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A Statement Against Colonial
Exploitation
I

n accordance with Spare Rib’s values and mission, we want to bring attention to the land on
which we stand, its history, and its original peoples. More than a land acknowledgement, this is a
statement against a historical injustice. This is a historical demand and a material necessity that has been
brewing for over five centuries. Dartmouth College is a settler-colonial, patriarchal, bourgeois institution,
founded on the eve of the American revolution. It is thus profoundly entangled with the settler-colonial
project. This institution stands on unceded, continually-occupied Abenaki territory and within the wider
Turtle Island, lands currently under the violent, fascistic military occupation of the Euro-American settler
regime. Indigenous people, both here and throughout the Earth, have been living in a post-apocalyptic
winter for 500 years. These lands have seen genocide, warfare, and plagues, which have decimated most
of its original inhabitants. They have seen treaties ignored and broken, cultures and languages forcibly
erased, and entire populations displaced. Indigenous peoples remain here, standing proud and resolute, in
love, community, and joy, awaiting the new dawn to come.
Now more than ever, Spare Rib assumes the historical duty to stand in solidarity and dedicate ourselves
to a genuine end of colonial injustice. Spare Rib stands for a return of the land, people’s government, and
Indigenous self-determination. This statement is a new beginning for our efforts for Indigenous justice
and autonomy — this is not the end. As we move forward, Spare Rib devotes ourselves to a future of
collective liberation for all oppressed peoples.

Mission Statement
T

he Spare Rib newspaper was first published in 1992 to highlight women’s accomplishments and
persisting problems in the two decades following co-education at Dartmouth. Unfortunately, the
paper’s editorial staff and approach represented a narrow, one-dimensional slice of feminism, and the
paper went out of print after only a few years. Twentyfive years later, our goal reflects a movement that
has evolved considerably since 1995. We are re-establishing Spare Rib to discuss struggles, achievements,
and history of people and places beyond the center, hindered (but not constrained) by racism, classism,
sexism and further means of oppression, through analysis, humor, and critique. Our struggles deserve
recognition, our perspectives deserve to be voiced, and our strengths deserve to be celebrated.

The Name “Spare Rib”
A

s written in the second chapter of Genesis, God took a rib from Adam, the first man, and from it
fashioned Eve, the first woman, to serve as his companion. We propose a different origin story, in
which no one is merely a piece of flesh, secondthought, servile, or spare.
Disclaimer: The views and opinions expressed in ‘Spare Rib’ are those of individual authors and not necessarily
reflective of the zine, writers, or staff as a whole, nor represented as wholly complete or correct information,
nor intended to disparage any group or individual.
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A Letter from the Editors
S

pare Rib gathered in our meeting room the first week of Spring term, energized by the journey that
awaited us over the course of the next ten weeks. After a bitter winter, we hoped to find renewal
and a sense of warmth; sharing space and being present with one another, we were hopeful for this last
term of such a monumental year for our student organization. Though the theme was originally conceived
at the beginning of 22W, Fracture re-occurred to our staff as we moved into the spring term; in the current
social and political moment, we were inspired by the theme’s rich dialogue with our experiences and
the happenings in the world around us. Occupying space on the Dartmouth College campus, we found
it important to embrace a theme that captures, addresses, and effectively critiques the neoliberal and
nationalist forces which necessitate a feminist politics. Drawing power from the legacies of Black feminist
thought, Marxist feminism, and generations of activists before us, Fracture represents a feminist resistance
against those forces which aim to divide and subjugate.
The Staff was captivated by the rhetorical power of Fracture, and we were soon captivated by its
powerful aesthetic potential. Kintsugi is a Japanese cultural tradition, dating back to the fifteenth century,
poetically translated to golden joinery. Just as gathered pieces of shattered art can be rejoined and made
anew, our fractured sense of family, self, politics, and desire can be regathered and remade — fortified,
joined together as a whole which is informed and accentuated by our unique set of lived experiences. Just
as Kintsugi celebrates the unique histories of these fractured art objects, we realized this theme’s potential
to highlight the unique archive present in each one of us, and we ultimately decided that this term’s issue
would be the gold with which we highlighted these experiences which are too often marginalized by
hegemonic force.
At its inception, Spare Rib was only a publication, but in the two years of its revival, it has grown
into so much more. In the spring, we focused our attention on community development, growing closer
to one another, opening new relationships, strengthening old ones, and engaging with our peer campus
organizations in acts of political solidarity. In May, Spare Rib organized with several other campus groups
to plan a demonstration against the overturn of Roe v. Wade. We began the Spare Rib Audio Zine to
accompany our print edition, giving our writers an opportunity to give voice to their written word and
reach a broader audience. We reconsidered our relationship to this land, revisiting our previous Land
Acknowledgement and our organization’s future actions in the interest of Indigenous liberation. As our
organization grew ever larger, it became vital for us to better understand our foundation — analyzing the
cracks and incongruencies in our politics and praxis in an effort to solidify who we are as a community.
As the Staff continues to investigate what feminism means to us, we interrogate what it means to be
intersectional and whether we should continue to call ourselves ‘intersectional.’ We find ourselves always
approaching the potential of a feminist politics, what bell hooks called “necessarily radical.”
“Because feminism is a movement to end sexism and sexist domination and oppression,
a struggle that includes efforts to end gender discrimination and create equality, it is
fundamentally a radical movement.” — bell hooks, Feminism is for Everybody, 113.
Fracture’s viscerality leads us to see new lives and worlds; just as it conjures images of shards of glass
and broken bones, it over time becomes an ode to healing, repair, a new finish that is imperfect but full of
beauty nonetheless. Eve was formed from the fracture of Adam’s rib in Genesis; in Spare Rib, we wanted
to continue our reclamation of this story by giving our take on what a fracture can do for those of us seen
as other. Welcome to the Fracture edition.
With love,
Raegan & Hayden
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By: Raegan B

“It feels like the whole wide world
is raining down on you, brought to you
courtesy of the red white and blue”
— Toby Keith, “Courtesy of the Red, White & Blue” (2002)
I grew up in Missouri — sometimes, admitting
that makes people cringe. My town is fairly
suburban, but if you go anywhere outside of
the immediate center, you’ll find sprawling
Midwestern monoculture crops and at least a few
dairy farms. All of this is to say, I grew up listening
to classic country music on long car-rides to my
grandparents’ house, on the bus to school, and in
the kitchen while my mother baked a homemade
pie.
Lately, I’ve been returning to old country music
stars because they remind me of my grandparents
and spending hot summer nights catching fireflies
out in their backyard. My grandfather always used
to play the sweet melodies of Patsy Cline and the
bluesy rhythms of Johnny Cash for me. I learned
to love Hank Williams and Willie Nelson. They
sang about love and loss and loneliness — I
used to complain, but I always kept it tucked
away in a chamber of my heart.
Returning to the songs of my
childhood, several years down the line,
made me think about how country
music has changed so drastically from
the classic “outlaw country” that my
grandparents would play for me to
the conservative pop-country we have
topping the charts now. Nowadays, Top
40 Country all sounds thematically the
5
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same: a good ol’ southern man, who likes to hunt
and drive his truck around backroads before
coming home to his loyal wife, child, and dog,
croons in your ear about simple living and loving
his country. He drives around his euphemistic Big
Green Tractor and cracks open a cold beer while
he settles in the land of the free and home of the
brave. But where did country music begin?

COUNTRY ROOTS
Country stems from Southern music traditions
like Delta Blues, Tejano, and various other
traditions such as Creole and Cajun folk. These
genres originate from the cultures of Southern
Black Americans, particularly in Louisiana and the
Mississippi Delta, and from Mexican Americans
in Texas; these traditions, in turn, were inspired
by historical music practices from South America
and Africa. The amorphous genre that we refer
to as “country” emerges from this lineage of folk
traditions and are traced further to global roots.[1]
Country music, in its earliest forms, functioned
as a mode of primarily rural, working-class
radicalism. Artists interrogated structures of
economic and political segregation. Outlaw
artists like Pete Seeger and Woody
Guthrie were notorious for their
radical class politics. Seeger’s
banjo “surrounded hate and
forced it to surrender.”[2]
Guthrie scrawled on his guitar:
“This machine kills fascists.”[3]
Seeger was known to march
with labor unions and spoke
out against the House UnAmerican Activities Committee

(HUAC). Seeger’s song “Talking Union” was
heralded as a working-class anthem, detailing
specific instructions on how to build labor unions:
“Now, if you want higher wages let me
tell you what to do / You got to talk to the
workers in the shop with you / You got to
build you a union, got to make it strong.”[4]
Guthrie wrote “Old Man Trump,” in which
he protested against his landlord, Fred Trump
(Donald Trump’s father), because Trump barred
the entry of Black residents into his complex.[5]
Additionally, Harry McClintock in the early 20th
century crafted a politics of leisure in favor of
working-class liberation and even Johnny Cash
circulated anti-war, left-wing politics in his song
“What is Truth?”[6]
Ties to leftist radicalism uphold the foundation
to country music, tracing back to Appalachian
music that touted strong power-tothe-people politics.[7] Artists imbued
their music with folk tradition and
aesthetics of the working-class
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experience, providing a vehicle for working-class
solidarity. But, of course, it could never be that
simple. Country music was often touted by cultural
critics and politicians as something “purely
American.” In other words, something purely
white, entirely irrespective of its multicultural
origins. Country music was transformed by rightwing conservative politics as a countermovement
to popular Black art forms, like jazz in the 1920s
and Rock’n’roll in the 1960s and 70s.[8] At the
beginning of the 20th century, Henry Ford pushed
folk dances like square dancing as a way to combat
the ascension of Black and Jewish art in popular
culture.[9] Ford funded the standardized practices
of square dancing in public school curriculum as
a way to cement and reiterate a white nationalist
culture.
During the McCarthy era of US politics, artists
like Guthrie, Seeger, and Sis Cunningham were
pushed out of the American mainstream due to
accusations of Communist-sympathizing and
engaging with leftist politics; other artists like Burl
Ives were able to survive by giving over names to
HUAC.[10] The rise of conservative political projects
molded country music into a right-wing symbol,
and simultaneously sanitized white workingclass radicalism, removing the left-wing potential
for country music. The political trajectory of
popular country music in the 20th century
largely followed a logic
of racial and political
segregation. Country
music
became
a
conversative
bourgeois method
of cultivating a
national identity —
one that was unique
and pure, one that
never truly existed.
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SPREADING THE WHITE
IMAGINATION
Ultimately, white identity politics and
deeply woven racism trumped class interest
and smothered the potential for class solidarity.
Right-wing political projects posited a national
culture built on white racial hegemony rather
than allowing for identification through material
relationships.[11] Country music grew from the
seeds of radicalism but morphed to push a front
of surface level white cultural signifiers like
staunch Christianity and religious doctrines,
amorphous “family values,” and the ever-present
ideal of the white picket fence.
In modern country music, songs typically
idolize an aesthetic and lyrical affect symbolic
of the working-class while ignoring material
reality. Country music’s actual social relations
are that of the middle class, constructing a
kind of suburban cowboy-ism. Today’s popular
country singers use superficial tokens and lyrics
to build this imagination, vaguely gesturing
towards farm work, dirty boots, and the rural
landscape. The country music industry and its
artists make millions of dollars a year on this
constructed imagination of the working-class
struggle despite possessing no material basis.
Luke Bryan, in 2016, wrote the song “Good
Directions,” in which he says:
“I was sitting there, selling turnips on a
flat-bed truck / Crunching on a pork
rind when she pulled up / She
had to be thinking this is where
rednecks come from.”[12]
The singer is positioned
as a poor farmer who falls
for a Hollywood girl when
she gets lost looking for
the interstate. In this
song, the construction
of a false workingclass identity imagines
American whiteness to be
the economic and cultural
foundation of this country,
ignoring the reality that this
country relies on exploited
labor of impoverished people, not

specific to the white working-class. Rather, the
white working-class in country music becomes
a cultural signifier instead of a description of an
actual social relation or a recognition of material
social power.
This verse is particularly interesting due to
Bryan’s use of the term “redneck.” Though the
historical origins of this term are somewhat
debated, it was once associated with labor
uprisings in 1920s Appalachia. In 1921,
during the Battle of Blair Mountain, 10,000 to
20,000 Appalachian coal miners fighting for
unionization clashed with company enforcers
and the National Guard over the course of a week
— it was the largest uprising since the Civil War.
[13]
Those protesting wore red bandanas around
their neck, earning them the title “Rednecks.”
At one time used as a derogatory identifier of
Communist sympathizers, the exploited imagery
of this term by the middle and upper classes
further suppresses radical roots in the South
and Appalachia that influenced country music
traditions. The identification of “rednecks” has
become a way to generally denote conservative
white people dwelling in rural areas, despite how
it was once used to silence leftist class politics.
Country music in its present form creates a
white ethnic identity that circulates around false
structural relations and conceptions of power
that remain largely unchecked. The creation
of the white identity as this conservative
political project functions to perpetuate
rampant anti-intellectualism and
staunch loyalty to the nation.
In Alan Jackson’s 2002 song
commemorating 9/11, “Where
Were You (When the World
Stopped Turning),” he says:

gave us / And the greatest is love.”[14]
Jackson won Song of the Year at the CMA
(Country Music Association) Awards for “Where
Were You” and secured his first Grammy. The
song posits a complicity with the simple life,
runaway anti-intellectualism, and rampant
isolationism. It denies engagement with
geopolitics and interrogation of white imperialist
ideology. Central to this are reiterations of the
Christian ideals and the vague resulting notions
of “faith” and “love,” as if those justify the US
military intervention in the Middle East.

FRACTURING OF A NATIONAL
IDENTITY
Pre-9/11 attempts by political actors to coopt and sanitize the broad spectrum of country
music were not entirely successful. Despite the
historical recruitment of country music as a
political project by right-wing conservatives,
a parallel current of rural working-class
radicalism survived alongside the politics of the
red-blooded imperial American imagination.
Post-9/11 country music posits a different
story. The general US response to 9/11 was
structured as a method of retaliation to
unprovoked acts of terrorism; in reality, the
US had been involved in the Middle East
for decades prior. The actions on 9/11 were
motivated by military tensions in the Middle
East, including the US’s continued support of
Israel, as well as continued conflicts between
the US and the Soviet Union in Afghanistan
during the Cold War.[15] A relatively mainstream
political bipartisanship
emerged, and there
was
a
broad

“I’m just a singer of
simple songs / I’m not
a real political man / I
watch CNN / But I’m not
sure I can tell you / The
difference in Iraq and
Iran / But I know Jesus
and I talk to God / And I
remember this from when I
was young / Faith, hope, and
love are some good things He
8

social conception that the US “reunited.” People
responded with increased religious and spiritual
dedication; church attendance skyrocketed and
they started flying flags in front of their homes
and voted for politicians that promised a vengeful
response in the Middle East.[16] Then-president
George W. Bush declared a global war on terror,
promising a powerful response to “militant
Islam.”[17] Bush stated that the attacks on the
World Trade Center and the Pentagon were acts
of war and the US would respond in kind; many
expected Bush to “unleash the dogs of war,” as
encouraged by pundit Bill O’Reilly and his guest
Colonel David Hunt.[18]
In January 2003, the Bush administration
instated the Homeland Security Advisory System
(HSAS), a color-coded terrorist threat advisory
scale that would alert civilians and various
departments of government to the potential
threat of further terrorist attacks. With each step
up the color-coded scale, general paranoia and
fear equally increased.[19] In the years following
9/11, the US effectively launched a modern global
crusade against Muslims. The HSAS encouraged a
culture of surveillance; on a daily basis, people who
appeared to be Muslim or Middle Eastern were
forced to account for their identity and prove their
loyalty to the American political project, lest they
be accused of terrorist collusion. Though the War
on Terror and the general culture of surveillance
was aimed at Muslims and Middle Eastern
Americans in particular, this racialized violence
was also generalized to anyone who vaguely
resembled characteristics of Middle Easterners.
State violence and structural surveillance were
directed at anyone who fell within the racial
categorization of Brown people.
This ideological surveillance and control
seeped into all aspects of American politics and
culture. Across the board, state powers and
individuals alike silenced and scrutinized political
dissent. Only six weeks after 9/11, Congress and
the Bush Administration passed the Patriot Act,
an overnight revision of US surveillance laws that
expanded the government’s ability to track and
surveil the American people. After little analysis
or debate by Congress, the Patriot Act allowed for
these largely unchecked powers in the name of
national safety and terrorist prevention.[20]

9

Being an American patriot became intrinsically
tied to a specific geopolitical discourse and US
military action against Brown people, as the
nation attempted to recuperate a shattered
sense of safety and power in the imperial core.
Questioning the US War on Terror was equated
to terrorist-sympathizing and was thought to
undermine the sentiment of American patriotism,
which cannot be reconciled without
understanding the vicious
notion
of
American
nationalism — often a
poorly disguised wolf in
sheep’s clothing. American nationalist
sentiments are particularly dangerous
with origins rooted in right-wing,
neo-confederate
ideologies.
American
nationalism
specifically circulates around
the imagination of the ideal
white Christian hegemon.
Virulent
American
nationalism weaponized
notions of patriotism
through acts of overt
islamophobia.
The
mobilization
of
US
militarism
involved
action against a specific
racialized population,
both domestically and
globally. Recuperation of
the national identity post9/11 built upon the basis
of violent white supremacy.
Such notions are inherently
xenophobic, circulating around
perpetual attempts for racial and
national purity necessitated by the
constructed and protected white identity.

INDUSTRY BLACKLIST &
IDENTITY RECUPERATION
In March 2003, Natalie Maines, lead singer of
the Chicks (formerly the Dixie Chicks),[21] stated
to their audience at a London nightclub:
“We do not want this war, this violence, and
we’re ashamed the president of the United
States is from Texas.”[22]

The Chicks were amongst the earliest
celebrities and politicians to speak out against
Bush’s administration and the War on Terror. In
response, the group was immediately blacklisted
from the country music industry; radios
refused to play their songs, they could land no
advertisement deals — they quickly fell out of the
public consciousness and faded into
relative obscurity.
The Chicks were targeted, in
particular, by Clear Channel — a
corporate conglomerate whose main dealing was
in gobbling up small local radio stations
and establishing their own lines.
Several stations owned by Clear
Channel banned the Chicks
and all their music, despite
the fact that they were
one of the largest
groups
in
country
music at the time, with
their hit, “Traveling Soldier.”
Clear Channel went as far as
organizing pro-War on Terror,
anti-Chicks rallies.[23] Clear
Channel sent a clear message to
other musicians in its not-sosecret institutional boycott:
If you criticize President
Bush and his War on Terror,
your career will almost never
recover.
This case with the Chicks
represented a serious project of
weeding out individuals that didn’t
fit within this specific geopolitical
discourse and imperialist imaginary.
This practice of blacklisting sent the
message that you could not represent the
country industry as the so-called “national
music” while criticizing it at the same time —
and corporate record conglomerates would not
even let you try. Nationalist corporations like
Clear Channel — swallowing local radio stations
whole and instituting nationwide bans on
certain musicians — played an active role in the
proliferation of imperialist propaganda and prowar sentiments.
For the Chicks, their recovery did not come

for nearly 20 years. After bearing the brunt of
the industry blacklist, lost brand deals, and even
death threats, the Chicks finally released another
album, titled “Gaslighter,” in July 2020.[24]
Their music video for their song “March March”
involves imagery referencing past and present
public protests for racial justice, police brutality,
gun violence, climate change, and LGBTQ rights.
[25]
This industry blacklist is hardly a thing of the
past, though it certainly does not act as overtly as
it did immediately post-9/11. The Chicks are still
largely written off as country artists because of
their liberal politics and open criticism of many
of the ideals held by the country music industry
writ large.
For another example, we can look to Dolly
Parton — yes, the Dolly Parton. She is often written
off as a legitimate country artist due to her liberal
politics and open support of the Black Lives Matter
movement.[26] Of course, Dolly Parton has enough
reputation — and genuinely killer music — that
she’s largely able to survive, despite conservative
push-back and general misogyny.
More recently, the controversy surrounding
Lil Nas X’s 2018 song “Old Town Road” reveals
the continuing project of racial and political
segregation in the country music industry. Old
Town Road debuted at number 19 on the country
charts, but a week later, it was removed and only
appeared on Billboard’s rap charts. Billboard
released a statement saying:
“When determining genres, a few factors
are examined, but first and foremost is
musical composition. While ‘Old Town
Road’ incorporates references to country
and cowboy imagery, it does not embrace
enough elements of today’s country music
to chart in its current version.”[27]
Lil Nas X rose to prominence mainly on
TikTok, where people made videos dancing to his
song and spread its popularity. He has explained
that he was inspired to write the song when he was
living at home, feeling lonely, so he wrote a song
about feeling like a lonely cowboy. He infused
the song with rap elements into a subgenre that
he calls “trap country.”[28] The removal of his
song communicated the idea that country music
has a purity that can be diluted, which traces to
10

practices of segregation. Despite this, and the fact
that Billboard claimed that “Old Town Road” did
not embrace enough elements of today’s country
music, the mixing of genres is hardly new. Lil
Nas X’s creation of “trap country” was certainly
innovative, but artists have been combining
genres for decades, such as Taylor Swift’s pop
country in the early stages of her career, to name
one example.
Lil Nas X was one of the few Black artists to
appear on the country music charts, and his
subsequent removal sparked a huge conversation
about the evaluation of artists of color in the
country music industry. It raised a conversation
about the treatment of Beyonce’s “Daddy
Lessons,” from her 2016 album “Lemonade,” a
song with undoubtedly country influences that
never received recognition from the industry,
likely because she is a Black woman.

and 2019 EP, 7. Orville Peck, a queer country
artist, in his 2019 single “Queen of the Rodeo,”
foregrounds the experiences of queer people of
color in country-western culture, spotlighting
the real roots of these cowboy traditions in the
lifestyles of Indigenous peoples, Black Americans,
and Mexicans across the West. Other artists of
color such as Mickey Guyton and Brittany Howard,
the former lead singer of the Alabama Shakes,
have been working to create space for alternative,
marginalized voices in the country genre.
Guyton’s 2020 album “Remember Her Name”
was inspired by the rise of the Black Lives Matter
movement, calling for recognition of the struggle
against police violence. Howard released her first
solo album, Jaime, in 2019. Her album is largely
autobiographical, recounting her experiences
as a queer Black woman in her impoverished
Southern hometown. In one song, “Goat Head,”
she recounts that when she was a child, someone
put a severed goat head
in her father’s car in an
act of racial violence.

In my opinion, this speaks
to the real spirit
of country music —
unflinchingly political
and not scared to step
outside of the box.

For decades, country
music housed parallel
currents of right-wing
conservative political
projects and radical
ideologies, always at
risk of being snuffed
out.
Unfortunately,
after
9/11,
strong
nationalist sentiments
and
pro-imperial
ideology swept away country music’s radical
roots and traditions. After “America reunited,”
it was easy to defend the stifling of radical voices
in the industry in the name of national safety
and security. Country music became marked as
the signature of right-wing conservative politics,
pushing a narrative of staunch US nationalism
and support of the imperial strategy.

WHERE DO WE GO FROM HERE?
In recent years, more and more queer people
and people of color have been creating space within
the country music industry. Though many of
them still struggle to receive recognition amongst
the predominant fan base of country music — i.e.,
the white petite bourgeoisie — they often garner a
large cult following. Lil Nas X has since released a
fantastic album, “Montero,” a fusion of rap, RnB,
and pop punk to add to his trap country singles
11

Similar to Lil Nas
X,
Peck,
Guyton,
and Howard have all
experimented
with
genre
mixing
and
innovation.
In
my
opinion, this speaks to
the real spirit of country
music — unflinchingly political and not scared to
step outside of the box. Country music was never
really “pure,” and by striving for this racist and
segregationist ideal, it denies its own history —
it denies the influence of Black and Brown art
forms like Delta Blues, Tejano, and Cajun and the
radical class politics of such folk tradition. It is in
the interest of white supremacist ideals to pretend
that its art and culture exists independent of
(and superior to) the traditions of other cultures.
Country music bolsters the white identity and
maintains hierarchical racial categories by
gatekeeping what is and is not considered white.
Though I will always have a soft spot for
country music, the industry is impossible to parse
from its legacy of racial and political segregation.
At this point, I don’t think it is feasible, nor is it
moral, to separate the two, but that wasn’t really
the purpose of this article, nor was discussing how

radical country music actually is and how great
it used to be — though I do genuinely hate Top
40 Country, nowadays. When I sat down to write
this article, I was hoping to maybe reconcile my
nostalgia and my distaste. But I’m finding that
it just isn’t possible. Country music is just one,
relatively microscopic, example of the operative
state violence of American politics and the
imperial project, and it means something when
we tune in, whether we realize it or not. Of course,
there is no such thing as avoiding participation
in society, but it also means something for us to
actively criticize the things we engage with.

I connected with country music as a child
because it spoke of love and loss and loneliness,
and it felt so innately human. It felt nostalgic,
like homecoming. Years down the line, I return
to this place and realize that home isn’t so simply
categorized; it’s complicated, contradictory;
it makes me write articles like this that take
months to finish — and I’m still unsatisfied. I
guess the point of all this is that culture doesn’t
exist within a vacuum. Culture is always at risk
of transformation through political projects and
exercises of soft power — such culture wars and
overt military action function in tandem.

It’s important that we
don’t look away.
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How many times a day do I remember that I am a body? How many times
does awareness of my physical form come
to mind? Perhaps hundreds, if we consider
awareness to be moments of adjustment, when
I cross my legs or push my bangs back. Perhaps
a dozen, if we consider awareness to be moments
of consideration of capability, when I wonder if
biking up the hill after the g ym will finally do me
in or if I can reach the sweater that fell behind the
stack in my closet. Perhaps, generously, a handful, if
we consider awareness to be moments of understanding
how our bodies are constantly used to sell us things,
ideals, belief systems. We perpetually take our bodies
for granted, forgetting that every moment of our lives
we exist as (and only as) a bodied being, and are perceived as bodied. Like it or not, we exist in a physical
form. I have borne my body, and my body has borne
me. I have lived its pain, and it has lived mine. I have
torn it to shreds, starved it, denied it, drugged it, hated
it, and loved it. There is no self without the body, but
the body is endlessly capable of being edited, framed,
medicalized, essentialized, and manipulated outside
of our control. Foucault reminds us of the power of
bodies: “Mechanisms of power are addressed to the
body, to life, t o what causes it to proliferate, to
what reinforces the species, its stamina, its ability
to dominate, or its capacity for being used.”[1]
Our bodies are a battleground for wars inflicted by a variety of systems, from advertising,
ideals of safety, healthcare, and, critically,

ourselves.
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1. advertising &

How Bodies are Us

I’ll begin with perhaps what is most digestible: how bodies market and are marketed. Most of us are probably
familiar with the idea that advertising capitalizes on our tendency to idolize, even as we are fully aware that the
idolization is misplaced. The woman with beautiful long hair will sell us shampoo, the man with broad shoulders and prominent musculature will sell us power tools, and the person with good teeth will sell us toothpaste.
Bodies are useful tools to perpetuate the consumerist goal of global capitalism. In many cases, women’s bodies
become the product, objectified to the extreme, where a woman’s shape becomes a beer bottle, breasts become
burgers — disembodied caricatures of feminine bodies designed to make us consume. But ads don’t merely sell
products: they sell “values, images… concepts of love, of sexuality, of success, and perhaps most importantly, of
normalcy… They tell us who we are, and who we should be.” [2] And critically, no one looks like the woman in
the magazine ad, not even the woman herself. Bodies in marketing are smoothed, nipped, colored, constructed,
and reconstructed to create an ideal, to normalize a fantasy version of humanity, especially of womanhood. And
this fantasy world is one that is designed to control us. Even despite the fact that most of us are aware of the
impossibility, the idealization of a particular species-body is subconscious, impressed into the foundations of our
brains.
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the gendered body

sed to Sell Us Ideals

We recognize that impossibly thin bodies in advertising idealize excessive thinness, but we don’t always realize
that they are subconsciously teaching us to minimize ourselves, to stop taking up space. But even as limbs and
waists grow ever smaller, hips and breasts keep enlarging, teaching us that our bodies are only useful when they
embody reproductive potential. Skin is lightened, teaching us that brownness is only valuable when it is approximating a white ideal. The reinforcement of a normalized species-body is quiet, settling amongst our subconscious
without us ever realizing. The normalized woman’s body (thin, pale, fertile, and more) is fantastical, teaching us
that whatever we are is something to hate. Womanhood is made to be shameful, and our self-hatred is part of the
mechanism of oppression: “So, how do you torture a woman? You can pry her body away from her mind, or you
can pry her mind away from her body. To pry her body away from her mind, you need to physically humiliate
her. Of course, rape is the most traditional method, but it’s not the only one. You can ridicule her body; you can
make her strap her breasts in. You can make her embarrassed about her periods. You can make her frightened of
puberty, frightened of sex, frightened of aging, frightened of eating. You can terrorize her with her own body,
and then she will torture herself.” [3] If advertising can teach a woman that she is only valuable when she is thin,
sexualized, powerless, and empty of herself, then she will silence herself, ready to be filled with foreign notions of
what womanhood means.
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2. security &

How Bodies are Used t

In 1991, Rodney King joined a long list of Black
men who had been assaulted by police. His experience was not novel and was in no way the first of
its kind. However, the way in which the violence
was covered by national and international news
media was unprecedented. In almost all media, the
experiences of the Other – experiences of violence,
of the “disconcerting, discordant, and anarchic”
[4] – are sanitized or erased, made consumable
in a world where consumer satisfaction is everything. But Rodney King’s beating “broke through
the nets of anesthesia.” [5] The American Living
Room, if only for a moment, saw the brutality
against Black bodies, and critically, Black people.
But in the trial of the Los Angeles police officers,
King’s body was used as a tool by attorneys for the
police department, who reconstructed his beaten
body into a “racial, disciplinary, and legal object.”
[6] Repeatedly, King was described using bestial
terms, described as “bear-like” and as “getting on
his haunches.” [7] He was animalized, his pain
was falsified, and his experience was disembodied.
As soon as the violence began, King was viewed
as less human, legitimizing the continuation of
the violence. His pain was also repeatedly ignored
or minimized, further Othering him (largely via
racialization) as a dangerous being, unable to be
hurt. He was described as on PCP (autopsy did not
confirm) as well as being drunk, and these things
were used to justify the violence. According to the
aggressors, he couldn’t feel the pain of his beating
because he was drunk and high. Not only this, but
the very video that documented the injustice was
used against him. Frame-by-frame analysis, purposefully and carefully employed by the defense,
distanced the violence from the act. His body was
“montaged into a purely electronic entity” that
could be endlessly paused, fast-forwarded, edited
into a cinematic fantasy. The footage of “King the
body” distanced “King the man,” removing the in-
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dividual’s pain from the act of violence. The fantasy
version of the footage created by the defense insists
King is an animal, dangerous and trying to escape
the beating, just as it insists that he cannot feel
pain. King’s Black body asked for violence, insisted
upon injustice, demanded the beating. [8] The denial of King’s humanity via his Blackness is one of
many ways that the Other is barred from personhood and is denied the recognition of trauma.

“Whiteness is continually
reinforced as the
normalized race, as
Blackness is shamed,
beaten, and murdered.”

the colored body

to Construct the Other

18

3. healthcare &

How Bodies are Used to
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the sexed body

o Enforce the Hegemony
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So, I in vi te yo u to re c l ai m yo u r ow n b o d y, i f yo u c an . Fill it
with yourself. And when moments inevitably surface where you find yourself
hating your womanness, your Blackness, your trans-ness, and find yourself
enforcing the denial of your own humanity, please forgive yourself. Slowly, I
hope, you can learn not to love yourself, but to be yourself, free of the violent
domination that your body has borne its entire life.

notes
[1] Michel Foucault, The History of Sexuality, “Right to Death and Power over Life” (1976).
[2] Jean Kilbourne, Killing Us Softly 4: Advertising’s Image of Women. (2010)
[3] Carolyn Gage, The Second Coming of Joan of Arc. This play has Joan of Arc share her story with a contemporary audience of women. The second act explores how contemporary society uses a variety of creative ways to
exert control over women, from physical torture to mental torture inflicted by women themselves.
[4] Allen Feldman, on cultural anesthesia, 405
[5] Allen Feldman, on cultural anesthesia, 408
[6] Allen Feldman, on cultural anesthesia, 409
[7] Allen Feldman, on cultural anesthesia, 409
[8] I would recommend reading more about the aftermath and impact of the acquittal, particularly in LA. Try
starting here: https://www.npr.org/2017/04/26/524744989/when-la-erupted-in-anger-a-look-back-at-the-rodneyking-riots
[9] “Stopping the Puberty Apocalypse.” Columbia Public Health. (2022) https://www.publichealth.columbia.
edu/public-health-now/news/stopping-puberty-apocalypse
[10] https://mydoctor.kaiserpermanente.org/ncal/structured-content/Treatment_Puberty_Blocker_Medications_
and_Gender-Affirming_Care_-_Pediatric_Endocrinology.xml?co=%2Fregions%2Fncal
[11] Michel Foucault, The History of Sexuality, “Right to Death and Power over Life” (1976).
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“We do a lot of things every day that we did not do
a 1,000 years ago, get over it”
– [Redacted]
[Redacted] said this to me

last fall, back when drinking with
near-strangers seemed like a good
idea for whatever reason. CheezIt crumbs layered the floor where
tipsy snackers had missed their
mark. This was my audience. I
had just gone on a tirade about
the significance of Dunbar’s
number and how the way we
socialized was a drastic departure
from all of human history up
until now. Perhaps this was
not the time nor the place
to ask questions of such
magnitude, but I couldn’t
help myself. Mid-sentence,
[Redacted] cut in to say
something very similar to
the quote above. I have
been thinking about that
moment ever since.
Is [Redacted] right?
Should we all take on
a “come what may”
attitude toward
technology
because change
is inevitable
anyway?
Let’s start at
the beginning
of my Ludditeesque spiral:
Dunbar’s
number. Nearly
three decades
ago, British
anthropologist
and evolutionary
psychologist Robin

Dunbar, along with Professor
Susanne Shultz at Manchester
University introduced a theory
linking the size of the brain
mass of mammals to the size
of their social groups.[1] Prior
to their work, evolutionary
encephalization was believed
to be the result of brain mass
increasing relative to body mass
in mammals.[2] Drawing on this
allometric relationship, which
explains the characteristics of
mammals through their body
mass, contemporary evolutionary
encephalization failed to
recognize the potential role that
sociality played in brain mass
development. Because the body
mass of a mammal is subject
to ecological pressures, it is
difficult to discern the causes
of differences in functional
cognitive differences solely by
looking at body mass relative
to brain size.[3] Together,
Dunbar and Shultz brought into
question accepted beliefs about
the evolution of the mammalian
brain and sparked an interest in
the study of primate sociality and
brain mass. In their 2010 study,
the two concluded that increased
brain mass was “associated
with some aspect of bonded
sociality.”[4]
Further, Dunbar looked
at primates’ neocortex, which
is responsible for the brain’s
conscious thought, and the size
of the groups they lived in.[5]

He then transferred this line of
work over to humans, which
are also primates, and argued
that, in general, humans have
a social network of 150 people.
This is known as the social brain
hypothesis.[6]

I had just
gone on
a tirade
about the
significance
of Dunbar’s
number.
Unless you are a middle
schooler with your first Instagram
account, odds are you probably
have a follower count at least
four times greater than Dunbar’s
number. Now, I know what you
are thinking: “I don’t have to
know all my followers personally,
which means some of them don’t
count as my social network.” My
rebuttal to that is another series
of questions:
What is the point of sharing
things online with profiles if we
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people who are tangential to
your life. This is not an antisocial act. In fact, it’s an act of
revolutionary sociality. In other
words, to preserve and nurture
a few dozen relationships is
far more meaningful than
superficial, exclusively online
relationships. Through narrowing
our social circle, we
eschew the
natural
urge to

ta
t a b ou

d

oz
e
n
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make sense to compare oneself
to every woman on the whole
wide internet. This is exactly
what is happening today. We
have not evolved any defenses
for the world we live in today.
So should we simply get over it
because it’s inevitable anyways,
or take ourselves off the internet
entirely?
In recent years, researchers
at Stockholm University have
disputed Dunbar’s number
to argue that humans can
maintain more than 150 social
relationships.[9] Amending to
the original dataset and taking
a “more modern” statistical
approach, their study argues
that diet is a better predictor
of neocortex size in
primates as opposed to
social groups, as posited
by Dunbar. Angela Lee,
a professor at Columbia
Business School, said
that social media along
with sites like LinkedIn
have revolutionized the
way we communicate,
thus making Dunbar’s
number obsolete in the
context of human social
interactions.[10]
So is Dunbar’s number
scientifically inaccurate or
simply obsolete?
Truthfully, I think
[Redacted] is right. Luddites
need to get over it. Social media
is a Pandora’s box and there’s no
going back. That’s not to say I
think social media is a force of
evil or anything of the like; it’s
just that it holds the potential
to do both immense harm and
good, particularly for women.
My solution is simple. Stop
maintaining relationships with
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can’t maintain a relationship
offline?
Why do we “subscribe”
to another person’s life and hit
follow after only meeting in
passing?
Doesn’t this state of
hyperconnectivity exhaust our
social bandwidth?
To be clear, I am not
implying that social relationships
today are any less valuable than
at any other time in history. I am
just curious about where these
tangential social relationships
fit into Dunbar’s number.
Moreover, I want to understand
more about women’s relationship
to social media. Truthfully, I have
more questions than answers on
the topic.
Lex Fridman, the host of
my favorite podcast, The Lex
Fridman Show, interviewed
an evolutionary psychologist
named David Buss about
mating patterns. In the episode,
Buss described a phenomenon
in which humans naturally
compare themselves to those
in their immediate living
groups as a mating habit.
Throughout human evolution,
this characteristic has benefited
humans to find suitable mates.
[7] As the Facebook files have
shown, this trait might not be
so optimal today. According
to the Wall Street Journal,
internal messages from Facebook
researchers read that young
women compare themselves on
Instagram, which changes how
young women “view and describe
themselves.”[8]
While it might make sense
to compare oneself to others in
a small hunting band for mating
purposes, it certainly does not

compare
ourselves to what
we see on our screens.
Like many preteen girls
across this country, I was 12
years old when I got my copy
of The Care and Keeping of

You, which was essentially a
manual for how to go through
puberty from the American Girl
franchise. One page regarding
this urge to compare ourselves
really stuck with me. The page
advised not to compare ourselves
to models in beauty magazines
(the book was pretty dated; I got
it at a garage sale!).
Instead, it told
young

y
o
u
’
v

eo
n
l
y
g

an
ecd
ote

y
h
w
n
i
to expla

these women are real. They’re
not some airbrushed image or
photoshopped warped horror.
This is what real women look
like, and this is what preteen girls
will one day grow up to look
like. I’m not above comparing
myself to what I see on my
phone screen, but I do my
best to fight it. I don’t follow
influencers, and I do my best to
avoid them. I’d suggest everyone
take the American Girl advice
and take a closer, loving look
at the women in their lives and
spend less time obsessing over
social media influencers. I’m not
saying it will be easy, but it’s
not impossible either.
Today, I keep a smaller
Instagram account with
nine of my closest friends
and those friends keep
similar microscopic
accounts themselves too.
Being scattered across
the country for college
makes connecting
difficult, but we are
able to maintain these
friendships through
concentrating our social
bandwidth on those few
relationships.
In the end, Dunbar’s
number doesn’t really matter,
and it doesn’t really mean
anything. It’s a funny anecdote
to explain why you’ve only
got about a dozen friends. I
encourage you to do a little
spring cleaning on your social
media accounts and see who
you really connect with in your
day-to-day life. You might be
surprised with who you’re left
with and who you remove. After
all, your neocortex is only so big;
you can’t be expected to keep
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women
to look
at the bodies
of the women around
them and in their lives. The
bodies of their friend’s mothers,
of their female teachers, and
of their grandmothers. All of

tabs on more than 150 people at
a time.
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hen I was four years old, I told my mother
that I wished I had not been born. It was not that I
found no love in and for my life, or that I wanted it
to end. I just felt as though I would rather be a floating orb of pale light, drifting through an opaque sky,
conscious but untroubled, surrounded by other such
lights all twinkling and drifting in stelliform simplicity.
My mother was appalled. There she was, walking
her three young children to kindergarten, and her
eldest had already become existential. You would
think that her children would have at least a few
more years of being innocent babies that pointed
at dogs, calling them lions. Yet, tolerant as she was,
she accepted my elementary philosophy and gave me
some of her own: God chose you before you were
ever born because He has a purpose for you. His
love for you has no conditions.
Unconditional love. It is a lovely concept: no matter
how many mistakes you make, or how much you
feel like you have not done enough, you are acceptTime ebbed and flowed in its bewildering manner,
and my feet gradually stopped swinging in the air as
I sat on wooden pews, finally touching the sanctuary
floor as pastors’ voices floated by my ears and into
my mind.
I was six, and God loved me unconditionally. I was
eight, and God loved me like a mother loves a child.
I was ten, twelve, fourteen, sixteen, and God was
love. But God was other things too.
These words, spoken from pastors’ pulpits, became
imprinted on my consciousness; I carried them with
me outside of church and its glass windows and
wooden crosses.
I took them and made an assemblage of
comfort, a
reminder that I was loved, exactly as I was. But as much as I
wanted those words to be that
and only that, I could not
neglect the other parts of
the Church, the other
words that managed
to mark my mind.
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When I was twelve, my history teacher taught us
about manifest destiny. God told us to claim new
land as our own, to travel West until we went coast
to coast. There was pride in his voice, when he
described this call from God. We watched
a Schoolhouse Rock video about the creation of the United States. We did not
talk about genocide or colonization. My teacher did not

When
I was fourteen,
I asked my pastor why women could
not be leaders in the church,
and he said that God made men to
lead and women to serve the church in
other ways. But Phoebe was a deacon,
I retorted.
Phoebe was a deaconess, he said, with a
chuckle, like the whole conversation
was an
endeavor in jest. There is no
Hebrew
word for deaconess.
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When I was sixteen, my church hosted a few different weddings. In the wedding vows, after the parts
about “in sickness and in health” and “‘til death do
us part,” there is a bit about obedience. If I ever
got married, I did not want to have to vow to obey
my husband. In fact, if I ever got married, I did not
want a husband at all. I did not share these
thoughts with anyone.

If love was what I needed backing me—bolstering
my belief in myself, my actions, and my decisions—
then its conditionality, and worse, my inability to
meet its conditions, tore down that backing, until I
was falling, endlessly, with nowhere from which to
orient myself.
For so long, I had made God the meaning for my
existence, and when it occurred to me that the love
guiding me was not unconditional, I felt untethered.
I was eighteen, and I was thinking again about that
stelliform simplicity, wondering what it meant to live
in this world if love was not the only thing I had
been lied to about.
I am twenty now, and the world I know is very
different from the one I thought I knew growing up.
The system of love I was raised in promised unconditionality, and that was perhaps always a broken
promise. I think I just had problems seeing it at first;
I thought my eyes were failing me that I could not
see what everyone else marveled at.

I cannot speak for God, but as to the one
described to me in church, it seemed to me
that His love was conditional. There were ideas
about what a Christian looked
like and acted like. There were
expectations about the type of life
you chose to lead.
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When I trusted my own eyes, when I looked at
myself from my own perspective instead of the one
the church had drilled into me, I realized I did not
like the person I had grown into. It was like seeing a
wound I was not aware I had; I found that the pain
I had assumed was a fact of life was actually something to be healed.
And ironically enough, maybe it was love that did
the healing. I have love for the physical and semiotic
worlds that surround me, for the ideas that make
me feel emotion in ways that cannot be contained
within my mind alone, for the people I have encountered who have loved me back in ways I never knew
I needed. I do not know if any of that love is
unconditional; candidly, I doubt it is.
And yet, maybe I want to measure
love not by its conditions but by its
impact, its effects. I have known
love whose effects were
diminishing and painful,
and love whose effects
were the opposite and
more. As I continue to
move through this
world, I find hope
that there is love
out there that offers a humble respite
from the complications of life.
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“Shit.”
My sister looked to her right at the vegetative blob in the
passenger seat. My face remained unchanged — she had to
redouble her efforts.
“Ah, fuck!” she groaned, throwing her arms in the air,
reading her lines straight from the mental teleprompter. An
unconvincing performance, but she gained my attention. I
unstuck my gaze from the hot asphalt outstretched before us,
and I faced my sister, whose hands hovered above the steering
wheel as if suspended by marionette’s string.
“What’s wrong?” I asked, to be answered by the
navigation system. We missed the exit; the last exit. In the
rearview mirror, the corrugated metal sign shrank into the
horizon, and I examined the GPS. The next exit wasn’t for
another fifteen minutes — meaning we were now expecting
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arrival at 12:36. Twenty minutes after my flight home, to
Dartmouth college, was to depart.
A smothering silence took over the car as the coming
reality of airline bureaucracy and overburdened, underenthused gate agents entered our minds. My sister launched
into a series of apologies and mea culpas. I waved them
away. I had already forgiven her. I forgave her when I saw
her glance at the GPS before the exit; when her eyes turned
back towards the road ahead, unwavering, and my own
sealed themselves in feigned sleep. Another day, another
few hours, another fifteen minutes — any amount of time,
any additional moments together, would be a gift, accepted
without fear or consideration of consequence.
My sister was born from the same mother, but I’ve never
met her father. She lived with us, our mom and my own

dad, until she didn’t. Our family unit never stayed unified;
whether people were ejected entirely or separated by conflicts
and continents, the shape of our house was under
perpetual transition. As I got older, the certainty of
her presence in my life dwindled — fate’s threads
pulled us in every direction except together.
Often, we were faced with prolonged droughts
of connection, separated for days to months
to years due to circumstances beyond our
control. In that spare moment, by my
sister’s side, salvaged from the highway’s
shoulder, I remembered those droughts,
and drank.
It was a short trip — neither
of us were ready for it to end,
so we abated its conclusion.
Even as I scrolled through the
airline’s app, searching for
future flights and finding none,
considering the extra hours
— no, days — no, week — I
would be stranded in Daytona
Beach, I was overcome with
excitement, not trepidation. A
few extra hours, a couple days,
another week, forced by fortune’s
hand. More time to spend in the
oasis, away from the isolation of
Hanover’s scorching desert, away
from the status quo of disparate
kin and broken ties. The change in
itinerary would ruin my plans; my
move-in date was approaching, and the
college’s bureaucracy required my presence. I
wasn’t upset. I never thought to be. If she had
intentionally let the exit slip by, it was from her
own love and fear of drought. It was her humanity,
her empathy, that would have led her to gift me that
extra time. And it was because of my own humanity, my
own love, that I accepted it with ease.
For much of our lives, such expressions of humanity
were irregular. Inhumanity defined our relationship. Not
from our own lack of feeling or ambivalence — rather, it was
an inhumane world, a world of unfortunate circumstance,
met with callous policy that drove a stake between our
childhoods. My father, an Air Force man, was sent to build
empire in Afghanistan, which meant a year with Grandma
for me and, for my sister, a year with her biological father.
A few years later, when my father left again, this time of his
own accord, the story repeated. Providence continued to
mangle and untangle our unmade threads. A summer with
Mom for her, a summer with Dad for me. I get home at
4:00; she waits tables at 4:30. Our world was opaque, and
only barely could we discern each other’s presence through

the tinted glass. Although we could find each other in the
cracks, the moments between the scarcity, there remained an
ever-present fear of separation, always hanging above us by
fretted string.
When things only just began to become hard, such
cracks were rare. More than rare — they were hidden.
Hidden behind stacks of red tape and merciless policy.
These bureaucratic systems, perpetually manufactured and
maintained by the unfeeling state, comprised much of the
extrinsic factors that broke our relationship. In a society
where people are treated as little more than capital, the
only relevant relationships become economic, and those
fiscally unproductive are made invisible. This underlying
philosophy of the capitalist system materializes in a wide
variety of contemporary practices, echoes of which ring
through my own history. My father’s role in the Air Force
required our routine uprooting and relocation. The justice
system perpetuated the same cycles of household disruption.
My sister had to fight tooth and nail for phone time, and
her letters sent to me and those I love were under constant
scrutiny and denigration. The intrusiveness didn’t lessen with
her release from jail. A parole officer, a new member of the

Neither of us
were ready for
it to end

family, visited every weekday, making sure none of us were
ever too used to life unmuddled.
One of the most egregious violations of family we
experienced came from direct, supposedly well-meaning,
intervention by the state. Child Protective Services: the
authority on parental competency, the auditor of broken
homes and unfit habitation. My aunt and uncle, upon
visiting our house for the first time since my father’s
departure, took one look, and decided CPS needed a call. My
mother was gone, and I was being watched by my sister and
her boyfriend — bad influences, “druggies,” as I’d overheard
my uncle and aunt call them. The next day, I was pulled out
of class and taken to my not-home, with my not-mother. I
was ferried off, recognizable landscapes turning unfamiliar as
my driver attempted to assuage my concern, explained the
situation, and stared straight ahead. When the exit arrived
at Titusville, my uncle’s city of residence, the driver did not
hesitate to take it.
I spent six months there. My sister was left with her dad.
I never saw her. While the court proceedings continued,
unearthing recent traumas for the purposes of familial
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decomposition, I was sequestered from those who
I’d survived alongside for my entire life. My mother,
the supposedly negligent perpetrator, visited once a
week. She had to work, taking up more hours to cover
mounting court fees, which made seeing each other with
any kind of regularity impossible. The distance to my sister
was prohibitive. Despite my requests and his own empty
promises, my uncle never found time to drive to see her. He
didn’t seem too concerned, laughing off my gathering tears
with assurances of the situation’s impermanence. I
would be able to see my sister again, he would vow,
once the dust settled. When that would be, he had
no answer.
Six months later. The case was thrown out and
our family was reunited. The time apart left its
scars. Our first dinner together again was quiet.
My mother made us our favorite meal, planting
her hands warmly on our shoulders as we ate,
never taking a bite for herself. Although the
experience affected us deeply, our result was
relatively benign. We were reunited, allowed
to remain as one family unit. Results can,
and often do, differ[3]. Child Protective
Services was constructed to punish
families which deviate from the white,
heteronormative, patriarchal model
of the American family—the more
egregious the deviation, the harsher
the punishment. These policies were
put into place not to bring families
closer to this prototype, as for many,
it is inherently unachievable—their
exclusion from the norm is by
definition. Instead, the system was
built with deliberate subjugation in
mind, ensuring that the worst outcomes
of modern family policy fall on the backs of
those already marginalized by class-based, race-based, and
gender-based oppression. Thus, once the overly-saccharine
explanations of the system’s bureaucratic necessity are
peeled back, the implicit directive of the organization—to
deconstruct and decompose nontraditional family units—
becomes clear.
My family’s untraditional, anti-normative composition
made us a prime target for the excesses of Child Protective
Services. We had no father figure, our patriarch separated
from us by time, distance, and iron bars. My mother, thus,
took upon herself the mantle of caregiver, despite her
struggles with neurodivergence and our precarious economic
situation. She worked long days into long nights, leaving
me in the sole care of my eldest sister. With no explicitly
male breadwinner at the center of our household, and
an evaporated patriarchal foundation, our deviancy from
the accepted norm was clear. From the perspective of the
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underpaid, often inexperienced, institutionally misguided
and overburdened social workers, our separation was
quintessential. In reality, we were happier and healthier
than we ever were under my father’s supervision, prospering
under the absence of his dominance and abuse. This truth
was invisible to CPS. We did not follow the patriarchal and
classist expectations set upon us—and we lost our right to
family.
Although outcomes such as these are seen by many
as incidental, inadvertent injustices in a broken system,
in reality they are the desired result. Family policy in this
country is based on the ideal of a certain kind of nuclear
family: white, heterosexual, and strictly patriarchal. Any
deviation from this norm is viewed as problematic and
worthy of undue scrutiny. It is not an accident then that
families of color, families without fathers, and families of the
economically disadvantaged are targeted disproportionately,
with harsher adjudication than families which fall under the
idealized nuclear model[1]. In my own experience, our lack

which contributed to a significant disruption in our familial
bond. While this disruption may have had lasting negative
psychological effects, for a time, it freed up my mother
and sister to be good laborers; good, seemingly productive
members of American society, unencumbered by the
supposed burden of simultaneous child care and economic
provision. Thus, the natural conclusion of contemporary
American family policy ends in the purposeful destruction
of marginalized family units, whose compositions are
categorized as necessarily, and irrevocably, inferior. This frees
up parents—like my single, working mother—to devote
their bodies to economic production instead of child-care
and moves children into environments that continue to
perpetuate cycles of poverty and exploitation.[3]
The evidentiality of this situation is disheartening.
Like most of modern America’s injustices, it is realized not
solely through individual action or institutional direction,
but a combination of the two, dialectically relying on and
enforcing one another to create the robust machinations of

systemic abuse performed by Child Protective Services.
The social workers I encountered had good intentions
and wide smiles, but it was their hands who led me away
from my family, and it was their lawyers who challenged
us in court. With one breath, they offered condolences for
our breaking home, and with the next, they testified to the
necessity of its decomposition. Their hands were tied. Their
individual agency had succumbed to the institution’s will.
When I arrived at the airport, I eked out a half-goodbye,
fully expecting to return to my sister’s car shortly, as
the odds of getting on a flight had at that point
diminished to impossibility. I ran to the gate, my
mouth running faster, words clumsily tumbling
out of my mouth as I tried to explain the situation
to the gate agent. Three-quarters of the way
through my ad-libbed presentation, she held
up a hand, using the other to punch at her
keyboard. Moments later, she handed me a
gate pass. My flight was yet to depart, but
airport regulation stated that passengers
weren’t allowed past security twenty minutes
before their takeoff time. Of course, with
a gate pass, usually given solely to those
accompanying others to the terminal, I
could pass through security and board
the plane uninhibited. The gate agent
smiled as I accepted the ticket. I was
hesitant. The extended vacation had
evaporated from possibility, and I
would be fulfilling my agreement
with the college, finishing my
move-in on the date they provided.
I committed to fulfilling my
institutional predestination, while
my sister—and the gate agent, for that
matter—let their humanity guide them,
let them forgo their preordained roles and allow
their empathy to shine through the cracks. I regret it. The
oasis dried, and the college’s bureaucratic will coerced me
back to the desert.
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and Black Parents Are Losing Their Children Because of It,” Parents,
August 25, 2021, https://www.parents.com/news/cps-has-a-systemicracism-problem-and-black-parents-are-losing-their-children-becauseof-it/; “Our Systems Meant to Help Are Hurting Black Families,”
National Institute of Children’s Health Equality, October 2, 2018,
https://www.nichq.org/insight/our-systems-meant-help-are-hurtingblack-families#:~:text=Mandated%20reporting%20is%20meant%20
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Anna Christie and
the Feminist Horror
of Fractured Desire

“Women. They have minds, and they have souls, as well
as just hearts. And they’ve got ambition. And they’ve got
talent as well as just beauty. And I’m so sick of people saying that love is just all a woman is fit for. I’m so sick of it.
But… I’m so lonely.”
— Jo March, Little Women [1]
By: Serena Suson
Art and Design By: Sabrina Eager

Watching the sun set on the trees
outside Sanborn, I dot my eyes as
I waver over the last pages of Anna
Christie. I watch, the fourth wall in between, as

another of my kind falls gratefully to love. I watch as
Anna Christie sheds her supposed impurity for piety,
Mat Burke’s word a tome upon which she gathers all
hope. I watch as she falls, an exhausted soul, into his
arms, more eager than anything to swear on a lie if it
means she can be with him. I watch — as a part of
her dies. I watch as she smiles through it. I watch, and
I am afraid.
Anna Christie was the first play I had to read
for ENGL 034 (“From Anna Christie to Hamilton
(and Donald Trump): Modern American Drama”).
In truth, I was not expecting such a profound commentary on the feminine experience from a male
playwright of the early twentieth century, but I have
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since found myself mistaken. The play typifies Eugene
O’Neill’s principal style: exploiting melodramatic
technique, he subverts the melodramatic genre.[2] By
presenting characters as “types,” he reveals the deep
contradictions that comprise the human person and
makes evident the hypocrisies that prevent an individual from complete categorization. He discerns tragedy
so potent it transcends more than one identity. Essentially, he takes the pain that derives from two conflicting desires and stages them, as if to say, “This is a pain
that cannot ever be contained.”
Anna Christie opens on Chris Christopherson,
who, having been away at sea for 15 years, seeks to repair his relationship with his daughter Anna, who, in
her father’s absence has grown up among her cousins
in the country. Anna meets Chris with unequivocal
enmity, her opinion of men having been blackened
not only by the perverse and violent desires of one
of her cousins but also by her work first as a nurse

and eventually a prostitute, professions she originally
took up to establish financial independence from her
family. Anna reunites with her father, rife with the
trauma his abandonment has caused. Surrounding
Chris and Anna’s initial encounter with several layers
of gendered tension, O’Neill denies any chance of
their immediate reconciliation; and just as he subverts a common melodramatic reunion scene between
father and daughter, he introduces the character of
Mat Burke, who personifies Anna’s romantic anxieties.
Despite Anna’s initial attempts to rebuff him, Mat
ends up becoming an invaluable part of her life; and
as Anna deepens her relationship with both her father
and with Mat, she begins to fear the expectations they
have set before her, the assumptions of her virtue that
directly contrast her reputation as a prostitute. When
Anna eventually reveals the true nature of her work
to Chris and Mat, they are horrified, and Mat himself
leaves the scene, seeming never to return. The final act
of the play resolves intentionally abruptly with Mat
returning to ask for Anna’s hand under the condition
that she renounce her former character and swear her
devotion to him. Anna helplessly agrees, having truly
never loved anyone like him before. Though Mat and
Anna blissfully begin to plan their future, the play
ends sustaining an air of discontent, Anna forcing a
laugh as she realizes she will once again be left behind
as Chris and Mat prepare for the time being to set out
on the same voyage to South Africa. The play, for its
entire running, ends with Anna once again preparing
to be alone.

er. Her roles encompass a spectrum where at one end
she is idealized and the other, demonized.[3] None of
her identities exist simultaneously in the male mind,
so she constantly oscillates onstage between the persona of the Madonna and the persona of the whore.
[4] Though such polarization of her character severely
limits her own self-image, her awareness of her double
identity occasionally gives her agency. She can play
the part to get her way. She can feel like she is the one
manipulating men into doing her bidding. She can
hate men as much as she likes, and she will feel justified because she recognizes the self-hatred that men
have had her internalize. She can meet a good man
and expect him to be “no better than the rest” so that
he cannot hurt her when he goes away.[5] If she feels
rage, she cannot feel helpless.
The tragedy of Anna Christie is that, despite
everything, she aches for love. Her rage tires her.
She aches to be held, to be comforted. She aches for
something so benign — so fundamentally human

Anna Christopherson, Anna Christie for short,
is the perfect example of human contradiction. As
a woman, she maintains a certain level of inscrutability to a male audience. The full capacity of
her person eludes the language of those who
seek to objectify and possess her. Still,
the world is apt to cast her in a role:
she is a daughter, a prostitute, a lov-
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— yet her very desire not only depends
upon but comes from a conditioned,
male-centered idea of love. For
all she knows, she wants love
because society has told her
that her only worth is in being
loved. Perhaps the hole in her
heart is not for want of affection but for a false need for
absolution; perhaps the
voice crying out inside
her is the voice of the
voyeur, the ever-present man within her
that makes a fetish
of her agency. It
is difficult to
discern whether, at its core,
her desire for
love is something that
should make
her sick.
When Anna
falls for Mat
Burke, it feels
like a trap. Mat
Burke pos-

sesses every single quality to recommend himself as a
romantic partner, but at the same time, nothing truly
absolves him from his own sex. Along with a desultory
view of prostitutes, he has a propensity to view the
first woman who shows him some sign of disinterest
as the girl of his dreams.[6] While one part of Mat
Burke is remarkably easy to love, the other represents
generations of misogyny that have sought to defame
women just like Anna. Part of Mat Burke may always
aim to destroy Anna Christie. At the end of the day,
in spite of all she has done to resist, Anna may end up
falling for a man that is “just like all the rest.”[7]
As a woman of color, I was particularly struck by
Anna’s struggle. Despite her Swedish background,
she embodies for me the paradoxical experience of
the BIPOC intersectional feminist. Like Anna, I find
validation in my rejection of the male mold. In my
case, I rest my integrity upon two ideals: uplifting my
identity as a person of color as well as uplifting my
identity as a woman. I seek the complete, unimpeded
liberation of both of my identities. For the most part,
I can make my stake in melancholia[8], brandishing
vindictiveness like a shield as I contest my oppressor.
An issue, however, arises if I ever realize I’m in love.
How am I to live with myself if I ever love someone whose existence stands averse to my liberation?
Who else but myself would be to blame if the man I
loved ever hurt me, a certain violence implicit to our
relationship from its very beginning? How am I to
compare such a democratic feeling like love with the
tyrannical constructions of my own oppression? How
can I ever fall in love and still be a self-righteous person? Every conflicting fear I have ever had has fractured my desire so acutely that I have ceased showing love altogether. Yet still I ache — still I ache to
know what it is like to be like Anna Christie and,
despite my moral convictions, just concede. Still,
I ache to love and be loved because, more than
anything, more than I am an advocate for justice,
more than I am a person of color, more than I am
a woman, I am so profoundly lonely. My identity
has assured me of that.
I know I have worth outside of the service I
render to other people. In my moments of greatest
confidence, I can attest that I am smart; I can attest
how well I write; I can attest my steadfast earnestness
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How am I to live with
myself if I ever love
someone whose existence
stands averse to my
liberation?
to hope. With all that I am, I am fit for so much more
than love, but at the same time all I want to do is love.
I find my heart to be one of the best parts about me,
yet I often find myself sick at the way it happens to
conform. How afraid I am of contributing to the issues I have spent my whole mature existence trying to
destroy. I am afraid, and I am also very angry. I should
not have to detach myself emotionally in order to
realize independence, but is every interaction in which
I express affection, whether it reinforces heteronormativity or White superiority, not a kind of subjugation?
I am indignant that I cannot go about my life without
considering the malicious implications behind one of
life’s most essential emotions. For people like me, even
the most basic of feelings has been made to feel like a
trap.
Since finishing Anna Christie, I have received differing opinions on how to proceed. I have met several
people who have taught me about the importance
of simply approaching others, and sometimes then
the answer seems so plain to me. Perhaps I would do
better just to pursue that feeling inside my chest, that
feeling that leads me to see so much good in other
people, that feeling that inevitably transforms the way
I think and live and breathe. Even my professor has
claimed that desire is the only way we really ever come
into being. Time and time again I have contemplated the all-encompassing circle of oppression under
which people like myself appear to operate, agency an
elusive concept contrived upon the wind; and, while
extremely disillusioned, I have never found myself apt
to brook self-stagnancy, to live my life not loving. A

friend once remarked to me how the most perfect type of oppression is that which the subject
enacts willingly. I am not certain how to elicit
progress with every single one of my actions,
but I am determined not to be the source of my
own paralysis. I will not wholly be like Anna
Christie, but I am determined to declare my love
so fiercely that the world will have to pay me
justice. I am determined to see love as an act of
resistance. I am determined to find a way out of
the tunnel in which I currently reside. Though I
move forward in darkness, I can be assured there
will always be a bit of light where at least I know
I love.

End Notes
[1] Gerwig, Greta, director. Little Women. Sony
Pictures, 2019.
[2] Pease, Donald, Jr. “O’Neill: Changing the Form
and Function of American Drama,” ENGL034: From
Anna Christie to Hamilton (and Donald Trump): Modern
American Drama (class lecture, Dartmouth College, Hanover, NH, March 28, 2022).
[3] Pease, Donald, Jr. “Anna Christie: Undoing
American Melodrama,” ENGL034: From Anna Christie
to Hamilton (and Donald Trump): Modern American
Drama (class lecture, Dartmouth College, Hanover, NH,
March 30, 2022).
[4] For more on the Madonna-whore complex, see
Alexander Salyer’s article “Of Madonnas and Whores”
here: https://www.spareribdartmouth.com/post/of-madonnas-and-whores
[5] O’Neill, Eugene. Anna Christie. 2012. Kindle.
[6] O’Neill, Anna Christie, pp. 36–43.
[7] O’Neill, Anna Christie, pp. 65.
[8] For me, melancholia means to acknowledge the
institutionalized nature of the systems that oppress me.
The world that we have constructed depends so wholly
on my subjugation that at times it feels as if I will never
be able to live a meaningful life without the intertwined
social and psychological bonds that restrain me. In moments such as these, my only protection is the knowledge
that I have been cut off, that I have been displaced from
the normal order of society. Succumbing to melancholia
is an inevitable part of the marginalized experience. For
more on melancholia, check out Sanjana Raj’s article “on
melancholia”: https://www.spareribdartmouth.com/post/
on-melancholia.
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I started Dark Desire when the first season came
out in 2020. It follows the affair between Alma, a
married college professor, and Darío, a younger man
who is also one of her students. Subscribing to some
of the criteria and tropes of a Mexican telenovela,
the thriller drama has many storylines and twists
but for the purpose of this review, I try to focus
exclusively on Alma and Darío’s relationship. In the
first season, we learn that Darío had an underlying
motive to get close to Alma in order to get revenge
on Alma’s husband. In this process, he stalks Alma,
appearing everywhere including her classroom and
even dates her daughter. A hesitant Alma, initially
unaware of his true intentions, cannot completely
forget or ‘resist’ Darío; their encounters always turn
into passionate, intimate moments. In essence, they
both develop an intense passion — an obsession
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— that costs Alma her marriage, career, and even
hurts her relationship with her own daughter. For a
complete summary of the events of Season 1 of the
Mexican Netflix series, visit this website.
Season 1 was certainly binge-worthy for me, so
when I was searching for something new to watch
this past February, I was happy to see that a new
season of Dark Desire had been released. Darío
and Alma’s affair had ended after some confrontations in the finale of Season 1. At the start of the
new season, we enter Alma’s life as she recovers and
struggles with the PTSD from her relationship with
Darío. Darío, on the other hand, had moved on and
was engaged to someone new. The start of season 2
takes a turn when Darío’s fiancé, Julieta, is murdered
and the killer is unknown. Prior to Julieta’s murder,
Alma learned that Darío was engaged and becomes
determined to warn his fiancé about Darío, which
is the right thing to do, but as I watched this unfold

I questioned Alma’s true motives. I felt as
though some part of her wanted to see Darío
again. Alma corners Julieta in an elevator the
night of her bachelorette party and aggressively

confronts her with a warning: if you marry Dario
you will regret it. It was an important warning — it
may save Julieta’s life, granted that she was about to
enter a marriage with a dangerous man. Still, I felt
overwhelmed by Alma’s chosen mode of confrontation. I could rationalize where she was coming
from and the sense of urgency due to the rapidly
approaching wedding date, but this confrontation
felt so intentional on Alma’s end since Darío was
also at this venue – like she wanted to cause a
scene. My feelings became more conflicted when
Darío found Alma and Julieta together in the
elevator. Julieta, flustered and unsure of what to
do with Alma’s ominous warning, wrote Alma
off as “la pinche loca del elevador” — she’s crazy.
Julieta exits the scene, Darío confronts Alma, and
this confrontation quickly escalates and somehow
turns into a passionate sexual encounter. It doesn’t
make sense; how could Alma sleep with a man
only seconds after warning his fiancé about how
dangerous he is? Then I ask myself a follow-up
question, throughout this entire episode why
have I extended Alma more criticism than I have
Darío? He is the cheater, manipulator, and stalker, not Alma, right?
That’s the way these shows work. Although
I’ve never had a stalker like Darío, as a Mexican
woman I know all about machismo, manipulation, and violence from Mexican men; I know
Darío pretty well. Yet this show made me doubt
my instincts. Shows like this are all about making you doubt what you know in your soul —
because you’ve lived it — and they help you create
excuses for men that kill. Is this not reminiscent
of the discourse that surrounded the popular U.S.
Netflix show, You?
Following the elevator scene and Alma’s sexual encounter with Darío, the rest of the night has a
tremendous number of blank spots that the rest of
the season fills in, as we wonder: who is the killer?
After Alma parted ways with Darío, she received
a call from Julieta inviting her up to a balcony
on the 11th floor to talk. Alma runs up only to
find that Julieta had fallen to her death and Darío
was passed out on the floor. When he wakes up
he claims to not know anything. He has
a deep scratch on his arm but can’t
explain it. I thought to myself, wow, he
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killed his fiancé. Alma believes him, though, and
again, I am frustrated with her. The police incompetently try to solve what happened, and Darío is a
prime suspect. Darío, being a skilled manipulator,
has invented a story that someone is impersonating
him. This story sounds ridiculous — we all know
it was you, Darío. But as the season progressed,
somehow, I began to buy into this theory. Darío was
manipulating us all, fictional characters and viewers
alike. At some point, I was convinced that Alma
had killed Julieta — a crime of passion. A couple
episodes later, I was convinced that Darío’s adoptive mother, Lys, (who is a gross predator as well,
but that’s another, loaded conversation) had killed
Julieta. Again, a crime of passion. I began to believe
that anyone and everyone could be the killer — just
not Darío.
I found myself holding a double-standard for
Alma. With Darío, I couldn’t really blame him at
times because I expect men to be… men. But Alma?
Shouldn’t she know better? She is a woman, socialized to know better, and to see the red flags. Yet she
can’t help but look past Dario’s red flags and give
in to her “dark desire.” Her inability to “control”
her passion became a greater
crime than anything else
on this show — a greater crime than Darío
murdering his fiancé.
In season 1, when
Darío entered Alma’s
classroom for the first
time, she was actually
lecturing on femicides — a carefully
constructed
moment
of foreshadowing
in
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the show. At this point, I found myself perpetuating rape culture. It does not matter what a woman knows or does not know — he is the one who
should know better. Alma could be an expert of
femicidios, domestic and gender-based violence and
still be a victim of this same violence. Alma does
not need to ascribe to our imaginations of a perfect
victim — she owes it to nobody. But we do owe her
the kindness and understanding to make what
we may deem poor decisions.
I will add that there are so many
nuances to the dynamics of Darío and
Alma’s relationship, specifically the age gap
that may be rooted in Darío’s inappropriate
relationship with his adoptive mother as a
teenager. His trauma is part of what
made me empathize with his character, much like I did with Joe’s
character in You. The popular
Netflix series You follows a serial
killer named Joe that fixates on
and stalks women, enters relationships with them, and even
kills people who might stand
in the way of his ‘happiness’
in these relationships (such as
men who might be interested in
Joe’s love interests). Eventually
the show reveals that Joe experienced abuse in his childhood
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and developed what you may call mommy issues,
that permeate his romantic relationships and
inform his murderous tendencies. Darío is a bit
more mysterious. You is narrated by Joe, but Dark
Desire doesn’t have a narrator. It’s hard to really
get to know Darío based on what is presented in
the show. In fact, this mystery is part of his appeal
— Alma needs to know who Darío is. But despite
this mystery, it may be safe to assume that Darío’s
inappropriate relationship with Lys during the
formative years that are the teenage years are a
source of trauma for Darío. This manifests in his
present-day relationships; today, he fixates on and
abuses an older woman — the mother figure that
is Alma.
These shows add these background stories,
full of trauma, that evoke sympathy from the
viewer. It makes us think, that’s why he is how he
is. It’s almost like we forgive them and we accept that boys will be boys. But the conversation
should never end there. Yes, the way many boys
are raised is not okay. The way they treat and murder women in their adult lives is also not okay.
Both can be true, and instead of accepting things
for how they are, this presents us with an opportunity to rethink how we treat our children, women,
and other gender marginalized individuals. I have
been raised in a culture and world that coddles
men and taught me and many others to coddle
men, too. I try so hard not to do this, to unlearn
this, but as I watched this show, it happened kind
of subconsciously. Alma was not worthy of the
benefit of the doubt that
I, and so many others, offered Darío
time and time
again. So now I
need to consciously unpack
how I, as a
viewer, played a
role in the

2

biases can cause real harm to others.
[1] Link to Season 1 recap website: https://the
cinemaholic.com/dark-desire-season-1-recapand-ending-explained-who-killed-brenda/

violence against Alma
and other women on this
show, by rationalizing and
even
excusing Darío’s behavior — by letting him get
away with murder.
These shows are entertaining. I love murder-mysteries, as do many other women even
when we are the ones being killed on these
shows. We can joke about Joe-behavior and
enjoy Darío’s mystery and the steamy sex appeal
of the show. But what happens when Joe is real?
When Darío is real? These men are not figments
of the imaginations of the people that write
these shows. They’re based on real men and the
real violence that they enact on women and people of marginalized gender identities everyday.
We live with them, go to school with them, date
them, marry them, and sometimes we are killed
by them. We can sympathize with Darío and Joe
because they’ve been taught how to manipulate
us, and we may have been taught to let them.
As viewers, how we interact with and feel about
abusive men on popular shows and their victims
is not unrelated or disconnected to how we treat
survivors of gender-based violence in real life.
I write this as we witness the Johnny Depp and
Amber Heard defamation trial in real time. As
people consume this trial as if it were media, a
show for their entertainment, people are treating
Heard, a real survivor of domestic violence, with
little grace and humanity. The way we consume
media matters and translates to how we treat people, evident with what we witness on a daily-basis
through this televised trial. I suggest that when
we watch shows like Dark Desire or You, we are
mindful and critical of our viewing experiences
and the biases our own reactions reveal, as these

[2] The heavy presence of Mexican police in
this show offers a lot to unpack. We witness
corruption in the police department, but overall
the show has a lot of cop-propaganda. A question that has been asked by many: even if the
police did put Julieta’s killer behind bars, how
does this help prevent another death of a woman by their partner? The police do not prevent
death and this show offers an opportunity to
imagine alternative modes of safety.
[3] The article “Netflix’s YOU: Why Joe Goldberg Could Never Fall For Love Quinn” by Andrea Duran explains and unpacks some of Joe’s
childhood trauma and how this led to mommy
issues, a savior complex, murderous tendencies,
and more. https://medium.com/fan-fare/netflixs-you-why-joe-goldberg-could-never-fallfor-love-quinn-99e63d58c6cf
[4] On social media, sometimes people refer to
creepy behavior from men as “Joe-behavior.”
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When she wakes up, she finds a crack
on her chest that does not belong there. She recognizes the
sensation, but the depth of it feels unfamiliar. She places her
hands on her chest, searching for small fractures. “All it needs is a
little stitching,” her grandma would say. She gets up and reaches for
her pencil, ready to find a patch for her chest. But the crack grows
louder: blaring pop music reverberating across the basement, hazy
neon lights, the smell of cheap beer and sweat, burning fear and
excitement on the cheeks, drunk eyes searching for bodies, bodies,
and bodies. And she is amidst the crowd: dancing and defenseless,
laughing and lost, foreign and fragile, out of control.
Her heart starts tumbling, her chest tightening, her world spinning,
her body sinking. “You are not dying,” her mom says, “this is just a panic
attack.” She closes her eyes and starts counting breaths. “Breathe in.” One,
two, three, four, five. The crack is banging on her breastbone. “You are safe.
Breathe out.” One, two, three, four, five. Her entire body is now tingling
with fractures; she can still feel the gaze of others on her skin. “Calm down.
Breathe in.” One, two, three – The crack radiates to her shoulders, neck, jaw,
forehead – four, five. “You will be fine. You have been here before. Breathe
out.” One, two– The exhaustion starts setting in, yet she still feels defenseless
with her eyes shut – three, four– No, this feels more physical than a mere
panic attack. “You have to get it together. Walk it out.” She puts on the first
sweatshirt and pair of sweatpants she can find, leaves her dorm room, and
races down the stairs. She pushes the door open and finds herself outside.
As she starts walking, the cold air sweeps in through her cracks, somewhat
soothing the panic but not enough to numb it. No, this is not a small
fracture.
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This is nothing. Maybe I just
have a hangover. Maybe I
am getting sick. Perhaps I
was a bit too tired and a
bit stressed. Just get on with
your day. You will be fine.
Everything is under control.
		

The initial panic slowly dies down with every step
though the ground she walks on still feels unstable. I am
stable enough. She unlocks her phone. A mistake is made.
Texts, reminders, missing calls. Assignments, commitments,
appointments. Crack upon crack. “You have to keep going.”
Her steps, her heart, her breathing – everything seems too loud.
She walks past someone she knows, she barely says hello. The
visibility frightens her. She sees herself again: unironed clothes,
hair undone, no makeup, disoriented, messy, walking around
aimlessly on a Sunday morning. “You have to be careful.” She
needs to hide. What if the cracks are loud enough for someone else
to hear, to see, to judge? Her steps take her back to her room. She
collapses on the bed, her heart banging on her chest and back,
hammering away at the cracks. My cracks. A thousand fractures
pulse through her body. This is too much for me to be able to stitch
together. She can feel a rift opening up. I am going to fall.
She reaches for her phone. A last resort. The nurse is on
the other end of the line: “This is just a panic attack. Have you
tried breathing?” Obviously. “Have you tried walking?” I have tried to
run away from it, yes. “Talking to a friend?” Impossible. “Describe the
feeling.” Like I am dying. “Well, I am concerned now. Maybe you should
go to the emergency room.” What? “It is better to be safe than sorry. But
you know your body best.” Do I? Everything inside her body feels wrong,
unfamiliar, out of control. What if this is an actual emergency, not her
insanity? She imagines herself: a disheveled, anxious girl in the emergency
room, an ocean away from home, her voice shaking, her accent more
discernible, the doctors laughing at her. No, I think I am fine. “Okay, call
911 if you feel an emergency. Have you tried washing your face?” Well, which
one is it? Am I dying or do I need skin care? “Just find something to calm you
down.”
She hangs up the phone. The nurse is right. “You should be able to
control it.” She just needs to find a big enough patch to cover up the cracks
for the time being. She has done it before; she can do it again. She starts
writing, holding her pencil like a needle:
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I do not know what is happening
to my body. And it scares the
hell out of me. But I do not
have enough time to let fear
consume me. I have to fix
myself. Now. But why do I
still feel in danger?
She remembers her grandmother stitching her torn dress
with her shaky fingers, her eyes squinting behind her glasses,
mumbling some prayers. When she finishes, she helps her
put the dress on. She attaches a small blue bead at the back
of the dress. “Mashallah, my pretty girl. May Allah protect
you from nazar. Here’s a blue bead against the evil eye.”
Her grandmother is a sorceress, casting spells to shield her
from whatever dangers may lurk outside the house that she
never leaves. “Beware of strangers, beware of friends.” The girl
learns to search the eyes of others for hidden threats. She grows
up with stories of women being beaten, stabbed, and raped by lovers,
strangers, fathers, in dark back alleys, near metro stations, in their
own bedrooms. “Beware of the dangers an evil eye cannot protect you
from, my smart girl.”

Don’t be melodramatic. You
were perfectly safe last night.
With friends. But maybe you were
too careless. Revealed too much of
yourself. Is that what you are afraid of?
Her mother keeps her floral bedsheets, lace tablecloths, and cotton towels
in her drawers, tucked away with naphthalene, never used. “My dowry,” she
says, “that I am saving for you.” She only brings out the laced tablecloths and
napkins with the porcelain tableware her grandmother gave her for special guests
and occasions. The girl learns how to keep parts of herself separate, to hide what is
precious, to protect what is delicate. The girl watches her mother glue together the
wooden picture frame her father keeps knocking over. A wedding picture. She is
terrified of how easy it is for her mother to pretend something was never broken.
Always mending, cleaning, stitching, repairing.
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Why am I thinking about all of
this now? Are these cracks
new or have I been ignoring
them all along? Either way,
I am tired of stitching
the tears over and over
again. Somehow, this feels
inevitable; perhaps I had
fallen a long time ago.
She sees herself sitting alone in her dorm room: her limbs
about to fall off as if they were merely held together by puppet
strings, her body rock solid with cracks moving up from her
chest. Years of suppressed anger, fear, resentment, and sorrow
rise to the surface from within the fractures.
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There is no hiding from it anymore; she looks down to the rift
opening up within her.

She comes eye to eye with a little girl. And holds out her
hand.
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In considering the racial dynamics
within international politics, both in practice
and in scholarship, it would be negligent to
deny the domination of majority-white, Englishspeaking countries, referred to in this article as the
Anglosphere.[1] The Anglosphere, consisting of the
US, Britain, Australia, Canada and New Zealand,
has consolidated distinct national identities to form
a single racial identity, founded on the common
language of English and the implicit moral
superiority of the “Anglo-Saxon” race.
In effect, there is an implied political,
cultural, and military alliance between
these countries. As Vucetic explains, “The
Anglosphere as a hierarchy [is] made up of the
core and mostly white Self on the one hand and
on the other the peripheral and overwhelmingly
nonwhite Other.”[2] The promotion of an “Us
vs. Them” racial hierarchy has afforded the
Anglosphere political, linguistic, and academic
privileges in international relations that are
widely unacknowledged.
One indicator of the Anglosphere’s
domination on the international stage is the
rise of English as a global language. Currently,
20% of the world’s population speaks English,
and the world’s most influential international
institutions, like the United Nations and the World
Trade Organization, have declared English one of
their official languages.[3] English has become a
lingua franca largely due to the colonial legacy of
the British empire, which, at its height, spanned
a quarter of the world.[4] Historically used as a
tool for racial subjugation, English was a signifier
in separating the “colonized” from the “colonizer”
and a mechanism of undermining local languages
as being rudimentary.[5] In the postcolonial
world, political entities like the Commonwealth
of Nations, mostly composed of former British
colonies, advance Anglo-Saxon values of democracy,
civil society, and human rights. Additionally, the
proliferation of multinational corporations, the
majority of which are headquartered in Englishspeaking countries, has been a major driving force
in the spread of English.[6] In an increasingly
globalized world, the international institutions and
multinational corporations which comprise global
linkages structurally favor the Anglosphere. The
rise of English as a global language directly feeds
into the narrative of Anglo-Saxon exceptionalism
and affords English speakers undeniable political
and economic privileges; from English-speaking
politicians being able to speak without interpreters
to English-speaking employees wielding a strategic,
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marketable commodity, there are many advantages
to speaking English in today’s world.[7] Thus, the
rise of English expands the Anglosphere’s “soft
power” in its ability to influence global preferences
and advance its interests.
On the metalevel, discourse in international
relations has been largely shaped by and catered to
the Anglosphere, or the white, male identity. While
the majority of international relations scholars are

“...falsely validates an
Anglo-Saxon perspective
of the world, one of
nation states and liberal
democracy.”

white men, the issues they study disproportionately
affect women and people of color. In effect, the
academic scholarship tends to be self-justifying and
narrow-minded in its approach, imposing Western
concepts like “sovereignty” and “the state” onto nonWestern circumstances.[8] In fact, common terms
of “developed” and “underdeveloped” bear racist
origins of a colonial past.[9] A practical example of
this is the mapping of Africa during decolonization,
wherein European powers drew national borders
irrespective of ethnic variation and geographic
features.[10] Aside from causing local conflicts, the
remapping of Africa falsely validates an Anglo-Saxon
perspective of the world, one of nation-states and
liberal democracy. Another example includes the
recent rise in conditional aid, wherein powerful,
economically affluent countries (like those of the
Anglosphere) provide aid to foreign countries on
the condition that they will undertake democratic
political reforms, such as free and fair elections.
[11] Such interventions have actually caused a rise
in fake elections, defeating their initial purpose
and demonstrating how Anglo-Saxon liberalism is
often imposed onto non-Anglo-Saxon countries,
regardless of its relevance or likelihood of success.
The political effects of the Anglosphere have also
shaped the emergence and discourse of postcolonial
literature. A common preoccupation of postcolonial
writers concerns the subversion of imperial, English
literary convention in favor of more culturally
authentic literary forms. In order for postcolonial
writers to rewrite and reclaim language, they must
intimately engage with the oppressive, colonial
forces of English. As Edward Kamau Braithwaite,
a prominent Caribbean poet and scholar, explains,
there is a distinction between English as an
imperial language, the language brought in by
colonizers, and English as a nation language, or
the language brought in by slaves and labourers,
an “underground” English.[12] While the nation
language was considered inferior, it nevertheless
influenced the imperial language, transforming the
local English into a hybrid of cultural influences.
[13] Braithwaite explains how the educational
system of most decolonized nations sustained
the imperial language and celebrated English
literary texts which held little relevance to the local
communities receiving this education. In effect, the
collective knowledge and memory of local history
was diminished and replaced by colonial, English
history. The imported literary conventions of
English, which are inherently alien to communities
of postcolonial settlement, became the most
familiar, ultimately meshing with the local culture.

As Chinua Achebe writes in his article “English
and the African Writer,” there is an ambiguity in
defining African literature, in part because of the
patchwork of languages embedded throughout
the continent: “Should [African literature] be in
indigenous African languages or should it include
Arabic, English, French, Portuguese, Afrikaans,
and so on?”[14] Achebe discusses how the choice
of African writers to use an imperial language is
not unpatriotic but rather a byproduct of colonial
influence, which has transformed imported language
into a useful tool for mass communication. Such
complexities of postcolonial literature reveal the
power of the Anglosphere in suppressing local
language and literary form and imposing a foreign
understanding of human experience.
Though the Anglosphere primarily exists as an
intangible, elusive identity, as something which
is sensed but hard to place, it manifests itself in
tangible, material ways, undoubtedly altering
political and literary space. By acknowledging the
Anglosphere’s power and illuminating its origins, we
come one step closer to dismantling it.
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Finding
my
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Using Yiddish to reconstruct
my Jewish Identity
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I hated being a Jew. In
my hometown, I was only one

of four Jews in my grade. My classmates
constantly reminded me of my differences
through sharing ignorant comments. I was
often asked why I wore a necklace with
the Pi symbol, when it was actually a Chai,
which represents “life”. I was once so kindly
told that my nose “wasn’t that big for a Jew.”
Yes, she meant it as a compliment! Someone
once suggested I “step in the shower,” which
I initially thought was intended to judge my
hygiene, but he clarified by saying, “That was
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a Jew joke.” When discussing the Holocaust
in history class, two girls sitting in front of me
turned around, looked at me, and chuckled.
A teacher told me his wife was “also part of
the tribe.” I have been told to pick up money
on the ground. I’ve been told I “look Jewish” –
and not in a complimentary way. I’ve been the
butt of every Holocaust “joke.” I’ve heard it
all.
As much as I wanted to hide my religion
growing up, my features prevented me from
being able to. I have bold, curly hair, dark

features, and the quintessential, European-Jewish
bump on my nose. I envied another Jewish girl
in my grade who did not have these features: she
was tall, with straight, blonde hair – considered
gorgeous by traditional American beauty
standards. I envied her ability to hide her Judaism
behind these features, while my appearance made
me a walking target.
It’s important to note that certain aspects of
my identity provide me with certain privileges.
I identify as white and am Eastern European.
While I experience discrimination based on
my religion, my religious identity isn’t always
completely apparent to others like race is.
Additionally, I follow Reform Judaism, which is a
strand of Judaism that has more open and relaxed
interpretations of the Torah, the main text that
describes Jewish law. Due to this, I have more
freedom than other Jewish women that are in
more “devout” sects, such as Otrthodox. I have the
choice to engage in my culture, whereas others do
not.
Nevertheless, others’ contempt for my
religion rubbed off on me. I desperately wished I
didn’t “look Jewish,” leading me to wish I simply
wasn’t Jewish. But at the time, I firmly believed
Judaism was a choice, so I knew there was a way
out.

“Others’ contempt
for my religion
rubbed off on me.”
that changed how I viewed Judaism. I became
extremely close with a group of 20 Jewish
teens from my area over the course of a year.
Through meaningful conversation and shared
experiences within this group, I began to fall
in love with my Jewish identity. The program
helped me realize that Jews existed – that there
were others who had similar experiences to me
based on our shared identity. I fell in love with
so many aspects of my culture; I didn’t feel alone
anymore.

“My paternal greatgrandfather, Louis, and
great-grandmother,
Pauline”

My parents required me to attend Hebrew
school twice a week from third to seventh grade,
until I had my Bat Mitzvah, a ceremony
for Jewish girls that marks their transition from
childhood to adulthood. I told myself that my Bat
Mitzvah would mark the end of me being Jewish.
After that point, I planned on not engaging with
anything Jewish-related. But I didn’t understand
that Judaism was a part of me whether I liked it or
not: it was in my blood, and it was only a matter of
time before I wouldn’t be able to deny my identity
anymore.
In my junior year of high school, I was
accepted into a program called Diller Teen Fellows
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Many of our activities in Diller focused on our
individual family histories. To prepare for these
sessions, I spoke to my parents to learn about my
own. It was through these conversations that I felt
not only encouraged to love my Jewish identity but
called to. I comprehended how historical efforts to
fracture the Jewish people have touched my own
family.
Put plainly, my family has been through some
rough shit simply due to being Jewish. The family
of my mom’s maternal grandmother, Selma, was
chased out of Ukraine by a bloody pogrom that
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wiped her village off the map. She raised my mother
along with my mother’s parents in Queens, New
York. She made my mother promise to never return
to Ukraine.
My maternal grandfather grew up in Leeds,
England before World War II began. In an effort to
help the Jewish children living in major cities, they
were sent into the countryside to live with other
families. As a result, my grandfather was separated
from his family for most of his childhood. Luckily,
he lived with a kind family that treated him and his
siblings very well; many children in this program

did not. Some were sent overseas to Canada – my grandfather and his
sister were supposed to, but they didn’t because she got sick. Germany
torpedoed the ship they were supposed to be on and everyone aboard
died.
On my father’s side, my great-grandfather, Louis, immigrated from
Russia with his six brothers and one sister. At the time, in an attempt
to disperse Russian Jews, the Russian army enlisted Jewish men for

“... Yiddish was not
spoken in order to
assimilate.”

eight years without letting them ever return to their
respective villages. After their service, they were forced to
live in villages separate from their families. To avoid this,
Louis and his brothers came to Ellis Island with their
mother. Their father never joined them.
Although many of my family members
escaped religious persecution, their first
language did not. All of my great-grandparents,
like many Eastern European Jews, spoke
Yiddish. Before the Holocaust, there were
approximately 11 million Yiddish speakers
across Eastern Europe, while today, there
are only about 350,000 Yiddish speakers
globally[1]. They reside mainly in Israel,
Russia, and the United States[2]. It is
predominately used in Hasidic communities,
which typically reside in Israel and certain
Brooklyn neighborhoods. Many Yiddish
speakers in my grandparents’ and greatgrandparents’ generations were killed during
the Holocaust. Of those who survived or had
already immigrated elsewhere, Yiddish was not
spoken in order to assimilate.
The latter is the case in my family. My greatgrandparents on my dad’s side, Louis and
Pauline, were fluent in Yiddish but refused to
“My mother’s relatives,
the Young family, 1939”

“My maternal grandfather,
Stuart, who fought for the
British army.”
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teach it to their children. They were raising their
children in Wilmington, Delaware in an all-Catholic
neighborhood. They owned a grocery store and felt
they needed to improve their English in order to
maintain their business. They felt the only way to do
that was to only speak English with their children.
While my grandpa can understand Yiddish, as he
heard it spoken in his household between his parents
and other relatives, he is not a fluent speaker, thus
ending the line of Yiddish speakers on my dad’s side.
My mother grew up with two fluent Yiddish
speakers in her home, her grandma and father, but
she never learned how to speak it. Her grandmother
immigrated to America when she was 12 and worked
hard to learn English; speaking Yiddish felt like
regressing. While they taught my mother certain
phrases, she never heard it fluently spoken in her
home growing up, thus ending the line of Yiddish
on my mother’s side.
Assimilation in the United States exacerbated an

“My grandfather, Stuart,
and my mother, Eve”

53

“My great-grandfather,
Louis, and his brothers.”
“My maternal greatgrandmother, Selma.”

already fractured Jewish community by preventing the
continuation of Yiddish. But Yiddish isn’t disappearing
completely any time soon, as it is deeply tied to Jewish
history, which cannot be changed. Rita Mae Brown
said, “Language is the road map of a culture. It tells you
where its people come from and where they are going.”
Yiddish connects Jews to the most terrifying moments
in our history: it was whispered in the barracks in
concentration camps, spoken on ships to a better life,
and cried after being expelled from various places we
used to call home. Assimilation severs my connection
to these events by preventing me from speaking the
same language as my ancestors did during those
terrifying times. Assimilation made my people lose our
voice, and thus impaired our ability to pass down our
history.
But, triumphantly, language always finds a way to
sneak through, even in the smallest amounts. I cling to
these words whenever I hear them. My mother learned
numerous Yiddish phrases that her grandmother and
father used when speaking to her. “Such a shayna
maideleh. You are my naches and gedilla,” my
grandmother would tell her, meaning “Such a pretty
girl, you are my pride and joy.” I’ve heard plenty of
Yiddish words in common language that most are
familiar with:
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“You want me to walk all the way to Novack?
From the gym? That’s such a schlep.”
“Don’t be such a schmuck.”
“I don’t need to get into a whole spiel on
why I love Collis breakfast sandwiches, but here I
go!”
“You’ve got some schmutz on your face,
let me wipe it off.”

“Many use these words
casually without even
knowing they’re Yiddish!”
Many use these words casually without
even knowing they’re Yiddish. These words have
become so ingrained in colloquial language at
this point that no one questions where they came
from. I purposefully try to throw these words into
my daily use whenever I can to remind people
“My maternal greatgrandmother,
Selma, on her
wedding day.”

how Jewish I am and to keep the language alive. On
occasion, I’ll throw in a couple words and phrases
I’ve learned to throw people off too:
“Oy vey, I tested positive for COVID. Welp,
abi gezunt.” (as long as I’m healthy)
“I could never be with a man who only expects
me to be a balabuste.” (generally speaking, a
woman who is good at domestic tasks)
“I wish I could be more like her, she’s so
geshikt!’ (capable)
“I hate when people tell others to just ‘be
happy’ when they feel down. Toytn bankes.”
(a phrase saying something is unhelpful. It is short
for “Es vet helfn vi a toytn bankes,” which
means “It will help like cupping a corpse.”)
Over spring break, I realized my obsession
to learn Yiddish was growing. I sat down with my
parents over dinner and asked them to provide me
with every Yiddish phrase they knew so I could
write them down and memorize them. Almost
every day, I searched Yiddish dictionaries to learn
new phrases and wrote them down. I have an everexpanding note in my phone full of them, from
friendly greetings to brutal insults. With each one, I
feel more connected to Judaism. I regularly receive
insensitive comments that further motivate me to
learn Yiddish.
While I don’t feel actively persecuted based on my
identity, I still get reminded that ignorance towards
the Jewish people still exists. For instance, when an
acquaintance at Dartmouth discovered I was Jewish,
she was utterly shocked and did not hide it at all. She
then said, “So you’re Halal, right? And your family is
from Israel?” First of all, she meant Kosher, second
of all, I’m not even Kosher, and thirdly, my family is
from Eastern Europe. I’ve also played Cards Against
Humanity a couple of times at Dartmouth, and there
is always that guy who is a little too excited each
time a card joking about the Holocaust comes up. A
few weeks ago, an older man in town pointed at me,
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laughed, and said “Hi Jewish girl!” I was not
wearing any clear Jewish identifiers, so his
remark was purely based on stereotypes.
This last remark was the most painful; I felt
personally stereotyped, disturbed, seen. If
I received this comment in high school, it
would have destroyed me. But now, being
more proud of my Jewish identity, I can
channel this comment into pride. Yes, I do
have stereotypically Jewish features. And so
did my grandparents and great-grandparents,
who dealt with stronger forms of persecution
that I could ever truly understand. But
the comments I get and the exclusion my
ancestors experienced all stem from the same
thing: ignorance towards the Jewish people
out of a fear of what we are.
Yiddish helps me define my Jewish identity.
I don’t learn it with the intention of speaking
fluently — fluency isn’t always the goal when
learning a language. I learn how to speak the
language of my family in order to keep the
Jewish culture alive. I sprinkle these words

“In the face of
anti-semitism, my
relatives prevailed,
as will I.”

into conversation as a way to honor my
ancestors and spite those who tried to
eliminate us. I speak Yiddish to remind
those filled with ignorance that we are
still here. In the face of anti-semitism,
my relatives prevailed, as will I. So keep it
coming; these experiences only give me
more chutzpah.

_____________________________________________________________
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Hello!
Sometimes you’ll meet someone, and you just
click. That’s what happened with us. It started
with small similarities, like being from small
Midwestern towns and loving music. As we grew
closer, it became apparent that many of our lived
experiences aligned, sometimes shockingly so,
like playing similar roles within our families and
being queer women. In each other we’ve found a
resounding sense of solace and a soul sister. This
conversation grew out of that connection and
a desire to share our imperfect, fuzzily defined
identities so others might find comfort in our
stories as we’ve found comfort in each other.
The (Queer) Midwest
Talia: Were you exposed to any LGBTQIA+
people or media when you were growing up?
Vita: A girl in my dance classes had two moms,
and meeting them was my first exposure. They
were both really cool. Then yeah, not until high

school. I had a couple gay teachers; they were never
super vocal about it though. There was definitely a
sector of students who were from very conservative
families, and things like that got pushed back against
by those families, so they never really talked about
it that much besides brief mentions. The first lesbian
TV characters I encountered were Callie and Arizona
on Grey’s Anatomy. I don’t know if you watch Grey’s,
but for me that was kind of a —
T: A pivotal moment?
V: I don’t want to say it was pivotal, but it was
definitely a moment where I felt seen. At that point it
was still really a question for me — am I maybe queer
and do I maybe like women; maybe the narrative
about finding a perfect guy, about the spark, maybe it
isn’t that it just hasn’t happened yet; maybe there’s a
reason I’m not attracted to guys in the same way I’m
starting to realize I’m attracted to girls. What about
you?
T: I would say it was probably junior year of high
school when I realized that people don’t have to be
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cisgender or heterosexual, but I didn’t really think
about it. It was only after I started interacting with
media that had LGBTQIA+ characters that I started
to understand it more. I dated a guy for two years
and I’ve been on a lot of dates with men and so I
think the fact that I liked people besides men never
crossed my mind. And I was an ally and really
supportive of the community, but I never thought,
“Yeah that could be me.”
V: I’ve come to the realization that a good 75%
of my friends from high school are LGBTQIA+,
but we never talked about it. No one ever came out;
there were hints of it, but it was very hushed. But
then we’ve all gone to college, and it’s liberating in a
way. But, at least for me, it’s never a total liberation
— when I go home it’s not easy to do that, say that,
be that.
T: Yeah, I think especially in the Midwest
it’s hard because people have strong community
connections and know each other really well,
so if you’re not out to your family but you’re out
in another space, it can spread throughout the
community really fast. Where I live there’s an “out
of sight, out of mind” mentality, and I honestly
don’t know how people would react if I was out. I
want to say they’d react well, but honestly I’m not
sure if I would feel safe.
V: Right. It’s very hush-hush; people aren’t
always outwardly hostile, but it isn’t something
that’s talked about openly or understood by most
people. In my state, most people are nice to your
face, but behind your back, rumors spread. One
of the main reasons I haven’t come out to anyone
at home — not friends, not teachers — is because
I don’t trust that most people can be confidential.
And I think if I tried to explain my sexuality to
anyone back home they would want… they would
need to be able to understand a clear label that I
can’t really give yet, because I’m still figuring it out.
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So for now I’m just shutting up about it.
T: Well yeah so, I’m like demisexual but also
pansexual because I’m not completely demisexual I
don’t think, I’m just… maybe I am demisexual?
V: You can be both though right? Because pan is
the gender thing and then demi is the way in which
you’re attracted…?
T: …But then it’s also like I don’t know if I’m
completely those and I feel like those labels don’t
exactly cover it. So I identify as queer, but then it’s
weird because people are like —
V: “What kind of queer?”
T: Yeah, and so I usually just end up saying bi
even though I don’t identify as bi.
V: ME TOO. There’s this phenomenon where
people assume I’m a lesbian. I remember during
O-week, I was eating ice cream on the steps of the
DOC, and my new friend just went, “You’re gay,
right?”. I’ve had multiple people here be like, “Yeah
I thought you were a lesbian; you have such gay
vibes,” just because of their perception of how I
dress or whatever. I usually end up saying bi. It’s
easier than trying to explain demisexual or how I’m
conventionally attracted to women but never to men,
but if I know people well enough it doesn’t matter…
There isn’t like a conventional label for that that most
straight people understand. I think that’s one of the
biggest reasons I haven’t told my family or people
in my hometown; I am still figuring it out, and I feel
like if I tell them one thing it will be that one thing
forever. And I don’t have that level of confidence in
any label that’s available to me.
T: I feel like I’m really good at putting myself
into boxes. When I’m at Dartmouth I fit myself into
a certain box, and when I’m at home I fit myself into

“I am still figuring
it out, and I feel
like if I tell them
one thing it will
be that one thing
foreve r.”
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a certain box and it’s a lot easier to just be in my
home box when I’m at home.
V: You’re literally explaining my whole world.
T: It’s easier to just fit into the mold of the
person that I’m supposed to be at home rather
than have all this tension and have all this
confusion and this anger when there’s somewhere
else I can express all of that.
V: Is it really all of it though? Is the change in
location a complete liberation?
Half-out @ Dartmouth
T: I think I initially thought things would be
better here, and that I would be more comfortable
expressing myself, but I’ve realized that Dartmouth
is small and there are people who will see you
differently if you’re not cis or het. It can be hard
getting into relationships that aren’t heterosexual
because you don’t know who people are connected
to and don’t have control over who you’re out to.
V: Which goes back to the challenge of being
only half-out, only out to some people.
T: It plays into identity, too, though, because
people have ideas about me from one relationship
I’ve been in and misrepresent what they know
about my sexual orientation based on that
relationship to people in a way that’s harmful to
me, even if they don’t mean it to be harmful.

“A lot of times
I feel fractured
internally,
like I have to
shut off or deny
a part of my
sexuality...”
V: I think I find it easier to say “I’m queer” or “I
like women” here because people at home will never
know from the people that I tell here, and that is a huge
hold up for me, not wanting to answer their million
questions about my sexuality. At the same time, I feel
like the queer dating scene is hard here. Maybe that’s
just me. It also just takes me a long time to trust and be
comfortable with people. So that makes it difficult here
too, because the terms are short and stressful. But all in
all being here for me is somewhat liberating, because
there are other queer people around and it’s so much
more visible, and at least in the relationships I have,
people don’t or won’t treat me differently if they know.
T: I would agree! I’ve also found people in similar
situations, who aren’t openly out, but when I tell them
that I’m queer, they tell me about their identity. So I
think for me it is comforting in that way, that people
here have much more varied identities than I’m used to
at home.
V: How does that come up in conversation for you?
T: Usually they’ll be discussing their past
relationships, and then I’ll mention that I’m not
straight, which opens the conversation for them to
share too. But it usually doesn’t start there, it starts with
more “conventional” relationship discussions.
V: It’s funny you bring that up, because I’m
currently in a really great relationship…with a man.
A lot of times I feel fractured internally, like I have
to shut off or deny a part of my sexuality because I’m
not actively engaging with it. Which is dumb, and
I don’t DO that internally. But there’s a perception
phenomenon; people who don’t know me as well and
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assume I’m not straight because of how I present
sometimes give me weird looks.
The Closet: A Straight Invention?
T: I would say that there’s this idea of having
a gaydar or people giving off “non-straight” vibes
and I think it’s actually very —
V: Harmful?
T: Yeah, harmful. And not everyone in the
community comes off that way, which is also
harmful. I think there’s this idea that you can look
at someone and know their sexuality, and that’s
never true. I think that also fits into the idea of
being able to label people, right?
V: Right. There’s this idea that it’s very black
and white, you’re either part of the community
or you’re not. That’s been my issue coming out,
because for me it’s not a closet door that you
open and step out and it’s suddenly like “ta-da”
— it’s like a hallway, and it’s a process. I think
our culture really emphasizes “ta-da” moments
too, the surface level visibility — like how social
media emphasizes aesthetic building — and it’s
hard when you can’t have that level of visibility
because you’re worried about your parents seeing
your social media feed because your aunt follows
you or whatever.
T: I would also say, there’s nothing wrong
with coming out, but I think the entire concept
of coming out is kind of a straight invention to
identify people in the community. It’s this idea
that LGBTQIA+ people are so different that they
need to announce their identities to the world so
everyone knows how to label them and that we’re
not normal and don’t fit in.
V: That’s so interesting — coming out feeding
the heterosexual assumption that everyone is

“There’s this idea
that you’re not
legitimate, that you
don’t care about your
identity or that your
identity isn’t valid
if you don’t come
out…”
“Or if you don’t come
out to everyone.”
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straight and cis so that if you’re different, it
has to be labeled. Instead of everyone just not
assuming anyone’s sexuality.
T: And see there’s nothing wrong with
coming out, but I think a lot of times there’s this
idea that you’re not legitimate, that you don’t
care about your identity or that your identity
isn’t valid if you don’t come out…
V: … Or if you don’t come out to everyone.
T: Yeah, and it can be framed as you not
being proud of your identity. For some people
it’s just not feasible. I don’t think coming out
should be framed as this huge thing because
really people don’t need to know your sexuality.
I think you should come out to people you
want to come out to, but I think coming out
also puts people in a box, but it’s also you come
out once and then you’re done. But sexuality is
fluid, right? I started off as straight, then went
to bi, then went to pan, and then was like, “No
I’m actually straight,” then went to bi, and then
to queer, and so it’s like do I have to come out
every single time that I do that?

“It’s not a closet door
that you open and step
out and it’s suddenly
like “ta-da” — it’s like
a hallway, and it’s a
process.”

V: You’re right, it’s definitely more of a
journey, and when you tell everyone, if you
announce it to the world however you do
that and then you backpedal, I think there’s
a lot of stigma, not even stigma but people
freak out about that like, “Oh, you were
wrong.”
T: I think most people in my life see it as
black and white, and it’s not. I’m still figuring
things out.
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What is Feminism?

1.

Feminism is the ideology of women’s liberation. It is MATERIALIST; that is, it analyzes society and
history through the method of dialectical materialism, which constitutes its scientific character. It is also
RADICAL; that is, it goes to the root of women’s oppression—the existence of social classes.
2.

What is a Woman?

Woman is a category referring to a social sex-class, which has specific cultural, economic, and political
relations to its opposing sex-class, man.
3.

What is Sex-Class?

Sex-class refers to the understanding that womanhood is built up as a social class, following the Marxist logic of economic class, where there is a class that appropriates and exploits—the male sex-class—and a
class that is exploited—the female sex-class. Obviously, this is a general rule—there are certain exceptions
and gray areas, which further highlights the social construction and relativity of the matter. “Sex” is used
here with the understanding that it is an unstable social category, not an essential one. [1]
It is extremely important to note that the appearance of sex-class is not the root of all oppression. Rather, it is from the division of the world into economic classes, with the appearance of private property, that
all oppressions—including those based on sex-class—form.
4.

How does the Female Sex-Class Relate to the Male
Sex-Class?

The primary expression of woman as a sex-class is in female subordination to systemic male supremacy, expressed in virtually all areas of social life.
5.

How is Womanhood Constructed?

It is constructed upon the presumed presence of female sex characteristics—both primary and secondary, in a manner that is either partial or full—and the cultural implications said prescence has upon the
social-life of an individual. As such, womanhood is made inseparable and is derived from the category of
female itself, which is a collection of bodily characteristics which present themselves in about half of the
population.
In short: a person who possesses female sex characteristics to the point that they are seen as female by
1. It is also worth pointing out that there are other sex-classes in which people may be sorted by society at large. This social
phenomenon may be due to a person’s status as intersex, a consistently androgynous presentation, crossdressing in daily life
without taking cross-sex hormones, etc. These other sex-classes are often closer in experience and political interests to the male
or female sex-classes, depending on their circumstances, their social interactions, their early-life experiences, etc. In many ways,
this can be thought of as analogous to the class Marx calls the petite-bourgeoisie, which, whilst not proletariat or bourgeois, will
align with whatever class serves its political interests better. The social relations between the male and female sex-classes with
other sex-classes is infinitely complex and certainly deserves its own analysis in a later piece. Nevertheless, for the most part, the
impositions of binary sex-class rules supreme across all of society, and it is in itself a source of pain for the millions of individuals
who simply do not conform to it.
Furthermore, it must be noted that sex-class is merely a framework from which to understand social imposition, not identity in the
abstract. Thus, for example, a person whose personal identity is non-binary may be imposed a sex-class by society that differs
from their identity—the reasons for their identity itself being irrelevant to this point. Sex-class as a concept does not attempt to
explain a person’s self-perception or its validity—it only seeks to examine social dynamics with the goal of abolishing them.
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the whole of society, and who thereby lives a female social-life, thus assuming a subordinate position to the
male sex-class, is, in this imposed structure, a woman. A materialist feminist analysis reveals this insight,
otherwise burried beneath social phantasms and distortions.
6.

How Did the Oppression of Women Begin?

The oppression of women has its roots in the creation of economic classes and the advent of private
property in the earliest civilizations, marking their transition from class-less primitive communism into
class-based, agricultural, slave societies. The physical, observable fact of sex-division marked a generally
clear line of demarcation, upon which social and productive roles were compelled—particularly in terms of
reproductive roles.
Even in the earliest societies, women already constituted a specific sex-category, even if not necessarily
oppressed. However, with the rise of economic classes, woman became linked to the domestic, the reproductive, and the subservient.
7.

What Were These Lines of Demarcation?

Women’s general capacity for pregnancy, as well as their sexed, physical difference to men, led to the
bestowing of domestic roles designed to maintain female reproductive labor for the benefit of class society.
Social enslavement through reproduction generalizes itself to the whole of society, arising next to sexbased segregation, repression, and abuse. This was the world birthed from the womb of class. [2]
8.

How Did These Lines Manifest Themselves in the
Earliest Days of Sex-Based Oppression?

In nomadic societies, the biological fate of childbearing kept the female sex closer to her strictictly
natural function, whereas men—made by their surrounding, material conditions to perform the tasks of
hunting, gathering, and protecting—were forced to innovate and to create. In doing so, under the Marxist
concept of species-being, men were given the ability to rise beyond their own animal nature, towards a genuinely human nature. Women, on the other hand, were denied the ability to transcend—to create—and to
become human. This is the default, unfortunate, material template from which patriarchal society would
eventually rise.
9.

How Did Sex-C;lass Manifest in Ancient
Agricultural Slave Societies?

In spite of the aforementioned template, there were no institutions from which sexism could be perpetuated before the emergence of economic classes. With the rise of agriculture came the rise of classes,
where the dominant economic relation was first that of the slave and master. Here, as women took on
stewardship roles in agricultural production, the association between woman and land was born, tied
together with notions of fertility, destiny, and sedentarism. For some time, the land was a woman’s domain at the micro-level—yet both were still under man’s domain. As such, the man who acquired land by
extension acquired the women who worked it.

2. The sections following this are brief summaries of Beauvoir’s historical tracing of women’s oppression, from Primitive Communism to modern Capitalist society. It can be found in full in her seminal work, The Second Sex.

67

The invention of bronze and iron further tempered the heavy chains that bound women to an inferior
position in relation to man. As man made fellow man into slave, he found superior sources of production
in all fields, thus casting women entirely into the domestic sphere. Now, not only was she excluded from
the productive process, but her own existence could not be recognized by the male as similar to his own.
“Man” comes to mean “human,” resigning “woman” to something else. A relationship of exploited and
exploiter fully takes shape. In short, as per Beauvoir, WOMAN WAS DETHRONED BY THE ADVENT OF PRIVATE PROPERTY. All around her, the walls of patriarchal society begin to cover the
shining sun and fertile fields that had once been hers.
10.

How Did Sex-Class Manifest in in the Age of
Antiquity?

As civilization developed, woman fully became the property of man—he controlled her home, her
movement, and her existence. Babies born female were often killed, as they were undesirable and burdensome, and female adulthood, when it was allowed to persist, became merely a gift conceded by the patriarch. From the Arabian Peninsula to the Western Zhou and back to Rome, these social divisions on the
basis of sex continued to extend into a web of inescapable sex-based exploitation. Religions, philosophies,
and moral systems were erected, creating cultural justifications for this state of affairs. Female torture,
rape, and murder became collective spectacle, and God thus decreed that woman was traitorious, evil, and
inferior, her only worth coming from blind devotion to her divinely-bestowed subjugation.
Of course, not all societies were the same. In Egypt, for example, due to the fact that all land belonged
to the king, yet was worked by the populace, inheritance was meaningless. The lack of any landed private
property relations beyond the royal court afforded women some level of equality to men. Similarly, in
Sparta, where communal property relations still existed and the nuclear family had not yet been formalized, women were free, genuine adults with similar legal and de facto rights to men. Nevertheless, this
situation was extremely rare, and it would not last. Elsewhere, for the most part, the law made woman an
inferior being, justifying itself with the “obvious truth” of her sex’s inferiority. Women were kept in the
infantile status of eternal children, always watched by a male superior, chained to the home, and robbed of
political agency.
10.

How Did Sex-Class Manifest in Feudal Societies?

Feudalism involved massive changes in property relations across the Old World, which led to many
confusing, contradictory realities for women. It was the time of lords and serfs, of knights and priests. In
some regards, women’s rights were elevated—in most others, they were further restricted, most significantly in relation to her economic privilege or dispossession. A woman was most free when unbound and
unassimilated to polite society. Marriage, now monogamous and inseparable from property, became the
newest institution from which to enforce the “natural” inferiority of the female sex. At the same time, love
became primarily restricted to the realm of the extra-marital. Prostitution thus became truly endemic,
and whilst church and state feigned opposition, St. Thomas Aquinas himself argued its utility in mainting social order: “Prostitutes are to a city what sewers are to a palace.” Guardianships slowly shifted from
private to public, both affording women more protection, yet further restricting her freedom and mobility.
Nevertheless, wives continued to be treated like property and routinely abused.
These convulsions were not limited to Europe. Across the world, in China, with similarly-rapidly
changing property relations during the Song dynasty, Neo-Confucianism arose to be the dominant societal ideology. Thus, woman’s situation deteriorated to the point that she was barely above the status of
cattle. For example, brutal practices like foot-binding became common, even among aristocratic women.
Chinese women were physically rendered subservient, their mobility severely reduced, their dependence on
males made complete. Only after a millennium of humiliation and exploitation, with the establishment of
the People’s Republic in 1949, did circumstances change.
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12.

What Was the Influence of Colonization and the
Rise of Global European Empires?

In much of the New World, relations between the sexes were markedly different from those of the
Old World, principally due to the different material development of said societies. For example, José C.
Mariátegui, founder of the Communist Party of Peru, described the Inca Empire as a society which
largely escaped Marx’s traditional model of historical development, women holding a role complementary
to men’s. Whilst their domesticity was an enforced fact and patriarchy was the law of the land, women
retained a certain degree of autonomy and freedom due to the fact that property was, as in ancient Egypt,
owned by the king and worked on by the community. With the Spanish conquest of Peru, this system
was violently replaced with a semi-feudal regime, drastically reducing the rights of women. Similar stories
repeated themselves across the Americas, Asia, and Africa. This is not to say that these societies were paradises for women—most were still strongly oppressive and exploitative. Nevertheless, European conquest
often only worsened the female situation by bringing destructive changes to their material conditions.
13.

How Did the Creation of Race Impact the Female
Sex-Class?

The concept of race was absent in human culture until the late 16th century. Its first emergence was in
the context of European New World colonies as a tool to force people into different social classes based on
their physical attributes, thus creating a strict hierarchy from which to enforce European rule. The goal:
to maintain the flow of capital from the colonies to Europe, thus enriching colonial powers. Within the
female sex-class, race created subdivisions from which to enforce the most brutal patriarchal exploitation.
For example, in much of the New World, Indigenous women were degraded nearly to the status of slaves
and were forced into marriages with their conquerors, serving as their spoil of war. African women found
themselves in the New World as actual slaves, forced to produce more slaves to perpetuate the accumulation of wealth for their master. These are a few of the many specific relations, born out of property relations and the need to accumulate capital, that largely determined how the artificial creation of race impacted the oppression of women.
The creation of race is intimately tied to the project of colonization. It is important to note, once more,
that said project was largely carried out with one principal motive: the accumulation of capital in the context
of rising industrialization in Europe. Without South American gold, the factories of England could have
never arisen. Colonization did not occur because Europeans were inherently evil or hateful, nor was it initially driven by racial ideologies, as they did not previously exist. Existing notions of race emanated from
changing class relations, as well as Europe’s geographical and historical position.
14.

How Did Sex-Class Manifest Throughout the Rise of
Capitalism?

Industrial development gave some European women an escape route from the confinement of the
home. Far from an emancipatory historical event, however, it was the substitution of one oppression for
another. Across the rising factoryscapes of the continent, women toiled for the very lowest wages. Legalistic battles driven by class struggle and the reactionary state continued to pull between greater freedom and
greater repression. Marriage ascended to a higher expression: as a bourgeois economic contract principally
about the consolidation of the family, property and inheritance.
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15.

Why is Economic Class the Central Contradiction
Throughout all of Human History?

All forms of oppression stem from economic class divisions—between a class that exploits and a class
that is exploited. As such, sex-class itself flows from economic class. This is a historically-observable fact,
and it is INDISPUTABLE. To say that all oppressions stem from and are manifest in class is not class
reductionism. At the same time, it is important to resist the notion that all oppressions operate on the logic
of serving capital. Banning abortion in certain US states is not a decision made because of mechanistic
capitalist profit motives—it is primarily made due to misogyny. Materialist feminism argues that said
misogyny, historically, originates firstly from economic class and private property, which in turn created
divisions based on sex-class. The end of sex-based oppression can thus only be met through the abolition
of class, both economic and sexual.
16.

Can Bourgeois Women Struggle Side-by-Side with
Proletarian Women?

No! Although bourgeois women belong to the female sex-class and are oppressed on such basis, their
commmitment to their capital-accumulating position in terms of economic class makes them incapable
of truly advocating for female liberation. Patriarchy is a system entangled within the capitalist system
at large, having long been a consequence of class societies as a whole. As such, the interests of bourgeois
women conflict with global female liberation, in spite of shared points of oppression.
Unless a bourgeois woman renounces her class position, understands that feminism seeks an end to her
privileges and social position, and thereby subjects herself unequivocally to the leadership of working-class
organizations, she will stand resolutely in opposition to the feminist movement.
17.

Can White Women Struggle Side-by-Side with
Women of Color?

Yes. However, they must do so with a clear understanding of their position. While we are all oppressed
on the basis of sex, women of color have the added burden of colonial, race-based oppression. White women must uphold, defend, and apply the anti-colonial, anti-racist struggles spearheaded by colonized women,
especially in the Third World. They must defer to colonized women whenever these oppressions arise, and
furthermore, be accomplices.
18.

Is the Struggle for Women’s Liberation Global
and Generalized?

Yes. The socialist revolution is a global event, involving every country and peoples of the world. As the
feminist revolution is a necessary component of the socialist revolution , it too must be global. International revolutionary sisterhood does not currently exist—it is our historical mission to organize, actualize, and
weaponize it against the forces of patriarchy and capitalism.
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19.

What are the Types of Feminism Today?

Bourgeois
		 i.) Liberal
a.)

This is the feminism of “black square” Instagram infographics, TikTok “bimbo” videos, and “I’m
With Her” establishment politics. It is a shell of feminism, lacking any kind of systemic, material analysis
of society. It is the feminism of simplistic, uninterested, often bourgeois, often white women, primarily
concerned with their immediate problems. As such, it defends the current system of exploitation and death,
remaining blind to the struggles of working class women, principally colonized working women. The necessity of a more radical road causes the liberal feminist to shiver in fear and duck her head in the sand.

		

ii.)

Intersectional

Intersectionality begins its life as a useful, if bourgeois, legal framework, pushed forth by Kimberlé
Crenshaw in the context of DeGraffenreid v. General Motors. As it developed, the advocates of intersectionality—by this point, a principally academic movement—posited it as a response to all that came before. It
also takes from postmodern philosophy, mainly that of anti-communist pro-imperialist child-abuser Michel
Foucault. Scientific socialism, materialism, and class politics were critiqued as outdated, reductionist, and
“Western”—ironic, coming from an ideology which barely exists outside of the United States! Instead,
under intersectionality, all axes of oppression are considered equally, making class just another axis, rather than the central contradiction. Furthermore, the rejection of materialism means there is no adequate
historicizing of social phenomena, instead relying on anachronistic idealist visions that say history happens
mainly due to changing ideas, not economic changes. This prevents intersectionalists from adequately tackling the political problems of our era.
Intersectional feminists are certainly more advanced than liberal feminists, and this is their greatest
strength. Yet, despite pushing for a vague revolutionary transformation, they are often unable to think in
a strategic, concrete, long-term manner. In this sense, they are similar to anarchists. For example, they
seek prison abolition in our current system, believing that abolishing prisons will lead to “post-capitalism.” Nevertheless, just as the abolition of chattel slavery led to the prison system, prison abolition alone
will only lead to a similarly unjust industrial complex if done under the capitalist system. One must abolish
capitalism first—a process that will itself require many prisons! [3] Similarly, they focus their energy on
crafting anti-racist, anti-sexist workshops and circles, which, while a net positive, do not truly address the
root of the problem. One cannot eliminate oppression simply by shaming or changing individual people—
these problems are structural and material, and as such, they demand structural, material solutions.
Lastly, and quite importantly, the hyper-focus on identities works to reify said identities as transhistorical and crystallized—a process that is a byproduct of abandoning materialism—as opposed to depending
on their historical era and context. If a brown Bolivian woman is truly free, then she is no longer a brown
Bolivian woman—rather, she is human. She remains physically female, her culture is still Bolivian, and
her skin is still brown, but these categories have lost all their social meaning. She is, just like the rest of
the human race, a human being. Intersectionality stands in resolute opposition to this liberation. Because
it does not historicize nor analyze materially, it fails to see that identity categories are specific to bourgeois
capitalist society, and that with it, they are condemned to vanish.
3. Of course, we understand that the purpose of the prison system is, fundamentally, to oppress the masses. The seizure of
state power by the proletariat means that the working class will have the reins of the state—the main organ used by one class to
oppress another. As such, the state will be used to oppress the oppressors, to destroy previously existing, exploitative relations of
production, and to build the new society. An unfortunate reality of this process will be the necessity of dealing with reactionaries, imperialists, and other powerful enemies of the people who oppose the socialist transformation of society, principally those
concentrated, elite few who exploit the masses today. As such, prisons, during this phase, are an absolute necessity if the socialist
state is to survive.
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b.)

Reactionary

In an article for First Things, Mary Harrington posits that American Liberal Feminism has simply
gone too far, demanded too much, and stirred up too much trouble. Reactionary feminism, rather than
simply upholding the current system, seeks to rewind it, returning to a provincial, semi-feudal womanhood. This movement is obsessed with the supposed essence of womanhood, declaring that a woman’s
happiness depends on her conformity to a patriarchal society. They are often vitriolically bigoted, particularly towards trans women and girls, seeing their very existence as immoral. For the reactionary feminist,
a woman is only her womb, her pretty face, and her abilty to keep her husband content. In other words, it
should truthfully not count as feminism. It seeks not to smash our chains, but to thicken them and paint
them in floral patterns.
c.)

Materialist

Although severely unarticulated in the First World, the materialist tradition of feminism is one that
spans two centuries, seven continents, and thousands of nations. It is the feminism of the early materialists, of Eleanor Marx and Clara Zetkin. It is the feminism of Alexandra Kollontai and Rosa Luxemburg.
It is the feminism of the millions of nameless women who dared to look up to the sky from the misery
surrounding them, climbing the steepest mountains to build, brick by brick, a new society.
Materialist feminism is continually shunned and marginalized in the academy, in the media, by
“common sense.” And yet, in every action, protest, or social movement where the demands of the female
sex-class make themselves heard, materialist feminism finds its rooting. It is the feminism that, UPON
COMING HOME FROM THE PROTEST, ANALYZES WITH THE PEN, YET REFUSES TO SIMPLY
REMAIN IN THE PAGE. Academics analyze—WE SEEK TO TRANSFORM ALL CURRENTLY EXISTING SOCIAL CONDITIONS.
20.

What are Some of the Ideological Positions the
Feminists Uphold?

1. The feminists are ruthlessly critical of all that exists.
2. The feminists hold an anti-essentialist view, decrying any notion of innate femininity, masculinity,
divinities, energies, traits, or other such idealist dribble. They understand womanhood as a category
arising from social interaction, built in correlation with and from sex, as previously defined.
3. The feminists oppose liberal reformism. Though they may lend their strategic support to certain
temporary measures through traditional, bourgeois political channels, such as electoralism, their true
aims are clear: nothing short of revolution will free us. As such, they uphold the truth of all revolutionary movements: “IT IS RIGHT TO REBEL!”
4. The feminists oppose the sex trade as an inherently exploitative, abusive industry. They struggle for
its total abolition. No person should have to sell their dignity to survive. [4]
5. The feminists oppose the porn industry on similar grounds, as an abusive, coercive hub of assault and
child-abuse. It is the greatest propaganda arm of female hatred. As such, the feminists struggle for its
complete abolition as well.
6. The feminists stand in unyielding solidarity with the struggles of all other groups oppressed by the
patriarchy, such as the LGBT+ community. They support and partake in their liberatory movements.
7. The feminists uphold revolutionary Marxism, the most advanced methodology and ideology of liberation in the present world.

4. To learn more about this specific issue, read “Revolution Through a Woman’s Eyes,” published in the Apparition edition.
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22.

What is the Relation Between the Feminist Struggle
and the Struggle for the Abolition of Class?

One cannot exist without the other. Both the struggles of women and of the oppressed classes are historically inseparable. As such, to be a feminist is to be a communist, and vice-versa.
22.

What is the Final Goal of the Feminist Movement?

The abolition of woman as a sex-class. The creation of a world without classes, money, or states, a
world where we are finally free, joyful, and fully human. The closing of the gap between being female and
being human, so that being born is never again a crime punished with a lifetime of oppression, humiliation, and exploitation.
Women have nothing to lose but our chains. We have a world to win.
23.

So... Will You Dream With Us?

For a Female Liberation Front! — Por Un Frente Femenino de Liberación! — Pour un Front de Libération des Femmes!

Unchain Female Fury as a Powerful Force of Revolution!
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How to
Survive
the End of
the World

after the Brown sisters’ podcast
This is a set of speculative fiction poems focusing on living in the aftermath of apocalypse. What do we keep? What is cursed? What allows for
survival and what ensures death?
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Imagining apocalypse as origin rather than end, I document approaches
I have found useful in our current fractured world, drawing from Audre
Lorde, Octavia E. Butler, adrienne maree brown, and Autumn Brown.
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When the world turned over
And was buried beneath itself
It was still you who absorbed the shockwaves
And when we began materializing a new beginning
It was still you who laid the fiFirst brick
—-If my karutta nav is to bring calamity
So be it
I will speak the end into existence
With my teeth I will tear a new page
With this wretched voice, begin the next verse
—--in the background of the white man's worst
nightmare
it is us who ring in apocalypse
it is us who declare the beginning
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“look what you have done!!” she cries
around us the world is in shambles
and there is a hammer in my hand
i do not remember anything at all
buildings have collapsed and we are enveloped in dust
could this be my doing?
my vision focuses first on a drill
then the cracked pavement beneath my feet
certainly, i could not have done this alone
there’s a mesh orange vest under my boot
i wring it out and slip my arms through it
and i suddenly see:
this is a construction site
i tell her such and she wants to hear none of it
in her eyes my hammer could not be for building
destruction could not be part of reconstruction
from my lips a past voice emerges
everything can be used
except what is wasteful
she is still screaming but i hand her a saw
and hold steady the first plank of wood
slowly, we begin to build the world anew
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on the eleventh day you pass an unbroken window
these days you must call them unbroken
because more are shattered than not
a window’s definition of being
has completely changed in this era
now windows can only be understood as
things through which we could see
both inward and outward of structures
the window sits on the side of a four-story building
its view is unforgiving: yet another gray complex
but you can see that it lets the light in
and imagine at some point there might have been flowers
growing in that trellis
perhaps for someone this was hopeful
a little bit of life growing in an unyielding gray city
but was it worth it?
when the blast came, the window was not shattered
likely because the alley it faces shielded it
turned inwards, it only suffered some heavy dust
in some ways it is beautiful
the window gleams with the innocence of a thing
that does n ot know the destruction around it
but the light it reflects is simultaneously glaring
its neighbors have been broken
if not by the blast then by bats and gunshots
by the fright of a species at its end
this window untouched
is in this way
criminal
a remnant of a rotten world now torn apart
you’re standing in some concrete rubble
straining your neck to look through this window
into a past you have sworn off
an unbroken window does not belong in this world
so you do the next wandering soul a favor
you pick up a heavy stone, and with all your force
shatter it
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today the scavengers have brought a wire back to
camp
imagining it can be reused for security or attack
their palms are bleeding
cut wrestling it from the grips of a wreckage
its barbs glisten silver and red
we tend to our friends’ wounds
but the sight of blood incites a question
what is this wire’s history?
some say its past matters no more than our own
others say our past matters a great deal
the past, the past
there is no medium among us to discern the truth
so we put our hands on the wire together
and jerk away, burned by a thousand histories
an internment camp, a border wall, a master’s tool
these memories passed through our hands
we face the question of our survival
we face each other
the master’s house is demolished
who can question our use of its dismembered remains?
someone brings a bolt cutter and pumice stone
together we cut and sand and twist and reinvent
we bloody our palms in covenant, patch the wounds
whatever terrible reality manifests
it will be ours to handle
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one woman’s go-bag saved all our lives
she’d packed it before the Bad arrived
it had a water filter that made life bearable
she got the idea from Octavia’s parables
another person was the child of facilitators
they taught skills for Then and for later
he learned from them how to lead conversation
we used their techniques to build a world post-nation
someone else loved doing garden work Before
another person was on the park ranger corps
together they taught us to gather and grow
their combined efforts fed us through winter snow
you were the sister of a poet
who taught you to reimagine, to forfeit
we used poetry as an instrument for change
we created to envision, we created to rearrange
everyone has a skill to bring
an item of value, a helpful thing
through community is how we can thrive
only through community will you survive
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D e Ar Fr I End,
Twenty Five years after the End, we are thriving.
On the first few days all we could do was sweep up the dust. Beneath the dust, it was just the
land that was left. We found it robust and ready: this planet is resilient. And so were we. This is
not to say we went “back” to greener times. After all, there is no backwards, there is only towards. Rather, we witnessed the world come to the beginning of a natural cycle.
The next few days we spent imagining, ruminating on inter-being, on our needs. We held the
universe in our hands, a smashed geode, rings of sedimented history, of time, encircling a sparkly core. This reality was forecasted, and so was the next. The linear became circular. The cracks
became moments of unity. We bundled the universe together and reorganized it into a mosaic.
The next few weeks after that we began to build. We built what was never really here. We built
things differently. We adapted. Despite all that was gone, the radical and liberatory practices of
the past remained and salvaged us. We were lucky we had among us facilitators, farmers, builders, and poets. When the end repeats itself, hold your visionaries and organizers close.
I write all of this to say change is chaos, but change is clay. It can be molded, shaped. See how
this change has changed us. Let it change you. Let it dispel any myth that apocalypse is an end.
Apocalypse is a conjunction of crises unaddressed, revealing interlocking structural oppressions,
revealing the interconnectedness of the struggle. It is a violent potential that exists, always, ever-present in the atmosphere. Light a dozen matches and it will catch aflame. If the world must
burn, let it. And watch it recover. Watch us regrow.

With love,
maanasi

Notes:
Audre Lorde, “Poetry is Not a Luxury, ” in Sister Outsider : Essays and Speeches (Trumansburg: Crossing Press, 1984).
Audre Lorde, “The Master's Tools Will Never Dismantle the Master's House,” in Sister Outsider : Essays and Speeches (Trumansburg: Crossing Press, 1984).
Audre Lorde, “The Uses of Anger: Women Responding to Racism,” in Sister Outsider : Essays and Speeches (Trumansburg: Crossing Press,
1984).
Autumn Brown and adrienne maree brown, How to Survive the End of the World, Podcast Audio, December 9, 2013–present, https://www.
endoftheworldshow.org/.
Octavia E. Butler, Parable of the Sower (New York: Warner Books, 1995).
Walidah Imarisha, “Introduction,” in Octavia's Brood: Science Fiction Stories from Social Justice Movements (AK Press/IAS, 2015)
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want to

JOIN

Spare Rib?
Like what you’re reading? Intrigued by the art and design work you’ve seen?
Interested in joining a group who is passionate about intersectional feminism?
Join the Spare Rib family!

•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

There are many ways you can get involved:

Writing an article
Creating a personality quiz or a crossword puzzle
Creating art to accompany an article
Creating standalone pieces of art (digital, photography, traditional, etc.)
Working with Adobe InDesign to create the layout for an article
Creating art for the cover
Working on our social media
Working on meeting logistics and planning events
Developing our community and presence on campus
Working on special projects of your choosing
Helping to guide future interest in Spare Rib
Or just coming to meetings to make new friends!

We create a magazine each term, focused on a theme (like this edition’s theme, Fracture!). You
can be as involved as you can each term. Our space is always open to all! Slack is our most
used form of communication, and we use it both as a workspace and social space. If you’re interested in joining, contact us at spareribdartmouth@gmail.com or spare.rib@dartmouth.edu!

We’d love to have you!
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Our Staff
As the

end of the school year drew near, our organization decided to tackle the topic of fracture—
fractures that arise in in society, history, politics, ourselves, and beyond.

When choosing a color scheme, we were immediately drawn to the idea of the rainbow, the embodiment of fractured light. Just as light passing through broken glass or rippling water elicits vividity,
so too does our staff’s endless dedication to the magazine. The light and joy our staff brings both
through their hard work as well as welcoming comradery on campus amounts to a satisfaction and
appreciation that we wish to acknowledge here. This edition is the physical manifestation of the light
everyone possesses, and we hope you thoroughly enjoy the beauty our staff has shared via stories,
articles, art, and design as representations of “fracture.”
We celebrate our graduated seniors, our dedicated staff, and the ribbers to come. Thank you so much
to all the lovely humans that put their hearts, souls, and so very much time into this zine. Our organization is a mosaic of distinct and beautiful personalities and perspectives. Moving forward, we aim
to fracture past models of feminism and expand our own.
Thank you for another impressive edition,
Abby Bordelon, Aryma Moore, and Lauren Kang, 22X Design Leads

Note:

Content: Article authors
Editing: Editors who gave peer writing feedback and reviewed final articles
Page Design: Designers who created each article layout
Art: Artists of various artworks
Cover Art: Artist responsible for illustrating the cover
Layout Review: The “final eyes” on the design of each article and compilers of the

magazine

Cover Design: Cover formatting and layout

•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Abby Bordelon ‘24- Layout Review
Ana Oranzabal-Noriega ‘24- Page Design
Anisia Tiplea ‘24- Page Design
Aoibheann Holland ‘22- Editing
Arizbeth Rojas ‘25- Content
Aryma Moore ‘24- Page Design, Layout Review
Caty Brown ‘23- Content, Page Design
Camila Bustamente ‘24- Content
Camille Yang ‘25- Art
Caroline Balick ‘24- Content, Editing
Eda Naz Gokdemir ‘25- Content
Ella Grim ’25- Editing
Irina Sandoval ‘23- Content
Joe Fausey ‘23- Content
Katherine Arrington ‘24- Content
Kamilla Kocsis ‘23- Page Design
Hayden El Rafei ‘24- Editing

•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Lauren Kang ‘25- Layout Review
Lena Kufferman ‘25- Art
Maanasi Shyno ‘23- Content, Editing, Art, Page
Design
Michaela Gregoriou ‘25- Content
Migwi Mwangi ‘23- Content
Naya Lunney ‘25- Page Design
Olivia Gresham ‘22- Art
Raegan Boetcher ‘24- Content, Editing, Art,
Page Design
Sabrina Eager ‘23- Art, Page Design
Sanjana Raj ‘25- Editing, Page Design
Sarah Berman ‘25- Cover Art, Art
Serena Suson ‘25- Content, Editing
Shena Han ‘25- Art
Sophie Williams ‘23- Art, Editing, Page Design
Talia ‘25- Content
Vita ‘25- Content
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Thank you for reading.
Website

INTERESTED?

JOIN US!

