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trigger warnings
This issue covers some sensitive topics

and may be triggering for some

readers. Each article will be marked

with a specific TW and we advise

readers to seek support if needed.

 

Dear reader, 

In this last issue, before the end of the year, we explore the

theme of dating.

We start with a powerful poem on navigating online dating and

the search for a partner. We move to an article on the analysis

of Brazilian author Machado de Assis renowned book, Dom

Casmurro, investigating aspects of a toxic relationship,

including male jealousy, misogyny, and gender stereotypes. 

We continue with a play on challenging normative discourses

towards romantic relationships and teaching sex education

differently, questioning the heteronormative, able-bodied,

white-centred message being taught in UK schools. We move

to an opinion piece, in which our writer discusses her fears of

online dating cis men as a cis woman and reflects on how to

apply a feminist lens to discussions of monogamy. 

We finish with the third chapter of the Novella, Her Story. The

protagonist Radha enters a healthy and loving relationship

after the traumatic sexual violence she suffered from her last

partner. 

We hope you enjoy your reading, and thank you for being with

us since the beginning of our journey. We are looking forward

to welcoming you back in January. 

Happy holidays and stay safe. 

Renata Guimarães Naso

Editor

https://www.instagram.com/la_cunna/
https://www.ourstreetsnow.org/support


RAMBLINGS
OF A LOVER

I invented online shopping

but for dating.

I filter the search distance

nearest to nothing.

I take him to a funeral on the first date.

He meets the family,

you get to see him in a suit

no photos, so no future crops.

We are born to worship to physical attraction

before anything else.

Our greedy eyes

scour for the angel in the room.

But what if instead

we were drawn in by wisdom

and we lusted for the man

with eyes glossy for a bookshelf.

Life mixed with love

is like saying the prayer for the first time.

Over and over

again.

POETRY

Written by  EMILY C MIDDLETON 
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Illustration by  VICTORIA
MANZANILLA

https://www.instagram.com/vvmanzanilla/
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Considered by many a
'Freudian premonition',
Machado de Assis' fictional
memoir, Dom Casmurro,
offers an in-depth look into
the mind of a distrusting,
paranoid and jealous
husband as he convinces the
reader of his lover’s
betrayal. Our writer
explores this 1899 Brazilian
novel as it resonates with
gender oppression today.

Written by  FERNANDA R. SOPRANA

ARTICLE
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'Did she cheat?' might sound like a vague question to most people.
However, if you ask many Brazilian people, they’ll know exactly what
you’re talking about. This is the question you’re left with after you
finish Dom Casmurro, a fictional memoir written by Brazilian author
Machado de Assis. Dom Casmurro is a masterpiece of literary
realism.

Influenced by his circumstances, Machado de Assis exposed and
criticised society's social, political and economic dysfunction in his
time. The author was a low-income Black man(1) who had a stutter
and epilepsy - all of which caused him to fight many prejudices in his
lifetime. Told through a male perspective, the book instigates heated
and polarised debates on the narrator’s partner’s infidelity. Although
published in 1899 and set in late 19th century Rio de Janeiro, the novel
perfectly exemplifies modern problems like jealousy, gender
oppression and intimate partner violence (IPV) through the dismissal
of women victimised by their partners. Machado de Assis pioneered
and shaped Brazilian literary realism, a movement that attempts to
represent its subjects truthfully, depicting simple and everyday
experiences just as they are. Machado de Assis's sensibility to
understand and write about the unconscious in such detail, years
ahead of his time, is a testament to his genius.

Dom Casmurro is frequently referred to as a "Freudian premonition"
since it tackles pathological conditions and obsessions. Instead of
following a structured chronological order, the story unfolds like the
human mind processes thoughts and memories, with chapters
frequently cut short by digressions. In this fictional memoir, Machado
de Assis explores the subjectivity of the mind of a privileged middle-
class man, living in a patriarchal society and slavery economy in 19th
century Brazil. The memoir hereby centres on the man’s portrayal of
his lifelong relationship downfall. >>

Illustration by  SIMONA VORLOVA

TW emotional and verbal abuse, violence, sexism, misogyny,
suicidal and homicidal thoughts, self-harm, oppression,
manipulation and death.

Did sheDid she
cheat?cheat?

https://www.em.com.br/app/noticia/pensar/2020/06/26/interna_pensar,1159969/conheca-o-verdadeiro-machado-de-assis-negro-e-critico-da-escravidao.shtml
https://www.brasildefato.com.br/2020/06/26/artigo-pobre-negro-gago-epiletico-machado-de-assis-teve-quase-tudo-contra-si
https://www.google.com/url?q=https://brasilescola.uol.com.br/literatura/biografia-machado-assis.htm&sa=D&source=docs&ust=1638297191481000&usg=AOvVaw3o6W-Xbz2ompxjnonfyZW0
https://mundoeducacao.uol.com.br/literatura/realismo.htm
https://www.planocritico.com/critica-dom-casmurro-de-machado-de-assis/
https://www.instagram.com/simi_illustration/
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José Dias says Capitu has "gipsy’s eyes — oblique and sly,"(4) and
Bentinho never forgets this. This description of Capitu’s eyes, a
recurrent subject in Bentinho’s memoir, is associated with his
jealousy. José Dias continues by saying to Bentinho, still a
teenager then, "she’s gay and happy as ever. What a giddy
creature! Just waiting to hook some young buck of the
neighbourhood and marry him…"(5) For Bentinho, to know that
Capitu was happy as he ‘wept every night’ all by himself in the
seminary, thinking of her mingling with other boys made him
realise what he felt was ‘pure jealousy’. 

Researchers define "normal jealousy as a reaction to a perceived
threat, specific to partner, event or rival".(6) However, when there
is an "unfounded suspicion of the partner׳s infidelity that modifies
thoughts, feelings and behaviours", it is categorised as
"pathological jealousy".(6) Bentinho’s jealousy is an example of
pathological jealousy; it is behaviour that never goes away. On
the contrary, it intensifies over the years. 

After Bentinho and Capitu get married, Bentinho’s jealousy only
worsens. He is jealous of the smallest everyday gestures, from her
naked arms to her contemplation for the ocean. He justifies his
obsessive behaviour by saying, "the simple recollection of a pair
of eyes is enough to fix other eyes that remember them and
delight in imagining them".(7) So, in Bentinho’s eyes, Capitu’s
wandering thoughts were a clear sign of infidelity. Her own mind
was no longer a safe space.

Researchers claim that people who suffer from pathological
jealousy "may interpret irrelevant incidents as conclusive evidence
of betrayal while refusing to change their views even when
confronted with conflicting information."(6) These people
"repeatedly accuse their partner of infidelity, whose whereabouts,
actions and objectives are constantly checked, and make
repetitive efforts to confirm their suspicions as well as frequent
avoidant behaviours in jealousy-provoking situations."(6) Jealousy
is "a complex reaction to a perceived threat to a valued
relationship or its quality".(8) This “perceived threat” may be
either real or imagined.

Jealousy always stems from an interaction between a person’s
predisposition to it and a triggering event, considering varying
intensities and components. According to the study, this
predisposition is influenced by many factors, such as “the culture
we live in, by our family background, by our family constellation,
and by our personal experiences in intimate relationships."(9)
Bentinho, for example, is a very introverted man who constantly
doubts his partner’s love for him, even when there is no evidence
to support that beyond his own interpretation of the facts.

In real life, Bentinho’s behaviour, such as his unfounded outbursts
of distrust, represents a potential warning sign of other harmful
and abusive interactions to come. Bentinho’s jealousy gets out of
control after Escobar’s passing. At the funeral, the narrator starts
to question the paternity of his own son, Ezekiel, named after the
departed best friend. 

        The book is narrated by Bento Santiago, or Bentinho, in old
age. Bentinho writes about how the love of his life, Capitu,
betrayed him. Through his eyes, the reader learns Capitu
cheated on Bentinho with his best friend, giving birth to a son he
later supposedly found out was not his own. At first glance, this
is a classic story of adultery. Upon second look, though, it
becomes clear that it is instead a story of jealousy and gender-
based bias.

Bentinho and Capitu were neighbours and close friends. They
belong to entirely different economic and social backgrounds;
Capitu's socioeconomic inferiority to Bentinho is stated many
times, which, with her wit, suggests that she married the narrator
to gain what she lacked: social status and financial stability. But
whilst she did ascend socially and financially, she also lost
herself. The once strong, independent, determined and defiant
Capitu becomes a married, submissive and quiet woman living
with a cold, obsessive and jealous man.

Not only was Bentinho in love with Capitu since early
adolescence, but the entire neighbourhood believed they’d be a
couple due to their proximity.  As Bentinho, Machado de Assis
writes, "I have never known any similar sensation to compare
with it. Probably because it was mine; because it was the first"
(2). As the story progresses, though, the reader dives into
Bentinho’s psyche as this exciting young love turns to deep
hatred. 

Coming from a very religious family, Bentinho attends a Christian
seminary, where he meets his lifelong best friend, Ezequiel de
Sousa Escobar, who he would later believe to be Capitu’s lover.
At the seminary, Bentinho receives a visit from José Dias; an
older man depicted as "the dependent”(3) of the Santiago
household. José Dias constantly meddles with Bentinho and
Capitu’s relationship. 

>>
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meet our writer 
Fernanda is a Brazilian journalist who
enjoys writing about politics, international
affairs and social justice. She is passionate
about intersectional feminism, LGBTQI+
rights, climate change and animal rights.
She believes in change through
information. “Universal access to
information leads to knowledge, which
leads to solutions, thus paving the way for a
better world”, she says.

>>

https://www.google.com/url?q=https://www.jstor.org/stable/3033686&sa=D&source=docs&ust=1638298300722000&usg=AOvVaw16TzootOyPTQrclIIAwa5L
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       The character writes, "there was a moment when Capitu’s
eyes gazed down at the dead man just as the widow’s had,
though without her weeping or any accompanying words, but
great and wide like the swollen wave of the sea beyond as if she
too wished to swallow up the swimmer of that morning."(10) After
deciding that his beloved wife cheated on him with Escobar,
Bentinho notices certain mannerisms in his son that reminds him
of his best friend. His pathological jealousy then turns to violent
tendencies, which can often be the case in real life IPV
situations.(11)

Alternating suicidal and homicidal thoughts, Bentinho decides
that not him, but "Capitu ought to die."(12) Nevertheless, soon
after he plans to kill himself by dissolving a drug in his coffee. The
morning of, he watches Ezekiel running up to him to say goodbye
as he leaves for mass. Bentinho then narrates a chilling scene: he
lifts the cup towards his mouth at the boy's sight, but then got
another urge. He "bent down and asked Ezekiel if he had already
had coffee."(13) Bentinho even brought the cup to the boy’s lips,
preparing himself to pour it down the child’s throat, but he
inexplicably pulled away. "Papa!", said the boy, to which
Bentinho responded: "No. I am not your father!"(13)

>>

ourstreetsnow.org/our-books-now 6

Capitu’s perspective remains untold as Bentinho’s version fills in
her blanks and, to many, seems to suffice. As established through
the many instances quoted in this article, Bentinho is not a
reliable source. Narrated by a bitter and possibly paranoid man,
all proof of infidelity presented is flimsy and anecdotal. Bentinho
tells of his own abusive behaviour and lack of empathy with
barely any remorse but manipulates the circumstances so that
they become justifiable and believable.

Many women are made to believe they are responsible for
making their romantic relationships work. Societal factors also
teach them to consider that their identities and feelings of self-
worth are contingent upon getting and keeping a man. So, to
many women, failure to maintain the relationship equals loss as a
person. This stems from, and reinforces, a patriarchal society, in
which men feel entitled to make choices for women on topics
related to their own bodies and rights, as women are consistently
discredited and undermined.(14)

But do Capitu’s actions even need to be justified to the readers
when Bentinho’s word is usually taken as fact? Apparently, yes.
For more than half a century, the critical reception of Dom
Casmurro took Bentinho's word as the novel’s 'truth', meaning
that he was seen as a good guy wronged by his wife, Capitu.(15)
The general public admired her beauty and intelligence and used
an abundance of negative adjectives such as sly, treacherous,
calculating, adulteress. It is not excusable, but it is
understandable given the historical context of the novel — 19th
century Brazil. At the time, without access to education or
salaried work, women were expected to be subservient to their
fathers and, later, their husbands. Brazilian women were also
victims of strongly patriarchal legislation, as marital infidelity was
still considered a crime, of which women were punished more
heavily than men, who would often get away with cheating or
even be praised by their peers.(16) Machado de Assis' novel
played an important part in criticising gender inequality and
portraying strong female characters. >>

https://ncadv.org/why-do-victims-stay
https://bmcpublichealth.biomedcentral.com/articles/10.1186/s12889-020-08825-z


        That being said, you’ll still find people arguing today whether
Capitu cheated or not. After all, why is it still so easy to believe
Bentinho? Of course, Machado de Assis’ genius writing plays a
part in this, especially given that this story is told in the first
person. But the main reason is simple yet hard to come to terms
with: Brazilian society has not evolved enough regarding gender
equality. It is rooted and structurally formed on patriarchal values
and hegemonic masculinity. There cannot be a resolution to the
famous question regarding Capitu’s faithfulness because we only
have one version of the truth, told by a man. 

While the debate focuses on Capitu’s possible actions, nobody
asks the undeniable question: did he lie? As we are busy
obsessing and debating the risks of believing women, we forget
to consider how this ongoing mistrust affects billions of girls and
women around the world in their daily lives. Gender equality isn’t
a “favour” granted by men to women — it is a human right.
Journalist Jaclyn Friedman argues that a world in which we treat
women as credible is "a world in which everyone benefits from
women’s increased power and knowledge and talent, one in
which we recognize that addressing women’s suffering makes it
more possible for people of every gender to thrive."

Bentinho and Capitu's story is a perfect example of how, more
often than not, it is the women that are the subjects to the
predicate even when a man tells their stories. While Dom
Casmurro is a work of fiction, not only does it reflect reality as it
spills onto it, but the public questions and scrutinises the story just
as it happens with real-life victims of abuse. The question that
remains is: in societies where patriarchal values and hegemonic
masculinity are still the norms and foster abusive relations
between partners and, consequently, pathological jealousy,
should we still ask the question, 'did she cheat?’
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book recommendation
TITLE Dom Casmurro (English Edition) 
AUTHOR Joaquim Maria Machado de Assis
TRANSLATOR John Gledson 
PUBLISHER Oxford University Press (original
publisher: Livraria Garnier)
YEAR 1997 (original year of publication: 1899)
LANGUAGE English (original language:
Brazilian Portuguese)
GENRE Fiction

>> (1) Whilst Dom Casmurro is taught in Brazilian schools, to this day, many people
still do not know one of the greatest literary geniuses in history was a Black
man. While he was registered as white on his death certificate, this primarily
stems from systemic racism.
(2) Machado de Assis, Joaquim Maria. (1953). Dom Casmurro (H. Caldwell,
Trans.). p. 25.
(3) He is not an official member of the family but lives like one.
(4)Machado de Assis, Joaquim Maria. (1953). Dom Casmurro (H. Caldwell, Trans.).
p. 47.
(5) Ibid., p. 114.
(6)Costa, Andrea Lorenada; Sophia, Eglacy C; Sanches, Cíntia; Tavares,
Hermano; Zilberman, Monica L. (2015). Pathological jealousy: Romantic
relationship characteristics, emotional and personality aspects, and social
adjustment. Journal of Affective Disorders, 174: 38-44. p. 1.
(7) Machado de Assis, Joaquim Maria. (1953). Dom Casmurro (H. Caldwell,
Trans.). p. 185.
(8) Pines, Ayala M. (1992). Romantic jealousy: Five perspectives and an
integrative approach. Psychotherapy: Theory, Research, Practice, Training, 29(4):
675-683. p. 675.
(9) Rodriguez, Lindsey M.; DiBello, Angelo M.; Øverup, Camilla S.; Neighbors,
Clayton. (2015). The Price of Distrust: Trust, Anxious Attachment, Jealousy, and
Partner Abuse. Partner Abuse, 6(3): 298-319., p. 309.
(10)Machado de Assis, Joaquim Maria. (1953). Dom Casmurro (H. Caldwell,
Trans.).p. 210.
(11) Intimate partner violence, or IPV, defines any behaviour that causes
physical, psychological or sexual harm within an intimate relationship. It is often
the case that IPV escalates to battering, which can refer to many different forms
of abuse, usually involving terrorization, threats and increasingly possessive
and controlling behaviours by the abuser.
(12)Machado de Assis, Joaquim Maria. (1953). Dom Casmurro (H. Caldwell,
Trans.). p.223.
(13) Ibid., p. 226.
(14) Sultana, Abeda. (2012) Patriarchy and Women’s Subordination: A
Theoretical Analysis. Arts Faculty Journal, 4:1-18. p. 7-8.
(15) Salomão da Silva, Ana Cláudia; Paz, Ravel Giordano. (2014). Primeiras
recepções críticas de Dom Casmurro - Os iguais se reconhecem. REEL - Revista
Eletrônica de Estudos Literários, 10(14):1-22.
(16) Costa, Lourenço Resende da. (2013), História e gênero: a condição
feminina no século XIX a partir dos romances de Machado de Assis. Revista
Eletrônica Discente História.com, 1(2):67-81. p. 69.

https://www.theguardian.com/lifeandstyle/2020/jan/21/what-happens-when-we-dont-believe-women
https://www.geledes.org.br/foto-inedita-de-machado-de-assis-reaquece-polemica-sobre-embranquecimento-do-autor/
https://www.flickr.com/photos/arquivonacionalbrasil/48632106826
https://www.google.com/url?q=https://www.flickr.com/photos/arquivonacionalbrasil/48632106826&sa=D&source=docs&ust=1638297897302000&usg=AOvVaw0XnItihKjkC83OJ6_OWF4S
https://apps.who.int/iris/bitstream/handle/10665/77432/WHO_RHR_12.36_eng.pdf
http://xn--histria-o0a.com/


IIn August 2021, we wrote, produced and performed the play

Cupid's Arrow, intending to change the narrative of romantic

relationships, especially for young adults. The play was

performed at the Etcetera Theatre in London and is now being

turned into an educational workshop to tour around schools in

England. We have used different romantic relationships we

had with men as a driving force to create a play that gives

women a voice.

Laura was brought up near London with the idea that one of

the main life goals for a woman is to find the right man; one

with a high-paying job, tall and white, the same race as her.

She was expected to be married and have her own children.

These idealised beliefs were rooted in fairy tales, chick flicks(1)

and her own religion (Christianity). Throughout the years, Laura

realised that romantic relationships are more complicated

than just ticking the boxes to find the 'perfect partner'.
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AIMING TO
CHANGE LOVE ONE
ARROW AT A TIME

AIMING TO
CHANGE LOVE ONE
ARROW AT A TIME

TW control, sexual content, body image and gender stereotypes 

PLAY

Written by   LAURA POON & LIV FRAZEROur writers talk about their
new play Cupid's Arrow,
which questions ideal
romantic relationships
portrayed in fairy tales and
discusses the teaching of
healthy relationships in
schools.
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For her, relationships are about respecting one another and allowing

the other person to grow as an individual as well as in the

relationship. Similarly, Liv had drawn her own conclusions about men

based on her relationships and having experienced quite the roller-

coaster of possessiveness and emotional immaturity. For Liv, Cupid's

Arrow acts as a catharsis after a series of traumatic events that have

shaped her as a person.

Cupid"s Arrow wants to rewrite the traditional fairy tales to address

modern-day problems, and the hurdles people navigate in their teens

and early twenties. Focusing on body positivity, individuality and the

importance of communication, we want to highlight the red flags and

teach individuals how to deal with or avoid them. The need to

change the standard "beauty trademark" of traditionally beautiful

able-bodied, thin, white, heterosexual females (e.g., Snow White,

Cinderella, Beauty and the Beast) is paramount so that people from

different social positions can identify with the characters. It can be

intimidating when you are confronted with princesses and princes

that do not look like you. Hence, introducing adaptations is critical so

that fairy tales can become as inclusive as possible. 

In Western culture, children, mainly girls, have grown up with fairy

tales and 'chick flicks' where the woman attracts the male’s gaze and

his affection through her body, clothes (e.g., short skirt), flirtatious

ways and subdued personality. >>

Illustration by  CARO WINDMULLER 

http://www.etceteratheatre.com/
https://scholarscompass.vcu.edu/cgi/viewcontent.cgi?article=1346&context=jstae
https://scholarscompass.vcu.edu/cgi/viewcontent.cgi?article=1346&context=jstae
https://scholarscompass.vcu.edu/cgi/viewcontent.cgi?article=1346&context=jstae
https://www.instagram.com/caro_windmuller/
https://www.instagram.com/caro_windmuller/
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         These women are often depicted as damsels in distress

and reflect caucasian American girls with perfect curvaceous

bodies, which is unrealistic. Some women in these movies go

through a transformation to get a man or to impress a man.

The males depicted in the films, on the other hand, are

heterosexual, cis-men, handsome and rugged, with

fundamental issues that the female must help with or 'change'

in them. This gives the audience the wrong idea: men can

behave aggressively and assertively, and women should

always be submissive and supportive caregivers.

We came into this play from our own feminist backgrounds,

and when we did our first Zoom performance during the

COVID-19 lockdown, it happened to be in front of an all-male

audience. Some of the feedback received from these men

was negative. They mentioned not feeling included in the play

and entirely left out of the conversation. We were surprised at

their reaction, as we intentionally wrote this play based on our

stories as cis women, not from the perspective of the men we

had a relationship with. But after thinking about this

feedback, we decided to include the male perspective

because we want men to engage in changing the narratives

concerning romantic relationships.  

However, we couldn’t play out the male stories as ourselves,

so we added a new section at the end of our play using the

verbatim theatre technique. Verbatim is a theatre technique

that reconstructs actual events, quoting (exact words of the

person) the people who experienced it. After separately

interviewing men who volunteered, we projected their

interviews on a screen through video at the end of our

performance so that the audience could hear their

perspectives. We also interviewed and shared the

perspectives of people from the LGBTQ+ community. Although

Liv identifies as a member of this community and knows the

importance of challenging the heterosexual narrative

regarding romantic relationships and fairy tales, such

questioning was not central to the play. We used the fairytale

narrative, which is predominantly hetero-normative, as the

primary tool to discuss about romantic relationships, and we

added the heterosexual relationships we had to talk about

norms embedded in the fairy tales and relationships.

>>

>>

The play ends with the question of 'how can we address the problematic

norms within romantic relationships in society?' Our answer is educating

young people in a safe and non-judgmental way. We are turning the

play into four workshops to tour around schools in England aimed at

teenagers ages 12-16. Firstly, we will conduct a pilot version. After

hearing the students and teachers feedback, we will adapt the

workshops. The educational workshops focus on four pillars:

masculinity/femininity stereotypes, body image, narcissism, and setting

boundaries. These pillars act as starting points for further discussions on

building relationships and their complexities, including acting, being

respectful, and communicating with a partner.

We are also very keen to talk about the teaching of sex education, which

is nowhere near detailed enough in UK schools. From Liv’s own

experience, she remembers her sex education lessons to include a lady

putting a condom on a banana and a few very corny VHS’s. This is

definitely not enough.

https://mathias-nilges.com/student-projects-the-new-culture-wars/2018/4/17/chick-flicks-and-their-dick-politics
https://www.stockroom.co.uk/old-pages/verbatim-theatre/


         We need to talk about sexual health, toxic relationships

and the LGBTQ+ community's experiences, challenging the

education of sex from a heteronormative standpoint. Maybe if

we are taught about 'red flags' and not just about 'sex and

STDs' in schools, then falling for a married man or dating an

emotionally manipulative person may not have happened to us.

We feel that these topics have not been spoken about enough,

and by the time we go to university or leave schools, we are

clueless about how we act around any partner we choose. If

you are a teacher or parent and would like to get in touch

about one of our workshops, please let us know.

This project started as just a play dissecting fairytales and

relationships and will continue with us having conversations

with young people about their lived experiences. This will be

our happily ever after. 

TITLE Paul takes the form of a mortal girl 
AUTHOR Andrea Lawlor
PUBLISHER  Rescue Press
YEAR 2017
LANGUAGE English
GENRE Fiction
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>>

TITLE Unhappily Ever After A Fairy Tale for
Grown-ups
AUTHOR Lucinda E Clarke
PUBLISHER Umhlanga Press; 1st edition 
YEAR 2016
LANGUAGE English
GENRE Fiction

inspiring readings

Snippets of the play are
available on request. 

Laura is a performing arts graduate

passionate about writing plays that

address current issues in society. Her arts

group Fairy Dust Arts aims to provide “arts

and opportunities for all” and a platform

for others to hear their voices.

Liv is an actor and graduate of Drama and

English literature with a passion for helping

people through her love for theatre, which

she aims to do through Storm Fever

Theatre. Liv also writes plays and hopes

Cupid’s Arrow can provide a vehicle to

empower women to have their say.

meet our writers 

https://www.fairydustarts.co.uk/
https://www.stormfevertheatre.co.uk/
https://www.stormfevertheatre.co.uk/


When you know your worth in a relationship, you expect to be

treated a certain way—to be listened to, respected, comforted,

supported: to feel loved. Expectations can help us maintain high

standards, especially in romantic relationships. However, in our

patriarchal society, women who are attracted to men, in my

opinion, often have to lower their standards.

Derogatory terms such as 'simp' are often used to embarrass

men, targeting those who attempt to defend, stand up for, or

simply respect and be loving towards women. This creates the

impression that a man showing kindness and love toward a

woman is submissive and too attentive, implying that no man

could genuinely act as such unless they stood to gain from it.

Consequently, the bar is lowered—men are praised for simply

not upholding misogynistic views—and the expectations are

flipped: it becomes the woman’s duty to correct and reform

overt misogyny.

OPINION
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THE NEED FOR A
FEMINIST LENS

WITHIN DATING 

Our writer explores the ups
and downs and expectations
of dating men as a woman.

TW sexualisation.

Written by NAOMI GRACE WILKINSON

Illustration by KRIZIABEL ALQUEZA

Before I was in a relationship, I loved dating. However, looking

back, I often deemed dates ‘successful’ merely if, on them, I

wasn’t sexually assaulted. The bar was pretty fucking low. Whilst

the cis men I was dating were probably preoccupied thinking

about whether or not they were expected to pay for the date or

whether or not I would be as confident in person as I was over

text message, I was wondering how I would keep myself safe,

thinking of ways to get out of an uncomfortable situation or to

say no to unwanted sexual pursuits. Out of fear, I rarely went to

my date’s house on our first encounter. I was nervous that, in

moments of escalation, fear would override all my other

emotions and I would freeze up, unable to say no.

When with men I didn’t know particularly well, I felt less

comfortable and found it more difficult to express my feelings

because I didn’t know how they would react. Even when I didn’t

fear for my safety if I said no to sexual acts, I worried about not

being listened to, having to ask again and again and again, and

having my feelings respected less and less and less. I also

feared the atmosphere after saying no. I dreaded both of these

things because I know, first hand, how ineffectively consent is

taught.

At my school in the UK, education about consent solely focused

on penis–vagina penetration, with other sexual acts often only

seen as a lead-up to that. Consent was taught through a video

about tea. I’m sure many people know of this video, but if not,

the idea is that if a person doesn’t want tea, then you wouldn’t

give it to them. >>

https://www.shethepeople.tv/home-top-video/term-simp-perpetuates-toxic-masculinity/
https://www.instagram.com/faerycreative/


        The video was intended to show the ludicrous nature of

forcing yourself onto someone. However, it didn’t show the

gravity of rape, instead minimising it with humour and

euphemism, and, quite frankly, the video was overplayed. Also,

the video didn’t have the nuance and subtlety to describe the

situation many people find themselves in: when you are kissing

someone and things escalate.

I enjoyed kissing people. It was something I was comfortable

with; it was personal and sensual for me. Nevertheless, I felt that

when I kissed men, they expected things to progress further,

which, more often than not, I was not comfortable with. Once, I

messaged a guy after a date, confronting him with my feelings

about our time together and how I felt that he was persistent

even when I told him no. At first, he apologised, but he later

confessed that he didn’t know why he was sorry as he believed

that he had done no harm; he said that if I didn’t want to go

further with him then I shouldn’t have been kissing him.

As soon as he confessed this, I felt a pang of guilt and was

horrified by the thought that I had led him on. I began making

excuses for him in my head: he mustn’t understand hints very

well, he was right to assume that I wanted to go further with him

because I had been kissing him in a certain way. However, I did

not need to defend him in this way—just because someone

kisses you, no matter how passionately, that does not entitle you

to more of their body. Each act requires enthusiastic consent,

and this needs to be explicitly taught.

When talking about my fears with other men that I was not

dating, I’ve been asked, 'Why can’t you say no?' It seems so

simple, and I understand that it could instantly change the

situation from one I didn’t want to no situation at all. As a white

bisexual woman, I believe women have long been expected to

act submissive (some women more than others). In an article

from the Indian Journal of Psychiatry, authors Gurvinder Kalra

and Dinesh Bhugra highlighted that, across many different

cultures, masculine identity is associated with experiences and

feelings of power. “Paternalistic cultural models encourage the

view that men protect women from harm, thus giving the

impression that women are largely incapable of protecting

themselves.”

In mainstream porn, for example, sexual violence is glamorised:

countless videos portray defenceless women being commanded

by powerful men. This sets a standard for real sexual

experiences; women often feel obliged to comply with their

male partners’ wishes. The representation of a broad range of

diverse feminist porn centred around women's pleasure, as well

as men’s, needs to be emphasised in the porn industry. I enjoy

watching Bellesa and have heard so many other women raving

about the experience that they have had when watching it.

Also, Florence Given recommended the app Dipsea, which I

downloaded and have thoroughly enjoyed listening to; allowing

your mind to run wild with the make-up of the characters.

>>
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        I sometimes imagined that if I explained my experiences

with other men to the men I was dating, I would be safe, as they

would then understand my boundaries and the excruciating

importance of consent. However, when I told them how I felt, I

was endlessly worried that they would decide that I’m a liar and

that they, along with any other guy I might have told them

about, were innocent. The number of dates on which I felt this

discomfort began to add up, and I started to doubt both myself

and the truth and severity of the situation. 

Growing up, I watched countless romance films but never saw

this aspect of dating; I couldn’t believe it existed on this scale. I

was also met with the shock and disbelief of my perpetrators

when I confronted them, causing me to gaslight myself, giving

credit to the fact that I must have done the wrong thing. These

feelings of confusion, upset, and anger led me to regularly

question whether I was even sexually attracted to men. Once

again, my fear made me consider that maybe I would rather

abstain from dating men than suffer further.

However, I’m bisexual, so I couldn’t ‘choose’ to stop dating men. I

just needed to come to terms with the fact that I needn’t put

pressure on myself to date ‘better men’ because it wasn’t my

fault. It wasn’t a few ‘bad men’ that I had been unlucky with; it

was the systemic cultural and educational issues overlooked by

a patriarchal society. I decided to be bold and set my

boundaries early on and not find myself in situations where

sexual acts could occur (such as going to their house). It

allowed me to get to know my dating partners well and to feel

comfortable enough around them to speak my mind.

The knowledge that my past negative experiences were due to

a lack of education on consent and feminism among men (and

some women) comforted me. It showed me that I had been

forced to learn—due to my experiences of discomfort with men—

and some hadn’t because they benefitted in essence by getting

the sexual gratification they desired at that time. By sitting with

my thoughts and writing about my past, I learned not to victim

blame or gaslight myself. When talking to my friends, I realised

that the most important concern is how I’m affected, not what

others believe or how it appears to them.

I also released myself from the pressure imposed on me to find

someone to be in a relationship with, as I realised more and

more that it was one of the least interesting things about me! I

spoke more with my friends and strangers about hobbies and

things I questioned about life and myself. 
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Worrying whether or not I would ever ‘find someone good’ kept

me trapped in a state of doubt, and I constantly overthought.

Above all, I understood that I shouldn’t feel embarrassed to set

certain boundaries that promote my wellbeing and that I should

remind myself of all the amazing parts of dating that left me

feeling alive, looking to discover more about life and how

different people think and what makes them want to wake up in

the morning.

Dating also allowed me to develop self-confidence and learn

things about myself. I often saw it as an opportunity to display

exactly who I am without battling against preconceived notions.

Of course, a drink or two before the date (and a shitload more

whilst on the date) helped boost my confidence, but I found it

thrilling to be unapologetically me and never have to see that

person again if I didn’t want to. I think one thing that holds

people back from truly enjoying dating is feeling pressure to

create something serious. I know the saying is cliché, but things

really do happen when you least expect it, and I don’t believe

you can seek out love by deciding that you want it. 

People often grow on you the more you get to know them, whilst

others may become less enchanting. A lot of the time, I believed

I genuinely liked someone when, in reality, I was simply

infatuated. I had created an idea of them in my head, and

during all the time I spent with the idea, I developed a desirable

person that didn’t exist, fabricating the things we had in

common and the good qualities that I hadn’t actually witnessed.

This was unfair to both the other person—because I expected

them to act in this particular way—and myself—because I was

too busy trying to convince myself that this person was the one

for me, rather than exploring chances with others.

>>

>>

"The knowledge that my past negative
experiences were due to a lack of

education on consent and feminism
among men (and some women)

comforted me. It showed me that I had
been forced to learn—due to my

experiences of discomfort with men—
and some hadn’t because they

benefitted in essence by getting the
sexual gratification they desired at that

time."
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         All of this doubt and creation in my head stemmed from

the pressure I placed on myself to build a significant relationship

because, as a woman, I know that my worth also depends on

being in a romantic relationship and pleasing a man; however, it

is not who I am. Sometimes, a relationship wasn’t even what I

wanted! It was just misogynistic standards that society deals out

to women before they become ‘too old and undesirable.’ I

enjoyed meeting new people and exploring new parts of myself

in the process, but seeing relationships on social media,

amongst my friends, or being asked by family members whether

I’m in a relationship made me feel that I needed to fill some

void. What works for some people doesn’t work for others; so, I

found what I enjoyed and felt comfortable with and made

amazing memories along the way, ditching all the misogynistic

societal labels and expectations.

>>



NOVELLA - HER STORY
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SafeSafeSafe
Written  by  ASHA ASKOOLAM

Illustrated by LACUNNA

TW depression, anxiety, suicidal thoughts, victim-blaming, rape
aftermath.

There are many ways that people can react after a traumatic
event like rape. For Radha, she wanted some semblance of
control. Something had been taken from her at that moment, her
right to choose. She had wanted her first time to be with
someone she cared for, loved, and who felt the same about her.
But it was something she would look back on in anguish, pain and
sorrow. After Luke was arrested, people either applauded her for
her bravery or whispered spiteful secrets about her, casting their
looks of judgement. Some even said these words to her face.
They felt like iron rods stabbing at her back, piercing her skin just
as Luke had. Radha felt as though she was being strangled most
of the time as if her life was being sucked out from her.

Her therapist's office was off-campus, and it was often the place
she found herself in after a day of pity looks or smirks from men
on her course. Radha had grown accustomed to the cream walls,
red chairs and sofas, and the smell of candles the second she
walked into the room. She felt exhausted. One day, she would
crack and would not be able to carry on. Radha secretly hoped
that it would happen so that she could just give up. Often, she
wished she would close her eyes and never wake up again, but
she had to carry on living, coping, and going to therapy.

Radha met him during her second year of university. She had
signed up for Krav Maga classes and had joined her university’s
gym hoping that would be empowering. She had never enjoyed
working out before, but she found that the gym was a great way
to get out of her frustrations. It allowed her to slip into her own
world, with loud music pumping in her ears. The class was being
held on one of the lower levels of the gym.

It was a large room with mats spread out on the floor. She chose
a spot in the corner and got comfortable. Well, as comfortable
as she could. Radha was anxious about starting this course
alone with people she didn’t know. What if she made a mistake?
What if people laughed at her?

“First time?” someone asked her, cutting through the rambling
thoughts in her mind.

Radha looked to her right. He had a kind face with a sharp
jawline and dark brown hair, with an undercut. It was shaved and
faded all the way around, and at the back, there was a pattern
in the shape of V’s, thick at first, and then faded out to the nape
of his neck. The top of his hair was thick and long, pulled back
into a bun. He had light brown eyes, reds and yellows like
autumn leaves, against a tawny complexion, tinged gold.

“Yeah,” she replied, looking away, “I was a bit nervous, actually.
But I want to learn how to defend myself. I shouldn’t have to
but...hey, that’s the world we live in.”

She could hear his smile when he spoke next, “I was too. Don’t
worry; you’ll be fine. I’m Kai. And yes, the world is a shit place.”

“I’m Radha,” she replied, looking at him again. He was smiling.
Radha thought he had a beautiful smile, the kind of smile that
made her smile back. She hadn’t smiled in a long time. The
feeling felt foreign on her face like her lips weren’t used to the
sensation anymore.

“Nice to meet you,” he said. His voice was deep, smooth like
velvet. “Are you in your second year too? I don’t think I’ve ever
seen you before.”

Radha paused. She wondered if he knew. Everyone did. Was he
only talking to her because of that? >>

Each month until March 2022, we will
release one chapter of the Novella,
Her Story. Follow Radha’s journey as a
young woman experiencing episodes
of gender-based violence, including
public sexual harassment and rape,
acts of racism, navigating dating life,
reflecting on her own body and her
reproductive rights.
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    “I am. I’m studying English Literature and Classical
Civilisations. What about you?” she could hear the shake in her
voice, and if Kai could, he didn’t mention it. Her hands felt
clammy, and her heart was thumping too fast, just on the edge
of pain.

“Ah, that’s probably why. I’m studying Art mixed with Art History.
Much to my dad’s dismay,” he laughed. “I transferred here from a
different uni. This one has a better Arts programme.”

Radha felt the air rush back into her lungs. He didn’t know. He
would surely find out, but at least, for today, she could pretend
to be someone new.

“I’m sure he’s proud of you,” Radha laughed, “but I get it.”

“Were your parents not happy with your course either?” he asked,
reaching down to his foot to tie his laces properly.

“Mine were okay, to be honest. But my dad took some
convincing. Typical Asian parents,” Radha rolled her eyes, “do
maths or study a science, you’ll get a job easier that way.” 

“Ah, one of the universal things about Asian parents,” Kai
laughed, “mine said the same. It’s either be a doctor or a
lawyer.”

Radha nodded, “right! It’s like no other subject exists.”

She would think about the man who made her smile and laugh
all the way home.

The next time Radha would see Kai again would be at a club on
campus. Avi had dragged her along with a group of their friends,
much to Radha’s dismay, who had wanted to stay in her room
watching a TV show. She was excited that she might bump into
Kai, but she was also anxious about getting close to him. What if
he hurt her just like Luke did?

“You can’t hide away from the world,” Avi said as they walked to
the club. “I know what happened has changed things...but you
still get to be you and have fun.”

The club was in a basement with a cocktail bar and seating in
booths. There was already a crowd of people mixing in to create
a messy pallet of moving, singing bodies. Radha felt
overwhelmed.

“Don’t worry, you’ll be fine,” Avi said in her ear, “plus you look
amazing.”

Radha smiled, though she still felt nervous. She was wearing a
pair of black mom jeans and a black blouse with purple flowers,
leafed together with delicate green vines and black heeled
boots that gave her an extra couple of inches. Luke had always
made comments about her clothes, he had never liked anything
she wore, but he wasn’t here to control her anymore. 
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>> Radha could do what she wanted, dress as she wanted without
having to worry about his reaction. She was determined to shake
him from her memory, at least for the night.

“You’re right. Let’s get a drink,” Radha said.

They moved through the crowds of people up to the cocktail bar.
She could smell a mix of alcohol, perfume and aftershave. All
around her, she could hear the buzz of people, music and
laughter. She wanted to drown in that sound and turn off the
static in her brain.

“The lychee cocktail is delicious,” a voice said next to her. Looking
up, her eyes met Kai’s. “Fancy seeing you here.”

Radha laughed. She looked down at the menu again, “my friend
dragged me out.”

Kai smiled. His shoulder was brushing against hers. He leaned
down and said in her ear, “I’m glad he did.”

Radha spent the whole night drinking, dancing and laughing with
him. She liked how they could talk about everything from music
taste to art, books and films. The way his hands felt in hers, how
they laid on her hips, the way his voice sounded in her ear and
seeing his whole face lit up when he laughed.

Their friendship grew from there. Radha loved reading aloud, and
Kai would listen, often in the comfort of her room, with music
playing quietly in the background. He watched her paint, and she
liked listening to him talk about art. They fit together easily, like
pieces of a puzzle. In every Krav Maga class, Radha paired with
Kai. He was a level ahead of her and so it was easy to learn the
moves from someone more confident than she was. He was gentle
with her and never overstepped if she was unsure. He seemed to
understand her fear.

And slowly, as time grew, Radha felt a warmth in her heart.
Whenever she was around him, whether it was a night out drinking
or introducing him to her other friends, she felt safe. He never
overstepped, he took an interest in her culture, he never crowded
her personal space or made comments on her clothes, her skin or
who she was friends with. Kai never showed any violent
tendencies around her, if they ever had any debates, albeit, about
silly things like the kinds of toppings they liked on pizza, he never
mocked her or shouted at her if she disagreed. That was exactly
what Luke had done.

Kai was different, he would laugh and shake his head, saying,
“you’re probably right. I’ll have to try it that way.”

There was never any embarrassment or violence, but she was
afraid. What if Kai was someone who pretended to be a kind and
decent human being, only to pull the rug out from under her the
moment she showed any sign of vulnerability, like telling him that
she was starting to feel deeper feelings for him. >>
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>>        She wanted to tell him that she liked the way he made her
feel, happy, excited, albeit sometimes anxious, but the kind that
made her heart flutter in her chest whenever he smiled at her. But
these things would all mean opening up her heart again, and she
wasn’t sure if she was ready to let someone else in, in that
capacity. 

In January, Kai was holding a small exhibition of his artwork at the
university's library, along with the other members of his class. The
artwork and the books seemed to go well together. The lights
were dimmed, and there were candles lit. The black drapes of
the curtains fit the artistic theme of less is more and shifted the
audience’s focus to the artwork. Radha gravitated towards Kai’s
work. He took inspiration from Chiaroscuro, using a single light
source, shrouded in darkness for his pieces. They were all
depictions of his family: his mother, father and sister. The soft
strokes of his brush, to highlight their faces against the dark
backgrounds and flickering light of the piece, made Radha feel a
sense of calm. She had always loved painting and visiting art
galleries, wondering about the stories behind those brush strokes.
They spoke to her.

“I tried subverting the usual Japanese style of artwork. It’s called
Nihonga and usually depends on the ink tones used. Sometimes,
the paintings are lighter, for example, if they depict nature. But I
wanted to use darker tones to highlight their features,” Kai
explained.

Radha smiled at him, “they’re lovely. Your mum is so pretty. Are
you two close?”

“Yeah, we are,” Kai replied, looking at his painting, “I miss her a
lot. Typical Japanese parents didn't want me to move out for
university, but I needed to. We have our differences, but I know
she loves me.” 

“I’m sure she’s very proud of you,” Radha said, looking back at his
mum's painting. Kai looked like her, though he had the harder
lines of his father’s face, and shared the same eyes with his sister. 

“Thank you,” Kai said, then looked at her with an expression that
Radha couldn’t quite place. Almost like he couldn’t believe she’d
actually come. He was tall and towered over her, but she didn’t
feel uneasy around him. “I’m glad you came. After this, wanna
grab something to eat? I’m starving.”

After dinner, Kai walked her back to her room as he always did. 

“Radha,” Kai said, gaining her attention. In the lighting of the
passage, his smile was soft, delicate. He smelt like pencil
sharpenings, books and all things sweet.

Radha’s chest became tight. She blushed and nodded, “yeah?” 

“I really want to kiss you. Can I?” Kai asked. Radha could see the
blush rise to his face as if she had somehow shared hers with him.
He scrunched his nose adorably, and at any other time, she would
have jumped at the chance to kiss him. But she felt herself
growing hot all over, and her palms were sweaty as the panic set
in and tears formed in her eyes. Luke had asked if he could kiss
her. And her life after that had changed forever.

She couldn’t breathe. Her head felt like it was spinning. A
horrible, bubbling anxiety built up in her chest, washing over every
inch of her body. Radha felt like she was being squeezed against
the wall, unable to escape, just as she had felt that night with
Luke. “This will teach you a lesson,” he had said.

“Oh hey, no. Please don’t cry or feel pressured,” Kai said quickly,
sensing her discomfort, “I’m so sorry, I shouldn’t have said that.”
He stepped back, terrified that he had hurt and upset her. 

Radha wanted to reach out to him and hug him, but she couldn’t.
She desired to bury herself in his smell, to feel his arms around
her, but she couldn’t move.

“Are you okay, Radha?” Kai asked. He raised his hands as if he
wanted to hug her, but he didn’t move any closer. “I’m an idiot
and read that completely wrong. I didn’t mean to upset you.”

Radha shook her head, aware that she was now crying. “I’m really
sorry,” she said. Her voice sounded small, broken. “I’m so sorry,
please don’t be angry with me. Please don’t hurt me.” 

Why couldn’t she do anything right?

Kai looked as if someone had knocked the wind out of him. She
could see the sadness on his face, then a flicker of anger. Anger
that wasn’t directed at her, but anger at the person who had
made her feel like she couldn’t say no.

“Did someone...fuck,” he said. Radha could hear the shake in his
voice. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He knew that
she didn’t need his rage right now. When he opened his eyes, the
anger had melted away, leaving only concern.

“I’m not angry with you. I would never hurt you. You’re my friend
and mean a lot to me,” he said, smiling gently to reassure her, “it’s
my fault. You didn’t do anything wrong, okay? I promise. I’m just
worried about you.”

She didn’t invite him in even though every fibre in her body was
screaming at her to explain. He stayed outside her room with her
while she cried but did not touch her, and she appreciated his
gentle understanding. Radha went to bed feeling like she would
never feel normal ever again. The next day, Kai knocked on her
dorm room door with a bouquet of flowers and a box of
chocolates to apologise for overstepping. He stood pink-faced
behind a massive splash of reds, oranges and yellow petals. The
sight made Radha laugh. >>
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>>         “You didn’t have to get my flowers,” Radha said, shaking
her head. She let him into her room and accepted the gifts.
“They’re beautiful.”

“I did, though,” Kai replied, taking off his shoes, “I shouldn’t have
assumed. How are you feeling?” 

Radha took a deep breath. She put the flowers on her desk with
the chocolates and then took Kai’s hands. She wanted him, and
she did not want to limit herself any longer. She wanted to
reach across the wall she had put up for herself. Radha wanted
him to trust him and while she felt scared, traumatised from her
past experiences, she felt a shift inside her. She was ready to
open her heart once more.

“You assumed right. I...really like you, and I want to kiss you! I
want you to hold me and be with me but...something bad
happened to me.”

“Oh, baby,” Kai whispered. She could hear the emotion in his
voice. “Are you okay?”

Radha smiled with tears in her eyes. Why did she keep crying?
When she looked up at him, she could see tears mirroring her
own in his eyes and worry etched onto his features.

“I am getting there. It has been very hard. He...was abusive and
asked if he could kiss me, and then that’s when everything went
wrong. That’s why I freaked out.” 

Kai squeezed her hands, “I’m so sorry, Radha. You are so beautiful,
brave and strong, even if you don’t feel that way. He’s an abusive
fuck who deserves to rot. He never should’ve hurt you. I could kill him.
You, on the other hand, deserve the world and to be happy.” 

Radha blushed, laughing through her tears, “my knight in shining
armour.” 

“Well,” Kai laughed, “I don’t have a horse, but I could get one.”

“No worries, I could get a horse for myself,” Radha let go of his hands
and asked softly, suddenly shy, “is it okay if I hug you?” 

“Sweetheart, you can hug me all you like,” Kai grinned. He smiled like
sunshine and flowers on a summer’s afternoon.

Radha closed her eyes and wrapped her arms around him. Her head
came up to his chest, and she could hear his heartbeat against her
ear. She fit against him perfectly. Kai rested his chin on her head. He
was firm yet soft, warm and comfortable. He smelt like his perfume,
sweet with a hint of honey and sugar.

“I’m going to wrap my arms around you now, is that okay?” he asked.
When Radha nodded, she felt his arms against her, slow at first, then
tighter, pulling her against him. He sighed, content, like he had been
waiting to do that for a long time. She wanted to stay in this moment
forever. 

“I really like you too, Radha,” he whispered, kissing her head, “I would
like to be with you.”

Do you want to find out
what happens to Radha?
Stay tuned for the next

chapter of the Novella, Her
Story, in the following issue

of Our Words Literary
Magazine.

Radha looked up at him, resting her chin against
his chest, “yeah?” 

He leaned down and rested his forehead against
hers, closing his eyes, “yeah. I’m going to take care
of you, make sure that you’re safe and happy.”

Three weeks later, Radha asked if she could kiss
him. It was raining outside, and they were
watching Brooklyn 99, wrapped in blankets. She
felt like her heart was in her mouth. Kai smiled,
looking down at her lips then back up at her eyes.
He was so close to her that she could see the
slight freckles on his cheeks and the way his
eyelashes fanned his cheekbones.

“Yeah, baby, you can kiss me,” Kai said.



Our Books Now is the Our Streets Now (OSN)
campaign’s very own book club. It's an
opportunity for the OSN community to engage
with one another. 

Our Books Now’s primary aim is collective
learning. It appreciates its members’ experiences,
knowledge and interests. 

It suggests one book every month for members to
read on feminism, mental health, VAWG, human
rights, and social structures. 

To decolonise knowledge production and
knowledge-sharing, we aim to celebrate non-
English authors and stories and promote books
written in other languages, as well as English.

 about us 

Follow us

@ourbooksnow @ourstreetsnowbookclub ourstreetsnow.org/
our-books-now

ourbooksnowosn@outlook.com

We are always looking for poems to publish in our
monthly issues. All voices are welcomed; you don't
need to have previous experience in writing poetry.

If you are interested in sharing them with us, please
send us an email at  ourbooksnowosn@outlook.com 

We are looking for poetry
submissions!

Keep an eye on @ourbooksnow on Instagram for future events, lecture
recommendations and monthly readings. Past events available on IGTV. 

our monthly readings 
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