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I’m five

We visit my parent’s friends

I’m left alone with a teenage boy

Their son, for hours, 

Behind a closed door

I tell my mother I don’t want to go back

But she doesn’t understand

So we go back again. And again. And again.

I’m five

And I don’t know why 

No one listened

I’m fourteen

I line up to go into a Blue Light Disco

A boy in the line says: 

‘Girls in short skirts are asking for it’

He’s repeating what he’s heard at home

I panic and call my mother to pick me up

I don’t even go inside

I’m fourteen

My father refuses to go to family counseling

To discuss my suicide attempts 

Because he says it’s just a chance

To attack him

And anyway it’s just a

‘Storm in a teacup’

I’m fourteen

And I learn that sluts 

Don’t deserve help

I’m sixteen

I have my first boyfriend 

I’m terrified of having a penis near me

That he will hurt me

I have nightmares about the man who abused me

I tell my psychiatrist 

And he tells my mother

That it’s all in my head

And nothing really happened

I’m sixteen

And I don’t know why 

No one believed me

I’m nineteen

I’m fooling around with my boyfriend

I tell him I don’t want to

But he does it anyway

He doesn’t understand why I’m crying

He thought I was just being coy

I didn’t break up with him for 

Another two years

I’m nineteen

And I learn that when I say no

No one listens

I’m twenty-nine

I’m on a bus in LA

I’m reading a book and wearing headphones

A man sits next to me and starts to chat

He tells me I’m beautiful

Tells me what he’d do to me if he were my boyfriend

For an hour 

When it’s my stop I get up

And walk past him 

He follows me off the bus

He walks with me down the street

Says his place is just around the corner

I can hardly breathe

I ask him for his number and say I’ll call him

Once I’ve done my errands

He smiles and agrees

It takes everything I have

Not to run


I’m twenty-nine

I can put up walls around myself

But I will never be safe from a man

Who feels entitled.
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I Don’t Hate Men

I don’t hate men,

Although I have good reason to

I don’t hate men

But I don’t trust them

When I’m the only woman

In a room full of men

When they’ve been drinking

I wait for my boundaries to be crossed

I wait for my protest to be minimised

Or ignored

‘It’s just a hug love’

‘No need to get upset’

‘I wasn’t even doing anything’

‘You can’t change your mind now’

But I don’t hate men.
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-after Del Kathryn Barton exhibition at National Gallery of Victoria, December 2017

Cunts and tits

cunts and tits and dicks 

the dicks get their own room.

They’re more extreme, more sexual

than any number of cunts and tits

we’ve all seen so many cunts and tits

we don’t even blink 

but a sculpture of a dick

well fuck; that’s obscene

women’s bodies are for consuming

consuming themselves

vessels for filling with narratives 

virgin, mother, crone, whore

Stick a flower over your face

an orchid or something

it looks like a cunt then

you’re all cunt, built to receive

women don’t actually want sex

don’t have needs or desires

gatekeepers of their cunts

keep the dicks out

but don’t be a tease or a prude

your face is for fucking

your cunt is for fucking

your ass is for fucking

but don’t enjoy it 

you are secondary

cunts and tits everywhere 

they don’t deserve their own room.
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Art by Peter, at Hawthorn Artists Society

That Kind of Woman

I’m at a market with my sister

I pick up a necklace 

With Frida Kahlo’s face on it.

I put it back on the display wrong

My sister turns to me, smiling, and asks:

“What are you doing?”

“Destroying the joint,” I reply,

“I’ve been warned about women like you,”

It’s hot. I’m in a line 

Waiting for a ride

In an amusement park in Holland.

A child in front of me turns to his friend, 

He’s restless and excited,

His face aglow with illicit glee,

He’s speaking German and pointing

At the dark, plentiful hair he sees

Underneath my arms.

Each morning I paint on my face

So I can go unremarked upon in the world.

I put on a costume, one that says:

“Nothing to see here.”

I perform your gender stereotypes

Your standards of beauty

Yet a man at a tram stop tells me

“Your features are all wrong.”

And sometimes I don’t want to be

Wish I didn’t have to be

I want to bare my chest on a beach

I want to earn as much as the next man

And grow old disgracefully

And have worth beyond fuckability.

I want to come home to a man

Who will love me because of, 

Not in spite of, the fact

I am that kind of woman.
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Art by Lynton, Diamond Valley Arts Society
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