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lynn buck women’s studies scholarship winning essay for 2014

A CHANGE FOR FEMINISM
alexis velez
I have always held the firm belief
that growing up a nineties child set me
and my generation apart from all of the
others before and after us. It was kids
like me who were just the right age to
witness the change of our culture from
progressive and diverse to one that did
away with that and replaced everything
with underlying sexism, racism, and other issues. It did this all, of course,
under the public disguise of preaching
acceptance, tolerance, and change. As a
kid I spent a lot of time soaked up in
shows about female protagonists saving
the world or being a part of a group that
did some kind of good. I watched film and
television where women weren’t part of
the scenery. However, it seemed like as I
reached puberty I was forced to trade in
the feminist models I had grown up with
for insecure and stereotypical models of
the millennium. Almost overnight I gave
up the “Daria” characters, the “Proud
Family” shows, and my Sailor Moon memorabilia for beauty magazines, reality TV,
and pop stars making out at award shows
just for kicks.
These parts of a new, growing culture, left me guilt ridden. I was barely
thirteen and already angry that I was
the wrong skin tone, that I would develop hips soon, that my lips were too
big in comparison to the ads I saw. I
was obsessed with making sure I never
had to buy a size above zero, and buying Teen Vogue magazines for the spotlights on girls “like me” who had trust
funds and penthouse rooms. As a “tween”
I didn’t understand that magazines like
Teen Vogue focused on the other minority I never heard about, the one that
makes up the 1%, rather than the hoards
of communities that composed my childhood neighborhoods. At thirteen the only
thing I could see was that I was different in so many ways, and it was a constant frustration. I spent a long time
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crushed over this before I internalized
it all and began cloaking myself in baggy
clothes and dark shades. I hoped that I
could seem transparent since I couldn’t
shine.
It wasn’t until my sophomore year
in high school that I developed an array
of friends that would open up my view
of the world a little bit. High school
started the process of getting myself
emerged in the pool of difference. Despite this, I didn’t “get” feminism for
a long time. As a high schooler I had a
false sense of what it meant to be a feminist. I was practically a poster child
for feminist and women’s issues, but I
wasn’t fully aware of what that meant for
me. I wore my short hair as a badge of
fighting against the norm when, really,
it was nothing more to me than a haircut.
I spent a lot of time talking about how
bad women had it, but never knew what
more to say beyond that. I had never even
heard of the concept of intersectionality, let alone knew how I fit into the
equation.
My past relationships, both platonic and romantic, found me in unhealthy,
abusive cliches. They mirrored the experiences I had seen growing up in the homes
of my family. Although I acknowledged
this and was self aware, I did nothing
to change it for myself. It wasn’t until
I was able to rid myself of these toxic
relationships that I would even begin the
journey of becoming someone with feminist
values - someone who lived the message,
not just preached it. Personally, it was
never a matter of feeling a certain way
about being a feminist. The word’s negative connotations meant little to me. It
was the fact that I felt, and at times
now still do feel, unworthy of the title
of “feminist.”
Currently, I consider my feminism
to be a work in progress. I’ve only begun to scratch the surface for myself.
Ironically, I owe a lot of my curiosi-

ty and growth in this area to the regression in society. It was the constant
news articles about abortion laws, the
live streams of filibusters, the blatant step backward on work we had spent
so long trying to progress. These were
the things that finally triggered me to
want to have an opinion and contribute
to social commentary. Many of my sources of information were also grown out
of the new culture we have - the age of
technology. Activism has taken on a new
and aggressive life through the internet. People are churning out thoughts and
opinions daily, and on a minute by minute
basis through Twitter, blogs, websites
run by regular people and their friends,
and zines. These just name a few, but the
outlets go on and on. The core, however,
is the same. More and more people are
realizing that in order to get out the
right information, in a social setting
where we are losing more freedoms by the
day, a guerilla mentality has to be applied. It has turned into getting back to
our roots of DIY, campaigning for issues
you want people to know about.
Of course, nothing is perfect. I
consider myself to be a realistic feminist, or what others simply call a “pessimist.” I find that the more I grow and
learn, expanding this lens, the more I
realize how deep rooted we are in the
traditional foundations that stifle the
feminist agenda. That agenda, in my opinion, being its most radical form: a complete revolution; destruction of the patriarchal systems already in place. After
all, who ever really wanted to settle for
just one piece of the pie? I know I haven’t. I recently read something that said
the problem with feminism today is that
we’ve tried so hard to get away from its
negative stigma that we have inevitably
let the original mission go in lieu of a
beautified movement. Now the message is
always about equality rather than implementing an entirely new foundation and
doing away with patriarchy altogether.
I stand by this stance because if we
consider how our society is doing now,
preaching equality and striving for bare
minimum levels of respect, we haven’t

gotten anywhere. We have, in fact, slowly
started stepping backwards.
What is really needed for this movement is to revert back to “being a little
radical,” and go for the big fish. We have
spent years writing and talking about the
progress we have made so far, but it has
all been the same topics. Culture needs a
new major shift. One that allows for more
progress to be made so we don’t spend the
next fifty years talking about how lucky
women are to be able to vote and wear
pants. I am tired of talking about past
victories while living in the present. I
want progress, so I seek it in my personal life and try to push that outward into
the public sphere. It’s a process, but
it’s progression. In order to progress
there has to be movement forward, and to
move forward you have to start with your
own two feet.

WOMEN’S TALK AT HOME
anonymous
I have been fortunate enough to
have been born into a middle class family in Bangladesh. This meant I got to
have a full education, a career, and get
married; the whole package. Because of
all this, women in my social class back
home consider themselves quite privileged. Whereas women from
poor families must work every day of their life
to get by and cannot acquire an education. Therefore they keep living in the
cycle of poverty. Some of them attempt
to alter their children to have a better
life but it is not always possible due
to surroundings, financial issues, etc.
A lot of these poor children are brought
up only by their mothers because their
father has left them for another woman or
they simply did not want anything to do
with them.
This is an extremely common sight.
These mothers, however, are genuinely
strong women who do not let anything get
in their way. One would think if this is
a common phenomenon, women would have
more respect and prominence. In a pa-
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triarchal society this is not surprising
that it is the opposite. Most misconduct
in men is overlooked and the simplest
mistake of any woman is set as an example
of what not to be.
In the case of rape, we are still
first to question the girl’s attire and
reasons for her presence at that time and
place than to question the morality of
the rapist. In many villages, many husbands still burn, cut to pieces or kill
their wives if they refuse to give a divorce to let their husband marry someone
else. News like this has become so ordinary that they either are summed up in
five sentences at the side column or not
covered at all.

ing for the wife to get back, and live
happily. It exhausts their manhood and
lessens their self worth. So this brings
out the question of their perception of
equality. If they are saying in our society men and women have the same rights,
then why is it they are not willing to
live the way an average women is expected
to live?
Women in Bangladesh do play a very
important role. The two major party leaders have been women, and there have been
other prominent female political leaders.
To prevent from gender inequality there
is a quota system in most job fields and
equal pay is mandatory. In rural areas,
so the women are not unfairly treated in

“IT HAS ALSO BECOME A FAD TO MARRY GIRLS WHO HAVE A BACHELORS
DEGREE, SO GIRLS ARE GETTING A DEGREE JUST SO THEY CAN GET MARRIED TO
A DECENT GUY.”
Problems for middle class women are
rooted somewhat deeper and differently
than that, Yes, they can pursue higher
education as they wish, have a career, or
have equal rights in almost every aspect,
but they cannot walk down a road at one in
the morning without the assistance of a
man. They also cannot wear clothing that
reveal a little more than the society’s
taste without being labeled as a prostitute or fingers being pointed towards her
family. Then there is this expectation of
every girl to get married after finishing
university. It is to the point that it is
just a mandatory phase of life and no one
seems to question it. Most women pack up
their degrees and certificates to pursue
the life of a commended housewife where
she cooks, cleans, waits for her husband,
and on the weekends go to gatherings. It
has also become a fad to marry girls who
have a bachelors degree, so girls are
getting a degree just so they can get
married to a decent guy.
This whole phenomenon overlooks the
real motivation behind education. It also
undermines the progress of women in our
society. I would not say this if the role
was reversed. No man would be okay with
living at home, cooking, cleaning, wait-
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political fields, another quota system
has been established to preserve them
enough seats, among other things. Bangladesh is a secular state with Muslim
majority, which plays dominance in a lot
of factors. Yet it has managed to have
women in its army and police force.
A society is definitely affected
by its majority ruling. One of the famous feminists of Bangladesh is Taslima Nasreen, though she is banned from
the country for her radical anti-islamic
concepts, some of her points are to become a more equal country. Women need to
learn first to think what is right and
wrong, then put in the religion’s perspective because any religion would never
go against morality. Also the exploitation of meaning in Quran by the imams to
put women in the backdrop of society is a
very valid statement. Bangladesh is going to have a long and hard battle to uproot misconceptions out of society. But
thankfully it has had a history of strong
women to lead its way to right direction.
Now we can only hope we can achieve this
soon.

THE THIRD GENDER OF SOUTH ASIA
nusrat alam
Hijras are an ancient community in
South Asia. Hijra is an Urdu word, which
translates into English as eunuch or hermaphrodite. In reality, hijras consist
of hermaphrodites, as well as women who
are unable to menstruate and continue the
“normal” female life that includes getting married. However, a greater number
of hijras identify themselves as more
feminine than masculine, mostly because
their sexual desire is for men. Serena
Nanda defines them as “man minus woman”
and “man plus woman”. In the Indian subcontinent, there is a huge emphasis for
people to bare children and if people
are unable to, they are not considered
a complete man or woman. Therefore, they
are a separate identity with features of
both genders. Bangladesh, Pakistan, and
India recognize them as a third gender.
There are many censuses out there that
estimate the population count in each
country but none of them are reliable.
The British rulers in India took away all
the rights and protection of hijras that
were granted to them under Muslim rulers
and considered them a peril of society.
Since they were not apt for the category of male or female, the British passed
laws that forced them to wear turbans in
order to distinguish them from women.
The acceptance of hijra in society is due to Hinduism more than Islam, because there are many deities that
are linked to hijras. There is Arjun who
lived for a year as a eunuch, Shiv who
is both male and female and whose image
is portrayed by a phallus in a vagina
and Krishna’s son Samba was a homosexual and a cross dresser. Nanda writes,
“What is noteworthy about the hijras is
that the role is so deeply rooted in Indian culture that it can accommodate a
wide variety of temperaments, personalities, sexual needs, gender identities,
cross-gender behaviors, and levels of

commitment without losing its cultural meaning.” Because of these different portrayals in Indian mythology, they
were accepted and traditionally respected as a third sex. Most hijras identify with Islam but worshipping Bahuchara
Mata does not create a conflict for them.
For example they usually have a Muslim
wedding, get buried instead of cremated,
etc.
It is essential for all “true” hijras to go through an emasculation operation called “Nirvana” or rebirth, which
consists of complete removal of the penis and testes. Most see this as their
reincarnation into hijra from their male
identity. Preparation, operation and recovery are the three stages. Preparation
stage consists of praying to their mother goddess Bahuchara Mata, waiting for a
good signal from her and breaking a coconut. Then she is given a period to rest.
The operation is done by an elder hijra,
who is referred to as dai ma. On the operation day, the to-be hijra is told to
chant mata to fall into a trance-like
state. The assistant holds the hijra back
while the dai ma ties up the penis and
testes, makes two diagonal cuts in them
and pulls them out. The blood is allowed
to flow out signifying the release of the
bad male blood, which is the reason many
do not go to doctors for this procedure
because the battle between life and death
is rebirth.
After this they are given forty
days for recovery similar to a woman who
has given birth and vomit inducing food
to get rid of the “maleness”. Usually all
hijras are part of one tight-knit community that consists of households where
all members contribute to run it like
a joint family system. The head of the
household is referred to as a guru and
other members of the household are referred to with female relatives names,
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such as grandmother, aunt or sister. To
join the hijra community, one must be
referred by a guru whose house she will
join.
Even though most hijras dress in
women’s clothing, they engage in activities that are considered inappropriate
for women in South Asia or the Indian
Subcontinent such as singing and dancing
in public. They keep their hair long,
wear a saree and other traditional female
clothing.
The traditional occupations for hijras have been as pleaders for alms when
granting blessings on male babies and at
weddings. They sing and dance at these
events and grant blessings upon the bride
for fertility. They are known for their
ability to bestow good luck and fertility, but if they are unsatisfied with
their pay, it can do the opposite, which
is ironic because they are considered
dangerous and also poor and unable to reproduce themselves. Due to the increase
of westernization, the traditional roles
of hijras are no longer in demand as much
as it used to be. Thus a great number of
hijra are going into prostitution even
though it goes against their ideal of
austerity.
There is a lot of discrimination
against hiring hijras for certain jobs
because of their biological differences.
Their treatment in hospitals is an issue
of concern because the doctors never know
whether to place them in male or female ward. Also the number of sexually transmitted diseases among hijras is
very high. Prejudice and abuse from their
family, police, and even public humiliation are some of the terms of identifying
as a hijra. Also most of them come from
lower middle class backgrounds, therefore their class and gender makes them
a quite disempowered group in the society. This also fuels their families with
expectations for them to live a normal
lives like others, to be accepted in society and not bring shame on the family.
The government does little to help these
social issues. Little by little, they are
gaining more support from international-
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ly funded organization or from some high
powered elites of the society. But it is
not enough, since this huge population is
still living in the shadow of the society
created by the British Raj.
It will take a lot of effort, positive portrayals and informative stands
from the government and media to change
the mind of society. In a sense, it is
quite hard because of the huge population
but on other hand, it is very easy since
their existence is already embodied in
history. Decolonization would contribute
a great extend to releasing the embarrassment cast upon them, which is where
most of the shame comes from. The official recognition of the hijras as the
third gender in Pakistan, Bangladesh and
India over the past five years is some
proof of acceptance but a lot still needs
to get to done.

THE CONFLICTS OF CULTURES
wajeeha rashid
Gender is a major part of any human.
It shapes and decides how the individual
will lead their life, and what structure
has to be followed. Most cultures have
developed traditions and customs accordingly for males and females; which usually predetermines the “norm” for how a
girl or boy “should” live their lives.
I was born into a strongly structured
culture as well. I was born and raised
in Saudi Arabia, but I am of Pakistani
nationality. My father migrated from Pakistan to Saudi Arabia to work and earn
for his family after marriage. We came
to the U.S., because my parents wanted to
provide me and my siblings with all best
opportunities for a better education and
future. However, as we decided to settle
down in this new land of opportunities,
adaptation became the conflict between
two very different cultures and structures of life.
The journey of settling down and
trying to make a new life in America was a

big struggle. When we were brought here,
we were told to take upon all the opportunities and become the best student possible and only adapt the “positive” aspects of American culture. However, those
aspects were already evaluated to determine whether they were okay to become a
part of or not. One of those aspects was
the concept of dating. All throughout my
ten years of living in America, I have
seen every Pakistani girl or boy, having
to live a life of incognito relationships. Being in a relationship and dating
is an absolutely unacceptable concept.
Especially for a girl!
As a child and a teenager, I have
always seen my sisters and myself being
highly influenced by culture, which is to
become successful people financially and
become the typical Pakistani cultured
women when it comes to raising a family
and a husband’s needs. This is the reason
why I never adapted to the dating culture. If a girl is born, her parents feel
the need to groom and shape them, so they
are able to take care of a house and raise
a family. These are the essential aspects
that every girl should have in order to
be able to handle a home, and the needs
of a husband. Although Pakistan is a Muslim country it is highly influenced by
its culture. The intertwining aspect of
religion is a huge problem when it comes
to the Pakistani culture concerning the
concept of picking and choosing your life
partner; which is the primary reason why
dating is frowned upon. This is the main
reason why I have grown to believe that
dating and being in a relationship should
be a well thought out process, rather
than a “hit or miss” situation.
Regardless, of that fact I have
seen many others around me who would
highly disagree. I came into the concept of dating when I was eighteen years
old, thinking that I was mature enough
to consider a path of marriage. That’s
when I met my better half, who is indeed
Pakistani-American and Muslim. I always
thought that I wanted to fall in love
with one man, whom I will be able to live
the rest of my life with. Although the

decision of choosing that man for myself
was a very complicated process when it
came to the dating aspect of the situation. Meeting each other or even talking
on the phone was a hassle, because it had
to be hidden.
In the beginning of my relationship,
I remember talking on the phone late at
night. Having to lie to my family about
where I am going, when I wanted to meet
my boyfriend. I always had my friends,
who were also from the same “brown” culture and understandingly always helped
me. As these two years of my relationship

art by catherine danziger
have passed they have been an essential
part my relationship. It was a struggle
and irritating process at first, but with
time and maturity, I was able to convince
my parents and my family into understanding my situation. Since then, they have
realized that I am devoted towards marriage, and not just for an inconsistent
relationship that has become the trend
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in my generation, and they have become
understanding. My two year relationship
has excelled to where it is today because
we both respect our religion and culture.
Over time I have understood my parents
and my culture’s perspective; I have accepted the principles which my parents
abide by. I have realized that they have
always wanted the best for me, and wanted
me to become a better human being. They
have those rules and restrictions for the
simple reason of protection. They want to
keep me away from the negative influences
of society. They built me into a strong
human being with strong beliefs who wants
to follow my culture and religion.
As a girl, I have a certain criteria of responsibilities towards my family and honor, so I have accepted and
adapted to that. Along with that fact, my
parents have also accepted my choice of
wanting to choose my life partner on my
own. As long as it comes with a safe and
secure loving future. As a woman I grew
to love my culture and become a willing
member of it, while living in the country
of freedom of choice and different opportunities. As a women I had the choice of
making my own decisions and building my
own way of life. The phenomenon is in the
choice that I made, regardless of having
so many other options openly available
around me.

LOSS OF TWO WARRIORS
anonymous
Native American tribes have been
oppressed with hardships since the “white
man” discovered that we, the natives, had
been occupying and cultivating American
soil. With this discovery we were forced
onto small portions of land where we were
called to live out our lives. These portions of land are called reservations. I
am part of the Shinnecock Nation and our
reservation is located in Southampton,
NY. Our government system on the Shinnecock Reservation is set up by three

12

elected Trustees who are selected by our
tribal members each two year term. They
are selected to organize and manage the
politics on the reservation. Each Trustee is enmeshed in the culture and knows a
lot of history regarding it, therefore,
decision-making is predominantlyy done
by them. If there is an issue that needs
to be discussed within the tribe, we, as
a whole community will engage in a tribal
meeting and simply vote by raising or not
raising hands.
Sadly, The Trustees are often overlooked and are rarely taken seriously by
the tribal members. Families have had
personal battles with each individual
and it makes it difficult to make decisions at times. Our reservation is filled
with drugs and violence and because of
the lack of consequences and lack of responsibility for people’s actions this
has created an atmosphere for people to
engage in activities without facing repercussions.
On the morning of April 28, 2012
at approximately 3:00 a.m., I received
the worst and most devastating news that
could ever be revealed; news that would
not only change my life, but my community’s lives and future generations as
well. I got a phone call that two of my
cousins had been in a car accident and
hit a tree. They were on their way home
from a local bar and they hit a tree at
the bottom of our reservation and died
instantly. From then on the news kept
getting worse.
Two other men were present at the
time of the accident and had been airlifted to the hospital; their identities
at that time were unknown. As facts unraveled we came to learn that two more
young men from our tribe were in this car
and involved in this crash. They were
alive, but in critical condition with
non-life threatening injuries. This day
marked a day that will live on in my
heart forever.
One of the men who passed away was
a young adult trying to find his place
in society. He had been in and out of
jail and had experienced being stabbed

and shot. He formed a group called Y.M.S.
(Young Men of Shinnecock). Young Men of
Shinnecock was created to target a group
of adolescents that were having issues
pertaining to completing school or just
general hardships growing up as a man of
color. This young man was there to support these children. He reflected on what
he had been though and used it as a tool
to encourage these children not to do
what he had previously done.

be a problem because when we have such
a tragic event transpire, for us it’s
life-changing, while to them it’s another drunken native man driving a car fast
and crashing. To compound this tragedy,
seven months later we lost another young
male to a crash in Flanders on an icy and
windy night. To the press his accident
was alcohol provoked; to us it was more
devastation that we have to live with
forever.

GENDER BIAS IN THE FAMILY
anonymous

art by ash zurhorst
Unfortunately, when we talk about
young Native American men they are not
seen in a positive light. One of the issues surrounding this tragedy was the
outcry heard from the town and the local
paper saying that our native men like to
get drunk and drive cars very fast. Yes,
alcoholism is very real when it comes
to the Native American way but the circumstances vary often. Contrary to what
people thought, this evening the driver
had not been drinking and was being responsible for all of the other passengers who had. I will say that because
of the negative influence that surrounds
the reservation and our practices people
have created stereotypes of how they believe we operate, specifically our young
men.
This is very sad and continues to

A few weeks ago, I told my mother
that I had been taking a class that centered on women’s issues. When the conversation turned to sexism, my mother
commented that she was not a sexist, had
always been fair, and had never played
favorites toward her three daughters and
one son. I then asked her if her second
child had been a boy would she still have
wanted to have more children? After a
long pause, she finally answered “No.”
I grew up in a very traditional Asian family where the boys were valued more than
the girls. For example, my sisters and
I used to dread attending the countless
extended family gatherings, because our
elders always expected the girls to help
with the cooking, the cleaning, setting
up the table, and waiting on our older
boy cousins and younger brother. When it
came to education, only the boys were
offered the options of private schools.
I was shocked to learn that one of my elderly aunts actually told my father that
sending girls to college was a waste of
time and money because they would eventually get married and raise grandchildren for another family. And although I
took care of my bedridden father during
the last year of his life, at his funeral
my younger brother was the one who led
the prayer ceremony. He and his new wife
of less than a year were offered more
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prominent sitting places and played more
important roles during the funeral than
his older sisters. I remember my daughter
gasped and uttered the word “unfair” when
she was told to sit in the back of the
room while her younger brother and other male cousins were asked to sit in the
front by the funeral director. I later
had to explain to her that the funeral

nalized the gender biased rules which
had been considered the social norm in
a patriarchal society in their time. Although my mother consciously knows that
it is wrong to show favoritism to her
only son, she cannot stop herself from
doing it. Recently she even told me that
she would pass 30% of her estate to her
three daughters and the remaining 70% to

“ALTHOUGH MY MOTHER CONSCIOUSLY KNOWS THAT IT IS WRONG TO SHOW
FAVORITISM TO HER ONLY SON, SHE CANNOT STOP HERSELF FROM DOING IT.”
director was just doing his job by following the rules.
Indeed, there have been many gender
biased rules embedded in Asian culture.
These rules have stemmed from the tradition that the sons are the ones who carry
on the family names and are responsible
for caring for their parents in their
old age, while the daughters are expected to live with their husband’s family
and help care for his parents. However,
Asians’ preference of the male gender
has caused a multitude of problems. For
example, when China instituted the one
child policy in 1980 to slow population
growth, it was believed to have resulted
in the abandonment of thousands of infant
girls by their parents. In Asian countries such as China, India, and Korea,
there are unnaturally more males than
females. In fact, one study found that
in 2007, one of the cities in China had
a gender ratio of 163 boys for every 100
girls. This is due, in part, to the wide
accessibility of ultrasound technology
and abortions, which has allowed parents
in developing countries to discover what
gender their child is mid-pregnancy and
abort daughters in the womb while keeping
sons. This sex-ratio imbalance makes one
wonder what kind of social problems that
the male children will face when they
reach adulthood and the negative impact
that this will have on Asian societies.
As far as my extended family is concerned, I now have a deeper understanding
as to why my family elders acted the way
they did in the past - they had inter-
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her son. This just goes to show that even
with the strongest familial ties, deeply rooted cultural norms and values take
precedence and determine the way we act
and think.

GENDER AND MY PREGNANCY
Jeanne Tyler-Guarriello
As a young woman of twenty-nine,
I did not entirely realize the impact
motherhood would have on my life. When
my husband and I were expecting our first
child people would constantly ask if we
knew if we were having a boy or a girl.
We would always give our standard answer, “As long as the baby is healthy, we
really do not care to know. It does not
matter to us.”
Besides, at that point the baby’s
sex was already decided and there wasn’t
anything we could do to change that fact.
To me, it really didn’t matter. I just
knew that I had an important job to keep
my unborn child and myself healthy. I
would ask my husband if he cared and he
would always reassure me that it didn’t
matter and he didn’t want to know the baby’s sex until the day the baby was born.
I often wondered why people cared so much
about the sex of my unborn child? Why did
it matter so much to them? There were
times when I would hear how important it
was to have a boy to “carry on” the family name. How, we needed to have an heir.

First of all, I am no princess nor is my
husband a prince. Second, we live in the
United States of America, in a land of
democracy. We do not live in a country
that is based on aristocracy. We do not
live in a country that has a one child,
preferably a boy, rule. So why were so
many people hung up on the sex of my
child? I asked a few people why did it
matter, and I would get the answer, “it’s
so much easier to plan ahead, decorate
and buy gifts if you know the baby’s
sex.” This basically meant people would
know whether to give blue items for a boy
or pink items for a girl. This reasoning
just puts us right back into that whole
issue of gender stereotyping. I did research on this topic of gender and color
attachment only to find out this phenomenon only came about in the early 19th
century and there is still a discrepancy
as to its origin. Basically this confirmed my own opinion that these types
of gender stereotyping are unfounded and
serve no purpose.
With so much emphasis being placed
on the sex of my unborn child, I began
to question my parenting role. How would
I raise this child if it were a girl?
Would I place her in that stereotypical
role of a female or would I encourage her
to break out of those gender conforming
ways? I hadn’t realized how much of my
life had been dictated by my gender and
that I had accepted and even grown accustomed to the stereotypes for females. I
wasn’t your typical girl that wore dresses and makeup. I was a whole-hearted tomboy that loved blue jeans, T-shirts and
sneakers, that is if I couldn’t go barefoot. I played with my brother’s trucks
and loved helping my father, who was a
mechanic, work on cars. I begged to mow
the lawn rather than do the dishes or
other household chores. But the answer
was always the same. ”Why don’t you go
help your mother in the house?”
The meaning was clear; I was a girl
and was expected to do household chores.
At the end of the day, I was doing just
that. Cleaning the house and helping with
dinner and disliking every minute of this

work. Would I expect my daughter to conform to these standards? But even more
importantly, SHOULD I expect my daughter
to conform to these standards? These were
all questions of the unknown to me.
If we had a son, would I be more
lenient with him or would I impress upon
him the importance of his role in the
household? My husband didn’t contribute
to the household chores at that time.
Would my son be excused from this type of
labor because it was considered “women’s
work?” Would I be able to break these
gender-stereotyping ways within my own
house? I often found myself waking up
during the middle of the night.
I gave birth to a beautiful baby
girl, four weeks earlier than expected, but completely healthy. When she was
born they announced we had a girl, I
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looked at my husband and asked him if
he was disappointed that it was a girl.
He looked at me with tears in his eyes
and replied, “How could I ever be disappointed in having such a beautiful girl?”
I still cannot believe I asked him that
question. That was the insecurity I left
from listening to all those people during
my pregnancy.
Since then life has never been the
same. Seven years later we welcomed a
son. My husband has taught both of our
children how to fish and hunt. We have

15

taught them both how to cook. I teach
them the importance of hard work in the
academic area and help them with their
schoolwork. They are learning how to take
care of a household from the inside out.
We have disagreed on some issues regarding the expectations of our children, but
I have continued to express to my husband
the importance of not setting the gender
standards. My goal isn’t to change my
husband but make sure that my children
can help break these gender stereotypes
for their children. They are our future.
Ironically, with her beautiful red hair
and big blue/green eyes, she looks stunning in blue, which just happens to be
her favorite color and she looks great
while handling her rifle. My son, with
red hair and green eyes prefers purple
and he looks great while handling that
vacuum. And they have made my life grand
and worthy.

THE POLER EXPRESS
michael lettenberger
As a kid I always loved to dance.
My friends and family would always laugh
and generally enjoy it. No one would
ever give me real problems for my natural ability to shake it, until recently.
Whenever there was a pole around I would
climb it and fake dance for people, and
people would laugh and compliment me on
how well I worked it. I had never taken
a class or looked up what to do, it just
came to me. I knew most of the in and
outs of what to do and I enjoyed doing
it. It was fun and, while I was learning
and having fun, I noticed that I might
have a future job in this field.
The first people I told about my
love for dancing were my friends. Most of
them were okay with it, saying, “That’s
the one job I can see you doing” or “Yeah,
you’ll probably make more money than me.”
I liked that most of them accepted me for
who I am. There were two who told me I
would be throwing my life away and that
I wouldn’t be happy with my life’s turn
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out. They thought that since I’m a male I
should hold a “real” job. They said that
if I ever settled down and had a family,
my family wouldn’t understand.
When I told my family the outcomes
were split down the middle. My mother was
okay with it for the most part. I think
she knew that I wouldn’t be doing it for
my whole life, just kind of a little side
cash. She knew it would be a job that I
would actually enjoy and go through with,
because my last occupations weren’t for
me. My mom always understood my quirkiness. She knew I wasn’t ever going to be
those normal 9 to 5 people who come home
depressed because they hate their jobs.
She didn’t look at me as a lost soul. She
just accepted me as a weird soul and told
me she loved me for it.
My father on the other hand looked
at me with eyes of despair. He thought
automatically that I was gay because I
wanted to pole dance, even though I was
going to be a dancer for women. I’ve
tried to explain that to him, but everything I said just went in one ear and
out the other. His intent for me was to
take charge of his car business. I grew
up around cars my whole life and I can
honestly say I hate them. He wants me to
be this normal person who has a regular
male job. That’s just not me. We still
discuss it to this day, and I think he’s
coming around to the idea.
I’ve gotten the positives and negatives from many people but, in all honesty, their opinion mean nothing to me.
I know what I want to do and I’m going to
do it. My friends, family, and society
may look at me with disgust or like I’m
an oddity, but I don’t care. I started
taking pole dancing classes and am currently looking for a job in the industry.
So what if I am a male pole dancer? Live
your life and I’ll live mine.

STRESS: A COMING OUT STORY
s

ryan fuchs
Foresight has never been one of my
strengths. I have not had the great capacity to judge how certain scenarios
will play out and the effects that they
will have on other people. My experiences
with coming out as homosexual are prime
examples of my inability to accurately
judge the way people would react to this
newly acquired change in their perception of me.
The discovery of my sexual awareness was immediate upon hitting puberty.
I noticed rather abruptly that I was not
sharing feelings commonly felt towards
girls that my fellow male peers were experiencing at the time. I was left feeling very nervous, as I had begun hearing
people casually use the words ‘gay’ and
‘faggot’ as insults and I did not want
to become the target of those verbal attacks. I recall observing the way other
guys acted and did my best to mimic their
behaviors as a way to blend in for fear
of being found out.
I made the decision early on to
make sure I had a girlfriend so that I
could lend more believability to my act.
I began a routine of dating a girl for
only a few months, never doing more than
kiss, and then ending the relationship
at a time I felt was the cut off point
before I had to worry about getting too
serious. I continued like this until 9th
grade. It was at that point that I felt I
couldn’t keep leading people on anymore.
I spent the beginning of high school single and coming to terms with who I was as
an individual. I had developed many close
friendships with people who I had come
to appreciate due to their non-judgmental nature and kindness. It was through
my group of friends that I met the person
who would become my first boyfriend.
After dating in secret for a short
while, we felt that we should begin to
come out to our closest friends. This, to
me, was the beginning of one of the most

tressful and overly complicated times of
my life thus far. Luckily for me, having
the compassionate friends that I had,
they completely understood and were very
accepting towards my boyfriend and I. It
was a relief to start revealing myself to
the people I spent so long hiding pieces
of myself from. The next hurdle was trying to tell my parents.
Being the son of divorced parents,
I developed separate but strong relationships with both my mom and dad and I was
very worried that by coming out, I would
somehow ruin the amazing relationship
that I had with them. I decided to tell
one parent at a time instead of telling
them in a big sit-down discussion, that
way I could tailor my approach towards
them differently. I knew that I wanted to tell my mom first, seeing as how
I spent the majority of my time living
with her. I had not yet chosen the right
opportunity to tell her when, one day,
she flat out asked me if I was gay during
a car ride to school. At the time, even
though I had planned on telling her, it
came as a shock. I told her that she was
right and she told me that she thought
something was up seeing as how I had been
spending a lot of time with my, apparently not so secret, boyfriend. It had
not occurred to me that since I had been
getting more comfortable with being out
with my friends that I had been letting
my guise in front of my parents slip a
little.
After a lengthy conversation involving her concerns about me being sexually active and whether or not I was absolutely sure I was gay (I was), she said
that she did not care who I dated so long
as I was happy. I was extremely relieved.
With one parent out of the way, I focused
my attention on telling my dad. I didn’t
want too much time to go between telling
each of my parents so I decided to tell
him on our
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annual summer camping trip.
The time
leading up to the trip was spent with
ever increasing anxiety and stress. I
hadn’t exactly worked out how to go about
telling my dad, only that it would happen sometime during the five days we were
camping. Soon the day of the trip arrived
and I set off on my adventure into the
wilderness equipped with my ever-present
anxiety and my trusty self-doubt.
The first three days went by and
all I could think about was when the
right time to tell him would be. I was so
busy inside my head that I never appreciated the scenery of the place that was
usually used to de-stress. On the fourth
day I told myself that I could do it and
that, no matter what, I would be better
to just get it out in the open. That day
passed and I lay awake that night annoyed
at my lack of resolve. I knew that I only
had 24 hours left of my self-inflicted
deadline to tell my dad. On our last day
we decided to take a canoe trip down the
Shenandoah River. It was my first time
canoeing but all I could think about was
that this was my last chance to tell my
dad on this trip. We got into our canoe,
my dad in the front, me in the back. As
we set off, my dad informed me that the
person in the back is in charge of steering, a fact I wish I had known prior to
deciding to sit where I did because I,
being the expert survivalist I was, could
not steer for the life of me.
After going over a few rapids in a
fashion that was less than, what an average person would say, barely satisfactory, tension began to rise between my dad
and I. He began to get frustrated with my
lousy maneuverability and I was already
well above my limit for stress at that
time. We reached a set of rapids that
were determined to make it their mission
to break me, to which they succeeded. As
my dad yelled back directions at me, in
that moment, with all the grace and tactfulness I could muster, I yelled back at
him “Ugh, DAD, I’M GAY!” This left the
canoe a suddenly quiet place. On one hand
I was relieved that I got that out of the
way, on the other hand, I was now faced
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with the worry that I messed everything
up and I should just go limp, fall into
the river and hope random aquatic animals
would pity me and raise me as their own.
I asked him if he was okay to which he
responded that he was fine and that he
still loved me.
We never really discussed my sexuality after that trip, but our relationship
remained the same and I was finally able
to relax around my family and friends. I
could not have foreseen, through all my
stress and worry, that the people I was
so close with would accept me for who
I was so warmly and without any prejudice. I am grateful to have been so lucky
with my experiences and I do my best to
give advice and support to my friends who
are struggling with their own coming out
struggles. It’ll be a wonderful day when
there won’t be a need to “come out” and a
person’s sexuality will not be a subject
of concern.

BORN IN THE WRONG BODY
anonymous
For years, society often thought of
gender and sex as the same thing. There
was no distinction between the two. Times
are changing and a new understanding is
beginning to emerge. That is, that the
gender you are is in no way connected to
the genitals attached to your body. Some
people are born in the wrong body with
the wrong “plumbing.” Those who wish to
change their sex to match their gender,
to become who they really are – are known
as transgender.
My life changed four years ago when
I started dating my current boyfriend.
He is female-to-male transgender. When
we began dating, I made the ill decision
of telling my parents and sister about
his transitioning. That led to a few accounts of misgendering through the use
of improper pronouns. I felt absolutely
horrible. I do not know why I felt they
should know anything about what was in

his pants. That was my business and my
business alone. It was not for the world
to know. After the first year dating,
things started to fall into place. He
started seeing an endocrinologist which
paved the way for hormone replacement
therapy.
I will admit I was a little scared.
I heard so many stories of couples that
broke up after one of them started hormone therapy. I heard horror stories of
men that began h-r-t, only to become angry
and combative. He was diving into a world
of possibilities, and I was along for the
ride. Things went smoothly; he started
injecting himself with testosterone and

gan to fill out. These physical changes
all happened within a matter of months.
They seemed to be happening so quickly.
That is when all my fears started
to subside. He was not getting angry or
short tempered. In fact, quite the opposite began to happen. He became more
patient and stable. His temperament mellowed out and he was far from enraged and
mean. I was seeing him transform before
my eyes and it was absolutely amazing.
For the first time in our relationship,
I started to see other people look at him
the way I did. They recognized him as a
man, just based on his outward appearance. It was everything he ever wanted
and everything I ever wanted for him. He
did not have to worry about “passing” so
much anymore.
My one wish for this world is that
we stop identifying each other by what
we see on the outside and start to relate
to each other based on what is on the inside. I do not see him as a trans-man, I
never really did. He is just a man. The
man who is an amazing partner, and an
amazing human being.

FAKE LESBIAN
kelsey lock
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getting blood work every three months as
per the doctor’s request. Everything was
going well, his testosterone levels were
remaining constant, and he was on his way
to looking on the outside, how he felt
on the inside. The first change from the
testosterone was his voice. It started to
crack and drop; he was essentially going
through puberty. The next thing we started to notice was facial hair. It started
to grow in patchy at first, and then be-

October 13, 2010 was the day my
world changed. For the better, yes, but
for some time I wished I could have taken
it all back. The fact that I am a lesbian
is something that I now and always have
said with pride, but being a 16 year old
who was just trying to shuffle her way
through her high school, I was trying
my best not to draw too much attention.
That, I soon learned, was unavoidable.
My first two years in high school were
simple. I was just a regular girl, long
brown hair, floral shirts, and maybe even
a dress or two, but as time passed I soon
began to feel as if this person I was
passing myself off as was not exactly who
I felt I should be. That’s when all the
questions began to flow in. Thinking they
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would pass and that it all was a phase
was my immediate explanation but, as time
went on and my thoughts grew, I was unable to ignore that this was something I
had to face.
I grew up in an accepting family.
Never once was I told that going against
the norm was something to be ashamed of.
So, when I finally swallowed the lump that
was festering in my throat and coughed
up the truth, I was met with nothing but
love and support from my whole family.
Once that was all settled, that’s when I
began to blossom. My first move was to
cut off my hair, chop it completely. I
went through the awkward, “just out of
the closet and I have no idea what I’m
doing” stage all through eleventh grade.
I was no longer hiding my sexuality, but
I certainly was not looking to draw much
attention. I was just trying to finally
get comfortable with myself and settle

valued my womanhood and did not need a
man’s hand to lead me through life. Those
comments I could deal with. No, it was
the other few, the ones who assumed I
needed to be fixed. That the “fake lesbian” needed to be taught how much more
valuable the men were.
This caused for some issues. The
biggest one being that I became an object to conquer because it just did not
make sense that I could not be attracted
to men. Then came the everyday harassment, the cat calls, the wandering eyes,
and even more violating - the wandering
hands. To them I should be taking it
all as a compliment. How lucky of me to
be getting their attention, right? Well
not exactly, because, even though it was
contrary to what they all seemed to believe, I wanted none of it. Actually I
was desperate for it to all just stop.
This need to “fix me” drove me mad. Mak-

“THE MEN IN MY SCHOOL JUST DID NOT SEEM TO GET THE FACT THAT I
COULD HAVE VALUE WITHOUT A MAN. IT WAS AN ABSURD THOUGHT.”
into my own skin. Luckily for me, for
this year, I flew under the radar. 12th
grade, though, I was sadly not as lucky.
After I had nearly a year, including a
whole summer, to settle into myself, I
felt as though I was ready to take on
the world. I was out and proud, ready to
face anything that came my way. Or so I
thought, until I was hit with an idea I
never heard of before.
On the first day of my senior year
in high school I heard it for the first
time. “Fake lesbian” was my new title.
Where it all started? That I’m not so
sure, but it caught on like wild fire,
racing through all the men in my school.
Some thought it was a compliment, saying
I was “too pretty to be gay” and that “I
shouldn’t have to settle for girls.” The
men in my school just did not seem to get
the fact that I could have value without a man. It was an absurd thought. How
could that be? A girl without a man, to
them, was like a fish out of water. Those
men were harmless, simply just confused
and ignorant to the fact that I actually
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ing me fearful of even some of my, at the
time, closest male friends. They were all
seemingly involved. I feared them all,
because I knew what they all were trying
to do, and to the extent into which they
would go to prove themselves right was
what I feared the most.
You see it isn’t the normal example of homophobia, it was on a different
spectrum. It was not necessarily that
they all hated gay people. No, most of
the men did not have an issue with the
LGBTQ community. It was simply the fact
that a woman was stating that she did not
want men that confused them all. Me being a gay female was just something that
was not possible for them to comprehend
because where is a woman’s value without
a man? The issue never stopped and was
never addressed. Even in classroom situations, because in the eyes of everyone
else I should be flattered. I should giggle and politely thank them for publicly violating me. When I began to speak
out and fight these ideas I was seen as
a raging feminist, this monster who was

trying to destroy men. When in reality I
was just trying my best to gain enough
respect for them to accept the fact that
I am a woman who does not and will never
need a man in her life to set a value to
herself.
Still to this day I come across
men who think they can change me, and
get offended when I deny them a chance.
The “fake lesbian” title is something
I haven’t been able to shake. Being a
gay female, you face a different kind of
homophobia, because to society lesbians
just do not make sense. In society what
is a woman without her man?

CAN I GET FRIES WITH THAT SHAKE?
jessica lanza
As a woman in this day and age, I am
still so shocked at the way I am treated
by men. It always comes as a surprise no
matter where it happens. You would think
it only happens when I am dressed up with
my hair and makeup done. This apparently
isn’t the case. I am constantly subjected
to male scrutiny.
I find most of the time I am objectified at work. Where do I work? I work as
a manager at a local McDonald’s. Shocking, right? I wear a shapeless uniform.
I wear various colored button down shirts
that are too big on me, and slacks that
they ordered me two sizes too big. My
hair is always pulled back in a ponytail
and, since I typically work mornings, I
rarely find the time or the need to wear
makeup. I find myself barely feminine in
this attire, but that doesn’t stop men
from hitting on me. Since the almost two
years I’ve been working there I can’t
tell you how many times a man has tried
to ask me out in the drive thru. They’ll
pull up and tell me I’m too pretty to be
working there and try to hand me their
number. One guy even tried telling me I
should be one of the “dancers” at the bar
he worked at.
While taking orders over the speaker

I’m almost always called baby or sweetheart. I’ve had customers tell other employees that I had a “sexy” voice. I can
tell you a slew of bad pick up lines guys
have used on me, like asking if I was the
toy that came with the happy meals, or
the oh so famous, “Can I get some fries
with that shake?” A lot of times with
customer complaints they’ll go to a male
manager before they go to me because it’s
a “man’s business” or a man could handle
it better than a woman I. I’ve worked
really hard to be where I am now, but
people don’t seem to realize that because
I’m a woman. This job has been my way to
pay for school. I can’t tell you how many
times somebody has told me I shouldn’t be
working and a man should be taking care
of me. This is not how I was raised and
not how I would want to be raised. I’m
proud of myself for what I have done.
I feel like a lot of times people look
passed me because I am a young woman and
it is very frustrating. I’m not just an
object to go with your value meal, I’m a
manager.
Gender gets in the way of life sometimes. Even working at McDonald’s I’m
still objectified on a daily basis. It’s
quite sad. I hope one day people will
realize that we’re all just trying to
do our job correctly and to get paid, we
are not just there to look cute. I’m a
very hard worker and it bothers me that
sometimes that fact is overlooked just
because of my gender.

THE TIPPING POINT
alexis velez
As a food service worker and a feminist, I have found I usually have to
give one up to hold onto the other. At my
job working for Subway I spent my shifts
working for tips. Yes, I received a regular paycheck each week, but the possibility to go home every day with an extra
ten or even twenty bucks in my pocket,
like my other co-workers boasted about,
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was a nice idea. Unfortunately for me, I
usually scored less than six bucks every
night because I refused to entertain the
males that came in and relentlessly hit
on me.
One of the first things you learn
to accept while working in a service job
is getting treated like dirt by customers
for minimum wage. It’s practically written in the job description. It’s relatively easy to put your feelings aside,
hold back from rolling your eyes, and
grin through it until it’s over. However, no one tells you if you want to see
that extra cash you have to do more than
grin through the patronizing and sleazy
customer conversations - you have to act
like you like it.
There were a list of “regulars”
that came through at my job, and because
I worked there six days a week, all day
long, I got friendly with them. Some guys
were nicer than others, and those were
the easier customers to build a rapport
with. They would kindly ask me about my
tattoo, ask me if I had a long day when
I looked tired, or compliment me if I got
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a haircut. I never felt pressured to be
nice to them because they never pushed
their kindness onto me with an ulterior motive in mind. On the other hand,
there were customers who I knew right
away would only be kind and tip my coworkers and I if we were extra friendly
with them. I watched it happen on multiple occasions. On days where we exhibited that extra friendliness we received a
dollar or two in our bucket. On the other
days? We received nothing.
It was hard to balance the acting I
had to do just to appease the men walking
in. Either I gave them the same amount
of attention and neutral attitude I gave
other customers and dealt with their degrading attitudes or I sucked up to them
and felt dirty. I began to reach my limit
when one day I was carrying on a conversation with a regular customer and mentioned my boyfriend. Immediately I could
see his attitude shift when he realized
I was not “up for grabs” and he was wasting his time talking to me. Of course,
he didn’t leave a tip that day. The true
tipping point came soon after that.
One of the store’s regular customers, who had quickly become one of my
favorites despite his thickly laid on
flirting with every girl working there,
had come in after I had recently gotten
a haircut. It was substantially shorter
than what my customers were used to, so
he noticed right away. Instead of greeting me with a hello or asking me how I
was, the only words out of his mouth
were, “Oh no. Why’d you do that? I’m
more into girls with long, brown hair.”
I was stunned. I couldn’t believe someone would have the audacity to say that
to someone they didn’t even know, and I
couldn’t believe he thought it was okay
to dish out his opinion on my looks while
I was making his food.
This specific customer was so upset I cut my hair that he stopped coming
into the store as much to visit. Not only
was I blown away by this, but it made me
feel awful. I was upset for letting this
comment get to me at all, but I was really angry over the fact that I had been

overly nice to him in the first place. I
quickly gave up my desire to see the tip
bucket fill up on my shifts, and I didn’t
care how much my coworkers were making
when they were working. I became very
tired of having to sacrifice my dignity
and self worth to appease the sleazy guys
that walked through the door.
I knew my co-workers genuinely enjoyed being friendly with their customers, joking around, even casually flirting, and that was okay. If they were
consenting to a mutual conversation like
that then I was happy for them when they
got a lot of tips, but it wasn’t for me,
personally. It felt too insincere.
I was able to feel happier taking
on my shifts when I wasn’t pretending to
be more interested than I was to avoid
being spoken to and treated like I was a
lesser human. That’s the sacrifice I’ve
had to make at times, but I wouldn’t have
it any other way. I want customers to realize just because I’m making your food
doesn’t mean you can objectify me, and
hopefully they have started to.

BEING FEMALE AND A BARTENDER
anonymous
As a teenager I never really went
out much. I was pretty much a “home body.”
Sleepovers with my best friends were how
I spent most of my weekends and I loved
it. I really didn’t start going out until I was about 23 years old and as crazy
as it may sound, I didn’t even have my
first alcoholic drink until then!
On one of my first nights out at
a local college bar my friends used to
hang out at, a young female bartender
came over to my friends and I. She was
talking to us for a little while and

drink, let alone know how to make one!
She didn’t care at all, she was very persistent about training me and promised we
would make a ton of money. After a few
weekends of hanging out there, I finally agreed to “bar back” on St. Patrick’s
Day. That night I jumped behind the bar
and within an hour or so, she was showing
me how to serve drinks, shake martinis
and pour a perfect pint of beer.
Before I knew it, I was a bartender and I was making a ton of money as
she promised. It turned out her parents
owned the bar and she had been working
there since she was 20. We made a great
team. One thing she taught me was that
the fewer clothes we wore and the more we
batted our eyelashes, the more customers
(men) and money would come in. It really
worked, and every weekend we were packed
until eventually we needed a third girl.
A third girl was hired who was also very
attractive and before we knew it everyone
in town knew of this bar as the “place
to be.” The only complaint the men had
was that the bartenders were the only
females in the place! It seemed that because there were three attractive girls
behind the bar, women did not come in and
when they did, they never stayed long.
On the rare occasions women did come in,
they were almost never friendly and almost never tipped.
As the years went by, and the excitement of being “out” every night wore
off; I was making money but not spending
money, and the intoxicated men started
to get to me. Some seemed perverted and
repulsive, and the long nights of pretending to be so friendly when you just
wanted to go home became exhausting. The
third girl that was hired and I decided we
were going to start wearing more clothes.
We were tired of being hit on and treated
like pieces of meat night after night.

“‘YOU ARE SO PRETTY, WOULD YOU LIKE TO WORK HERE?’”
asked my name, and then her exact words
to me were, “You are so pretty, would
you like to work here?” I was in shock
and told her I barely even know how to

Can you guess what happened? The crowd
started to die, and the tips became less.
Our “regulars” didn’t mind, they still
came in and tipped the same every night.
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However, over time, the more rowdy guys
and new customers didn’t come in much. It
became more of a low key hangout. Perhaps
it was timing? Maybe another “hot spot”
opened and that’s where the crowd went?
In any case, I ended up quitting.
Working at the bar caused a lot
of stress in my relationship; I needed
more steady income and health insurance.
I started working full time at a local
hospital, and now when I pass the closed
down, boarded up bar, I can’t help but
feel sad. It was one of the best times in
my life, but also an unfortunate learning experience about how some men look
at women, and treat women. I was hired
initially only because I was attractive;
it didn’t matter if I was smart of not,
all I had to do was smile and flirt and
the money would come rolling in.

THIS IS A MAN’S WORLD
kyria landry
In today’s society, intersectionality plays a huge role in understanding
different life experiences of the many
social classes. It is the understanding
that multiple forms of discrimination,
rather than one specific classification,
defines someone’s place in our society.
Knowing someone’s gender, race, class,
and sexual orientation can give you a
better idea of what their life may be
like compared to only knowing their gender, or only their race, for example. Although we’ve had many movements and laws
passed for social equality, people still
feel the effects of discrimination on a
regular basis.
As a young woman, I’ve been discriminated against for my gender. I am
a hair dresser, and I started working at
my first salon when I was 16. I took the
BOCES program for cosmetology in high
school, so I started as a shampoo girl
and worked my way up. After seven years
of employment at the salon, two years as
an assistant and five as a hairdresser,
I found out that the male barbers were
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being paid a considerably higher salary.
In the past, I had asked for a raise and
my boss had told me that our field
was not the type where you receive raises. He said you work on tips and commission so I basically needed to sell more
products and work more hours. I couldn’t
believe it.
I was there longer than all of his
employees except one. I have two children, both who were babies at the time,
and I was more reliable than women who
were twice my age, with grown children.
The barbers made their own schedules,
came and went as they pleased. They picked
and chose which haircuts they wanted to
do, and which ones they didn’t. I, on
the other hand, was booked all day with
my customers, and squeezed walk-ins in
between my appointments, often throwing
me off schedule with my customers just
to help keep the wait time down, and the
shop running smoothly. I would give free
services to clients that came back unhappy do to a poor service from another employee, to keep the name of the business
clean. I more than deserved a raise.
I went back to my boss after finding
out exactly what the barbers were being
paid, compared to my less than minimum
wage salary, and explained to him why I
deserved a raise. Not only because I was
reliable, patient and good at pleasing
unhappy customers, but because I was making him more money than the barbers were.
On average a barber would do ten haircuts
per shift costing ten to fifteen dollars
each depending on the type of cut. At
the most, with a shave they could charge
twenty dollars. I do all services from
barber cuts to highlights and keratin
treatments. One chemical service costs
more than twelve barber cuts. In one day
I was making him what it took the barbers
all week to make him, plus I could do the
services they do just as well as them.
His response was still no. I questioned
it, and he simply replied that
the barbers were “different” and
walked away. The barbers were paid more
because they were men. I was an outstanding employee, but as a young woman it

didn’t matter. I worked there for another
two years, and after being there for nine
years I thought for sure I would get a
raise, so I asked again. Again I was told
no.
I started looking around and found
a salon five minutes down the road that
offered to pay me more than my boss was
paying the barbers. I’ve been working for
them for seven months now and have never been happier. My hard work never goes
unappreciated, and the work environment
is much better than it used to be. I even
received a Christmas bonus after five
months of employment, something unheard
of in my other salon. The boss at my
first job was in his sixties and raised
in an androcentric society, compared to
my new boss who is thirty four, and has
a better sense of gender equality.

IT SHOULD HAVE BEEN SACRED
anonymous
I don’t remember how old I was, that
is how desperately I tried to erase the
memories of my childhood. The memories
that should have been filled with love
and happiness are tainted by anger, hurt,
remorse, and self-hatred that scarred my
life forever.
I do not remember when
the first time it happened; maybe it was
because I was too young to remember or I
had repressed the memories that haunted
me. What I do remember was feeling this
deep pain, a pain so deep I could not explain.
Years went by and as I grew older,
I came to realize that my life had not
been as it should have. Years of a life I
thought was normal had become a horrifying story. It felt wrong but I was told
that it was love. It happened more than
once and with more than one person. Who
was I, a second grader, to say otherwise?
First it was close friend, a father-like
figure to my mother. Then it was my stepfather, a man who vowed to protect us.
Then my uncle; he protected me from a man
who tried to molest me. Could the pain

I had been feeling have been caused by
something else? These men were telling
me they loved me, was this really love?
The first memory I have of the sexual abuse was a scene that was all too
familiar. It seemed as though I had been
in a similar situation before, leading me
to believe that this was not the first
time a man had touched me in areas that
should have been sacred. He did things
with his tongue that felt good but at the
same time caused a deep pain within me.
Why did love cause such anguish in me?
Was something wrong with me? Did I have
some disorder, or chemical imbalance that
caused this unexplainable pain?
Before I was in middle school I was
addicted to the feeling of having an orgasm. It was an addiction that brought regret, remorse and self-hatred. I learned
through peers that love is found through
the act of sex. I thought to myself that
maybe the pain I felt was because I was
being touched by men who I did not love.
That maybe I would not feel that pain
if I gave myself to someone I did love.
Though I was still a virgin, I would not
be one for long.
By the time I was a teenager, I had
such hatred for men, especially older
men. They used their power over me as a
child to steal my joy, to steal my innocence.
They had ruined my chance of
a normal life. I wanted to be loved but
didn’t know how to love. I wanted a father who loved me, not who abused me. It
was hard to come to grips with who I was
and what I had done. I felt as I I was
guilty of a crime I did not commit, like
I allowed these men to abuse me. It used
to be hard to look back at my childhood,
so much so, that I hardly remembered the
good times.
There are many things that happened
to me that I did not mention here, only
those closest to me know. One thing I can
say is that I have learned to love and
have reached a realization of what love
really is. I made a decision to not allow my past to define who I am, that as a
woman I am worthy regardless of what has
been done or said to me. I am now a moth-

27

er of three beautiful children and have
been married to a wonderful man for seven
years; I will not let my past influence
the outcome of my future. I will not be
defined by the actions of these men.

SHATTERED TRUST
elsie menendez
When I was nine years old, an older couple who were friends of the family
came to live in New York. They rented a
house on my aunt’s property. My brother
and I went to my aunt’s house everyday
after school until our mom picked us up
after she came out of work. It was a
wonderful childhood getting to play with
our cousins every day after school. One
day I was with my aunt, a cousin and the
older male friend of the family who was
probably in his sixties at the time. We
went to visit a family member and had to
get in an elevator. We got into the elevator with a few other people and it was
a tight squeeze. He was standing in front
of me and had put his arms behind his
back. All of a sudden I felt his fingers
touch me in between my legs. I will never
forget the way I felt. It was a mixture
of shock, confusion, fear and this disgusting feeling in the pit of my stomach.
I didn’t know what to do. Later on
that day when we returned to my aunt’s
house I had the courage to tell a cousin
and my aunt. Do you know what I was told?
I was told to not say anything to anyone
and to stay away from him. Nothing else.
End of conversation. As far as I know
nothing was ever said to him. I was young
but as I got older, I was upset at the
way it was handled or I can say how it
was not handled. He got away with it and
I was left feeling ashamed. It makes me
wonder how many other people he touched
inappropriately or even worse.
A few years later when I was about
eleven or twelve years old, I was no longer going to my aunt’s house after school
and had become a “latch-key” kid. One
day an older male cousin of mine showed
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up at the house. I was surprised because
no one came over to the house especially during the week and before my mom got
home from work. I can’t remember how it
even happened but he started to kiss me.
I didn’t know what to do and just stood
there. He tried to take my pants off and
I became very scared and I pushed him
away. He left the house. Like the first
time something happened I told someone
and they told an adult and I remember my
dad picking me up to go and talk to my
aunt who was the mom of my cousin. When
we got there, my aunt was extremely upset. She was not upset at my male cousin,
she was upset at me! I was so humiliated
and made to feel like a bad person that
made it up. I remember being so scared
and crying and she made me feel awful. I
was so upset that I didn’t know what to
do. Seeing her upset at me made me feel
horrible and I didn’t even argue back. We
left there with my aunt basically telling
me that I was lying.
Fast forward ten years and I am in
my twenties and on the NYC subway going
to work in Manhattan. I was fortunate
to have a seat on a packed train. There
were two girls in their early teens with
uniforms and backpacks on. I noticed this
older man getting very close to one of
the girls backside, as if he was trying
to push forward with his groin closer to
her. I saw her move up as much as she
could and he moved up also. She then
switched her backpack from her shoulder
to her back to try to put something between her and this man. He then clearly
pushed his groin forward trying again to
brush his groin against her. I felt enraged as she tried to move to her side.
I thought about what had happened
to me and how it made me feel. I thought
about how even going to an adult nothing
was ever done. All of a sudden I picked
up my foot and kicked this man so hard
in his leg his knee buckled. I started yelling, “I see what you’re doing to
that girl,” and the girl turned around
and the look in her eyes confirmed what
I was seeing. It gave her the courage to
start saying something too and all of a

sudden this guy was being yelled at from
everyone close to the situation and being
pushed towards the door. The next station came up and the doors opened and he
ran. Helping that girl and kicking him
released so much tension. When I saw him
doing that to her I could not stay silent
and just let it go. I kicked him not only
for her but for what happened to me. I
was never going to be silenced again.

HOW MY GENDER AFFECTS MY VOICE
anonymous
In the Spring of 2012, I attended
a concert in New York City with one of
my friends who I had known from one of
my classes in my sophomore year of high
school. We’d known each other for about
four years and had only started spending
time together after I’d graduated, which
became a semi-regular thing. He did not
live far from me, and every month or so,
he would call and ask me to grab lunch
with him or hang out at his house and
listen to music. I have one particularly vivid memory of us going for a walk
through some woods in his neighborhood
and stumbling upon an abandoned house.
We couldn’t get inside, but we looked in
through all of the windows and made up
stories about what maybe happened to it,
as most openings were boarded up and the
building was in embarrassing condition.
This friend of mine was actually
my then boyfriend’s neighbor and someone who he used to spend some time with,
but had since grown apart from. In April
of 2012, I accompanied this friend to
New York City to see our favorite band
play. We took an early train to the city
and stopped by his dorm room at Hunter College to hangout before the show.
We watched television together and each
drank a 40 oz can of beer, which did not
hinder me any, and was the only alcohol I
consumed that weekend. A half hour or so
later, we left for the concert, which was
walking distance away. My friend snuck in

more alcohol – liquor of some kind – but
I did not have any.
We had watched three bands play and
were in the very front of the venue,
right up against the bar separating the
crowd from the stage, when our favorite
band came on. The show was well worth the
trip and the money spent, and we walked
back to his dorm soaked with sweat. My
friend was not a tall boy or a heavy boy;
he was about two inches shorter than me
and had actually suffered from an eating
disorder for some time and clocked in
around 120 lbs. Although he had a taste
for alcohol, he also had about zero tolerance for it and I had to hold onto his
elbow as we walked back to his school to
keep him from stumbling into the street.
We got back very late, and I got
into the shower to wash up. I got out
and my friend offered me a beer which
I accepted but sort of just left aside
somewhere on his dresser while I sat at
the foot of his bed to watch television.
He continued to offer me stronger drinks
– vodka, bourbon, rum and coke. I told
him that I didn’t want any and encouraged
him to also refrain, as he was already
considerately inebriated, but he wasn’t
up for listening very much. I had seen
this friend drunk under one other circumstance; it was at our friend’s going away
party for the Army. There were dozens
of people there and he and I were on a
beer pong team together. In high school,
he was on the wrestling team and on the
night of the party, he demonstrated his
tactics on me by lifting me over his
shoulder and flipping me over onto the
couch over and over again. There were a
lot of people around and I was drunk and
I laughed a lot.
This time, I was sober and he wasn’t
and no was around but he abruptly wanted
to show me these moves again. I played
along the first time, but then insisted
that he was going to make me dizzy and
urged him to stop. He pushed me off the
bed. It still seemed innocent. I laughed
and called him a drunk idiot and went to
stand, but he shoved me back down and
pinned my wrists over my head.
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He began pushing my shirt up and
kissing my chest and neck. When he tried
to kiss my lips, I jerked my head to the
side, but he grabbed my face and forced
my head still anyway. Quietly at first,
I asked him to stop. Then louder. I began to twist away from him, pressing my
knees futilely against his chest. He was
laughing, but it wasn’t funny. He began
groping me and feverishly kissing me.
When I kicked his groin, he bit hard into
the fat of my upper arm. He did not back
off until I finally managed to wriggle my
leg free from under his weight and knee
him in the throat.
I was in a strange city and spent
the night in his absent roommate’s bed
and sat opposite him on the train the
following morning. I remember him saying, “I don’t know why you’re so angry
at me. You’re acting like I was going to

For someone to suggest that we live
in a society that does not marginalize
women is a completely ignorant and insensitive claim. I have learned first-hand
just how quick people are to take a man’s
side over a woman’s despite how convincing her case is. People insist that unreported rape doesn’t happen and that
all rapists reported go to jail, that the
victim’s voice matters. I wasn’t raped,
but I am living proof that a woman can be
brutalized and sexually assaulted and can
still be second-guessed. I can come home
with bruises the size of softballs and
a shirt half-ripped and they will still
say that I asked for it. It is reasons
such as these that so many victims of
abuse go unheard because they hold their
tongues out of fear of being discredited
and shamed. It is reasons such as these
that women and men doubt themselves – “I

“I REMEMBER HIM SAYING, ‘I DON’T KNOW WHY YOU’RE SO ANGRY AT ME. YOU’RE
ACTING LIKE I WAS GOING TO RAPE YOU OR SOMETHING. I WAS JUST MESSING AROUND.’”
rape you or something. I was just messing
around.”
I went home to my boyfriend’s house
and told him what happened in tears and
showed him the huge, dark bruises he left
on the arm he bit and the knee I smashed
into his bed trying to get away from him,
and the tiny finger-sized bruises he left
around my wrists. My boyfriend demanded
to know what I had done to provoke him
and insisted that I must have done something to make him think that it was what
I wanted. He said that I was probably
being flirtatious and blamed me for what
happened. He accused me of being drunk
and to coming onto him and went so far as
to say that it counted as my cheating on
him.
For the following weeks, whenever
he caught a glimpse of the black and yellow marks on my skin, he exasperatedly
rolled his eyes at me and said something
off color like, “I hate seeing that shit
thinking about how someone touched you.
This is why I don’t want you hanging out
with guys. You’re bound to give them the
wrong idea.”
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should have fought harder.” Or make excuses for their attackers – “It must have
been something I did. He was drunk. It
wasn’t his fault.”
I get nonsense all of the time for
labeling myself as a feminist and accusations of being a man-hater. “Feminist”
is a bad word in our culture. But feminists don’t hate me; we merely believe
that they are intelligent human beings
capable of making their own decisions
and that they should be held accountable
for them. The anti-feminist stand that so
many people adhere to is the reason why
boys like these get away with it. We allow it. We must ask ourselves what we did
in raising our sons that made them think
that this behavior is excusable and we
have to start taking responsibility for
it.

RELATIONSHIP ABUSE FROM A CHILD’S PERSPECTIVE
jimmy alvarez
As a child, I remember my aunt Lucy
being a very kind woman, and some might
even say too kind for her own good. She
was always my favorite aunt, taking us
to the movies, out to dinner and sometimes just to hang out. She was always so
loving and never let anything bring down
her spirit. Lucy had a very cheerful and
optimistic soul, and it often rubbed off
on everyone around her. I love my aunt
Lucy and I’m still in contact with her.
My aunt Lucy had just gotten over a
breakup with her boyfriend of a couple
of years and was ready to move on. I can
remember being at her house one day and
my uncle telling her about his friend
that is single and had been interested in
her for the past couple of months. So the
same weekend my family threw a barbeque,
my uncle invited his friend Sam over. At
the barbeque I can remember them talking
the entire time. He was a really friendly
guy and everyone liked him. We couldn’t
wait for Aunt Lucy and him to go out on a
date. By the end of the barbeque he had
finally asked and they went out the next
couple of nights. I remember overhearing
a conversation between Lucy and my mom.
She was telling my mom that she believed
that she was in love with this guy, and I
remember as a child thinking “LOVE? She’s
only known him for two weeks!”
I soon started to think that maybe
she did love him and maybe I was going to
have a new uncle. A couple of weeks into
the relationship they seemed fine, he was
always over and we all got to know him
very fast. He was a nice guy but had little outbursts every now and then where he
seemed very angry. I only noticed it once
when she had been trying to hug him as he
was eating breakfast and he got up very
fast and moved to the next chair bringing
the cereal bowl with him. She looked very
confused and let him be. She has always
been the type of person to try and fix

everything.
One night the family went out to
dinner. I can remember them being weird
all night. They would not look or talk to
each other. They just seemed like they
were fighting. The night was at its end,
Sam got up and walked out of the restaurant, and Lucy ran out after him. About
15 minutes had passed and we left the
restaurant. They were nowhere to be found
so we figured they had just left. My
mother had talked to Lucy over the phone
later that night and Lucy said that they
were fine and that they just headed home.
A couple of days had passed and I had
not heard from either of them, but I did
not think much of it. The next weekend
the family went over to my grandmother’s
house for dinner and Lucy came without
Sam. She said he wasn’t feeling good.
That night Lucy and my grandmother
were in the living room talking. They
were speaking in Spanish, so I knew it
had to have been serious. I was sitting
on the staircase listening because I had
been really concerned by how Lucy was
acting at dinner. She seemed so cold at
dinner. She was not talking much or smiling for that matter. So that night my
grandmother kept asking her if she and
Sam had been doing well and Lucy kept
telling her that everything was fine.
My grandmother then said something that
scared me once I realized what she meant.
She had asked Lucy about a bruise she had
noticed on her arm. Grandmother had said
that she’s seen a bruise like that before
on one of her friends’ arm and it turned
out that the man had been abusive. She
told me grandmother not to worry and that
everything was fine.
I didn’t want to believe what I
heard that night but it had unfortunately
been true. It had been about two weeks
since I saw her that night and my whole
family was worried. My mother got into
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contact with Lucy and invited her over.
I got home from school and my aunt was
sitting talking to my mother. It was very
unfortunate and sad to see what I saw
that day. I looked at my aunt and I saw a
bruise around her eye and one around her
neck. I had asked what happened to her
face. She told me it was nothing she had
just had an accident. When I asked her
where Sam was she said that he is no longer going to be around. When I asked why
she told me that they just had some disagreements and that it was no big deal.
Life went on and thinking about these
events I had asked my mother about it
about a year ago. She told me the story
and things started to make sense. I had

him to stay out of her life. This event
was so shocking to me because I never
even considered that being a possibility. I felt so angry and if I had been
old enough I would have probably taken
action. As a child I was not able to tell
that my aunt was being physically abused
by her boyfriend but it did undoubtedly
have an effect of me. Going through this
experience showed me that people aren’t
always as they seem and when people believe they are in love they do things
others might find insane.

THE FACE LOOKING BACK AT ME
anonymous

art by kelsey cavanagh
been so shocked to realize what had been
going on that whole time.
My mother told me that my aunt never pressed charges and she just wanted
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Being born the youngest girl in a
loud Italian family isn’t easy and being
born with an old fashioned mother and
grandmother living in the same house is
never easy. To my mother and grandmother,
being anything but thin when you’re a woman is entirely unacceptable. Growing up
and going through all of the changes most
teenage girls go through is probably one
of the most difficult experiences a young
woman faces, especially when you’re in
high school. Dealing with braces, acne,
boys and periods was hardly a memorable
time for me. I was not skinny and I was
most certainly not skinny compared to
other girls I went to school with. They
seemed to be everything I wasn’t – thin,
clear-skinned with long silky hair. I on
the other hand was chunky, awkward, covered in pimples, and I had frizzy untamed
hair.
There seemed to be so many expectations and standards I was being measured
up to at home and at school. At home I
had my mother and grandmother constantly
insisting that I stop eating and never failing to put forth their less than
flattering criticism and snide remarks.
And in school, I was constantly teased
and tormented. I wasn’t tall and thin,
or flirty and obnoxious like the other
girls. I remember, waiting for the bus

having butterflies in the pit of my stomach almost so intense I could vomit. I
couldn’t stop asking myself every single
day, every moment, why can’t I be skinny?
Why can’t I be pretty like all of those
other girls?
As the years went on I found myself finally escaping my awkward stage
as a teenager. But no matter how good
I looked, I felt hideous on the inside.
It was simple, I hated myself so much. I
wanted to disappear. Everyday I’d obsess
over another feature of myself that I
was disgusted by. I finally figured out
what was worse than insults, it was receiving compliments and being absolutely
unable to believe them. After my second
very painful cosmetic procedure at the
age of 20, my family started to become
concerned.
The first step was to speak to
a therapist, which I was not thrilled
about. She was a nice woman and she asked
me one simple task, handing me a mirror,
she said “look in this mirror and tell me
one thing you love about yourself.” Not
even wanting to look at myself, I burst
into tears and was unable to answer her.
Eventually, I was diagnosed with B.D.D.
(body dysmorphic disorder), which is a
fancy name with a simple definition, constant negative obsessiveness over one’s
physical appearance.
Of course the first solution was to
pump me with medication but it made me
feel so…NOT me! I hated that feeling! I
decided I was going to fix myself. And
to this day it’s still an inner struggle. I find myself constantly fidgeting,
looking over my shoulder wondering what
people are thinking about me. I’m no longer very skinny or covered in makeup and
my hair isn’t always pin straight. I eat
right and I try to stay healthy and I do
myself up without over-doing it. I can’t
help but blame society for my struggle,
for my terrible self-image and self-destruction.
Since the day we are born we are
told what beauty is. We are told what we
should look like and which diets or cosmetic products will help us achieve being

“beautiful.” In reality the majority of
people have no idea what beauty is. Society has extremely harsh expectations that
are bestowed upon women. Everywhere we go
we are reminded how we should look with
billboards, TV shows, websites, movies,
magazines, etc. The ironic part of it
all is that these women we are looking at
don’t even look like that! It is all an
illusion and it isn’t fair. To be a woman in today’s world is hard but to be a
woman who loves herself in today’s world
is even harder.

ANA AND ME
anonymous
For years I’ve gotten different
fashion magazines delivered to my house.
The editors always preach positive self
body image but only ever put beautiful,
skinny women on the covers. I spent those
years doing everything I could to look
like them. I completely made myself over
with makeup, hair products, and the best
of the best clothing. I got a job in
tenth grade just to support my shopping
addiction.
But the summer before my senior
year of high school I realized my mistake. I would never be as beautiful as
the cover girls. I was not beautiful. I
was not beautiful. I was not beautiful.
So what did that mean? The only thing I
could control was being skinny. I began
starving myself in August of 2012. I read
many blogs about girls with anorexia and
they all found fasting to be extremely
difficult. It scared me how easy it was
for me to go 2-3 days consuming nothing
but water. I never found it hard to resist temptation. This was concerning but
I didn’t question it. I loved it.
Around the end of October was the
first time people began noticing. I never ate lunch at school, and when people
would ask about it I would simply say
that I didn’t like the cafeteria food.
It worked until a friend of mine started
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asking too many questions. I shut them
all down but I became extremely paranoid.
Still to this day I find myself always
being paranoid.
But the paranoia was nothing. The
anxiety began in November. Social anxiety. My stomach would turn in knots, my
ears would ring, I would feel numb to the
world. It happened every time I’d have to
go anywhere, see anyone, or do anything.
It’s like ever since it started, I haven’t been myself. It comes less frequently now, but it still comes. Mid-November
more people began noticing. They didn’t
always notice based on how I looked,
rather they noticed when everyone would
be eating except me. I was the lead in
the school play and rehearsals would go
until 7 or 8 at night and when my cast
members were eating dinner, I’d be drinking water, if that. Too many people were
asking questions. My ears started ringing. I wanted to pass out, but I knew
I couldn’t. That would only raise more
questions.
That was when I took my first bite
of pizza in months. I grabbed a piece
of pizza from the box my friends ordered. I immediately felt sick and huge
and disgusting. I waited a few minutes,
pretending to love it, and then casually
walked to a bathroom on the other side
of the school and made myself throw up.
After that it became a daily thing. I
was lucky. I read about girls’ parents
finding out because when they went to
the doctor, the doctor would notice yellow fingernails or teeth from the acidic
vomit. For whatever reason, when I went
to the doctor, nothing was found out. My
parents never found out. My friends never
found out. It went on for months until
I finally made myself recover. I am in
full recovery today. I eat normally, full
meals, and I haven’t purged in months.
I’ll never forgive myself for this.
Every day when I become paranoid or anxious, I know it’s only because I had such
a negative self body image. I still don’t
have a positive body image. No matter
what I eat, it’s on my mind all day long.
I began exercising, but it’s much more
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work than not eating. My eating disorder
took over my life. The blogs I read would
name their eating disorder “Ana” after
the term, anorexia. They would always
say things like “Today, me and Ana…” But
it didn’t happen like that. It was as if
every time I said “Me and Ana,” Ana would
get angry. It was “Ana and me.” She was
in control of every part of me. She was
in my head, my body, my spirit. She controlled my mood and my hunger and the way
I saw myself. She’s always there. It’s
the hardest thing I’ve ever struggled
with and it’s something that will only
get better with time. I had an eating
disorder, but I might just be a stronger
person because of it.

ALBUM REVIEW: BEYONCE BY BEYONCE
Abigail Bonilla
It is without a doubt that one of
the most relevant females today in pop
culture is Beyoncé Knowles. On December 13, 2013, she unexpectedly released
her fifth solo album, entitled “Beyoncé.” This was a shock to many people
considering that her self-titled album
had been released without any prior announcement or any kind of promotions. On
December 13, not only did Beyoncé shock
the world with an entire new album, but
she shocked the world once more by announcing that each single on her album
had a corresponding video that went along
with it and they were all released at the
same time that the album came out. Having
such a strong fan-base, allowed “Beyoncé” to reach number one on the Billboard
200 chart and sell 1.3 million copies in
just seventeen days. This was something
that had never been done before. Beyoncé’s self-titled album proved to be much
different than her previous album, and
caused all types of reactions from fans
and the rest of the public.
“Beyoncé” contains 14 songs and
17 corresponding music videos. Beyoncé
has always been known to sing about the
troubles that many average females face

throughout their lives. The first song
on her album, “Pretty Hurts,” goes along
with this theme. In this song, she sings
about how many people, especially women,
need to aspire simply to be happy and not
worry so much about their outer appearance. Beyoncé suggests in her song, “it’s
the soul that needs the surgery.” Beyoncé
wants females to embrace their imperfections rather than be ashamed of them for
any reason. At this point, most people
would think that Beyoncé would continue
to follow this theme, however, her album
then takes a shocking turn.
We first begin to see this in the
third song of the album “Drunk in Love.”
In this song, Beyoncé features her husband; rapper, Jay-Z, and they give us a
glimpse of what their sex life is like.
Beyoncé talks about being so absolutely
in love with her husband that it drives
her to do crazy things, especially when
she is under the influence of alcohol.
Beyoncé always appears to be very classy
to the rest of the world and has a lot
of dignity, so it was shocking when she
talked about her sex life, which is supposed to be private, in one of her songs.
Beyoncé does not stop there, however, she
continues to reference her sex life in
other songs such as “Rocket,” “Blow,” and
her smash hit, “Partition.”
In the music video for her song
“Partition,” Beyoncé is even seen having sex in the back of a limo with her
husband. This caused a lot of controversy and people believed that it was
very wrong for her to do this due to
the fact that many young girls look up
to her. This could lead them to believe
that having unprotected sex is acceptable. Throughout the rest of her album,
Beyoncé has other sexual innuendos, which
sparked much attention and often times,
even scrutiny from the public. Beyoncé
is a very influential woman today, so everything that she does is always watched
closely by the public and sometimes even
over-analyzed. Today, this is still seen
as a very taboo subject and many people
become uncomfortable talking about sex.
However, I believe that by talking about

sex, Beyoncé was not trying to make anyone uncomfortable, but rather she was
trying to do what she does in many of
her other songs, which is empower women.
Beyoncé wanted women to know; that they
should not be ashamed of having sex and
that they should enjoy it just as much
as a male would. Beyoncé is trying to
send out a message that everyone should
be comfortable in her own skin, so this
would also include being comfortable
with one’s sexuality.
Despite any controversy that Beyoncé’s fifth solo album may have caused,
it is difficult to deny that many of her
songs are very catchy and fun to dance
to. On the other hand, others prove to
be very relatable and inspiring. Personally, I respect her music very much and
feel that she is a great role model for
many young girls today. Beyoncé is an intelligent woman who knows the power that
she holds with her music and wants others, females especially, to understand
that they are capable of anything and
that they should not let adversity get
in their way. One of the first steps with
this is to accept and embrace the person
that you are, so that others can do so as
well. Although women have come a long way
and have made many strides towards equality over the past century, it is clear
that there is still some social inequality that they are forced to deal with.
Slowly, influential people, such as Beyoncé, continue to work for this equality
and inspire other women to follow their
dreams.

MOVIE REVIEW: BOYS DON’T CRY (1999)
anonymous
Boys Don’t Cry is a movie about a
boy who finds himself trying to conform
to society’s standards of a man. Born
anatomically female, Brandon finds himself trying to live his life as he truly
is: a man. However, those around him reject this idea. They call him a “dyke,”
and expect him to identify as a lesbian.
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Brandon resists, hoping that one day,
those around him will see him for who he
really is.
The movie opens with Brandon getting his hair cut by his cousin. The next
scene is Brandon running from a group of
men chasing him screaming things like
“dyke” and “faggot.” One of the men is
upset because Brandon slept with his sister. This is when Brandon’s cousin throws
him out and tells him he is no longer welcome to stay with him. Brandon is feeling
rejected and alone. He goes to a bar to
drown his sorrows where he meets Candace.
A bar fight ensues and he makes friends
with Candace and her friend.
Brandon tries to leave town one
morning when Lana, a girl he is interested in, stops by to bring him coffee.
She kisses him for the first time, but
this does not stop him from leaving. He
shows up to his cousin’s house late that
night for the first time in weeks. Brandon tells him that he is going to ask
Lana to marry him. He skips court and
goes back to find Lana in her small town.
A few scenes later, Brandon gets arrested
for missing a court date. This is when
his friend, Candace, finds tampons in
his garbage pail. She feels the need to
tell Lana, who goes to see him in jail
and finds him in the women’s cell. Brandon tells Lana that he is a hermaphrodite
and that his birth name is Teena Brandon.
Lana tells him that it is his business
and bails him out of jail.
Candace tells John and the others
about Brandon being trans. They storm
Lana’s room and go through Brandon’s
things. Brandon follows Lana into her
house and is confronted by the group of
people he used to call his friends. They
begin to attack Lana and call her a lesbian despite Brandon and Lana trying to
explain what is going on. John and Tom
attack Brandon and pull his pants down.
They force Lana to her knees and make her
look at him without his pants on. When
Brandon tries to leave the house, Tom and
John jump him and drive him out behind a
factory. They beat Brandon and make him
take his shirt of and the begin to rape
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him. After the assault, Tom picks Brandon
up off the floor, drapes his arm around
his shoulder and asks Brandon if he is
okay. They then force Brandon to say that
the two of them raping him was all his
fault. They take him back to John’s house
when Brandon escapes through the bathroom window and runs to Lana’s. Lana and
her mom take him to the hospital to be
examined. A rape kit is administered and
charges are pressed against Tom and John.
The movie ends with John going to Candace’s house and shooting Brandon in the
head.
Boys Don’t Cry is based on a true
story. John and Tom were prosecuted for
their crimes. John received the death
penalty (which he tried to appeal) and
Tom received consecutive life sentences. I will never forget the first time
I saw Boys Don’t Cry. I actually cried
so hard that I couldn’t stop. I had been
dating my fiancé who is female to male
transgender for about a year the first
time he made me watch it. All I could
think about was him, and what it would be
like to lose him because of some bigot.
I kept thinking how outrageous it was
that lives are lost all the time because
people can’t accept that people are born
in the wrong body. I never understood
why people become so afraid of people
they don’t understand. Twenty years ago,
trans people had no rights, no laws protecting them from this kind of violence.
As difficult as this movie is to watch,
it does shed light on the struggles that
M-T-F transgender people go through. It
touches on body dysmorphia, in regards to
chest binding and packing with penises
and socks. Some people are too bigoted
to understand that being trans is not a
choice. They don’t understand how difficult it is to be in the wrong body every
day. They don’t know what it feels like
to be uncomfortable in their own skin, to
wake up and not have their body match who
they really are.

KIKI SMITH IN ART
christina sutherland
Kiki Smith is considered one of
the most prominent artists in contemporary today. Inspiration derived from
many places such as mythology and Smith’s
own spiritual upbringing. Smith has long
acknowledged the influence of Catholicism in her innovations. She notes: “I
was very influenced by the lives of the
saints when I was a kid—you have a body
with attributes and artifacts evoked by
a sort of magic. Catholicism has these
ideas of the host, of eating the body,
drinking the body, ingesting a soul or
spirit; and then of the reliquary, like
a chop shop of bodies. Catholicism is always involved in physical manifestation
of physical conditions, always taking inanimate objects and attributing meaning
to them. In a way it’s compatible with
art.”
Much of Smith’s art also focuses
on the human body. She acknowledges moving from the inside out, beginning with
explorations of birth imagery like that
of her piece, Born (2002) in which a
petit deer gives birth to a full grown
woman. In some cultures a deer is indicative of new life and rebirth. Kiki
Smith often moves through evocations of
body fluid, internal organs and finally
represents skin, muscle, and in completion, the absolute human body. Working in
a variety of media ranging from glass,
paper, wax, and bronze and encompassing
sculpture, installation, drawings, and
prints, she has long been preoccupied
with the beauty behind physical aspects
of human anatomy. She has created ornate
glass stomachs, red stained paper skin,
rolled paper umbilical cords, terracotta
rib cages, bronze uteruses and ceramic
hearts.
While all of her work manifests
a powerfully female incarnation-like
manifestation such as “Lilith” (1994),
“Train” (2005), “Daphne” (2002) Smith’s

sense that, “… women don’t separate their
identity of self from their identity of
themselves as bodies,” she has also candidly addressed a Catholic compos mentis
in an entire series of sculptures acknowledging the Virgin Mary. On one side,
Smith understands the Virgin Mary to be a
“powerful female goddess figure” and on
the other side, she is extremely mindful
of the ambiguous message(s) Mary conveys
about sexuality. In particular, she was
troubled about the submissive posture
conventionally attributed to the Virgin.
We can also see this consternation displayed in her bronze sculpture of Lilith.
During an interview, Smith admits
“The Virgin Mary always extends her arms,
making the body vulnerable. Vulnerable
and compassionate, but to be vulnerable
is to lose insight. It makes you exposed.
For me, to be that vulnerable, I think
you could lose all your insides, losing
your self. I am angry that the Virgin
Mary pays for her compassion by being
neutered. The position of the Virgin robs
you of your femininity and sex.” Smith
created works that dealt with this situation. To suggest how Mary had in essence, given up her nature for God, Smith
created a sculpture of the Virgin Mary,
first out of pigmented wax and then in
bronze (1992), in which the virgin appears flayed, or stripped of skin.
In a way it is almost removed to
expose the red tissue and veins beneath
the surface. In another installation,
Kiki Smith highlights Mary’s vulnerability with a paper sculpture in which a
chain of paper intestine is spilled from
the Virgin’s torso. Smith alludes to the
Virgin in a related work called, “Mother” (1993), where she recalls the nursing
breasts of innumerable paintings of the
Madonna and Child, rivulets in a very
small stream of paper flowed much like
the milk from a woman’s swollen breasts.
A crouching white wax figure with abnor-
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mally extended arms is curtseying like a
debutante in part, “with her arms open,
but here they’re extended— it’s like
she’s asking to be walked on.”
In contrast to these representations of female vulnerability, Smith paid
significant homage to the Virgin’s pagan
origins. She integrates Mary with other
female goddess figures such as ShelanaGig, a Celtic goddess who in Smith’s
representation, bends over to flaunt
her vagina; Nuit, Egyptian goddess of
the sky, who is quite literally all arms
and legs in Smith’s version; Daphne, the
Greek goddess who escaped Apollo’s unwelcome advances by transforming into a
laurel tree. Through these reconstructions, Mary regains the sexual fecundity
the Christian tradition has denied her.
Smith has also created a memorable sculpture of Mary Magdalene, depicting Magdalene as wild, almost a brutish crea-

subject, Magdalene. Although Donatello
dresses Mary Magdalene in animal skins
that hang loosely over her emaciated
body, Smith depicts her naked, with a
hairy voluptuous body, as if she had become resexualized by her return to an
animal state. To accentuate the contrast
between Catholicism’s two versions of female nature, Smith first exhibited this
work by placing it looking up at a sculpture of the Virgin Mary.
Smith’s work constantly challenges
the repugnance that Americans feel toward
the body and its natural methodologies.
A set of lifesize figures with trains of
yellow glass urine or red glass menstrual
blood trailing from their bodies deals
directly with body fluids and excretion.
Of these, “Tale” (1992) is particularly unsettling. It consists of a naked
female figure on all fours excreting a
long trail of feces. Such works are meant
to embody psychological conditions— the
feeling of loss of control or of being
unable to escape one’s mental baggage.
Through these representations, we
can assess Smith’s determination to enlighten her audience on human anatomy,
sexuality and mythology through different mediums. It is standard to assume
that religion, mythology and avant garde
art are rivals but in fact, contrary to
the realm of art, religion and mythology has proven to be an intense source
of inspiration for many artists although
the influence does not always manifest
itself in an obvious manner, or in forms
acceptable to religious establishments.
Instead, such work reflects the contradictions that arise from the problematic
place of religion and mythology in an
ecclesiastical society.

ATHLETIC DIVERSITY
brooke gonzalez
art by noriko okada
ture in her later years as a hermit in
the desert; through this Smith pays homage to Donatello’s famous version of the
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I have been playing sports all my
life, but I first experienced diversity
through athletics once I entered high

school from my male peers. Despite playing for the same school, the guys in my
school always provoked negative attention
towards the girls no matter what sport
or how well we played. We had to deal
with constant put downs for both wins or
losses, and we were constantly being told
that we “weren’t athletic” even though
most of the girls I graduated with who
played a sport went off to continue playing one in college. Our sports also were
seen as “easy” and not challenging at
all. It became very discouraging for us
throughout our season and this persisted
through our off-season, too.
My friends and I would always go to
the football, lacrosse or soccer games
for the guys whether it was home or away
to show support. We always praised them
and never told them they were bad or
commented if they did something obviously wrong. We had so much fun attending
the sports events and cheering on our
school especially at night games or other
events like homecoming. Sometimes, if it
was nice outside and if it was home, we
would expect a few of the guys to come
and watch us play whether it was soccer, lacrosse or field hockey. Following
whichever game they attended were always
comments about what we did wrong or what
we aren’t good at, even if the game ended
with a win. Last year, our field hockey
team made it to states and most of the
guys came and supported them by wearing
the girl’s away jerseys.
As the comments kept coming, it
wasn’t just the girls at my high school
who were bad at sports, but it was all
girls everywhere famous or just from another school district that were, too.
They also made comments on how guys’ lacrosse or guys’ soccer is more fun to
watch than the girls’ teams. Receiving
these negative comments always made us
discouraged because the support was never
mutual. The one comment we couldn’t stand
hearing was that girls’ sports weren’t as
dangerous or as “tough” as guy’s sports.
The guys wear less equipment than we do
in any sport except for soccer, and this
means we are able to handle more on the

field.
Towards the end of our high school
sports careers, we understood that nothing they said about or to us made sense
and there was ultimately no apparent reason for them to feel that way. We displayed actions of support and appreciation towards them that we thought they
deserved, and the fact that they didn’t
display it back just goes to show that
they were feeling insecure about the
amount of attention girls’ sports gets
in this age. Diversity is everywhere, and
it affects both men and women. The only
thing that matters is the way you handle
it and if you let it control your life.

MY EXPERIENCE WITH BASEBALL
cheyenne cabrera
When I was very young, I wanted to
play baseball. When I was six my parents
signed me up for baseball. I was geared
up to play and practiced with my dad on
the front lawn. I also remember going to
early morning practices or games on Saturdays that I never minded. But there was
a bad side to being the only girl on the
baseball team, too. Only I didn’t realize
how much I stood out until years later.
I remember trips at a young age to Modell’s with my dad. I remember getting my
first glove, the glove I still use in
games of catch. I remember him showing
me how to oil the mitt and tie it with a
rubber band to break it in and how excited I was when I was able to use it. The
“C” on the thumb was the way I ensured it
would always be mine. I was very excited for my first season and proudly wore
my uniform which my dad sponsored so his
business name was on all the team’s hats.
There weren’t that many girls in baseball. That didn’t bother me, and I’m not
sure if the boys on the team were bothered by me. If they were, I never heard
about it.
I continued to play throughout elementary school. Once a star batter, I be-
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gan to shy away as the bad eight year old
pitchers threw completely in the wrong
directions, sometimes hitting me and
making me even more nervous to swing. I
had practiced my pitching with my dad for
hours during this time. I even pitched to
a few different uncles or other dads who
said I pitched great, very rarely missing
their mitt. I had a strong arm that made
up for my weak batting skills, but the
coaches refused to let me ever pitch. I
remember one practice where my dad made
it a point to put me on the mound while
my coach was packing up after practice.
He watched a few good throws and said
he’d try to put me in as pitcher. It never happened, and sadly my childhood love
of baseball started to end.
There was actually a big debate over
me at one of the baseball “meetings”-- in
other words, a group of parents who were
coaches who made up the baseball committee. My parents were told they weren’t
going to let me play baseball as I had
signed up for because the girls were all
supposed to be playing softball at my
age. I often look back and wonder why, at
age nine, I was going to be forced out of
one sport because of the stereotype that
it was for boys only. Needless to say,
that added to my slow downfall of not
wanting to continue baseball.
My last season I remember one game
in particular. I had entirely given up on
hitting, and while swinging I didn’t try
too hard. I still remember that I swung
lightly, not expecting to make contact,
but hit a fly ball out into left field.
Nobody had hit anything during the whole
game, and the only girl in the game just
did. I watched it sail to surprised field
players who ran to catch up to it. I made
it a few bases, but I was able to make
it home. As I ran to the dugout smiling, wanting to talk to my dad, the opposing team’s coach came over. This has
always stuck with me because I remember
this coach was the only person other than
my dad that game who saw my potential.
“That was a hell of a hit! Best hit of
the game!” he said to me. I don’t know
who he was, but I think about this a lot
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and if I could, I would tell him what he
said has always stuck with me and I think
about it very often.
I didn’t continue with baseball after a Championship game that came down
to my swing. Of course I struck out, but
I was already done at that point. It was
a very awkward last season that changed
my entire outlook on how much gender and
sports matters to people. I am still happy I did my last season because of the
good memories, but wonder how adults can
be so quick to make decisions in situations like these. Maybe they thought they
were protecting me by keeping me from
pitching or playing baseball, but it came
down to my happiness and they ruined the
way I viewed a sport I once loved.

NOT A MAN, BUT STILL A FAN
beth walters
Clothing has come to be a form
of expression in American society. The
clothes we decide to wear express the
styles we like, bands we enjoy, and even
sports teams we choose to root for. Every day women face discrimination and
judgment for what they choose to wear.
Even here on the Suffolk County Community
College campus, I have faced misogynist
boys who think that sports and anything
affiliated with it is “a guy thing.”
Growing up I have always found enjoyment in sports as I have four younger
brothers and a father who is a die-hard
Redskin fan. In seventh grade I became
a fan of the New York Giants because of
a friendship I had with an individual
who happened to be a boy. My wardrobe
currently consists of more Giants apparel than I could think of. From clothing
items of socks to bras to jerseys to pajama pants, the attire I own is endless.
My own family would tease me about liking
the Giants because the stem of my “fanship” was a boy. Yet all my brothers are
Redskins fans only because of my father.
It’s hypocritical to say its okay for a
guy to like a team because of another guy

or family member, but it makes a female
less of a fan because of where the origin for her being a fan comes from. They
could not accept that even though I am
a girl, I still enjoy the game of football and like to dress to show the pride
I have in my team. In high school, boys
would make comments like “if you really
like that team name 5 players”. As if
somehow I had to prove myself as a fan
because I wasn’t a boy and couldn’t possibly have a real interest in football.
Despite the innumerable comments I
have received over the years I have not
let others’ judgments discourage me from
enjoying what I like. This past fall semester I was walking through campus wearing a jersey representing the Giants.
As I was walking, in passing I heard a
boy sitting with his friends exclaim “Yo
why do girls think they can wear sports
jerseys?” He didn’t think I heard him
because to his surprise I turned around,
and gave him a dirty look to which he
just shrugged and was too shocked to do
anything. I looked him dead in the eye
and said fiercely with an assertive attitude “because I can.” He in turn was
speechless and I turned back around and
continued walking to my next class. After I heard that comment I became furious
and wanted to punch that sexist mouth of
his, but I knew that would do me no good
and I would suffer with the consequences.
I am sick and tired of hearing from men
that women cannot actually enjoy football purely because of our gender.
Gender has nothing to do with why I,
along with other females, enjoy the game
of football. We are all tired of hearing
things like “you’re probably just a fan
so guys will like you” or “this is a guy
thing”. I appreciate the game of football
just as much as someone who is a male.
Enjoying sports has nothing to do with
being a guy, it has to do with enjoying
physical activity. I’m sure plenty of men
enjoy physical activity with women in the
bedroom, so why is it so different when
it comes to being on a field or watching
it on TV?

5’8”
kerri castaldo
We’ve all seen it before. In a hallway, a train station, or, of course, the
most cliche: an airport. A couple, madly
in love; the deep stare; the girl cranes
her neck and tilts her head. She smiles,
and stands on her tippy-toes to kiss her
love goodbye; he bends down to accept it.
Now switch those roles around.
It seems silly to most, I know. From
birth, girls are meant to be tinier than
men. They are born with petite statures
and physiques. Genetically programmed to
be small and weak. Not like me. I’m not
complaining, and I’m certainly no giant.
I’m perfectly ok with my height. I don’t
have to duck my head to fit in a doorway.
I’m a healthy size and weight, and I accept who I am. But I know how it feels
to be judged by my height. To make sure
I lean or bend my knees in pictures. Or
make sure I don’t buy shoes that make me
taller. For total strangers - and family - to think it’s strange that I’m in
a relationship with someone shorter than
me. Knowing that his family thinks the
same thing. I was lucky enough to marry
early in life. He is 5’5”, and he is my
husband. As great as he is, he hates when
I wear anything with a heel. That includes boots, heels, and high sneakers.
As a Marine, his masculinity is always
present, and a touchy subject. Luckily,
I’m no fashionista and wouldn’t be caught
dead in heels.
Men see it in tv and movies all
the time; Men like Vin Diesel and Arnold
Schwarzenegger saving awe-stricken damsels in distress (usually scantily-clad).
Superman, Batman, and Iron man lifting
women and children out of danger like
dumbbells. Even men like Robert Downey
Jr., barely 5’7”, compensates with tall
heels in his Iron Man suit. Most women
look for men like that - a big, strong
man to sweep them off their feet. The
problem is society sees a healthy relationship as a ‘normal’ one. Despite what
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we claim, everyone has a stereotype of a
‘normal’ man and woman.
For example, it is an accurate
statement that women overall are more
emotional than men. Men are physically stronger than women. Women who have
long hair are more attractive to men than
women with short hair. Society judges by
pre-ordained rules; Anything outside the
‘rules’ will never be accepted or work
as well as ‘it could be’. Her hair would
be better with extensions. He should ‘man
up’- men shouldn’t cry. You should know
how to cook- you’re a wife now.
In relationships, we should strive
to break the norms. Society’s pre-ordained notions give us little room to
make our relationships our own and live
our own lives. Heck, that’s the premise of every chick flick-proving society (friends, strangers, parents) wrong.
I have a relative that is marrying a
man half her age. I have a parent who
once said I could ‘do better’ and didn’t
know one thing about him, except what he
looked like. If you want a predictable,
typical relationship, you are bound to
have one. Where’s the fun in that?
There’s always going to be someone
too short, too fat, or too ugly for you.
There is no ‘perfect’ person for you.
Thats about as likely as having a ‘perfect’ relationship. Every relationship
is different just like every human being
is. Yes, I’m tall. Yes, he’s short. We
make it work. Accepting peoples flaws is
the first step for a solid relationship
- that is exactly what your partner does
and will do for you.

IS YOUR PERSONALITY DEFINED
BY GENDER ROLES?
edward gregory
Going through life it is often
shocking how much of it is influenced
by gender roles. So much of what we do
is the result of some pressure imposed
on us by society because of our gender.
Both genders have a certain amount of
expectations to meet and certain ways
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they are expected to act. These social
norms have an almost disturbing level of
control on our personal development, and
have a drastic effect on the people we
become. When a person of either gender
strays away from these restrictions they
are often heavily criticized. I can think
of several gender role expectations that
have had a lasting impact on my development as an individual.
The first expectation has more to
do with my physicality than my personality. Similar to how women are often put up
to unfair physical comparisons, and are
constantly striving to fit the standard
of what is deemed “attractive,” guys experience an admittedly less extreme version of that pressure. Where women are
expected to be skinny and wear makeup,
as a guy it is considered attractive to
be muscular and tan. These are not always
possible expectations to live up to. Not
all of us are muscle-bound baby faces
who look like they just hopped off of a
Calvin Klein poster. I am not built like
the Hulk and, to be honest, it’s almost
impossible for me to get a tan. This has
caused me to develop several seemingly
petty insecurities. I am easily embarrassed by the paleness of my skin and
have been called “ghost” and “albino”
since middle school. I constantly go to
the beach during the summer in an attempt
to remedy this issue, but let’s just say
it’s not in the cards. I’ve also become
comically self-conscious about body fat
and the size of my muscles (or lack of).
I’m ashamed to take my shirt off because I
don’t have abs and often feel inadequate
because I don’t have huge arms. Just like
how most women aren’t ever going to look
like models, I’m not ever going to look
like a movie star though that seems to be
the social standard.
Another separate, though possibly
more damaging effect of gender roles, is
the emotional prejudice set up towards
men. The concept of the “tough guy” means
that as a man I am expected to control my
emotions, to never cry or display fear
openly. It is expected that I be strong
in hard situations and to take what life

throws at me and keep going. There is a
double standard here when it comes to men
and women. If a woman breaks down crying
it is considered socially acceptable regardless of the circumstances, but barring a death in the family it is rare for
a man to allow himself to shed a tear in
public. This is due to the gender role
of men being strong, unemotional people.
Now as a weak, decently emotional man, I
can tell you that this has a very large
effect on the psyche. I feel that this
particular gender role can lead to people being emotionally repressed or even
unstable. In my case, in particular, I
often find myself being emotionally distant, not to say that I don’t feel sadness or anger, but I’ve learned to internalize it. This leads to both repressed
emotional states and sometimes outbursts
from the emotional back up.
Gender roles have a borderline
frightening impact on who we are and who
we will become. What is expected of us
and what society has deemed desirable of
us are factors that have more weight than
they probably should. These expectations
form guidelines for how we are supposed
to live and I feel can have a very negative impact on our development, whether
it’s minor or full blown psychological
issues. When you sit back and evaluate
your life, how much of your personality
has been defined by gender roles.

ART WAS MY TRUE LOVE
anonymous
True love is something we all long
for our entire life. This is always understood to be a deep connection between
two people. While that is the case for
majority, many people find love and peace
in their career, something they are passionate about, etc. Art was my true love
and still is. It was never something I
wanted ever since I was a little girl. It
was more something that came into my life
when I was going downhill to pull me up,
and to show me what I have to offer the

world and myself.
In tenth grade, my counselor signed
me up to take an art class for one of my
electives. I was quite reluctant. To my
surprise, after the first two projects,
I realized what I had been destined to
do. Over the rest of my time remaining
in high school, I practiced every single
night. I took all the art classes they
had to offer, received a scholarship from
my high school art department, and even
sold an art piece. I was building myself
up for the competitive art schools. When
it came time for applying to universities, my parents answer was “no.” There
was to be no discussion, no explanation,
nothing to make them understand what this
meant for me. I tried to talk to my mother many times to make her understand what
this meant for me and what my dream was.
Her answer to me was that kids who go
to art school become too westernized,
also art school and an art-related career
means you have no sense of time and she
would not let that happen to me because
then who would see my family and kids?
According to her, my career choice should
already be sensitive to the family and
kids which I may or may not want.
This notion of marriage as a must in
this society is something very patronizing. This line is getting a little blurry
in western society; outside the bubble of
western imagery it is still expected out
of everyone and girls are taught to think
about these things at a very early stage
of life. Therefore, their entire existence basically revolves around that.
From the way they dress to their body to
their action to their career choices, every little thing is shaped to attract the
perfect mate to accompany them for the
rest of their lives. Girls are taught to
be self-sacrificing subconsciously and
consciously. Leaving the topic of marriage, the bigger reason I was forbidden
to apply to art school was because I am
a girl, more specifically a Muslim girl.
I bear the burden to carry a life in me.
My mother was very concerned that if I go
away to college, I could to be raped, lose
my virginity or get pregnant, and then
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who would take me as their wife? Society
does not like unmarried single mothers.
If this were to happen to someone in a
South Asian Muslim community, they would
not be able to show their face in public
whether it were to happen in Bangladesh,
Pakistan or in any western countries. It
is not that every Muslim girl has to face
this situation; it is only because my
parents are uneducated, filled with superstitions and biases that they forbid
too many things from our lives.
I did not have any perspective on
my future until I started doing art. Also
I never dreamt of being married nor did
I ever want to, so it was the only love
and dream for me. I fell into a deep depression after this, which caused me to
do so many horrible things to myself and
my family. Even writing down these memories feels like I am swallowing glass.
Without going into greater details, I
would just like to state that it took
me two and a half years to recover and I
am only learning to be normal. Currently I am studying for a major I do not
have a great interest in, but I am okay
with it because I have to be financially
self-sufficient. Over my grieving period, I have learnt so many lessons and I
am honestly so much of a better person
than I could have imagined myself to be
had I not gone through that hell. I can
say this for a fact: it is very rare for
a guy to have experienced this much life
in such a short time and learn from it,
because society is built for them to have
an easy ride. I know too many girls who
have suffered, are suffering and will
suffer in the future because of their
body and culture. I hope and pray all of
them come through this stronger and better so we can all build a better society
and a safety net for the sake of preserving the dreams of many girls.
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CHIPPED
hannah morin
One day, I was about 11 years old
and my father and I were on the ferry to
Connecticut. I had dark blue nail polish on my fingers and toes. The paint was
chipped because I liked the color so much
I didn’t want to take it off yet. My dad
looked at me and said, “Hannah, ladies
should never have chipped nail polish,
it looks sloppy. A woman should always
present herself neatly and with grace,
not messy like this.” I nodded to make
him happy but I really didn’t agree. So
I guess this meant I had to have my nails
painted at all times. What if I like the
way it looks, chipped and jagged?
I was in no way a conventional girl
as a kid. I danced ballet, and adored the
art, but also spent my free time playing
with my brother’s drum set and teaching myself to start fires with sticks. I
hated wearing jeans; I would rather wear
sweatpants, even though I looked “sloppy.” My hair was always slicked back in
a ponytail, my eyebrows always bushy.
It didn’t bother me, but it bothered my
mother. Mom said to me one day in the
car on the way home from school “Hannah
we need to take you shopping to get some
nice fitted jeans.” I didn’t reply, but
we went shopping anyway. I got my first
pair of bell-bottomed jeans that day. I
hated them, but wore them anyway. I wore
them to make momma happy.
My sisters thought I was a lesbian because I dressed like a tomboy and
didn’t have boyfriends. It seemed like
everyone was so concerned with my boyish
appearance but me. Why did it matter what
I dressed like? That is what bothered me.
I never understand the big deal. Couldn’t
everyone just let me be me who I wanted?
It doesn’t mean I’m a lesbian because
I like to dress comfortably. Why could
guys wear loose, comfortable things, and
girls had to wear tight jeans and a nice
pink sweater? “Hannah will probably be
the lesbian of the family.” It tore me up

inside. What if I was a lesbian? What if
I liked girls? Would my family not love
me then? I struggled with the fact that
I wasn’t really sure of what I was. The
raw age of 12 and I was worried my own
family wouldn’t accept me for who I was.
It turns out I’m not a lesbian. I like
boys and I still sometimes I dress like
a boy when I feel like it. And that is
completely okay. Just because I’m a female doesn’t mean I have to dress how all
the magazines tell me and what my sisters tell me. I can wear baggy jeans and
a big comfy sweatshirt and still have a
boyfriend who thinks I’m beautiful just
the way I am. I no longer care what they
tell me or what they think about me. As
long as I am happy with the way I feel
and look, nothing can shake me. I dress
how I want to dress, and make my curly
hair as big and messy as I want it to be.
That’s just me, and it always will be.
My family’s judgment on me has done
nothing but make me more comfortable with
what I am. I am a strong woman who chooses to be who I am whether or not they
like it. Whether or not they agree with
this, a woman can wear clothes that are
masculine and still be straight. There
is nothing more exciting than finding
acceptance within myself and to no more
question my beauty because Mother doesn’t
agree with how I present myself. I’m a
little bit rough around the edges, maybe
a little chipped, but I am still beautiful, and no one can tell me otherwise.

attempts at affection and understanding
and resisted my entire family with their
efforts to steer me away from a toxic relationship. Five months in, three
months pregnant and being referred to as
a slut everyday by the man who would be
the father to my child only hindered the
journey to my understanding. Five months
pregnant and a shove to the ground on an
icy road made me question if I deserved
to become one. For a long time I blamed
myself for allowing all of these things
to happen to me. Now, I still take responsibility for my actions but I understand that blame is pointless; regardless of who it is aimed at. As one of
my favorite books, The Perks of Being a

WHAT IT MEANT TO BE A WOMAN
Danielle DuLuca
I can pinpoint the exact moment I
knew what it meant to be a woman.
It
certainly wasn’t when I flew through puberty and became overdeveloped for my
age, physically and mentally. Or when
I lost my virginity at the age of fourteen; an emotionless act that I thought
nothing of at the time. It wasn’t when
I staked claim of my so-called independence by denying my father’s all too late

art by kristen sabatino
Wallflower says, “We accept the love we
think we deserve.” I was unaware of what
I deserved at that time. And him…well,
he was on his own path to destruction and
looking for company while finding control the only way he was able to.
I would love to say this realiza-
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tion came when I first held my son in my
arms after a disastrous delivery, but I
still had a long way to go. Postpartum
depression, emotional abuse, drugs and
cheating finally left, and my son and I
moved in with my mother. The bond with
my son grew stronger and I found myself
again and worked on regaining control of
my own life. The stages I felt after that
are what I remember the most--anger, at
myself; for allowing him to control me
and losing such precious time with my
son, who needed me; sadness, for pushing away my family and friends who stood
by me. Then, I felt happiness because I
had removed myself from such a horrible
path. Anger again, at not being able to
see the “Do Not Enter” signs that were so
clearly there before I headed down that
path. And finally, forgiveness. That is
when I felt that I began to understand
my journey as a woman. I forgave myself
for the past and began focusing on the
future. I forgave him, because it was the
only way to move on. Forgiving him is
what I needed to do to allow myself to
be the mother I wanted to be. I would
not allow hatred or resentment cloud how
I interacted with him when it came to my
son.
Because I was able to understand
what kind of person he truly was, I knew
whatever dismay that could lie in the future would be because of his actions now,
as a father.

art by trevor krencik
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art by ash zurhorst
I can pinpoint the exact moment I
knew what it meant to be a woman. The moment I decided what kind of woman I wanted
to be. Had you ever asked me at the age of
17, graduating early from high school in
honors just a month prior to meeting my
son’s father, if I ever thought I would
have experienced the above, I would have
laughed.
I guess experience is needed
to really understand the importance of
certain values, and to learn that it is
okay to demand equality and respect. I
knew what I meant to be a woman the day
I decided to stop waiting for those experiences to teach me what I deserve.

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR ABOUT LILITH’S SPRING 2014 ISSUE:
amanda strum wrote: It makes me happy that this magazine exists because I feel
like women’s issues are sometimes ignored and in my personal experience considered
to be an annoyance. I hope that men read this magazine as well as women because many
of the essays written in it give a unique perspective on gender and related topics.
trevor krencik wrote: As someone who’s experienced a few of the issues brought
up in the magazine, it’s good to know that others have felt the way I do. This magazine brings a great amount of insight to the issues everyday people that surround
us face, and I hope that it continues running strong.
Rebecca Panarello wrote: Lilith is an extremely important magazine. When we
live in a world that still thinks of Feminism as a bad word, it just once again
proves the importance of education and spreading awareness. Education is key. Feminism is for everyone and more people need to start seeing that.
Joshua Senise wrote: Though I thoroughly enjoy Lilith I do think some additions
are necessary. There wasn’t a real voice for the trans community, and representation
for a transsexual feminist. I think a small addition of a poem or story from a trans
perspective would better pull together the feminist voice as whole.
amanda ringhoff wrote: I think you do a fantastic job of portraying issues on
gender rights, sexuality, and identity in a way that resonates with readers on a
deeper level.
Angela Henriksen
wrote: Sharing these personal experiences through Lilith
has truly touched my heart. This just shows that you are not alone when it comes
to these kinds of situations, and no matter how hard it is, there will always be
someone there to listen or even guide you in the right direction and overcome it. I
think the magazine is a great addition to the Suffolk Community campus.
Rosemary Tambini wrote: Lilith is probably one of the most honest pieces of
work I have read. Each story has its own perspective and although I do not know any
of the writers, I am proud of each person. Some of these stories are so personal
that I feel honored people are sharing them with the public. This magazine is very
important for so many reasons, especially for people who don’t really think much
about the sexism and abuse that exists in our society, and the constant struggle
people go through to be who they are. Thank you.
Aldin Ukosata wrote: These stories that I have read in Lilith are like none I
have ever heard—honestly a lot of them just came to me as shocking and eye-opening.
I think everyone should take a look at it sometime, no matter who you are or where
you come from.

art by casey gallagher
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helpful phone numbers
ABUSE
BRIGHTER TOMORROW’S SHELTER 395-1800
SUFFOLK COUNTY COALITION AGAINST DOMESTIC VIOLENCE 666-8833
RETREAT: DOMESTIC VIOLENCE SERVICES
329-2200
TO REPORT CHILD ABUSE 1-800-342-3720
VICTIM’S INFORMATION BUREAU OF SUFFOLK
360-3606
CHILD DEVELOPMENT/CARE
ASSOCIATION FOR THE HELP OF RETARDED
CHILDREN 585-0100
CHILD CARE COUNCIL OF SUFFOLK INC.
462-0303
CORNELL COOPERATIVE EXTENSION PARENTING RESOURCES 727-7850
COUNSELING SERVICE/MENTAL HEALTH
ALTERNATIVES/EAST END COUNSELING PROJECT 283-4440
FAMILY COUNSELING SERVICES (HAMPTONS)
288-1954
FAMILY SERVICE LEAGUE (HUNTINGTON)
427-3700
FEGS L.I. CALL CENTER 516-496-7550
SMITHTOWN MINISTRIES 763-4800
PEDERSON-KRAG MENTAL CENTER 920-8000
YMCA FAMILY SERVICES (BAYSHORE) 6651173, (RONKONKOMA) 580-7777
DRUG/ALCOHOL
ALCOHOLICS ANONYMOUS 654-1150
ALTERNATIVES COUNCELING 369-1200
PHOENIX HOUSE 1-8-00-DRUG-HELP
CATHOLIC CHARITIES MENTAL HEALTH SERVICES 654-1919
SUFFOLK COUNTY DIVISION OF ALCOHOL AND
SUBSTANCE ABUSE 853-8500

EMPLOYMENT
SUFFOLK COUNTY DEPT OF LABOR 8536600
HOTLINES
LI GLBT Services Network 665-2300
WEEKDAYS 7PM-10PM
NATIONAL RUNAWAY SAFELINE 1-800786-2929
RESPONSES CRISIS HOTLINE 751-7500
L.I. ASSOCIATION FOR AIDS CARE
385-2451
LEGAL
NASSAU-SUFFOLK LAW SERVICES (CIVIL
LAW) 232-2400
SUFFOLK COUNTY BAR ASSOCIATION
234-5577
SPANISH SPEAKING INFORMATION
SIDA 1-800-233-7432
WOMEN’S CENTERS
BROOKHAVEN OFFICE OF WOMEN’S SERVICES HELPLINE 698-2074
DRESS FOR SUCCESS-BROOKHAVEN 4519127
SUFFOLK COUNTY WOMEN’S SERVICES OF
HAPPAUGE 853-8284
WOMEN’S CENTER OF HUNTINGTON 5490485
YOUTH SERVICE
BABYLON YOUTH BUREAU 422-7660
BIG BROTHERS/BIG SISTERS 273-1469
BROOKHAVEN YOUTH BUREAU OF FARMINGVILLE 451 8011
SMITHTOWN YOUTH BUREAU 360-7595

who was lilith?
according to hebrew mythology she was the first woman
god created as adam’s equal and she rebelled when adam
compelled her obedience by force. “‘why must i lie
beneath you?’ she asked. ‘i also was made from dust,
and am therefore your equal.’”

e-mail your submissions to lilith@sunysuffolk.edu
lilith meets wednesdays at 11am-12pm in h-122

