,000 new substances are creared
(’21(:]1 }"‘.‘.:\IT—, Nf,?\\"' (:0111]}0““('5 dre ['T’;Irlf_ipl_)st’.d in[‘(_} dan [1]1('011[’1’0”(’.(1 Fi(‘.](_‘l t'x].?t?[—'irﬂ(‘nr \«\-"l]t}'l
unknown consequences... Once elemental, waste recognises no boundaries™. (Roberrs, 2018)
Roberts rai
terraforming experiments in Capetown™. The failure or success of man's projects o creare and
subdue nature don’t simply destroy it The order is always disrupted by the chaotic
perseverance of narure in the end. even if Kali's new torm is repugnane, smelly and endemic.

s the exam PI“ of dead, miasmic lowerbeds created by “failed water hvacineh

The microbial b'q'.h'lgs M waste, Its dazz]in:_r grow:l] over the surface of our earch and its sr;'t'ping
into urban spaces is not the death of nature. but its adaptation. In a sense, “the very science and
t{'L‘.]]T’IUIUg}-’ tll:][ EI]IU\\"S hllm:lﬁ ]'I'istf)l'}" T iﬁt{”'\"(?n[:_’. :”-l gt’.o]ogi{' r‘lnﬂ:ﬂ,‘, :1]50 :]”U\-\'S s [0 kﬁﬁ_}\-\'
enrities thar many religions, indigenous culrures... have long known.™ Behind fragile order,
chaos conrinues as a constant. T he woman, man’s most hated *other’, his wastage in the divine
masculine creation myth, also remains, She cannor be dispelled from Eden.

T T T T S ST T sl | Sadie Plant describes the fem;ﬂc I'J'l)"t]l as Zero. She 1y

the null, the negation. She is genitally inverred. a
black hole that absorbs order and births chaos. This
does not mean she is nothing, she is only perceived as
such. Plant asks us whether the pacriarchal, lare-
capitalist realicy we exist in, dominaced today by
cyberspace and che encroaching specrre of Al has led
us to see Zerw as che absence of One, rather than
anacher enriry in irselt. Zero “stand[s] for noching and
make[s] cch-‘rhing work.” (Pl:mt. 1998} Withourt
Zero, the One could nor define iesclt; ic could not
birth its own order; it would irselt be Zero.

The representation of Zero as nothingness: of Tiamat and Eve as
154

the male-created mothers: of Kali as “anything but man’
negation of women’s creative identiry. When we cannot

comprehend Chaos, we see it as destructive, but as we begin o

understand that incomprehensibilicy, we come to understand its

creative potential. This potendial is frightening to ‘eternal order®

of patriarchy. like Tiamar's rampage frightening che divine order

of the gods. z



Fear over Al replicating itself is potent. Just as man's grear projects of conquering nature beget
wastage that defies our standards of good living, cyberspace and communications give rise o the
fear of something ‘other’ lurking wichin the code. Mankind's terrestrial sovereigney over its own

crearion is threatened by che potencial for a selt=replicating being: an AT thac thrives in the chaos of

algorithm we do not always understand. The plant-based miasma and Asimov's nightmare are one

and the same — an encity that defies man’s order of what should be as he has ordained it. As Maggie
Roberts writes. “the economy upon which the One is founded requires Zero for its reproduction;

(but) Zero is auto-productive—reproducing itself in a loop chat does not need o pass chrough the

Other since it is the locus of difference itself.” This matrix, the cyberspace, facilirates a rejection of
patrilinialism. The Zero reproduces through itself. It is an affront to the man-woman process of

creation, like woman-woman or woman-nothing. It is disruption of order.

Man has creared an order from cyberspace and his conguest of nature. Yet. the purusha of chaos
means that these children of circuitry and irrigation, begorren of the male as ‘Tiamar and Eve were,
incvitably rise o contese their facher — they become something he doesn’t undersrand, someching

hC ICSCILS.

Miasma and Al are che “reemergence of the teminising other”™, an “uncanny cuest™ of pulsacine lite
5 s 2

that deties the parri|inea|.

Kali, Eve. and Tiamat sic at their supercompliter, They are ph}'ing 111111eS\m'eeper.
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#I want to be held
How [ashti 1t was

5 Anannyslove K
ey £ "’

l We’never truly can'take up someone ’S space
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b but welare interwoven. She kneW me. Brought(out my.

Bathed‘r'n‘e{;l Blodenwedd’s petals - ‘.' .
E1rty mochyn' -

To;matc your example Pearl painted nails b1t of l1ppy

Compw F 5 \ Y .

qﬁ" '& .

[Fetime s%%w you my dance'
W hent the sun goes dowr} .
You know the colour deepens

It bleec‘l.s &,
¢ "A rebellionyRed sky at n1gh¢



Blackb atles +

Kaya Imogen ., :
¥ : - ) o

‘For this is part'at leastlofywhat/industrialism has(donelforyus

%

JItlisla k1nd of duty to see] smell suchi
places now and againyespecially smell them; should

forget they exist. Though perhaps it is better,nog @WG}E@'

. too)long:!
. i
. Blackbeatles burrow
a Intthat whrte house
g \With{thelwhite plcket fence)

Underground
Infest the nation’s carpet

It’s sticky

Sodden with marmalade

Smelling sweet
Like citrus

Like fried chips

Like rot
No
Like mam’s love.

Hiraeth.

The small of Her back.
Glacial.

We’re one flesh
But She holds me



Orla Sprosen

[ know one thing and that
18 that I'm not my mother
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The shitter
1S no place
to learn
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The Resea

1 am angry. kit R
I am not allowed to be angry. X ;
So, I am quiet...sometimes I do not know if it is for thern or for me.
I am allowed to be quiet. i
I find myself at my table again, pen in hand, blank expanse before me.

: So, I write to her,
g “the wise and the brave, the assertive and the dominant; the angry and the bitter;
7 , 3 “the shy and the timid; the loved and lover
T write to her, and her, and her, and her, and her,
ke, i?because we are not a monolith &
I tell her that we do not need to be palatable. We do not need to be marketable.
We simply need to be. i
eny their damaging falsehoods.
Deny their attempts to cement a link between blackness and hypersexuality

.through the commodification of black bodies. "’" /l

Deny the notion that black women’s inner lives and outward voices are not)

valid, simply because they are far more nuanced than comfortably digestible. I
Deny the perception that black women can only get attention or acclaim by j
limiting the complexities and mult1d1mens1ona11ty of their identity.

. “ How dare they"” A":”WI/ ;j

ﬁN 0 longer do I choke down their lies. I retch and heave at thelr Wretched lies.

/ 1?;,';, | - ’A-I\ipause :
/ {[/
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The E 9—‘1‘]—‘ gerof One
Wo ;)n at Car

I received an offer for a place a:, a women’s college ere no mixed colleges then of course
—in 1965. The school was dehghted I was terrified ¢ his bank balance and

observed t i y you were later toget =~

married and | : i ; § e rich husband, especially

Of course,
took place, L
were to

e prevailing attitude to educating C
and the carers of children. They

was seconds > partners. Nobody usually said this expli
ry powerful drivers of social influenc

My small seas lemic one — it mainly prepare
ursing and one who wantec
nore challenging, coll o riends there, and
eading off to univer serve that I had ‘always
ademic at all, but rather sleepwalking into the unknown

school to do he
their kind respe

been the acade

But there was
The Blue Stock
group for int

0 be clever as a woman was to be labelled a ‘bluestocking’.
founded in the 18th century by Elizabeth Montague as
She was something of an anomaly in the period, as she
after his death, thus allowing her to have unusual power
) d, consequently, her life. The term bluestocking refers to the
informal worsted blue stockings that were less expensive than the prestigious black silk ones.

;.s_-n.t""" :

—
Gradually though, the society was made fun of, presumably as it celebrated women s_,..-
achlevements Some comments were overtly hostile. Wﬂham Hazlitt, mﬂuentlal iteran

society... she sinks wherever she is placed like the yolk of the e
filth with her’. Being tagged a bluestocking meant that you we
attract male attention, and that association persisted in the 1960s. M
was very sorry afterwards): ‘you don’t want to be like Aunt{%lue eference to my clever,

unmarried great-aunt who went to LSE before the First World'War..--" -
~ N ‘}
s 1

5 r:{r't
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So, here’s the thing: you did need to be a clever woman if you were going to survive the
three-year tripos, but that meant braving, accommodating, and ignoring the prevailing
zeitgeist that to be clever was to be asexual and undesirable. And, with 10 men to 1 woman
— men who were pretty much all from single-sex schools and anxious to find out about a
new species called ‘women’ — the shame of being without a date on a Saturday night, alone
in your college room, was not fun to contemplate. Another myth in the making: to be a
woman, you need a man to desire you. Oh dear.

Girton was prozo%vomen undergraduates, and rightly so. This was a college founded
in the mid-19th century — the first residential institution offering university-level education
for women, and a bold step towards women’s full and equal participation in political, social
and economic life, though it took nearly 80 more years to become a full Cambridge college,
Barbara Bodichon (1827-1891) and Emily Davies (1830-1921) were leading foundets o
the college, and key figures in the mid-19th century campaign for women’s suffrage.
Through two world wars, undergraduates not only completed their tripos studies, bu
reared pigs and grew vegetables to feed the college and participated in the Air Rai
Precautions service. The local Girton Fire Brigade was founded by Girton students. So, here
was a college with a wonderful track record of promoting women, at odds with a mid-20¢

century ambivalence about doing so. But the social tectonic plates were moving.

The Second World War and the reconstruction of Europe meant that Western survival was

at stake. When you are fighting for survival, the inevitable result is a general philosophy o

‘do as you're told, Mother knows best’. But by the early 1960s, economic prosperity grew,

the populace had more to spend, and a kind of counter-cultural social revolution took place.

estern society began to question the status quo and was more generally anti-

authoritarian. In the US, there were (mainly peaceful) anti-Vietham demonstrations

protesting the US involvement in the Far East. ‘
Y - . 4

The Women's Liberation Movement was a political alighment of women and feminist

intellectualism that emerged in the late 1960s and continued into the 1980s, primarily in the \

industrialised nations of the Western world. This movement effected great political,

intellectual, and cultural change. Germaine Greer published her hugely influential book,

“The Female Eunuch’, in 1970. Civil rights movements, initiated in the 1950s, gained

momentum. There were the first stirrings of gay liberation at this time, though this really

gained traction in the 1980s with the AIDS epidemic. In 1969, the Stonewall riots took

lace in New York, and there was a greater openness about sexuality and same-sex

artnerships. The UK parliament passed an act decriminalising sex between men over 21 in

1967, though this happened much later in Scotland and Northern Ireland. This was the

decade of the Beatles and the Rolling Stones, of Mary Quant and the miniskirt (‘Aren’t your

egs a bit cold, dear?’, asked my Uncle Peter). Mick Jagger of The Rolling Stones wailed ‘1

can’t get no satisfaction’, which was Top of the Pops for a time in 1965, and seemed to su

up the need for different, demanding countercultural voices to be heard.




But by far the biggest change for women was the prescription of the contraceptive pill. This was
introduced in the UK for married women in 1961, but not generally licensed for unmarried
women until 1967. Even then, it was well known to us women in Cambridge that Dr A would
prescribe with no questions, Doctor B gave you a hard time, and don’t bother with Doctor C —
it wasn’t worth it. A law licensing medical termination of pregnancy up to 24 weeks was also
passed in 1967, provided certain conditions were met. This meant that unmarried women were
much more reliably able to have sex without getting pregnant, and thus could determine their
reproductive lives. Sexual freedom for women was undoubtedly liberating in the immediate
sense, but it had a far greater indirect effect. If 2 woman could plan when to have a family (or not
have one at all) then she, in the same way as a man, could enrol, develop and maintain a career.
Attitudes had still to catch up with this transition, but it was a step change in the way women
" S Fcould view their independence. Anatomy was no longer destiny.

v

The Divorce Reform Act 1969 was also important to women’s independence. This act reformed

the law on divorce in England and Wales by enabling couples to divorce after they had been
separated for two years if they both desired a divorce, or five years if only one wanted a divorce.
Men and women could end marriages that had “irretrievably broken down”, and neither partner
~ had to prove “fiilillti’. Women (and men) did not have to remain stuck in a loveless marriage.

.

8% e :
So, we ‘60s women who had set out on a comparatively sheltered, intellectual journey into
adulthood were now challenged to engage with a much more open and liberated world. This, of
course, was exciting, but it was not necessarily comfortable to shake off old parental and societal
values, which carried a degree of certainty, to embrace the uncertain brave new world. Erik

Erikson, an American psychologist, wrote about psychosocial development through the life
cycle. He — and Carl Jung before him — were amongst the few psychologists who felt that early

family relationships were not the only important influence on human beings, and that later life *

. carried opportunities and challenges for growth and development. He formulated eight

P overlapping stages of development across the life span. The one pertaining to adolescence is
couched as a dilemma for the developing individual — in this case, ‘Identity versus Role
confusion’. He posited that the desired outcome for this stage is ‘Fidelity’ — or, put another way,
that the adolescent develops an identity which is true to themselves within the context of their

’ social world.

And being able to become true to yourself, being self-determining and released from old
restrictive attitudes, was a huge gift to me and my peers. We sort of got through our degrees,
some better than others. We started our careers — mine slightly stop-start taking account of my
husband’s career moves and punctuated delightfully with children and grandchildren. Things
_weren’t perfect in the subsequent decades, but there was no going back. At a recent 50-year
reunion, most of us were fulfilled in what we had done with our lives and felt overwhelming
gratitude for an experience of being a ‘60s woman undergraduate at Cambridge. In my case
was conscious of a debt to be paid for the privilege of that education, in that particular decade,’
and only when I finally got a senior post, did I feel that I had given enough back to myself, toy
my college, and to those courageous enough to fight for change in the 1960s.

91
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Feminism? Sﬂclallsmr
Jo Bunkie

Women'’s oppression can find its roots deep within the development of private property
and class society, whether in the feudal era or modern-day monopoly capitalism.

Within Tsarist Russia, where the absolute power of the Tsar was upheld

~|largely by the Orthodox Church, it was ruled that women were the

|property of men, and even domestic violence was enshrined in law.

“ Women were forced to carry out domestic labour in the home, and many

L "were largely illiterate, which played a part in preventing political

“consciousness. Flash forward to Russia today: capitalist oligarchs reign
supreme over the country, domestic violence was once again %

decriminalised in 2017, and a reactionary politics, such as the
~|criminalisation of the LGBTQ+ community, is being brought to the
- forefront of the Federation.

The origins of such oppression can be found by tracing the history of]
women’s oppression through the evolution of humankind’s material

& conditions. This analysis was undertaken by Friedrich Engels in The Origin
% of the Family, Private Property and the State. Development in modes of | Fw
production, from hunter-gatherers to agriculture, generated a surplus ofifu

#alongside ideologies and forms of oppression as means to justify divisions between human
! beings. Work historically assoc1ated with men, such as hunting giving way to ammal

B under capitalism, developments in the means of production allowed women tow,_- .
. participate in both the industrial and domestic workforce, as machinery removed the
lengthy training necessary to produce commodities.
_This placed an even larger burden upon women’s shoulders: they too could be exploited at the
hands of the capitalist class in the workplace as well as in the home. Austerity has marginalised
women globally by making domestic labour (e.g. childcare) financially inaccessible to most.
Consequently, the average woman in Britain carries out 18 hours of unpaid domestic labour per
: week compared to men’s 6.5 hours (as of April 2023).

Global capital further undermlnes the material posmon of women, where in
sweatshops many are worked to death for pennies on the pound. Also,
despite ‘laws’ that prohibit sexual violence, the 1% conviction rate of rape
accusations in our own country attests to the failures of capitalism in solving

violence against women. This is attested by a TUC poll published in May
last year that showed 2 in 3 young women had experienced sexual
harassment, bullying or verbal abuse at work.




Most victims don’t report it for fear of not being believed or
damaging their working relationships and career prospects. So,
although capitalism accommodated women’s liberation movements
for a time (universal suffrage being an example), progress has visibly
grounded to a halt. Bourgeoisie, liberal, and reformist attempts to end
women’s oppression are bereft of solutions. Overall, the outlook for
women’s liberation under capitalism is damning.

Failure to unite upon class lines has devolved many movements
into infighting. An example is the divide that TERFism brings to
modern-day feminism. The active exclusion of trans people from
gendered spaces and crying out at the erasure of “womanhood”
prevents us from seeing the forest for the trees. It is not trans
people creating the misery faced by many women today, but
capitalist austerity and its beneficiaries that continue to steal the
material gains won through collective struggles. -
F -,
One example is the systematic annihilation of the (already meagre
and degrading) system of trans healthcare provided by NHS due to
Erampant privatisation, all while whipping up a moral panic against
~.trans women by insisting that they are a threat to ‘women’s spaces’.

i Given that last year’s census indicated only 0.1% of the population
of the UK are trans women, statistically this idea is absurd. Ruling- .

Sbetween the mass movement and leadership | led to stagnatlng energy and no radical

Y change in elther the sentencing or laws

decline rapidly. A 2022 report released by the Health Foundation
revealed that women’s life expectancy in Britain was below every
+» OECD country in the world, other than Mexico. The UK has the




rights to be head of household, and received equal pay. Attention was paid to
women's childbearing role and maternity laws were introduced banning long
hours and night shifts, alongside paid leave at childbirth, family allowances, and
child-care centres. Abortion was legalised in 1920, divorce was simplified, and
civil registration of marriage was introduced. In the words of Lenin: "In the
Eliteral sense, we did not leave a single brick standing of the despicable laws which
_placed women in a state of inferiority compared with men." And it was not just

@& women who benefitted from an end to bourgeoisie dictation on gender roles and
profit exploitation. Homosexuality was decriminalised under the Soviet Republic
=8 when Bolshevik leaders stated there would be no difference between
s homosexuality and heterosexuality under the law. Although Stalinistig. . o e
i bureaucracy demolished these victories, paving the way for Russia’s modern-day g
- oppression, Sovietism demonstrates what can be materially achieved for equality

g under a democratically planned economy and the abolition of class society.

So, I ask: is your feminism one that desires not mere equality under the law, but material
il liberation for women and other oppressed people? Does it see the hypocritical dealings o
capitalist women and self-proclaimed feminists for what they truly are: poorly hidden
attempts to divide the working class? Moreover, are you willing to fight for such equality
& the only way you can: through the abolition of capitalist exploitation? If so, then you may

B be more than a feminist: perhaps a socialist, and if I might be so hopeful a communist.

F fas ™™ T o,
To quote Rosa Luxembourg, ‘the contemporary mass struggle for the pohtlcal equahty o

\ s women is only one part of the general liberation struggle of the proletariat, and therein lies

; 1ts strength and its future o M TR

b
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the painful discrepancy between policy and protection on a London night-out.

eer: shiny cosmopolitanism, glittering progressiveness, a bold forefront of openness and
i consistent with this brand. Sadiq Khan has plastered photos across the underground tellingus
form of harassment’, how to check that sexual harassment survivors are “OK”, and occasionally
See a feminist poem to skim through when your eyes drift on 2 mind-numbingly long tube journey.
Pub Watch has ensured that most female toilets have #askforangela posters stamped on every door.

This veneer, in all fairness, does not peel off for majority of the day. In the last 6 years that I have lived in this city, I
have noticed catcalling becoming more sparse, perverted staring less palpable, and daytime groping a rarity. Don't
get me wrong, [ still carry a whistle on my keys, never wear mini-skirts on public transport, and have my location
shared at all times during the day because while I feel safer, I am not delusional. My point is not that nothing has
improved, but that policymakers have cultivated a shallow sense of greater security for women in London
compared to previous years,and that this is endangering us more. So, when I advocate to ‘kill Angela’, | mean that
we need to obliterate the illusion that these perfunctory policies promote: that a female Londoner is alright on a
night out. Far from it: we are experiencing a subversive and grossly carnal form of harassment nonstop, and
believing the illusion tempts us and our male allies to let our guards down.

Seeing the aforementioned exhibitionism about intolerance towards sexual
assault made quite the impression on my pliable 17-year-old mind. Itching to
finally get my ID in June, my only source of information about nocturnal
London were other party-starved, freshly-18-year-old girls whose version of
a great night out constitutes anything better than a half-empty house party.
So, naturally, I thought London nightlife was going to be liberating,
itillating, and freeing, and that if sexual misconduct did occur it would be a
brutal, viclent form of assault that would imprison 2 man for decades.
Terrifying as that prospect was, I thought that at the very least it was
avoidable: cover my drink, stay in a big group, no isolated alleyways, and all
the other standard procedures instilled in young girls.

Then I turned 18! June l6th 2023. Within the first 3 nights out, the gulf between what I thought of London men and
their true form expanded, and with it my sense of security dissolved. I began to understand why people cannot go
clubbing sober, because aside from seeing people’s endearing awkwardness with more clarity, sobriety scrapes the
empowering veneer off with every passing minute. Suddenly you have to be tipsy at minimum to try to avoid
noticing how many men are pressing up against you as they move past or gripping your thighs and waist. You
have to be tipsy to pretend the men fixating on you are innocently admiring your body. You have to be tipsy to
pretend that the men whispering inside your ear, or kissing your neck, are funny and not revolting. Rainer Maria
Rilke in 1903 described his fear of a crude, carnal sexuality in men: “there is in his sense of sexuality something
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narrow, seeming savage, hateful, time-bound”. 120 years later I see this carnality and violeng in male sexuality
emerge powerful as ever at night, yet women are being led to feel more secure in a London that has a persistent

ugly underbelly. The underbelly is surviving precisely because these policies grant men immunity from actual
behavioral change. We need to strip this veneer off'and stop creating a false illusion that the ‘savage’ tendencies o

male sexual expression are repaired. Redirection from performative policy is a necessary prerequisite o effective
eradication of sexual aggression and bystander complacency in all spheres of London, at all times of da o

i

The reason the veneer fosters a social environment o ‘ 6

that is tolerant of such vile behaviour is primarily |
through the art of contrast; my friends and I felt ‘
so startled at the frequency of sexual harassment o

in the city's clubs compared to the relatively sound

behaviour of daytime London that we were

essentially paralyzed and did not knowhowto

handle more covert forms of assault. This then
becomes a cumulative effect — the more we
looking around and seeing other women's
complacency with men touching them left and
right, the more we started to limit our reaCti
an eye-roll

e
W

e |

or a slight clenching of our arms away fron Suddenly we start to question whether maybe we ought to
be enjoying the way they touch us, and maybe ou ali
asone man told me in one of these clubs.

Moreover, telling people about your experience in a ity like i self enn it typically goes
one of two ways: either you are told that London is rapidly chan hese tlets for

that it is your fault or anything’): Only going to gay clubs or not going out at all is not an adequate
do not want to enjoy myself'in a finite number of locations or to have to resign to the inevitability of men’'s
behaviour. It is not inevitable, it is cultivated. With every act of complacency — regardless of gender — we are
widening the gulf between what the catchy slogans on London’s TFL promote and what women face night upon
night when all they want is to feel unencumbered from the w& of womanhood for a while.

: _——

Another reason the veneer fosters tolerance of gross behavior is by making people feel satisfied with the
change enacted thus far. We hear ol#eT generations proudly parade how different the night out life is today
from when they were younger-. Tk not have a code word to ask for at the bar, Angela did not exist. Now
that she does, people are laying kay d patting themselves on the back for what a radical change this is.
Comparisons toa time when wometthad z&ro protection cannot be.the sta use this prevents us from
seeing the pitfalls of current policies; anyone » who has tried to ask F rAngela, as [ have, w:ll find that the lack of
anonymity in the policy actually puts them at moreffisk of making a1 _ some bartenders
cannot even hear what you are saying in the club s all subtlety flies-out '
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d one only, since not going
are only band-aid solutions to an
rd anger. For women to do this safely
ent. Typically, these men are cowards

[ e )
So, what are our solutions beyond expressing revolt at th&eiféh_a
out, carrying defense tools, gomggilubs or asking for fa at the
eternally hemorrhaging wound in our social fabric. The solu
it requires firm, obvious refusal of these small, subtle

ietmgb t disgusting and barrassmg is the only weapon we
) to engure that this crude sexual aggression dissolves and
begins to hurt male egos instead of fueling them.

Self in women's reactions t their own and others’ experiences, as we
. heawy tisk involved when 2 woman stands up for herself. Sadiq Khan needs to
start rhmkmg outside the box of Ask Angela and tube posters — we need radical training for bartenders and
bouncers to be proactively searching for sexual harassment that is never not there instead of passively waiting
to be approached; by which point a woman's night has been ruined. Other men need to not just pull a woman
subtly away, b.u;%ress active disgust by their behaviour and likewise report to bouncers.

N

which is something [

‘Causing a commotion is terrifying -- it is another form of taking up spa
S(ic at commotion;

ow a lot of women like me feel uncomfortable doing. But London is I3

se of the night and not just the day. Irmy eun’s ourageous protagonist in the ‘Artifl
urge o “give my temperament the full rein”, inism has progressed tangibly enough L
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Ceci n’est pas un mythe
g Astl}ildHealy f ﬁ%@ ted,

a myth held close in my bare hands and r en ed

the answer to a craving
fruit picked fresh from the tree

and pressed and squeezed like i am

oozing.

a myth devoured like an absent father.

juice running down my arms - cleansed and distant and unscaled
acurse seething from something unknown
this may sound like sin but it is worse my myth unresolved

a myth like an absence my myth

silence sour in your mouth - metallic even

like biting your tongue and keeping quiet about it.  5m new
see how i slip away from the first person singular  p, t5r
coward in my intimacy

shielded in the quiet

my myth an amulet, a web i spin
a lie, a fragile little thing
pathetic really

my myth a deception i indulge in hiding pai
bulging in my chest

which i shall not call mine.

the pain lying subdued and small
which i pretend i don’t recall.

my myth myself the love i expect to kno
my myth renewed repeated to no
end - i must remain removed,
fabled fictitious a story to be told.
i know not truth nor salvation
only narration, spoken word and pen to paper
myth in the making making up for la
something i lost along the way
something i long for earning back.
i know not roots only regret

only the exits and departures

one foot in one foot out

a brief return, remove myself
collect what’s mine, moving out

i know not roots nor regret

only the exits and departures
one-way ticket, no return

dusting it off

a quick surrender.

i know regret i know remorse

yet all of this becomes an afterthought

clean i am distant and unfeeling
m fate i cannot be the same
cles the cycles the cycles

i cdnnot be the same
king Sisyphus mine ag
yth Held close



ATRANSEXUAL SITS BEHIND A
SMOKESCREEN, §O SULTRY
AND ENTICING; AND THEY SAY
T0YOLU:

Picture this. Sat in my room, incense smoke drifting across my computer screen. There's
tobacco littered across my desk with a few tendrils threatening to weasel into the keyboard.
Luckily for me the webcam fails to pick up such information; all the doctor sees is a fresh
faced smile. I've put in earrings for this call. A slightly pink gloss. All things that have
been worn past 7PM, but at 10AM feel absolutely foreign. I can't think of any other
condition where every minute aspect of the self is considered in its diagnosis.

Gender dysphoria. In fairness, it's quite catchy — I'like the 'y".
He asks so many questions:

Which parts of your body do you hate?
Which parts are too big or too small?
Do you like having a penis? St WAl
What sort of sex do you like? \ y !
And what sort of person for the sexing?
To penetrate or not o penetrate?

OT are you privy (o be penetrated?

...masturbation habits?

The incense smoke now casts my screen back into the 20th century.

[, the bourgeois transvestite sat in the psychoanalyst's chair. Maybe I would rather it was 1920; for
£600 I'd much rather have opiates than a crude piece of paper saying, 'this male dislikes its penis'.
And in these questions a certain image begins to form. They're all questions that denote a range of
expected answers, and in their multitude, it is an image of high resolution. An image of what a trans
person looks like, feels like, acts like. There is an expectation of what they should want and a focus
on what they should hate. He says it is evident I have already started my transition (was it the
earrings?), and I did get my diagnosis, but I still live with a strange sinking feeling as to the journey
getting there.

For me, dysphoria is not the dominant theme. I'm quite lucky that I am nonbinary, that I give little weight to
the nonsensical logics of gender as they reflect on the self. Euphoria, movement towards freedom, towards
ambiguity and non-categorization, is the source of my contentment. And yet here in this setting, I had to gear
my responses (o fit within the mental snapshot he was trying to form from me. For you see, he was parroting
one of gender's great lies. The idea that it is created in coincidence with the beginning of one's existence, that it
is created in a singular moment. Never mind the childhood lessons that say perfection and love is to be found
within beauty and youth. Never mind an adolescence filled with endless chiding and teasing should one wish
to express an emotion beyond brute anger. Gender, as is with any social construct, is



created by its performance. It exists within space and time, engaged with within moments. This performance
dulls when alone and is quickly heightened within interactions. And here he was trying to find my 'instance’,
asking me the specific moment and date I 'knew', as if a younger age would give more weight to my case, as if
to always have existed in pain and discordance was the desired norm and requisite, as if a homogenous self is
a self with a more pressing cause.

In the saddest way I knew to hide my aberrations. I like heels, I like pink, sometimes I feel ugly (true insanity)
S0 it wasn't hard to talk in his terms. But for me, my truth is that I am simply not 2 man; no further
extrapolations to be made. Movement away is what brings me joy. To explain my femininity — understand that
in a system of diametric opposites — taking motifs from that which is posited as the other side is a powerful
symbol of such movement.

Such ideas went very poorly with a previous therapist. Sat opposite each other in an airy room, comfortable cups
of tea and all, she rebutted my need for hormones with a smile, justifying this in reference to her previous
patients. Some of these were trans women from the 90's who felt broken and inferior on the deepest level.
Women who felt inauthentic and insecure. For them, hormones would be the salve that made them real,
biological, natural and innate. Inauthenticity would be sidelined and contained within the ritual of medication,
rather than be evidenced on the skin.

And yet, I do not look at cis people and feel defective. I do not regard them as more 'biological'. What on earth does
that mean. I have not had my cardiovascular system refashioned out of PVC piping. I understand that there are
those in society who perceive the proportions of a cisgender body as reaching transcendentality, as if something

divine has been achieved in the combination of perfect narrative, ratio and order when one's
shoulders are of the correct breadth alongside the correct genitals and a voice to match.

But these standards change across the ages. They alter across peoples. Aboriginal
Australian trans women wear their beards without contradiction. And in contrast, in the
west, we construct superfluous narratives atop the biology of others. Such fetish for
catching egorisation! A large breast maketh the slut. Ridiculous, and even further these
narratives seem to have been written with the goal of eternal war with the self, even if
movement is made in the ‘correct’ direction of one’s biology. How is it that a scrawny man
is less of 2 man, unless he feels himself to be 2 woman, where in such instance it is now
impossible for her to ever escape her previously questioned manhood? Iudicrous!



These ideas were brought (o this therapist. I told her I felt a dysphoria of sorts, but that I was not particularly
enchanted by the traditional notions of Man and Woman, that [ saw no reason in internalising such an arbitrary
system of aesthetics, logics and philosophies. Far too broad in scope. Far too narrow a range of acceptable
behaviour and performance. Not (oo dissimilar (o a religion, (o a star sign. Born under the sign of Aries, I am
supposed to be hot-headed, passionate, and warlike. And similarly simple logics are used in the creation of gender.
Think of the reactions when a child is born under the sign of male, evidenced by his penis: 'Hurrah! He will exude
strength and power!" (he is yet to walk), 'already such a heartbreaker!' (the only vagina he has ever
touched is his mum's).

In short, she recommended that hormones were not for me. She was very wrong. I love them. I take them every day
and they have brought me peace, contentment and an excitement for life, where previously such a spark was in

dangerously short supply.

It does make me rather sad that in order to get them I had to hide a part of myself in that conversation with the
doctor. In the pantomime of my renewed 'instance', my 'birth', my renegotiated star sign, I had to talk as if
everything fit. A story of tragedy flowed from my mouth that related in part, but it was not really my own. I had to
gender myself, give gendered performance, when I am nonbinary and gendered performance feels more suited to
aesthetic rather than the denotation of an innate self. It’s funny how transgenderism is painted as a contagion; this
is pure mirror-talk. Gender is sticky, it clings to a body, yet people carelessly cast, spill, and throw it around. People,
gender, skin, and flesh and organs: they sort bodies into narratives derived from centuries worth of media and
literature and act shocked when the mind moves away from such serpentine constriction. They act surprised that
people reject such archaic suffocation. I reject it in whole and I want no part in this play. For what reward one finds
in assimilation, the loss of freedom and sovereign self is far too high a price to pay.







Funny Little Things Elise
Batchelor
There’s something funny in the way

I've successfully shaken my disordered eating

But I'll;always quietly celebrate a drunk chunder

jihcre’s something funny in the way,
ThefStaies in the stieet

Turned from lustiul

A meﬁ! who would asl%@r mynu ber

ik dlsappearedwhenltumedl8'«"-'

And there’s definitely something funny in the way
I wanted to write 40 not 20
There must be something about me
Something that wanted more than what I was
Something in me that hates what I've been

" And hates what I've become



mindmapping myth —=—

———
S —— b nikusia
— Tanrdoing construction.
One week after moving in I am already dismantling the furniture, strugghng to

heave the bed back from

Our wall, a glossy block of marble I now need to sculpt.

There is an urgency.in thls work; I found the flakes oft 1 old pi
= carpet yesterday. ===
= Solam domg construction.
= Experlen%%as taught me to begin from the peripheries, [

use what you know, 1

the familiarity of black scrawl on white paper,

but god, this requires drastic action.

And so I slide a nail into where the last conspiracy I wove myss

peel

and I de-shed, detach,

its tackiness I stick (@

he Wall N plastermg, extra paddl ng

el © " e or Cuttmg ‘markmg up.

L ghs];oﬂate thd 1imbS o the St@,a and lodge them into difi€
parts of the s
plot that 1 consider keepiﬁg; with a wet paintbrush [ ¢
protagonist I once had. .
It wheezes as it is drawn into life,
long spindles drifting towards a centre of gravity,

arching towards a narrative.

My folkrtale transfigures itself from woman, to lover, to vixen;i@
its casta Pandora’s Box of a parable

= which I have welded together into rafters
of the fairytale my fingers are piecing together.
I'am doing construction
and sketching the chat@%fers, chronology, climax, conclu
of the saga I have naivér'fy-,‘bleary—eyed, day-dreamed intel
[am ghost writing '
because god forbid I am made secondary, sidekick
and you do all the scripting yourself
When I one day move out,
the patterned trails of this wall will show
- howdmaderemadeus-everandioveinhtill oS il B

E = _L‘m

FERRRY




Mothers who mis¢
biological duty __c

drinking B i e modern age the barren wommb becomes a
reification of a hyper individualist society which is not conducive to
child rearing. The bad masculine woman, and sometimes its inversion,
the weak feminine man, takes the blame for the breakdown of

" communities under neoliberal capitalism. In Fleabag, Clare’s vindictive
insecure husband blames Fleabag for what he thinks is her

miscarriage, calling it a ‘goldfish out of the bowl situation’.

Can one imagine the
- vitriol that a woman
would face if she
miscarried the Messiah?
J present the Myth of
That Bitch Elise, my
friend and editor of this
zine, who had a blood
clot so large that the
only explanation was
that she had miscarried
a virgin pregnancy. A
f‘J pregnancy that was

rh meant to be the ﬂ
Messiah. Elise became

the anti-Madonna,

incorporated into the

religious canon as she ! '

who doomed humanity :

with her

antidepressants,

- cigarettes and bourgeois
subversiveness.
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~ have dont ’ Aad it been me in Her place. A curse should be violent.

The original Implant lodged, firm and unshakable, an in-built time bomb. A mark
of shame, of pain to come from within, our own fault, a self-inflicted blemish, our
sin. Women were evil, corrupted by this thing that steered them and equipped
them to corrupt others in turn — that much was made clear. Men were its victims,
our victims, taken in by wiles and smiles, beguiled, innocent as a child until she
had him where she wanted him, between her legs, in her very Curse, intimate as

sin, flesh on flesh.
Not only would it damage men, this Cursed region, but, given the chance, it wo
maim the very women who bore it. Wayward fingers wandering astray
response to rumours like tumours that infected the female mind. They hoped t
this Curse might not be so dangerous after all, but something in which they co
even find pleasure — or perhaps some part of themselves they'd misplaced.

| don’t recall if someone told me about the biting or if | inferred it for myself, but
the age of ten the image was firmly lodged in my imagination: this dreaded thi
between my legs, intimate and intimidating, deadly and destructive and arm
with the fangs of divine justice incarnate. That wailing and gnashing of teeth frg
Revelation was hidden in the folds and shadows of the body's crossroads, the
shameful centromere, all-consuming always, poised to swallow you whole. Gua
it with your life, the elders said, to protect both others and yourself. No-one
love you if you let them close enough to see it, they said. My imaginati
sketched a greedy, guzzling second throat, salivating in anticipation, lips pull
back in a snarling, frenzied grin as it awaits its prey. Pray for your immortal so
they told me, that the corruption does not spread from your core. Keep a cle
heart and a contrite mind and cling to purity — a purity so lofty and unattainable
to be fictitious.
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anexploration of life withPMDD .

every l_non!h, W|t'hout fail, ﬁ_ Emlly : -

- o a witch inhabits me. { WA

R i tried to call her a monster, r;-, e\ ]
£ but failed when % et

}\q i realised she was no less o _

- me than i was. X5 I ;

every month, without fail, L
i will be reduced |t g
~~ to atoms, and ; J 3
rebuilt from the weakest
tissue paper.
any breeze will crack me,
shatter me, :
blow me away with it. i T

every month, without fail, i
¢ i will lie ,

awake at night, reaching for i P

) the old teddy bear i cannot '

4 part with. i
- i will lie awake, clutching it, -
“as if an old, floppy Vi bty
panda will stop the . ’ Fatdedh
witch from hauntlng

girl inl ablts my body.
i tried calling her a witch “'ﬁ
but she laughed, .
and ran,
and stopped to look
back at me. o —
vT:‘ouId a W|tch take your life apart, piece by piece, and make you

: X watch?’ P .

A SEREEE - i said no. ‘ e

2\ X" maybe she is me, 5

\ - . 3 P —— - . B

| \ 5 - afterall.



e B P,

" g
5 Basklng in a clip top Jar [9)% the window ’

Of my mum’s lavender attic,
I'm drinking the light
8 Weaving my
Heartstrmgs into love’s lace :
3/ Expectlng all the right things r“
The way a child blushes the Earth -
¢ B Threadmg sun into flowers. "j
P, A WE
In her girlhood plctures in boxes everywhere, mum’s
o ARsmE MET W Salting, incorporeal, flowersick, §¥ -
3 j Tender, cyber-breathing, glittered, finger-picked. Has ;
& All of this expectation of scruzing atria torn like sandpaper,
; o | Vlolet streaks crushed in knuckles. ﬂ
T T
. Through the window I can see p‘h‘"
My suncatcher butch melting { [
. . lazily into the young grass *
— ¢ Of our wilting town. Hours past
Linens shimmered, unbuttoned, p= ra)
shaken off apple-starred skin.
ST And butterfly kisses F
¥ (railed down breasts, down stomach,

: % Like free falling through heaven
5 4 In touches woven with §

5 L B8 roses, and hlacs and a thousand beady eyes ‘
'r‘ y That cut the woman out of me with their glare.
. Etninn =~ 2
. I reconstruct daughterhood in my ribcage ==-"
< Sy ot But not in the world’s

As if fear of being all that you are
was born with you
And not made

- My life will never be mine

T Until my body is

; That is true for everybody

I'm a baby in these boxes and

I haven’t seen what there is beyond

being outside of the world

" And locking it away.

Whittling our ribs into wind chimes

To make the sort of love people breathe in
To harmonise with the iron that weaves the cage. ...

Fate is a mother,

Yielding, for the sake of future lovers

Spidertrapping prisons

Only when the ground is smooth

And the water rushing sweet

I want our pictures to move

7 I want to be old and proud

And to do that, all I must do is breathe and

; Never say anything.

So we must depetal everything and decide we love us

And devote our lives to making them honest

Stars called love from the river to the sea
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This is a project I worked on in 2028 which comments on how social media is
our way of self-mythologising. It plays with Plato's ‘Allegory of the Cave’ from
his Republic, in which he tells a story of men who have been chained up in a
cave from birth and have only ever experienced shadows on the wall cast by
objects moving behind them. They therefore think that these shadows are all
there is to reality.

In a similar way, we, and especially women, can be led to believe that the
images people curate for their social media platforms are their reality —
leading to comparison which negatively impacts our self-esteem. I
photographed three women and a trans man with their social media profiles
projected onto their faces, to contrast how what they want the world to see
them compared with how they appear to a viewer in an everyday moment.
The use of the projector plays with the idea of the shadows on the cave wall but
this time they are looking into the light and not at the shadows. This project
was especially poignant for the trans man photographed, who was happy to let
me use posts from before their transition to talk about the person they were
showing the world verses the person they truly are.

31






KatieHeggs

line up with everything I K

‘Sex’ (S-e-x) was something that worr > i
did no eas driv
as a kind of power to exert over men (boys). i

seemed able enoug}i' to me. When
received unsolicited res of men’s péﬁSes I did
fact, I more often than no { repulsed.
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’ Mn‘ ‘were the ones wholdecided howssexually atiractive
OUIT: '[;v,;—u[!i—v y Felgy
& . agendawasimales

But it ﬂj"i eally), true. Men GIGNIOTIATEIENSIT SSWi
-
it ui“rgu easily. Not whemifitwas “our Secret

[he -medﬁ d l‘gighed and their faces contorted i
pleasure andil k ew*knewt ere and then tha

hatred was a myth. How ‘eould a man hate me when

this — this (feeﬁig sensation, touch,

tion, obsession). This feeling of being in completeicontrol:

Surely the next, nat}npl step was lovers

s®

- a myth!lﬂd‘l’d!nﬂ’iar;’_a} It was a myth! (I tol(@r
friends). It was a myth! (I told myself, in the dark,
"-szt before I fell asleep).

[ thi
I g

- A
. - Y
I think I became so addicted to_fhe fecliﬁg because it was such
a double edged sword. TMdea itself existed
~as amyth in the momente%If;,d'fdn’t exist in the Word%nd
actions that camie aft (Slag. Slut. Whore. Used.
Ran through) But.in the moment, I knew it was true. I held
that feelin, T%ilose to me like a piece of treasure,
’ or a prize. A golden lie that only really glowed in the dark.
When you've been labelléd. a slut, you might as well play into
> it./Boys would never believe otherwise
anyway. I might aswell lie still whilst the myth was false. If

y‘fn}?a?moment If only in the dark.
_}. s
N & \ ) ” {fr’

CAARS” %



the mystic of queer relations

her soft silk skin melted into mine

my friend confessed ‘I wish I was gay’

I suffocated as my first serious relationship was strangled
hiding from my family every time I saw her ]

The pain pierced through me when there was no one to share my happy memories with

Like a scorching hot sensation in my throat, my chest, my stomach

friends detached and disengaged

longing for a warm embrace from my parents — a smile from my mother when I could recount
to her our sweet moments

i

my mouth was slammed shut by shame

my parents aren’t hate-criming homophobes but never could I bring my girlfriend home o
utter her name ‘
I came out to my Mum and we didn’t speak of it for a year
I told her about my girlfriend a year later and she was still stunned
a year later
she sent me a text but we did not speak of it again
when it ended
my mother found nothing else to say except clean up your spoon whilst
tears
ran
down
my
face

‘you just look gay’
I always found this one so odd
did I just have a gay face?
A gay body
shit my hairy armpits musthave

what did people ever mean when they said this?
mostly it felt like stereotypical bullshit

‘maybe I should get a septum and then people wo
‘no one would even know I'm gay’ -

queer love is not a fantasy nor a mystical utop@u
hide -
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This may come off as terribly bitter — maybe I'm just a bitter person
This is not a speech policing tactic — you can say whatever you'd like

queer love can be just as beautiful and destructive as straight love

and when I talk about queer love I just mean love between two queer people because I don’t
think there’s such a thing as queer love — a love topical to queer people — rather we’ve been
forced to believe that there is a fundamental difference

a difference that has been constructed — that’s forced so many of us to go through life-changing
experiences

a first kiss

sex for the first time — and no one to tell

there’s no birds and bees talk — there’s no warning signs because you couldn’t get pregnant
anyways so why would it matter

lesbian relationships are seen as this idealised heaven in which two women who love each
other suddenly means

no manipulation, violence, cheating, heartbreak

maybe queer relationships are just not real enough or maybe women are just so wonderfully
caring

this pseudo-valorisation of women by biologically essentializing them is ludicrous and
reinforces gendered stereotypes that we should always combat

every cell of my body ached for the moment when my skin did not shiver when I held her
hand in public

when I kissed her soft lips

when her body slipped into mine

hidden away from everyone




Do you know me now?
Love me now?
lay out my sinews and my sweat for scrutiny —
Crucify me then, because I will not
>sist the anxious habit, temptation of the soft, coxing voice.
toderradlirnierable
And to be nothing at all?
To reach inside myself and find no words, no letters.
Ordered and gkact, precise and clarifying — no.

hat covers mine, it is the only clarifying air,
Cutting through the fog
nd the world is clear.
You digﬁ’{ flinch away,
Nor exact Pilate’s vengeance for
The knowledge of that voice.

And hold.
And stead:
And still.

Why thenwas this fo
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The myth of the perfect man: queer identity and traditional

expectations of masculinity
Reuben Aston

When we're young, we all have an idea as to who it is we
want to become. For many it is based in large on the media
we are exposed to. Not only can this be incredibly harmful in
perpetuating stereotypical gender roles, but as a gay person
who grew up in the 2010s, all that really existed was
heterosexual-oriented media.

When you're at such an impressionable age
and only just starting to come to terms with your sexuality, seeing

characters with whom you feel like you can resonate as perpetually
being the butt of the joke only grows the sense of self-hatred that
you may be harbouring. To take a specific character, let's examine
Damian in ‘Mean Girls' (2004). He is mainly there for comedic effect,
with lines such as “he’s almost too gay to function” used for this
purpose. Whilst this is not necessarily harmful, it does emphasise the

attitudes that are faced in with, both media and in school.
Conversely, when we look at the way that the straight (particularly

male) leads are presented in teen shows and films from this period, we
see that the womanising nature of these characters not only leads to
them being accepted within their social sphere, but is seen as
venerable. Leaving the overt misogyny expressed here aside, how are
young gay men expected to view themselves?

We grow up watching James Bond (possibly the most egregious womaniser
in pop culture) and then, in the media that is specifically aimed at our
demographic, we see the exact same messages being perpetuated.

We are repeatedly shown the male saviour who swoops in to rescue a
damsel in distress. Or the one who kills all the criminals and then is
surrounded by women towards the end of the film. In the James Bond
franchise especially, we see very clear gender roles being assigned
(especially in the earlier films), with the “Bond Girls” being these damsels
in need of protection and Bond himself as a hyper-masculine archetype.
Again, as a gay man, the idea of the sexual aspects that follow after

the saving of the girl (especially overt in the final scene of ‘The Man

With the Golden Gun') were not only uncomfortable to watch but
reiterate the kind of comments surrounding gay people that you

39 experience socially: that you're not a “proper man”.



To move away from the media, one stereotype that is not really
discussed at great enough length is that of the “gay best friend”. The
very phrase makes the relationship at first seem as though it is based
solely on the person’s sexuality and, oftentimes, this is the way that you
would then be introduced.

The need to publicly declare allyship is what | think this is related to, but the use
of terms such as "yaas”, “girl” and “queen” directed towards the friend by largely
straight women (this is entirely speaking from my own experience) again serve
to diminish your own feeling of masculinity. The stereotypes are extended
further on a night out, for example, where you are expected to serve as both a

protector style figure but also as “one of the girls” — seemingly both
emphasising perceived traditional masculinity, like

that we see displayed in films and TV, and at the
same time diminishing it entirely.

I should make it clear that | do not blame people involved in these
friendships whatsoever for the implications behind these types of
comments, but it does become difficult to understand yourself when

faced with two diametrically opposed ideas of what you should be.
The confusion that gay men especially deal with when confronting the myth of the

perfect masculine figure is furthered by widespread stereotypes that run rife
throughout society. We must accept the fact that the perfect man that you can be
is that which you already are. This takes a lot of self-reflection and difficult internal
conversations, but the way to be the perfect man in my view is to unapologetically
be the truest version of yourself and ignore expectations. That is the kind of strength
that masculinity should be attributed and should be venerated for.
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It didn’t end in smoke and flames,

Mattea but it ended all the same.
Carberty
7 It's funny, and a bit strange, to think
that | thought you were the one,

when now you are no more than no one.

Don’t get me wrong -

| cried when it ended,

that day, but nothing more,

which scared me even more because,
how could | be simplyfine ?

Better yet,
| was more than fine -
| felt boundless&beautiful&myself.

But still,

then and now, a year later,

doubt edges its way into my mind.

Did | really love you as | so undeniably believed?



A cruel thought, maybe, | know.

But, you see,

it is difficult to come to terms with the | that is not | but still nevertheless |
and those feelings, which are my feelings but not, of a time gone by.

Was it all a mirage, a trick of the light?

No, of course not, | tell myself
for the sake of little me.
But really, | don’t know,
because who was she?

She was me,

though | would not do now
what | did then.

| would not choose your love
nor give you mine.

But it is no matter -

| will still hold her,

whom | hardly and wholly understand,

until she herself becomes a memory,
a moment,

a mirage.




it AV J wWHE

Do you know the story of Iphis and Ianthe? It’s in Ovid, but also older than that,

in different forms, some ways the same, in a different place, Roman but Greek.

Myths innit. It’s the story of é'boy and a girl, and of a girl who loved, and a boy

who was a girl, and of masculinity, and lesbians, and scissoring, and men, and

women, and it’s the story of me and my boy.

Iphis was a girl, disguised as a boy, Shakespearian-like. Ianthe loved her. Iphis

loved her back (lezza). Iphis wanted to be a boy, because then they could be

together (or was Iphis already a boy? Or did they always want to be aboy? Idont
know, and lanthe didn’t care). lanthe loved them. Iphis prayed and Isis granted it. A

¢
She gave Iphis a haircut and told him to “man up”, so he was a boy now / _' / !
(Hurray!). Ianthe loved him. They got married. So, the gitl boy lesbian man and= =~ 77
{ i’
the girl who loved lived happlly ever after. o —

Jamie ena ™

Sorry, I mean to say “live”, present tense. A}
I’'m Ianthe, and Iphis is my boy. I read

Ovid and I think, is Iphis a boy? Why is F 2
Iphis a boy? When is Iphis a boy? How is
Iphis a boy? But then I look at my Iphis, ’

and it doesn’t matter. I love him. I love her.
I love them. The myth doesn’t talk about
his soft hands, his babyface, his throaty
voice, his coarse hair, his thick brow, his
sharp collar, his pale thigh. It doesn’t

discuss his ideologies, his politics, his

health, his acceptance, his passing, his
pronouns, his deed poll. It certainly doesn’t & 58
mention the kissing, the strap, the P
scissoring, the writhing, the ﬁngenngm
tribbing, the sucking. Goodness me! &
Why should it? This is the reality of Iphis,
not the myth. We live the reality, him and
I, Iphis and Ianthe. But I 'like to think of
the myth when I kiss him, to make the :
myth into reality. The myth that says it

doesn’t matter when, how, where Iphis was
a boy. lanthe loved him, and that was that



when I squeezed too Ught
I snap, you snap, we reveal
the weight of disaffection.
Bodies break when sharp fingers
pressing pain, scramble to find worth,
as heaven should be here, on earth.

So, hold my hand
~_topull me back to earth.
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o dust you come and to) dustayou

S 8 : will return.

; \ \an
An assertion of Divine pumshment—

Ou story the co.n'é'tructlon of ‘a comedic creator.
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THE GOSSIPMYTH

I firmly believe | was put on this earth to drink various lukewarm beverages on someone’s carpet
whilst talking so fast my words become a singular noise, periodically broken up by a gasp/laugh/
cough/sob. The existence of essay deadlines is therefore heinous to me as they prevent me from
reaching my full shit-talking potential; tea sessions (figuratively and metaphorically) must end
before sunrise to enable the gaining of a degree (which I am constantly reminded by my mother is
why ['m here). In my years of talking, I have become something of a gossip connoisseur. Whether
this is due to having spent a decade in an all-female secondary and sixth form, or because [ have
Mediterranean blood | don't know. What | do know is if you say you have something to tell me,
my life is meaningless until you do.
I have to believe I am not a horrible person. I'm not sure 'm a
a good one but that’s a discussion for another time; however, I
| ot ’%@'ﬁ‘bﬁ,ﬁt'ﬁ” i have been fed the rhetoric since childhood that gossip is an
= {‘ j 1 uow . - inherently evil, selfish activity serving to gratify the curiosity of
{7 Ll 7 . those engaging in it whilst tearing down another’s privacy or
' reputation. Whilst there is undoubtedly a nugget of truth in this,
I believe gossip is an art form one can get better at, curating
both the content of the conversation and method of
communication to create a discourse that can have an important
impact on relationships and actions. I should make a disclaimer
about one of the key tenets of Gossip here: if all partics come to
the conversation with a similar level of knowledge about the
subject, the subject can henceforth be discussed at will.
However, privacy must be respected and serious secrets kept,
provided harm isn’t caused by this. Gossip and guilt shouldn’t
go hand in hand — the only way to prevent this is mutual
respect. both between the gossiping parties and towards the
gossip subject. Didacticism over. Go forth and chat shit.

A GOSTIP- THEMED
READING LIST ¢

“Women Talking’ by Miriam Toews

P ¥ & . ‘Embroideries’ by Marjane Satrapi

- ‘Reading Lolita in Tehran’ by Azar
' - Nafisi

Normal Gossip (podcast)

Binchtopia - ‘Gossip: Women’s

Original Sin” episode (podcast)

my [T d;dl{ﬂl mother



Last term my supervisor set us possibly the greatest essay question ever
onstructed in the history of the English Literature tripos: ‘Is women's
writing — or women’s talking — necessarily feminist?”, I read this and
almost cried with happiness; in a syllabus undeniably dominated by
masculine, homogenous discourse | was being asked to talk about what 1
love most: women and talking. Part of our secondary reading for the essay
was a film/novel ealled *“Women Talking’ (1 was ebviously beside myself)
by Miriam Toews, which I had already devoured feverishly and totally by
coincidence a few months before. This leads me on to my thesis statement
regarding gossip: inter-female gossip, if not inherently feminist, serves a
feminist purpose — and so [ will defend the tea-spiller until the end of my
days. When my friends and 1 gossip — or as [ prefer to term it, spread the
gos|si]pel — what we are actually doing is actively listening to and loving
each other. Qur gossip is golden; it's not malicious or cruel (i.e. she’s so
dumb for getting with him, and he’s def punching above his weight) but
genuine and nuanced (i.e. I think she’s repeating patterns from her
previous relationship by hooking up with him and whilst in some senses |
think casual sex will emancipate her emotionally, I worry that they re not
communicating effectively and that he is far more invested in the dynamic
than she is). 1t comes from a place of intercst and affection (most of the
time, we’re not saints); the oral tradition of female speech and discussion,
in spaces entirely devoid of men, is so unbelievably impertant and
perhaps the closest we'll ever get to transcending the patriarchal
consciousness we're all unfortunately subject to. Sometimes when I'm
talking to my friends, I can feel the conversations reverberating back
through time and it makes my teeth hurt, as though I'm at once
participating in every conversation any woman has ever had with another.
In case you hadn’t guessed, I'm quite an intense person to get coffee with,

AL
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All T want to do in this life is know people, and talking gets
you as close to that as is humanly possible. We tell stories in
order to live and all that — Didion was right in two senses, |
think. Women have told stories to survive for millennia;
spreading wisdom about their bodies, sex, pleasure, emotion,
as well as rooting out male cruelty in communities via the
sharing of experience and knowledge. We. all genders, also
tell stories in order to live with ourselves; when I overshare,
[ am not doing so out of an inane need for spotlight and
attention, but from a desperation to absolve myself, for
someone to hear all the disgusting things that | have done
and felt and tell me they love me anyway, My friends gossip
and I love them. They re gross and 1 love them. Sometimes
they do bad things and I love them for it. And, at the end of
everything, we sit and talk, and through talking, we are also
loving. We are saying you are worthy of my time and I will
drop everything to listen to you and I trust you to listen to
me. We talk about others because they have hurt us, or
because we worry about them. or because sometimes people
just act strangely and it would be unnatural not to notice and |
dissect! We talk and we talk and we talk. and we will do so
until the end of time (or at least until a deadline beckons).

can I talk to
you forever?
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Fellas, is it gay to be happy?

the fear of femininity and why it is crippling men.

video. An aggressively freckled little ginger boy performs miniscule mannerisms - from
crossing his legs to putting on lip-balm. Each time his action gets a little too ‘feminine’, a

and he adjusts his mannerism accordingly. The video is captioned POV: you're a guy.

[ & . L M
Whilst it’s ridiculous to open this essay with a reference to a random reel in the ocean of con

that is Instagram, it did have like 2 million likes. So, evidently, _it_sggke some truth to th
masculine experience. This silly kid, in his minute-long video, revealed how fragile mascul
is, how the internal experience of masculinity is like a walk through a minefield and all the {8
mines are girly mines, painted pink and wrapped in coquette bows. When the mine explodes, it
covers you in pink glitter, surrounds you with kittens, writes ‘FEMME” on your forehead and

‘BOTTOM BOY-en your arse. Put bluntly, you step on the mine, and you are emasculated, you

appear differe
this, male frie

1linity’s normative coding, the ‘norma
an echo-chamber within themselves

/sincerely love my friends, b
ine social code. He undermi
i(s claim (o the meani

uggests that same
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!) h 1"} Of course, it is homophobia, but it is 2 homophobia intrinsically linked to misogynist
z conditioning. It is not the idea of men loving men that is the issue here. Instead, it is the
‘emasculation’ that being gay, or ‘looking’ gay brings. Indeed, when boys fear ‘looking gay’
it i8 not gayness that spooks them, it is the not-masculine, it is femininity. To ‘look gay’ is to
look more feminine and thus, implicitly, to lose value and respect in the eyes of normative
male peers.

This I8 the root of the fragile masculine — the fear of the feminine, and the fear of the
loss of social capital that acting feminine brings.

The damagig effects of this catatonic fear are particularly sad to see when men are
around other men. When intimacy, vulnerability, emotionality, nurturing, and tenderness
are all coded as feminine, masculine men deny them from one another and from
themselves. To maintain their masculine performance, they must uphold a constant
barrier to selfexpression and fulfilment. Male friendships struggle, and men are lonely .
Thus, masculinity becomes a kind of psychological warfare against the self. To adhere
religiously (o this ideal form of masculine is genuinely o act against one's best interests as
a human being.

It's paradoxical how masculinity evades weakness, but in doing so it makes itself
yulnerable to it. We cannot as human beings hide from our weaknesses, or they will

consume us. When the little ginger child wants to sleep in a comfy position, his leg slightly
Dentand his back slightly arched, the voice goes again (‘GAY’), and he must remind himself
that comfort is for the weak, for the feminine.

I remind any men reading this article to please use lip-balm. Hug your friends and tell

m when you're sad. Paint pictures, sing songs, act in plays, wear bright colours. I'm not
19 that to fight misogyny, all men must don thigh-high boots and be mandated by the
enito compete in a season of RuPaul's D itis true that mlsogyny will
ease if this insidious fear of potential femininitywithin the maseuline subject
continues to :

Madeleine Baber












