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Jotter #242   2018

Nina has a list of things to try and this makes Nina too excited so lying down has to happen, but this is not to be done on the gravel or the path because Nina’s first house is not her private property because it is the Charity House. Nina is very grateful to have a door and a right to go out with no permissions needed. There are many top things to do as immediately as possible:


Eat every kind of chocolate.

Fly an aeroplane.

Find out about relaxing.

Go to a supermarket.

Get all the colours of lipstick.

Learn about money.

Get married.

Learn how to dance with another person.



The Charity House smells of glue and old socks and new paint. The brown carpet is best and Nina likes to lie on its luxury. The window has fingerprints from the last escapers. Nina thinks they were a mother and children because Nina found a crushed crayon and a crumb of something sweet. There are three rooms all for Nina and even one with a table for a television but Nina isn’t ready yet so Nina moved the table to the window to watch people and there are thousands. Nina is glad to have a window again.


Meet a famous person who is alive.

Have an affair.

Eat the food of many countries but not Chinese.

Be a doctor.

Make all the words mean their opposite.

Remember every day that everything is good and everything before was lies.



Nina sits and stares out but Nina is only allowed to do it through the blinds. Nina is not to be seen in case a photographer steals Nina’s face.


Learn how to smile without scaring people.

Have a best friend.

Stop making swans.

Memorise the twenty-three ways to blow his mind.

Feed birds of all kinds and learn their names.



Some of the things Nina has missed out on can’t be gone back to like playing with children because these are total strangers. Nina is not to try that again near the Charity House because they cry and Nina was lucky that their parents didn’t call the Pigs. They are not to be called the Pigs now. They are the opposite of Pigs. Charity Sonia called them the Police.

Charity Sonia is from Sanctuary and this is an organisation in a phone which saves women every day and she has a soft face with painted lips and curly brown hair and huge dark eyes and is not a slave but smells of sweet perfume and cigarettes that she is giving up because she has free will. Nina wanted to call her Comrade Sonia but she said that was a bit odd in this day and age, so when Nina is about to say Comrade, Nina just rubs it out and changes it to Charity. It makes Nina laugh but no one sees because it is only in Nina’s head.

Things Nina needs to really work on:


Walking outside without having the fear.

Not grabbing, pulling or clawing people.

Making eye contact.

Not always hiding when someone rings the bell or turns the lights on.

Eating alone.

Walking not with hunched shoulders because this is a defensive posture.

Washing every day.

Putting clothes on before going to the door and window.

To remember there is no radiation in the sky apart from lightning and it is rare and mostly in the equator where the pre-capitalist peoples live.

Sleeping in one big chunk.

Learning how to say I instead of always saying Nina because people think it is a sign of retardation to say Nina wants this and Nina likes that, when I should say I like this and I want that. And you can’t say retardation either.



Charity Sonia says Nina doesn’t need to write any more because no one else in the world had to write a confession diary for twenty years and it really must have been a kind of torture. She says it might be a sign that Nina is getting better when Nina can own her own experiences and that Nina could practise this every day, saying I, I, I. But no need to write it down.

She touches Nina’s head and says Poor You.

But Nina has to write because if Nina doesn’t Nina will never learn from mistakes.


Try to turn everything around.

Bad is good. The sky will not kill.



Charity Sonia visited again and stood in the room with chairs and she said, Have you been practising being outside, Nina? And Nina said Nina had been reading. Nina told Charity Sonia that Nina was so excited to be in Freedom because Nina could find the fourth comic of The Wizard of Oz, because Nina had read the first three one hundred and forty-eight times because apart from the books written by the Great Fathers of the Revolution and Nina’s two learning books and two National Geographics that was all that was allowed in the Collective. And Nina had never found out the ending because the third comic ended when Dorothy and her friends were captured by the Wicked Witch of the West.

Charity Sonia smiled and said she didn’t know that Wizard of Oz was a comic because she always thought of it as a movie which means a big television in a dark room with strangers who eat behind you. Charity Sonia was very surprised that Nina had never seen this movie because it always happens at the time of year when the slaves of Capitalism parade their wealth and they all want snow to come.

Nina asked, Do they escape from the Witch and does the Wonderful Wizard magic Dorothy back to Kansas like he promised? And does she take the Lion with her? Because he is Nina’s favourite.

And Charity Sonia smiled and said if she had time she’d try to find the last comic but it might be a lot easier just to get the movie and maybe that would help getting Nina from A to B as well, because her kids always stopped shouting in the car when she put a movie on. And Nina was so excited and couldn’t speak but really it was because Nina was scared to travel in a car after the ambulance experience. But Nina was just so excited to hear the end of Dorothy’s epic tale that Nina kissed Comrade Charity Sonia but this was not appropriate. Nina got the hole feeling again when Charity Sonia made Nina let go of her hand and went to leave.

Charity Sonia said, I forgot to say, can you lock yourself in? Can you do it now with the keys, as a test. Not that anyone’s coming to get you, no don’t think that, it’s just everyone does this. I know you’re afraid of locked doors but you have the key. I just want to see that you know how to do that, Nina. I’ve got a set too, just in case.

Nina was on one side of the door and Charity Sonia was on the other and Nina turned the key like the instructions and then Charity Sonia’s shadow was in the glass and she was saying, It’s OK, see, I’m still here, you’ve got my number on that phone I gave you, just call me if you need me.

This means Nina must be brave and use a telephone. It does not give electric shocks and make your grey matter boil. And Nina is not to be scared of Comrade Chen because he was a liar and his world is now upside down because there is a warrant out for his arrest by the Pigs who are called Police. And he will get his just desserts and in time Nina will come to forgive him.

Nina must add more to the list.


You are not lonely you are just alone and this is normal for people in Freedom.

Learn how to be with no people in any other rooms, apart from through the walls. These are neighbours and some are sick and some are vulnerable adults so it is best if Nina does not knock again.

Learn to focus on things further away than the walls.

There are no spies poisoning the food.

Nina has to study people so they don’t think Nina has learning difficulties.



Things Nina has learned:

Today is the thirtieth of September. The sun is high and London has never been destroyed by nuclear bombs. A new President has just gone to make a war against everything that causes terror. A new kind of dog has been invented that doesn’t make people allergic and a new kind of dinosaur has been discovered in Wales. A mother in a bikini with a flawed body has inspired forty thousand other mothers with flawed bodies to share them with strangers on a thing called On Line and there are newspapers that are free on every doorstep. Nina is twenty-eight years old and this is Nina’s second day of freedom because the last week was just processing and when you can’t cry and you talk about yourself like someone else this is called dissociation and this is also a natural reaction to the horror you must have experienced.

Freedom has so many smells that Nina might be sick with joy or just sick. Freedom is very noisy and a bit blurry. Nina does not know what to eat because the food of Sanctuary smells strange and in plastic. Nina should not be writing because it means Nina is habituated to self-interrogation.

Nina has to practise saying I. And not rubbing it out.

I am Nina. Nina is I.

Communism does not exist any more and will never come back.

Start sentences with I all the time. Put yourself first.

It is going to take Nina a lifetime to turn all the words round and Nina had twenty-eight years robbed from me.

I, I, I, I.

Me, me, me, me, me.

—

I have many missing days to write about. On the day before the Charity House and after Nina’s lost Hospital days Charity Sonia tried to make me go to the place with the sign that said Park House Women’s Hostel and Charity Sonia was very confused why I was hyperventilating and staring at Nina’s feet and shivering and saying, Nina doesn’t want to go to Park House Women’s Hostel or back to the Hospital, ever.

Erase. Start again.

Staring at MY feet and shivering and saying, Nina doesn’t want to.

Erase.

I don’t want.

It is too hard to write I and My. Nina can’t do it. I is all about the self and the self was banished and Nina has to get a self first.

Nina will go back to writing Nina and start before the experiment at the Park House Women’s Hostel. Start again with the car experiment.

Nina had been taken away from Hospital inside a car for the first time and it was different from an ambulance and a police van, like happened on the lost days. A normal car is not there to destroy the planet like Comrade Ruth said, instead it is like a room with a door for each person and everyone has to watch a window at the front. You can’t see the wheels moving inside and can only hear a rumbling and if you open your door to try to touch the earth it is very dangerous and you are not to try that again, ever.

A discovery was made, it is also dangerous to put Nina’s head between the knees to stop being attacked by panic because Nina is a full-grown woman and quite big and must keep her seatbelt on. Charity Sonia stopped the car because Nina had to vomit on a hard shoulder. She held Nina’s hair back and asked what Nina had eaten today because it was just slime and Nina told her five sugar lumps from the Hospital because the smell of the new things called bacon and porridge made Nina sick. But Nina knew the exact number of sugar lumps because Comrade Chen used to make Nina write down everything Nina had to eat and that was when Nina had to be called The Project.

Charity Sonia had emotions in her face and she said, Wait, my God, is that all you’ve eaten in the Hospital? And then she shook her head and muttered about nurses and doctors.

Then Nina’s head was spinning with the noise of wheels, then Nina was told to open the eyes because Charity Sonia had stopped at the Park House Women’s Hostel and this was the first place in Freedom that Nina was supposed to live in. It had a rainbow picture drawn by a child on the glass and a fascist man behind it with a shirt that was called Security.

Charity Sonia said it was safe here and a lovely friendly place for Nina to relax after all the trauma of Nina’s escape and she said there were many women just like Nina but it smelled of too many perfumes and bleach and strange food and sweat and the women weren’t like Nina at all. One had long curly hair and a jumper covered with badges and kept calling Nina Love and touching Nina’s arm. The badge woman tried to take Nina by the hand and showed Nina a room with three beds in it, but Nina shouted Nina didn’t want to go in because it was like the time Nina and Comrades Ruth and Uma and Zana were in the same little room. There were two women in the room who had dark sheets over their heads with eyeholes cut out and the badge woman was smiling and stroking Nina’s arm and she said, This is a Refuge, Love, everyone here is in the same boat. And she whispered to Charity Sonia, Does she have any specific cultural needs?

Nina looked at the women with sheets on heads and was scared and said, This place is not safe. Such women have false consciousness.

The badge woman’s smile changed to teeth and her eyes were very tight.

Nina pointed at the sheet women and said, They oppress all women and are the whores of religion.

The badge woman said, Well, I wouldn’t use words like that. And she said to Charity Sonia, Is she in shock, has she been assessed? Then she whispered, Is she violent? The women with sheet eyes were staring at Nina and gripping each other and in the corridor there were little slave children believers in God on the stairs, all staring scared-eyed at Nina, so the badge woman led Nina back to the place called Office. Inside there were pictures on the walls of women with cut and blooded faces with numbers underneath the same as at the Pig Office. Nina tugged free and ran but the door was locked. So Nina hit the glass and it cracked.

The badge woman kept saying, OK, OK, calm down, calm down, and she said to Charity Sonia that maybe this wasn’t going to be the best option just yet and she said the words Health and Mental and Nina knows that when women whisper like that it is always about you.

Charity Sonia took Nina back to the car and Nina asked if she could drive back to the Collective, please, because Freedom was a mistake. Charity Sonia spoke to other people with a machine in her ear and asked Nina to hug Nina’s knees and just breathe, please just breathe, and she drove round bends with many lights so as to make Nina fall against her then the other side against the door. She said the name of the man nailed on the wood and said, I’m sorry, Nina, but we have to take you back to Hospital, there’s nowhere else tonight. But Nina doesn’t want to go to the Hospital, Nina wants to go back to the time when every day was the same and Nina was little and was still called The Project.


Jotter #67   2002

The Project watched how to fold the piece of paper, in one way then the other, then turn it round and fold it again. When you do this twenty times it is like the revolution, Comrade Uma said. You start from the blank page and then with science and care a thing of perfection is born. Comrade Uma held it up for The Project to see and it was very pretty and called a swan and this was origami and it was a great art form from the far-off land of our great helmsman.

The Project asked, Why do swans exist? And Comrade Uma smiled and said, Why didn’t you ask instead, Can you teach me how to do it or Can I play with it? Like a normal child would. Then Comrade Uma became thoughtful and said, You’ve never seen a swan have you, petal? No, I suppose you haven’t.

Why? The Project asked.

Comrade Uma said, Well, they live in parks with water and trees and we can’t see any trees from up here and some might still exist out there but I doubt it. Mostly, they were all destroyed.

And The Project didn’t know why Comrade Uma looked away and she had eye bags from night patrol.

The Project asked Comrade Uma if the thing growing upwards from the window gutter was a bird tree and The Project was told it was just a big weed from a flying seed and the mind is like a garden that must be weeded every day. Then Comrade Uma sighed and said, There used to be lots of trees, banana trees, coconut trees, apple trees, lemon trees. And she showed a picture that had not been burned because it had been saved inside my favourite National Geographic which is falling apart.

The Project was told these things were once food. But the fascists killed the trees and burned the land and made the skies dark, because The Project has seen many pictures of nuclear bombs and people turned into shadows by radiation on a wall and then all the birds died then everyone starved apart from some survivors and that is why we live like this now.

The Project asked, But why do the fascists still live out there?

And Comrade Uma said, It is the only world they know, they have become used to selfishness and suffering.

The Project said, But why can’t we help them and teach them the answer?

And Comrade Uma said, They wouldn’t listen. Sometimes it is kinder to let people live within their lie.

The Project said, But Why?

Comrade Uma smiled and ruffled The Project’s hair and she said she wanted to hug The Project tight but such actions are banned after Comrade Jeni hugged The Project too many times and into her big chest with her long red hair because this is too hippie and we are not a free love Collective, so Comrade Uma didn’t hug and instead she called The Project the Why-child.

The Project said, Why?

Because other children only ever want to play and The Project only ever wants to ask Why, why, why. That’s why. Then Comrade Uma said, but maybe The Project would never play with children now because The Project was nearly taller than Comrade Uma and soon becoming a woman and the world is a terrible place for women. The Project stared at her chest rising and asked, Why was it so bad for women?

The Project saw Comrade Uma was being made sad so The Project said, OK, tell me again how you escaped from oppression and Comrade Chen hid you in his great heart and we came to be the chosen number?

Comrade Uma smiled and said, But you know that story so well now, why don’t you write it down in your diary. And do it tomorrow because you must be sleepy. Shh now, time for sleep.

The Project said, But The Project doesn’t want to sleep.

Comrade Uma breathed and said, Why do you never sleep?

And The Project laughed, Why, why, why. See, you said it too!

Comrade Uma tickled The Project and said Oh you!

Comrade Uma is the best teacher of writing and the world and The Project likes her most because she is so small and round like a Munchkin of Oz and has many grey hairs because of the sufferings of mankind. But we are not supposed to like people best or be best at anything because then it makes someone else the worst and then the cycle of inequality will start again and people will burn. I wanted to have Comrade Uma as my only teacher but then Comrade Jeni accused Comrade Uma of going behind backs and favouritism and the committee argued. So now Comrade Uma only comes to my little attic room under the dirty roof one time a week even though the other Comrades forget to teach me at all.

When the lesson was done The Project said, can you show me again how to make a paper swan? Please, please, please. The Project tried five times but they were a useless failure so Uma gave The Project her perfect swan because private property does not exist and jealousy is banned.

I miss Comrades Eli, Tobias and Louise, but Comrade Louise had to leave because she is a Capitalist whore and would not break her ties with her bourgeois children, and so they were erased two years ago.

The Project watched the pigeons through the attic window for a long time. They have made a house of sticks and poop under the gutter which means trees must still exist. There are five of them like there are five of us and I am giving them names. The bigger grey one is Ho. The one with a white fleck is Cornflake. The one with the gnarly foot is Gramsci. The one that makes eggs is called Rosa Luxemburg. The one that is very little and fluffy is called Fluffy.

Four floors is a long way up for their stick house and The Project is worried for the eggs when they are born because one year there was a baby bird and it tried to fly but then it fell straight down and vanished. Then the next day a nasty black bird was eating something on the ground and The Project saw it through the crack in the boards on the kitchen window and it was the fluff and blood and bones of the baby and The Project screamed until Comrade Uma made it all go away.

The Project must never think of this again and now the pigeons do funny dances and I did a copying dance sticking out your head and anus to make the other Comrades laugh. Comrade Ruth never laughs because she is like a Daddy Long Legs and always cross and I had to stop dancing because it made Comrade Jeni giggle and she spilt coffee on seven wasted pamphlets. Comrade Chen didn’t give her a row but took her to the one room with the door and gave her a special teaching with her pants off to remove ideological contaminants. Comrade Chen didn’t give The Project any gold stars today but if The Project stays focused on our great task, The Project will surely earn one tomorrow. The Project can remember no more as this was enough for one day.

Note from Comrade Ruth: We thank The Project for her record. However, she must report her days with greater material clarity, otherwise we cannot judge the effectiveness of the experiment. Other Comrades must also take time to read and to help her erase her incorrect words. This task must be shared equally as must be the photocopying of pamphlets for the next demonstration. Comrade Ruth asks that Comrade Uma stop wasting paper on origami as this is a reactionary pastime from The Four Olds.

Note from Comrade Uma: Comrade Uma apologises but insists the paper was taken from the bin and so we were re-using it. Comrade Uma expresses concern about the safety of the top window which The Project likes to watch birds from. Can we please check the locks? Comrade Uma also asks the indulgence of the Collective to continue to permit The Project to use the attic storeroom as her learning room. May we also whitewash the attic space, as we have with all the other rooms? Comrade Uma also asks that we continue to attempt to erase the memory of the little dead bird which still troubles The Project, as we do in our weekly erasures of her language.

Comrade Jeni was absent from the re-reading, but sent revolutionary greetings in a note via Comrade Uma and asked that The Project stop being such a cheeky little sneak. Comrade Jeni also promised to spend more time teaching The Project and to cease using reactionary feminine words.

Note from Comrade Chen: The Project education rota must be observed and all must share equally. The Project is no longer allowed to sit by the upstairs attic window or to be left unattended while in the toilet. Neither the attic nor the toilet are her private property. The Project must cease using the words my, mine and I as she has been told over many years. Thinking about the self is selfish and is the very crucible of Capitalist oppression.

I tire of repeating this rule: Each and all of us cannot sleep in one room for more than three days and all must move according to the rota to guard against growing attached to one space. I am grateful for Comrade Ruth’s editorial and writing contributions to The Red Flag but must remind all Comrades that we must all equally share in the tasks of cooking, cleaning and collecting food according to the rota. Comrade Uma completes too many of these tasks when others fail and she is not a housewife who is here to cook and scrub while Comrade Ruth writes and Comrade Jeni does the shopping. I must also insist that when inside our four walls every one of us wears the grey cotton clothes and one-size flip-flops at all time as the jeans, T-shirts and feminine things that have been appearing lead to envy and contaminated thoughts.

Finally, Origami is Japanese, not Chinese and is a counter-revolutionary activity which must cease. All praise our Glorious Leader, Mao Zedong, the un-setting sun. We love him more than we do our own lives.

There are yellow sunflowers and red other flowers and rice fields in a lovely soft blue haze. The little people are children. One girl holds a big red fruit and one is holding a thing like a fat cucumber and the girls have ribbons in their hair and they are all so happy with the boys in a circle in the sun and all have their red scarfs and stars on as our Glorious Leader stands in the middle smiling with his hand on the little girl’s shoulder. He holds a piece of paper and The Project thinks he is reading the instructions for the better world to come. The Project has looked at this picture in the eating room all week and gave the children in the picture names and wanted to be the little girl with the satchel who our Glorious Leader is touching.

Comrade Ruth said The Project stares at the picture too long and is avoiding whitewash and floor bleaching duty again. The Project hates Comrade Ruth because she is too skinny with a head shaved like a skull and has no chest and she is always looking down on everyone because she is the tallest and she says Comrade Uma and Comrade Jeni teach The Project frivolous feminine things.

The Project has to leave my window and is not to watch those other children playing in their back garden either. They are far away and smaller than a pigeon, over two walls of distance, and The Project can only see their heads when they jump and try to catch the ball. The Project tries very hard not to imagine herself catching it and to not give the children names because names are signs of slave ownership. With the window up as far as it goes The Project can hear them running and there was a song and a slapping noise and a bit of rope in a circle above the wall so they were being trained to whip the slaves. They are cruel because they laugh at suffering and if The Project ever went outside I would be given a lynching because I have seen it in the other National Geographic with the grey pictures.

The Project helped paint the attic room to make it whiter again and had to take all the books off the shelves. The Project asked why weren’t there more for The Project’s Great Learning and Comrade Uma said the two National Geographics and Core Maths and the A to Z and The Wizard of Oz were all the Comrades could save from the Nuclear War in such a hurry and these are the last books in all the world now apart from Capital and the Little Red Book of our Great Helmsman which The Project is old enough to read now and to ask for nothing else.

The Project made my own scarf from an old red towel and wore it for two days. Comrade Ruth took it away and said, Stop showing off and go and wash the rice and look out for mouse poo because mouse poo tastes very bitter when you cook it in the rice and it is planted there by fascist saboteurs. I don’t know how they get into the kitchen at night when there is patrol duty. The Project felt angry and dreamed of choking Comrade Ruth but only Comrade Chen has the power to do this.

The Project ran round rooms two, three and five then a cloud burst outside and The Project was scared at the boarded-up window at the bottom and sad that man has made the radiation fall from the sky like bleach which you are never to drink.

Comrade Chen gave a beautiful speech at the dinner circle. He has listened to the requests for a new washing machine and more muesli. He announced that Comrade Ruth found some feminine scented soap in the bathroom and the guilty party will come forward and he warned again against Comrades who crave nice things. He said be patient, there are only grey things in the world right now but when Year Zero comes the trees will burst forth again and the flowers bloom in colours never seen before with more radiant smells and everyone will have the most perfect things like in the picture of the children and they will not want for anything else or compete with each other for possessions or status. But until then we must live with mouse poo rice for the sake of the billions who have none.

He placed his hands on each of our heads and said, Women know more than anyone the burden of exploitation. To give love and in return to be disposed of when your shell has been emptied. It is for the hope of the first fully free woman that we make our sacrifices. And he gave me his special smile. These words of Comrade Chen fill us with tears of joy. I love the curly hairs in his eyebrows and his chin. Comrade Uma always cries but I don’t because I am The Project and I have new kinds of emotions.

Comrade Chen said he will read The Project’s full report later as all Comrades are busy with preparations for the anti-war demonstration and the push for new recruits. He stroked The Project’s head and said, You young people, full of vigour and vitality, are like the sun at eight in the morning. You will purge the old of their errors and build the better world. He makes me feel very special and I want to kiss him.

Comrade Zana has green hair and painted eyes and arm pictures and smells of the smoke of the burning beyond. She came from the demonstration to the Collective and needs help. She has a strong proletarian accent and will be living with us now because the fascists tried to kill her through her veins. Comrade Ruth offered to shower Comrade Zana and cut her hair to remove all contagion but Comrade Zana said she could manage by herself, thank you very much. She has paint on her fingernails and dirt and shivers because she has been sleeping on the contaminated streets. The Project watched her shower and told her we have to share everything, like air and water and looking because there are no private possessions here.

She has wounds in her arms where she escaped from slavery and the codes of her masters are branded in pictures of animals on her skin. She made me feel dizzy and dirty inside. She has metal hoops in the pinks of her breasts and one through her nose and six in her ears.

Comrade Ruth gave her some of our shared grey clothes and we watched her change and Comrade Ruth took her old clothes away for burning. She was wearing jeans made by a counter-revolutionary and the patch of his name had an H and an M. Also destroyed were banned things from her pockets, paper sticks to burn in the mouth of addicts, paints for the face and a bottle of feminine smell.

We must erase that we have seen them.

After wearing our T-shirt and boots Comrade Zana talked to The Project and Comrade Ruth about how Comrade Chen saved her life. She said he is the kindest, wisest man ever. She said she was with a group of anarchists before and they wanted to save the planet by throwing Molotovs and this is petrol in a bottle and petrol is what makes cars go and it comes from under the sea.

Zana said, you don’t half ask a lot of funny questions then said, anyway she gave these fuckers her money to buy petrol but they ran away to buy some smacks instead. She wept and said Comrade Chen found her and gave her food and promised her shelter. She said, I want to learn, he’s right, how can we change the world if it’s rotting inside us, right, right? We have to get rid of the evil that’s in here first, right?

She hugged us both and we forgave her because she has yet to be re-educated about emotions. Plus I said we are the ones chosen to free the world so she shouldn’t be so twitchy. She said it was maybe the cold turkey she had eaten. It is so unfair that Comrade Zana gets to eat such things because we hardly even get chicken but we are not to be jealous. Then we women had to hold hands and put our differences aside and Comrade Zana became at one with us.

The Project is looking forward to giving Comrade Zana the lesson about contamination. The Project will tell her why we must paint all the floors and walls white and never move the boards from the windows on the bottom floor in case fascists spy inside. And why we must never move the big white blinds from the windows on floors two and three and never peek out because they keep radiation away, and how the window boards and blinds keep heat away in summer and cold away in winter and nosy fascists away all the time but if you scrub the white floor too hard the evil Victorian wood sneaks through so you must paint it white again to stop Capitalist contamination. And why we have no doors between us, but try not to walk in when someone is making bowel movements.

Comrade Zana says she totally gets it about every room being white and the tables and chairs and floor all white too and its magic like in that video by John and Yoko called Imagine and then she cried and smiled and shivered at the same time and said maybe it was a bit chilly with so many windows boarded up. And The Project said if Comrade Zana was good she could come to the special little window up top.

We ate rice with the last frozen carrots and The Project had a bowel movement which was not perfect but soft and yellow. The Project feels something churning in my belly. I think the feeling comes when I think of forbidden things that I like, like when I stare hard out of the attic window and magic the tops of human heads to come past.

Comrade Chen gave Comrade Zana her first lesson and told us we must erase the word like from now on, as it leads to dislikes and comparisons and then you end up with inequality and hatred again. He says that The Project uses the word like far too much. The Project feels like saying But I like the word like and I like when Gramsci comes to my window and makes his flapping dance but I didn’t say it because it would be many mistakes in a row. The Project will have to re-educate myself and Comrade Zana too.

Comrade Uma began to sniffle again at the sharing time. Comrade Chen said she had had news of an old friend who died in the guerrilla war in Germany. Afterwards Comrade Ruth muttered that all this crying was just Comrade Uma’s way to get attention from Comrade Chen. The Project is sure this feeling I get when I see her cry is not a banned feeling and that I am feeling a cramp from some bad food even though the food is never bad, as everyone cooks it on the rota and it is always good and always rice.

I confess I was dreaming of boiled chicken and wanting to have my own sleeping room and be alone because of Comrade Zana taking up more space.

The Project must also report that Comrade Zana asked incorrect questions in the corridor. She said, Is it true The Project has really never ever gone to school not even for a single bloody day?

The Project nodded.

Did The Project know what MTV was? Or Top of the Pops or Radio One? Or boyfriends? Or booze?

The Project felt very ignorant and hot in the face.

Comrade Zana said, No shit? God, No, that’s not what I meant. You’re so lucky. So, so lucky.

Then The Project was confused about my name because Comrade Zana said, Why do they call you The Project anyway? That’s really weird. She said Ruth told her that the reason I was called The Project was because I was like this test to prove that a child kept free from inherited prejudices of History would grow up to be an improved kind of human. She said that was fucking mental.

The Project asked Comrade Zana what her life was an experiment to prove.

She laughed and she said, I’m test-tube fuck-up man, experiment in nothingness. Then she said, Weird though that they never, like, gave you a name.

The Project said, Why? And she said, Well, maybe you’re the only person in the whole world without one. See you’re lucky again twice!

The Project went to my thinking corner and there are other people who are called The Something. Glinda is called The Good Witch of the North and The Queen is called The Queen. But I am not a Witch and Comrade Chen says all royalty must be beheaded. If we are all the same in the Collective then I should have a name too. It makes my belly hurt because Comrade Ruth said Witches is a name men use to oppress women and Comrade Uma said I am called The Project because I started off like a blank page but if I wanted she could call me Swan or something as a nickname but I said this was counter-revolutionary and silly.

There is no self-criticism this week because the fascists contaminated the rice and now everyone uses too much toilet paper so we have to use newspaper but not look at the stories because they are all Capitalist propaganda. I accidentally stared at one page of a woman near some water with breasts even bigger than Comrade Jeni and a very white smile and long long hair like Comrade Jeni too, but not red. The picture made me look at my face in the toilet bowl water and make comparisons. I also confess to kissing my own arm till I was dizzy in the communal bathroom and thinking about someone just like my shadow but a boy.

I said my whispers in my bed and taught Comrade Zana the right words. She is ignorant like the masses but new so she won’t be hit with the ruler yet. I told her, We have eradicated greed, sexism, racial inequality, mouse poo and murder and soon these words will cease to have any meaning. We are all broken shards from many imperialist wars and Comrade Chen has brought us together to make a vessel to hold the pure water of revolution. All praise Comrade Chen. She repeated it after me and slept on the floor next to Comrade Uma. The Project had the bad dream about the baby bird again but I am not to wake the Comrades ever, so I made myself think of the picture of the smiling children and the Glorious Leader. I want to go into his picture and be the first to read his great plan for us all.

The Project thought it had come as punishment because I had wrong head pictures and thinking I too many times. It was a thing of black blood and it kept coming like beatings of the ruler but from the hole that is in me. The Project ran with it on newspaper to Comrade Uma in the kitchen and Comrade Uma screamed.

Comrade Uma told The Project I was not going to die and said that it was normal and was very surprised that no one had warned The Project that this is part of the monthly oppression of women.

The Project tried to give the newspaper to Comrade Uma because there was more dripping out and Comrade Uma yelled, I don’t want it, keep it yourself and for God sake cover your privates.

The Project let her lead me back to the toilet with a tea towel and The Project asked, Why are they called that? Is it because they’re private property?

Comrade Uma made me stand in the shower and she said, Well, I shouldn’t have said that and it’s not a hole either, it’s your vagina, that’s the correct name.

The Project showed Comrade Uma that blood was still coming and pain and was confused and asked, You said keep it to yourself but that’s not allowed.

Comrade Uma pushed the hand of blood away and ran water and muttered about other people and responsibility. The Project said, But is this my own thing?

Comrade Uma sighed and said, Do your eyeballs belong to you?

And The Project said, Yes.

And your belly?

The Project told her Yes, but the food belongs to everyone and it goes in the belly, so that means the belly is stealing communal property and making it private, like the capitalists do, but blood starts inside, so it must be private to start with.

Comrade Uma rubbed The Project roughly all over with the grey towel and said, Well you can’t share your vagina with anyone else can you? Like you can’t share your eyes. And don’t ever let anyone else touch you down there without your permission.

The Project said, So the blood and the vagina, they’re mine?

Comrade Uma hummed Yes and went into a basket and took out a bag of things.

The Project said, But, we really aren’t allowed private things because Comrade Ruth said the personal is political.

Comrade Uma said, Well, this is different. Now put on those clean underpants and I’ll show you how to put on a pad.

It was a good education and The Project is now very pleased to no longer be a girl but one of the oppressed sisterhood of the world. The Project also learned that when a pad is done it is still private property and has to be hidden in the bin and not down the shared toilet. The Project has some questions to do with vomit and tears and nose bits because they all come from inside too and The Project had no idea that there was so much private property in the Collective and will have to ask Comrade Chen. To calm down The Project practised making swans again but only managed a paper pigeon because there were too many folds and my nails were dirty.

Comrade Chen reminded all that we must keep our eyes wide open even when we sleep for the enemy is within. Comrade Zana didn’t sleep and was shivering loudly and this is called withdrawal, so she had to go to Comrade Chen’s room in the night for special teaching.

Comrade Zana cannot make it to the analysis of The Project’s diary. Comrade Zana is being cared for by Comrade Chen and sends Revolutionary greetings.

Notes from Comrade Uma: It is with some alarm that Comrade Uma reports that through the process of child-rearing by rota, we have all passed the buck to each other on educating The Project about menstruation, basic feminine hygiene and anatomy. Comrade Uma requests funds to purchase a simple functional training bra for The Project. This will be without frills or padding. The Project also needs more exercise and sunlight. Can we please open the window blinds on the third floor. The Project is old enough to see the front streets now. Comrade Uma also proposes that The Project join in on the trips beyond for supplies. It is perhaps time to socialise her to deal with some aspects of the outside. Exclusion from such activities indicates favouritism. The Project does not participate with the tasks of shopping and selling The Red Flag and being left alone is making her regress. She is not a child any more. The Project should also be registered with the DSS so we can claim benefits in her name in due course.

Notes from Comrade Ruth: Comrade Ruth absolutely opposes the introduction of this bra, we all know it is a symbol of female subjugation. Comrade Ruth warned from the start that The Project had to be raised gender neutral but Comrades Uma and Jeni, through ideological laziness, have allowed this mess to develop. Comrade Ruth suspects a leak is responsible for the sudden appearance of all these trappings of bourgeois femininity. To
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Nina X is twenty-eight years old.

She has no idea what the
outside world s like.

Nina X has a lot to learn.
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