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About the Book

What does the F-word mean to you? The must-read book for 2018. Follow @feminists on Instagram for updates.

A collection of writing from extraordinary women, from Hollywood actresses to teenage activists, each telling the story of their personal relationship with feminism, this book explores what it means to be a woman from every point of view.

Often funny, sometimes surprising, and always inspiring, this book aims to bridge the gap between the feminist hashtag and the scholarly text by giving women the space to explain how they actually feel about feminism.

Published in partnership with Girl Up, the UN’s women’s foundation, royalties will benefit the charity.

Curated by STYLE columnist and Pink Protest founder Scarlett Curtis.





FOREWORD

BY

Girl Up






At Girl Up, feminism is one of our favourite words – and it’s different, and awesome, wherever you go. Just as every girl around the world has her own unique story to tell, she also has her own particular version of what feminism means to her. No two people experience feminism in the same way, but each perspective is valid and important. Girl Up is a global leadership development initiative, positioning girls to be leaders in the movement for gender equality. We’re building a community that is working towards a world where every girl has an equal opportunity to reach her full potential and change the world, regardless of race, religion, ethnicity, sexual orientation, age or ability. Every girl has a unique and powerful story to tell. We celebrate these stories and the diversity of our movement across our global community.

WHERE WE ARE

Girl Up has more than 2,200 clubs in over a hundred countries, and we’ve trained 40,000 girls from all backgrounds to create tangible change for girls everywhere. Girl Up has empowered young women leaders to defend gender equality and equal rights for every girl.

WHAT WE DO

Girl Up provides leadership training and gives girls the tools to become gender-equality advocates and activists. Through our programmes, girls broaden their social-impact skill set, receive a platform to tell their stories and apply STEMfn1 for social good. Our girl leaders create real policy change at local and national levels, and raise millions of dollars to support United Nations programmes that reach tens of thousands of girls around the world and to build community-based movements. Girl Up is an initiative of the UN Foundation, working across a global community of partners to achieve gender equality worldwide.

WANT TO JOIN US?

Our movement is reaching every corner of the globe and we want YOU to be a part of it. If you’re at secondary school or university, girl or boy, you can join Girl Up and start taking action for gender equality today. But it’s not just students who can join! You can run a race with Team Girl Up, join a Girl Up Young Professionals meetup, or connect us with your organization to partner with Girl Up.

Learn more at GirlUp.org.
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INTRODUCTION

BY

Scarlett Curtis

JOURNALIST, ACTIVIST






I didn’t know I was a feminist until I was fifteen. I didn’t know I was a feminist because I didn’t know I needed to be, and I also didn’t think I would still be allowed to wear make-up if I became one. And I seriously loved make-up. I went to school just like my brothers, my mum had a job just like my dad. Feminism was something that we learned about in history class and didn’t have to worry about any more. Like telegrams or corsets or the plague, feminism was the stuff of suffragettes and burnt bras and fights that had been won and long forgotten.

Much like a rare breed of bird, I knew feminists still existed out there in the wild. I also knew I most definitely did not want to be one. For starters, it was the middle of the noughties, and in a world where Beyoncé existed I couldn’t fathom what on earth these feminists were fighting for. More importantly my image of a ‘feminist’ was entirely in opposition to every single priority my fifteen-year-old brain possessed. Feminists didn’t use make-up (my favourite hobby). They didn’t shave their legs (my favourite form of exercise). Feminists didn’t like boys (my favourite type of human) and, most importantly, feminists definitely didn’t wear pink. And pink was my favourite colour. Being a feminist would mean disposing of half my wardrobe, revealing my spotty skin and hairy legs to the world and putting an end to the twenty-plus daily MSN messages I sent to boys I had crushes on.

There’s an amazing feminist superhero called Audre Lorde who said: ‘Our feelings are our most genuine paths to knowledge.’ My nosedive into feminism was fuelled entirely by feelings. In the years since, it has developed and grown into something far wordier, filled with thoughts, books, quotes and plans for action; but at the beginning my feminism was just a feeling. My feminism was born with little context or language and lots of emotion.

When I was fifteen I was treated very badly by a group of men and a few women who wouldn’t have treated me that way if I had been a man. I was a teenage girl with blue dip-dyed hair and a predilection for wearing tutus to hospital appointments. I was very ill and I was misdiagnosed and mistreated for far longer than even an irritating teenager who could probably have done with being knocked down a few pegs deserves to be. I was mistreated and silenced for a number of reasons that only now, nearly a decade on, am I finally beginning to unpick. It happened because I was young, because I was emotionally ‘complicated’, but it also happened because I was a girl. And because the person sitting next to me in every waiting room, doctor’s office and hospital ward was a woman and a mother.

In the grand scheme of heinous acts committed by the patriarchy, what happened to me was very small. It was very small and it got better, and I’m extremely lucky. But it did happen. And it sparked a feeling inside me; and that feeling began to grow.

My illness also meant that I spent three years of my life lying in my bedroom with nothing much to do except read and Google and knit small animals. So I began to read. I read Virginia Woolf and Gloria Steinem and Caitlin Moran and then realized they were all white women and I might need to start looking a little further. I read Audre Lorde and Roxane Gay and Chimamanda Ngozi Adichie, and slowly but surely I began to understand and think and see.

I began to understand that what had happened to me was a small ripple that took place in an ocean of pain, movement and change. I began to understand that gender equality was not in fact a thing of the past but a far-off dream for the future. A dream that generations of women and men had been fighting for and continued to fight for every single day.

Once I began to understand that, I also began to understand that the assumptions I had held about what it meant to be a feminist were in fact a tool of the very systems of hate that these women were trying to smash. This system of hate (also known as ‘the patriarchy’) had concocted an image of a feminist precisely so young women would be deterred from continuing the fight. The lies we have been told about feminism have been fed to us to hold us back from a movement that is actually for everyone. A movement that is more beautiful and more potentially powerful than we could ever have dreamed. As I began to read I began to understand that feminists do in fact wear make-up (if they want to). They also shave their legs (if they want to) and love boys (if they want to). Feminists can also definitely wear pink, a lot of pink.

The women’s movement has been alive and kicking for a very long time now. It is a beautiful and complicated timeline of people, theories, words and books that are constantly defining and redefining what it means to be a feminist. This book is not an academic textbook. It is not a manual on how to be a perfect feminist or a book of essays by professors of women’s studies explaining the history of the movement. Those books exist, and many of them are brilliant, but that is not what this book is.

This book is a book of feelings that are transforming into thoughts that are transforming into action. Most of the amazing women who have contributed to this book probably don’t know much more about feminism than you do. Most of the women are just at the starting line of the lifelong journey to discover what it means to be a feminist and to fight the feminist fight. This book is not here to tell you everything you need to know about feminism, it’s here to show you that at the heart of feminism is women. Women who are complex and complicated, who wear make-up and wear pink and laugh and cry and get confused just like you. This book is here to hopefully show you that being a feminist isn’t quite what you thought it was.

While my fifteen-year-old self was wrong about a lot of things, she was right about one thing. Feminists are rare birds. They are rare birds who fly above us, trying to look down and see the world for what it is. They look down and see the mountains that our world will have to overcome if freedom is ever going to be possible, and then they fly back down to earth to help us all with the climb. I am a feminist. And boy do I wear pink.
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THE FIVE STAGES OF FEMINISM

BY

Scarlett Curtis

JOURNALIST, ACTIVIST






Becoming a feminist isn’t something that happens to a woman overnight. No one on this planet was born understanding the complicated, overlapping and often confusing elements that this mighty word holds within it. Unfortunately, there’s also no magic feminist fairy that flies around gifting people the power of rational argument, a grasp of intersectional politics and an ability to organize activism. A person’s journey into ‘feminism’ is a constant state of learning, re-learning, feeling and understanding. I understand more about how to be a true feminist today than I did yesterday, and less than I will tomorrow, and I hope to continue like this for the rest of my life.

While no two people’s paths into feminism are the same, we’ve broken up the wonderful personal stories in this book into the five stages of feminism. They take you from EPIPHANY all the way to ACTION and EDUCATION, and we hope they might help you to navigate this bumpy road into your own feminist awakening.

These stages of feminism are open to anyone willing to embrace them – a well-trodden path that thousands of men and women choose to embark upon each year. Let this book be your guide, and let it also provide a little bit of comfort in the knowledge that whatever you feel, be it anger, confusion, joy or solidarity, it’s all OK, it will all be OK, we will make it OK.





EPIPHANY


noun; pronunciation [image: Image]

a moment when you suddenly feel that you understand, or suddenly become conscious of, something that is very important to you

Oprah would call this your Aha! moment, and many feminists in fact find that their own Aha! feminist moments coincide with a deepening of their love for Oprah!









MY FEMINISM

BY

Saoirse Ronan

ACTOR






Feminism did not happen to me. Feminism was not one moment. Instead it has been the result of a series of events throughout my life, and the people who turned each of those events into a tiny informative experience. For example, when I was lucky enough to meet my activist best friend at twenty-one, who pretty rapidly made me realize that feminism and what it means to be a feminist was right there inside me all along – deeply understood and ready to make itself known!

MY FEMINISM

MOTHERS:

Watching and learning.

Questions. Hugs.

Period talk. Boy/girl talk.

Random sing-alongs in the car in the rain. Pushing away.

Returning again and again.

HOME:

Belonging to it.

Leaving it. Finding your own way back to it.

Picking up your people along the winding way.

HELP:

Accepting it.

Listening out for it.

Giving it back.

WORK:

Caring about it.

Fighting for it.

Living for it.

Living without it.

Putting heads together to create it.

Knowing what you want.

DISCOVERING:

Music. Films. Books. Bridesmaids (the movie). Love. People.

Sex. Your body – ‘What the hell is that?! Is that normal?

Does that happen to you too? Oh, it does?! OK. PHEW!

Thought I was the only one.’

BEING:

On your own.

In a group.

Scared shitless.

Confident.

Honest with yourself as much as possible.

GIRLS:

Loving them.

Working with them.

Cheering them on.

Playing football with them.

Laughing and dancing with them.

Asking them about their parents.

BOYS:

Loving them. Working with them.

Cheering them on.

Playing football with them.

Laughing and dancing with them.

Asking them about their parents.

Feminism, for me, is the quiet kid in the corner of the classroom who doesn’t talk much. The kid you don’t even notice is there, until one day you’re performing in the annual school show and she takes centre stage, only to belt out a Whitney ballad like nobody’s business. Boy, do you take notice of her then. You will never not take notice again.





CAT WOMEN

BY

Evanna Lynch

ACTOR






I’m sitting in the office of a well-respected casting director in New York, making amiable conversation and desperately trying not to bleed through to this woman’s couch. The meeting had swiftly taken a turn for the better when I reached for my conversational jackpot piece and struck gold – the casting director was also a cat lady.

Her eyes light up as I mention how I flew my beloved sidekick, a precious Persian by the name of Puff, across the ocean to room with me for two months in New York City. It’s a risky move, mentioning a cat in this environment, when statistically, a career woman living in New York is much more likely to have a dog (office-trained, travels well, the size of a small bag of groceries) and if she does, she will swiftly judge me and end the meeting sooner than anticipated, or worse, she will feel my own irrepressible disdain for dog people and I’ll never hear from her again. But, oh joy, she has a cat! Two cats, in fact!

Suddenly, we are gal-pals. Suddenly, I feel rays of light emanating from my career prospects, which have just brightened considerably. We will make movies together, Mrs Reputable New-York-City Casting Lady and I! She will think of me when casting her next quirky independent rom-com and I’ll audition, winningly, and afterwards she’ll ask, ‘How is your sweet, sweet cat?’ and I’ll say, ‘Great, thank you, hope one day you’ll get to meet her,’ and she’ll wink and call my agent the minute I leave the room – because cat ladies look out for each other.

This delightful series of events and beyond whizzes through my mind as I lean forward, phone outstretched, to share with her the outtakes of the latest most adorable series of photos of Puff lounging in a strip of sunlight, when I feel it: that curious, not uncomfortable, stomach-flipping sensation – whether with joy or horror, it is entirely situational – of uterine lining unmistakably falling from somewhere within your lower midriff to somewhere you hope and pray, in that moment of prolonged suspension, is generously, gloriously padded.

You may unclench your Kegels, however, dear reader, and rest assured that I was wearing those moisture-wicking, period-drinking, feminist wonder-panties that Facebook bullies people into buying. Unfortunately for me, I’d chosen the day of an important meeting to test-drive these much-hyped panties and I should mention, dear horrified male reader, that when you’ve been plugging your most vexatious orifice sealed snug with super-plus tampons for the last ten years of menstrual activity, the distinctive drop feeling can be extremely jarring and frankly panic-attack inducing.

I don’t know what possessed me to buy them, the panties. I’m not good with bodily functions; I ghosted and eventually unfriended a girl who potentially heard me fart through a thin bathroom wall (I hope you’re well, Vicky); I cover my ears and wail in distress when my American girlfriends exchange ‘poop’ stories; I can forgive just about any bad behaviour from boyfriends – mysterious disappearances, tardiness, prefers men – so long as he smells dreamy. But one evening, while browsing Facebook, there were the panties, again, in my face. There was Mila Kunis, eyes wide, inhibitions vanished, eulogizing the period panties in a short promotional video. And even though I didn’t have a particularly strong affinity with Mila Kunis, and even though I hated the idea of my menstrual blood pooling in my knickers and staying there defiantly, and even though I’ve only ever felt cascading waves of gratitude for the invention of the tampon, that evening, I felt I ought to have the panties. I liked the super-sassy vibes Mila was giving and she seemed so suitably, impressively feminist, in the not-nuanced, very blatant sense of the word, unashamedly discussing the particulars of her menstrual cycle with Facebook.

I’d been reading feminist books and learning that our bodies are the four seasons, and the patriarchy structured the working week with only the male reproductive system in mind, and I was feeling kinda guilty that I didn’t have a #MeToo status up and it just seemed like the right, progressive, feminist thing to do and yes, I was actually kind of excited to be an empowered bleeding woman, dancing in circles in the streets in my new feminist knickers. So I added three pairs to my cart, clicked COMPLETE ORDER and vowed to be a better advocate for women.

And yet, as I sat there, seeping my way into an uncharted likely public humiliation on the oblivious casting director’s couch and flicking through her cat pictures with insulting rapidity, all I could really think was Fuck Feminism!

I am confused by feminism, needless to say. It’s been a generally confusing time for me, seeing many women I admire speak up about their experiences of oppression at the hands of men, and feeling like an alien who dropped in from a much nicer planet.

‘Am I a feminist?’ I wonder, for perhaps the first time in my twenty-six-plus years as a woman, because I’ve never really entertained the thought that I’m not. Obviously! my mind counters quickly, but there is an annoying, niggling thought that I need to be doing more to show it.

So I take it up with the woman who knows me best, but who I can’t recall ever instilled in me the importance of asserting feminist values, other than facilitating myself and my sisters to be whatever kind of women we’d like to be.

‘Am I a feminist, Mum?’ I ask her bluntly. She’s as thrown by the question as I was, wondering aloud why ever would you not be.

Do you believe in equal rights for men and women?

Do you believe women should work?

Do you believe men and women are of equal intellectual capability?

Yes! Yes, I tell her, and, well, actually I would wager that on average women surpass men in intelligence, but that is a mere opinion.

‘Then you’re a feminist,’ she affirms, before adding, ‘Sure, just remember how taken you were with the Disney princesses when you were younger! They were your feminist icons, I’d say.’ My heart sinks, hearing that last bit, knowing it to be true and that I’ll always have to lie in conversation about feminism and my original heroines. Or maybe it is my mind that sinks, recalling the feminist think pieces that declared Belle a delusional, powerless victim of Stockholm Syndrome, and Ariel a bad influence on young girls for cleaving herself in two in exchange for legs, and yes, a vagina that a prince could love.

My heart, on the other hand, soars at the mention of the dynamic princesses of fairy-tale dreams, their lofty ideas, hopeful hearts and glorious tresses. I agree with my mum, shrug off the notion of feminism for tonight and rewatch The Swan Princess for the second time this month. Tomorrow, I decide, I’ll dredge up Matilda, Jo March and Hermione Granger who I can cite as suitably studious, substantial literary feminist influences, all of whom I liked but didn’t idolize, unfortunately. No, I can’t tell the truth, I tell myself as I watch Odette transform from a graceful swan to an even more enchanting lady form, all waves and curves and delicate limbs.

She is just too feminine to be a feminist.

I’m not sure when I first began to define what a woman could be, and could not be, but all of my teenage years are permeated with the memory of the belief that books were for me and beauty was for others. Somewhere along the way I latched on to the idea that women of substance, politically conscious, world-changing women worth paying attention to, were above the frivolities of feminine indulgences. Reading Vogue and Elle I learned that beauty was painfully exclusive, that cheekbones and skinny genes and wealth were the assets you needed, and I began to see prettiness as a foreign world I had no place in. I grew to resent feminine women and decided that a woman simply could not be charming and clever at once; you had to pick one and I knew which one garnered respect, if not desire. I’d dress in clashing prints, spangly bug earrings and bold tights because quirky girls had thoughts, were interesting, and those girls sashaying around town in crop tops with belly-button piercings blinking ostentatiously most definitely had no thoughts to spare for anything outside the sphere of their own physical perfection.

I’d stroll past my crush, nose buried in Anna Karenina, wondering agonizingly when he’d notice my depth, substance and most commendable abstention from low-cut tops and desperate bids to be an object of sexual fascination. And there was even that time I dressed as Harry Potter for the school graduation party





































ANGER


noun; pronunciation [image: Image]

a strong feeling that makes you want to hurt someone or be unpleasant because of something unfair or unkind that has happened

Feminists Don’t Wear Pink would like to assert that we in no way advocate any feminists hurting anyone; however, you are (on occasion) allowed to be mildly unpleasant to any true sexists in your life.









JOY


noun; pronunciation [image: Image]

a person or thing that causes happiness

Despite allegations in the media that feminists are constantly angry and serious, 98% of feminists find joy in feminism, which is frankly a higher success rate than chocolate or kittens, as no one is technically allergic to feminism.









POETRY BREAK


PS don’t worry – these poems are still totally feminist.









ACTION


noun; pronunciation [image: Image]

the process of doing something, especially when dealing with a problem or difficulty

things that are happening, especially exciting or important things

When a feminist ‘gets some action’, she does not in fact hook up with her crush but instead changes the world. Or does both.









EDUCATION


noun; pronunciation [image: Image]

the process of teaching and learning, or the organizations such as schools where this process happens

If you weren’t born with a natural understanding of the meaning of the patriarchy, we would like to inform you that you are not alone and invite you to check out your local library and see if they have anything written by bell hooks.
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FOREWORD

fn1 Science, Technology, Engineering and Mathematics

A BRIEF HISTORY OF MY WOMANHOOD

fn1 PEP (post-exposure prophylaxis) means taking antiretroviral medicines (ART) after being potentially exposed to HIV to prevent infection.

WITH DARKNESS COMES LIGHT

fn1 Definition from the Oxford Dictionary of English.

PINK PROTEST

fn1 Bonnelame, Natasha. Black British theatre: 1950–1979, the British Library (2017) www.bl.uk/20th-century-literature/articles/black-british-theatre-1950-1979.

AN ODE TO IMPROV (AND POEHLER AND FEY)

fn1 ‘Yes, And’ is an improv term for accepting and building. It’s about being open to new ideas and building on those new suggestions. Reader, I don’t know who you are but as long as you are kind then I’m totally down for ‘Yes, And-ing’ you. I’d love it if you could ‘Yes, And’ me too.

FEMINISM IS A VERB, NOT A NOUN

fn1 SOURCE: American Community Survey


THE GLASS CEILING MUST FALL

fn1 The Special Supplemental Nutrition Program for Women, Infants and Children, which provides food to supplement diets along with support and referrals to healthcare.

fn2 Based on a 2016 survey by the National Center for Education Statistics.
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