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From the editors
We present to you, dear Readers, the first issue of Woman Vibe Ma-
gazine. Magazines that, completely independent of the dictates of 
the advertising market, are designed to promote everything that is 
best for you. Our goal is to build a space that will be free from any 
discrimination, and at the same time focused on shaping new tastes 
in accordance with such trends as body, age  and place positive. 

WVM is also a place where each of you will have a chance to appear 
on the cover, publish an article or a photo report. We break with all 
artificial barriers and glass ceilings that have not allowed you and your 
talents to fully bloom. We also intend to support all social and charity 
campaigns that will help you deal with so many problems that plague 
the world of women. Above all, however, we want to create a unique 
model of femininity, which is available and universally available to 
each of you - this is the title Woman Vibe - that is, living in accordance 
with your natural female energy and rhythm. We want to build a new, 
much better arranged and friendly world around this value that resi-
des in each of you.

Klaudiusz Wiśniewski
Publisher & Editor:

Woman Vibe Magazine, 
My Dances Magazine 

& Nasze Regionalne.com
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MAMY PLAN, ABY POKAZAĆ ŚWIATU CZYM 
JEST PRAWDZIWE WOMAN VIBE! ŻYCIE PEŁ-
NE PASJI, GORĄCYCH I NIE RAZ SENSUAL-
NYCH RYTMÓW. ŻYCIE W ZGODZIE Z BICIEM 
SERCA. ZDALA OD TYRANII SAMOKRYTYKI 
I ZEWNĘTRZNYCH KRZYWDZĄCYCH OCEN. 
TO STYL ŻYCIA, KTÓRY CZYNI KOBIETY 
PRAWDZIWIE WOLNYMI I NIEZALEŻNYMI. 
A PRZY TYM GOTOWYMI, ABY PODBIJAĆ 
ŚWIAT W ZGODZIE  Z WARTOŚCIAMI, 
W KTÓRE WIERZĄ! 

Pozytywna kobieca energia ma moc 
zmieniania świata na lepsze! Już czas, aby 

obudzić ją z uśpienia!

COVIDS, LOCKDOWNS, WARS AND OTHER CIVILIZA-
TION PLAGUES DO NOT FEAR WOMEN! MANY OF US 
SUFFERED A LOT, BUT WE FACED OURSELVES 
WITH CHALLENGES AND WE ARE STRONGER! 
ON THE PAGES OF WOMAN VIBE MAGAZINE WE 
WANT TO APPRECIATE YOU FOR IT!

HOPE IS               
A WOMAN!

WVM INTERNATIONAL
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Many days, many years, the time teaches 
us the sunniness, it will tangle the roads, 

confuse the truths before it separates the 
grain from the grass. You’re defending 

yourself, sowing the wind, you think ‘I am 
so young’, the time has been teaching us 
the sunniness, for years, yes for years ... 
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The song Time teaches us the sunniness performed 
by Grażyna Łobaszewska and Stanisław Sojka

WVM INTERNATIONAL

EMILIA
FURMAN
Emilia Furman is one of the first women 
to become an inspiration for the creation 
of the journal Woman Vibe Magazine. She 
is also one of the first persons who have 
always believed in us, supported us and 
poured hope into the heart of our editorial 
office. In an interview with Katarzyna 
Jastrzębska we will get to know the secret 
of her life full of passion and hope, growing 
stronger even in the face of difficulties and 
problems.

Katarzyna Jastrzębska: I’m very happy that 
in the hottest period of the year, just befo-
re the Women’s Festival, I have managed to 
meet you and ask you a few questions. Thank 
you so much for treating the additional task 
at this time as another challenge. When I saw 
your photos in front of the Monument to the 
Discoverers for the first time, I knew that I 
would start our interview with it. I associate 
your unending optimism and energy with the 
explorers of that period like Henryk Żeglarz 
or Christopher Columbus, who whether it 
was good or bad weather sailed to broaden 
their and others’ horizons. You have already 
inspired so many people to ZUMBA, dance 
and fitness. You organize huge dance events. 
How do you do that? What drives you?

Emilia Fruman: Thank you for the kind words. 
Let me start by saying that we discover the 
world from the very first days of our life.

PHOT.: ARCH. PRYWATNE E. FURMAN In the background the Monument to the 
Discoverers (Padrão dos Descobrimentos) - a monument, located in the Lis-
bon district of Belém. It presents important figures from the period of great 
geographical discoveries, both sailors and scientists and missionaries. These 
include Henryk Żeglarz, Vasco da Gama, Ferdinand Magellan. (Source: Wiki-
pedia)

Lady Hope in interview with Kasia Jastrzebska, ,

PHOT.: AGATA ŁUDZIK @PHOTOZUMBA.POLAND
A photo taken during the Women’s Festival - ZUMBA Marathon, organized 
for many years by Emilia Furman. It is one of the largest dance and fitness 
events in Poland.
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Who we meet on our way is extremely important. 
The first inspiration in my life were my parents who 
showed with their hard work that you can achieve 
anything if you really want to! They’ve always sup-
ported me in my life challenges and it’s remained 
so until today. When you come to ZUMBA Fitness, 
it doesn’t matter how big an army of support you 
have behind your back. It can therefore be conc-
luded that the Monument to the Discoverers is our 
whole ZUMBA family! It is this family that drives us 
to act and gives us the strength to overcome eve-
rything. It also allows us to believe in ourselves.
I wasn’t always like this. In the past public perfor-
mances filled me with enormous stress and I couldn’t 
often present all of my skills in public due to stage 
fright. My mother used to brew herbs for me in my 
teenage years but they didn’t help much. Then, the 
day came when my good spirit was found, like a gu-
ardian angel, and I happen to believe that everyone 
has their Guardian Angel, and everything changed. 
My friend Daria Kełpińska told me to organize my 
first event. I didn’t believe in my abilities then, but 
she just said ‘You can do it!’ This is how my adven-
ture with the organization of marathons began; eve-
ry day I try to make them better and better, and the 
guests who arrive for them are excellent instructors 
from abroad.

K. J.  In one of the posts from your trip to 
Lisbon you wrote that life is not fair, some-
times we have it uphill and the proverbial 
‘escalator’ is not always turned on, let alo-
ne at our beck and call. Faced with isola-
tion and lockdown, many people gave up, 
which is otherwise understandable. How 
was it for you? What were your thoughts 
concerning the organization of the ZUMBA 
Marathons and, before that, online classes?  
Did you have any inspiration when the see-
mingly reliable ‘escalator’ stopped working 
for us all?

E.F. Honestly, I couldn’t even imagine how I 
could stop! First of all, in this difficult time for 
everyone we had to act quickly and reorgani-
ze everything dynamically. For some people 
life turned upside down! No matter what our 
private sphere is at the moment, we always 
meet at ZUMBA classes. This is a permanent 
element that all fans enter into their weekly 
schedule.



12 13WVM INTERNATIONAL

All days of staying at home, when our 
families had to organize remote work 
for mum, remote work for dad, and 
sometimes at the same time for a few 
children ... each of us needed some-
thing to take their mind off more than 
ever! So I had to give people a substi-
tute for normal ordinary life!

We acted by creating online broad-
casts on a social networking site and 
then operating on the Zoom platform. 
Of course, there were those who 
stopped participating in ZUMBA clas-
ses then, but on the other hand, many 
people dreamed of an hour that wo-
uld bring a meeting, even for a mo-
ment, even online. We also organized 
online marathons; one of them was 
held on the occasion of my 10th an-
niversary as a ZUMBA instructor! 300 
people from all over the world par-
ticipated in it! It was amazing! Even 
though it used to be thought that ac-
tivities like that were not feasible re-
motely, I can safely say that I actually 
felt the presence of people around!
In retrospect I even laugh that if it 
hadn’t been for lockdown, we would 
never have met in such a line-up! 
Usually the instructors are already 
fully booked in advance, otherwise if 
I wanted to organize such a meeting , 
many of them would be at marathons 
or other pre-planned events. It was a 
great day! 

During the lockdown, I organized a 
marathon that everyone had been 
waiting for. At that time I didn’t think 
about any financial profits, the entire 
organization of such an undertaking 
focused on reminding people how in-
spiring and eagerly anticipated such 
events were! Despite the unfavorable 
weather, the mud in which our shoes 
get stuck, people got a substitute of 
normality and a lot of positive ener-
gy for which they had had to wait for 
months being locked in their homes! 
It was by far the best and most wan-
ted event!

K.J. Doesn’t it have to do anything with your family? Your brother To-
masz Leśniak, a chef of the Polish National Football Team, opened 
another restaurant in Krakow, OJO! Miodowa 33 immediately after loc-
kdown. And this was at a time when the HoReCa industry suffered so 
much! What’s your secret?

E.F. For sure it has something to do with our family because, as mentio-
ned so far, our parents taught us to work hard. I owe them a lot because 
I think they raised us wonderfully. They made us all be willing to pursue 
the set goals. We are strong in what we do. All entrepreneurs, especially 
restaurateurs, had ups and downs at that time. My brother didn’t give up 
looking for a solution to stay in the market as much as I did. The entire 
pandemic period was one big fight to stay in the industry. Tomasz Le-
śniak proves that, just like me, you can achieve anything with hard work. 
It is not always easy in life, but it is the adversities that show how strong 
and determined you are in what you do.

WVM INTERNATIONAL

It was a great challenge as I was the 
youngest child. When in primary 
school I was learning how to read, I 
had already needed all those skills 
in a music school long before. I re-
member the time when my mother 
used to stop the bus and serve me 
food while I was going from one 
school to another. In the evening my 
father picked me up. So, my day was 
filled to the brim. However, I did not 
feel hurt; every day I tried to fight for 
myself and learn new things.

My music education lasted for six 
years. I attended the school where 
I learned how to play the violin and 
then the piano (because it was my 
second instrument). It seemed to my 
parents then that everything I had 
been working on for so many years 
was lost. However, it happened quite 
differently. I found out about ZUM-
BA, which was, at first, something 
that allowed me to get into shape 
after pregnancy; I wanted to look at-
tractive, my body changed, and as a 
constantly on the move person chal-
lenging myself, I wanted to do some-
thing about it.

Having taken part in the classes, 
which were not many in Poland at 
that time, I enrolled for the instruc-
tor’s course to (initially) dance with 
my sister Agnieszka at home. And it 
turned out that the sense of rhythm 
I had worked out earlier was extre-
mely useful to me. In the end, I got 
a job in one club, then another, and 
so from a musically educated kid I 
transformed into an instructor. This 
work suited me very well then be-
cause the classes were held in the 
afternoon and in the evenings. At 
that time I didn’t have many classes, 
so I could arrange for my son to be 
looked after by my mother who took 
care of him. Coming back to your 
question about emotions, I have to 
say that I have a lot of examples of 
the participants who come up to 
me after classes, throw themselves 

K.J. You studied at a music school, you come from a musically gifted 
family. And you also sing a lot during ZUMBA Fitness classes! The edi-
tors of Woman Vibe together with My Dances Magazine are running a 
campaign With Dance We’ll Drive Away The Sadness. Do you see the 
positive impact of dancing and singing on the mental condition of parti-
cipants? I have the impression that people change positively after your 
classes, forget about their worries and gradually unblock spiritually 
and emotionally.

E.F. I come from a musical family where sensitivity to music is deeply en-
trenched. It is the music that has shaped me since my early age and given 
me the strength to persevere in what I do up to this day. My parents had 
a band that rehearsed in our home. In those days they were very popular; 
they recorded cassettes and then albums with their hits. Hence, my path 
for six years ran through attending two schools: a primary school and a 
music school.
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around my neck and promise that 
they’ll come more often because they 
do feel great and can’t wait for the next 
ZUMBA. Another example are the pe-
ople who stop taking psychotropic dru-
gs. This is how ZUMBA works! It is also 
great that the participants don’t come 
there just for me; ZUMBA classes are 
social gatherings that also take place 
outside the classroom. People meet in 
their free time, celebrate their birthday 
or other important occasions.

K.J. There is often a lot of grati-
tude in your posts. Why do you 
have such a great need to appre-
ciate other people? And why so 
much kindness towards others?

E.F. I learned gratitude and kindness 
when I managed to set up my big ZUM-
BA family. The participants, especially 
those who visit ZUMBA regularly, help 
each other in difficult times. It happens 
spontaneously. The best example of this 
is the Women’s Festival. In last year’s 
edition the pandemic was a problem. 
This time it was the tenth day of the 
war in Putin-occupied Ukraine. At the 
marathon all the people got involved 
into forming a team in the colors of 
Ukraine, the instructors held a blue and 
yellow flag, and we were all humming a 
song performed in Ukrainian by Khry-
styna Soloviy - „Khto, yak ne ty?”. Again 
(as in the May marathon last year) we 
all felt that the event was very much 
needed to unite, appreciate what we 
have and support Ukraine during the 
ongoing war. There were many tears of 
emotion and the silence that followed 
the piece was extremely meaningful.

I am always grateful to all the partici-
pants for giving me strength, showing 
me values,   and still restoring faith 
that, no matter what, the world of va-
lues   has not died. It lives in us. I can’t 
live without it, this power is amazing! 
Therefore, after something like this, it’s 
simply impossible not to be thankful!

WVM INTERNATIONALThe photos from the ZUMBA Marathons illustrate power of hope and will power more than the words.
 At the top, the ZUMBA Festival on March 5 this year. Below, right, bottom, the ZUMBA Marathon, which 

took place in the fall of 2021.  Below, on the left, one of the first ZUMBA post-drop events. 
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K.J. What I’m very interested in is your story rela-
ted to the beginnings of ZUMBA and the great art 
of combining professional life, numerous journeys, 
and the desire to start a family. Is there a recipe 
for enjoying a healthy and (don’t be afraid of the 
word) happy marriage? My theory is that most rela-
tionships fail because of boredom and stagnation. 
And that what builds the most family ties are de-
finitely new challenges ... And how is it with you?

E.F. As previously mentioned, ZUMBA was initial-
ly supposed to be only a remedy for stress, a relief 
and a way to get back in shape after pregnancy. My 
husband has always believed in me, and so has my 
son, but I don’t think anyone knew at the very be-
ginning how far it would go; being a ‘ZUMBA MOM’ 
means devoting evenings and weekends to ful-
filling my passion at the expense of (let’s face it) 
family life is. When my son was still little, and my 
adventure with ZUMBA started to get going, I wa-
sn’t at home when he was bathing or falling asleep. 
Over time he learned it all, too, and I trust that he 
is now an extremely independent teenager. Many 
women hold a grudge against themselves that if 

they fulfill themselves, they will be bad mothers. 
I don’t think I have to judge myself that way.
I give them a lot of love; whenever they can they go 
with me to various events or marathons. We go on 
a two-week vacation once a year. No matter what, I 
always have time when I am only for them. Nothing 
else matters, it’s me, my husband and my son. We 
feel great together and then we do various things 
– go sightseeing, swimming, talking a lot. Of course, 
for the first few days I fight myself internally ‘What’s 
going on?’ ‘Today without ZUMBA?’ ‘I won’t see my 
participants?’ However, I quickly suppress these 
thoughts and devote myself entirely to my family.
Of course, it wasn’t always like that; my hus-
band used to laugh at me that ZUMBA was first 
in my life, then he was. I think that it is a bit 
like that <laugh>, but we will not prioritize it :)

K.J. Oh, I can’t help but ask about male ambitions. 
How do men feel about you being a professional 
Strong Nation instructor? Have they ever tried to 
keep up with you, or even prove that they are sim-
ply stronger?

WVM INTERNATIONAL
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I often encounter such a situation that muscular 
men who lift weights in the gym come to my classes. 
Looking at me, they don’t really believe that what’s 
going to happen here is a challenge for them. After 
an hour of training, however, they are so tired and 
sweaty that they often admit how much they’ve do-
ubted it. Women who exercise next to them jump, 
kick, and do push-ups even though the pace at first 
seemed unbearable to them.

K. J. Okay, now it’s time to open up! What are your 
dreams? Is there anything you’d like to change? Or 
is there any idea you have in mind worth suppor-
ting and fighting for? I am also asking because the 
ZUMBA Marathons you organize are very often cha-
ritable. And maybe there’s also something you’d 
like to do exclusively for yourself :)

E. F. What are my dreams? I’m actually dreaming abo-
ut an event for several thousand people in Poland! 
Preferably at the Tauron Arena in Krakow. It’d be full 
of people, the music’d be loud and there’d be lots 
of colorful lights! Yeah! I really hope it’ll succeed! I’d 
also like to conduct the classes as long as possible, 
so that my health and strength would allow me to do 
it. I hope that one day I’ll be such an old lady who’ll 
conduct ZUMBA GOLD classes. My participants will 
take part in it, and together we’ll slowly get our feet 
up and dance.

Katarzyna Jastrzębska spoke to Emilia Furman
Translated by Agnieszka Kmak-Obrębska

WVM INTERNATIONAL

Katarzyna Jastrzębska
works in a hospital, but is not a doctor. She has been 
in love with ZUMBA for several years, but is not a dan-
cer. When she first came to class, she wondered if she 
could do it again. Now she asks herself if she would 
ever be able to stop! After her recent successful jour-
nalistic debut in Woman Vibe Magazine she became 
a member of our WVM Editorial Team!

Agnieszka Kmak-Obrębska
a university teacher and a sworn translator of the 
English Language, privately a wife and mother of 
three wonderful children, and a participant of ZUM-
BA classes for a couple of years without which she 
wouldn’t be able to move on
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WHO WILL RECOVER BRIDGES 
LIKE NOT YOU?

FIRST THOUGHT, FILLED BY FEAR, HAS DUBBILITY IN THE 
HEART. WHAT WILL IT BE, HOW DO WE COUNTER THO-
SE OF WOMEN AND CHILDREN RUNNING FROM UKRA-
INE? BECAUSE WE WILL BE FAKE OF NURSERY, KINDER-
GARTENS, WORK PLACES! IT’S NOT TRUE! ON THE GLOBAL 
MARKET THE ONLY WHAT IS MISSING IS HANDS FOR 
WORK! SMART COOPERATION OF POLISH AND UKRA-
INIAN WOMEN IS THE BIGGEST CHANCE FOR THE DEVE-
LOPMENT OF OUR COUNTRY IN AN ECONOMY 4.0 BASED 
ON KNOWLEDGE AND ECONOMY OF COOPERATION! EDI-
TORIAL OF WOMAN VIBE MAGAZINE TOGETHER WITH 
MY DANCES MAGAZINE AND THE MEGA NETWORK OUR 
REGIONAL WANT TO OPEN A GARDEN OF POSSIBILITIES 
IN WHICH YOUR TALENTS WILL BE ABLE TO FLOWER 
FULLY! NO MATTER OF CIRCUMSTANCES, WEATHER OR 
WEATHER!

WVM INTERNATIONAL
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AGENCJA MODELIGNOWA WOMAN VIBE AGENCY 
“The world of fashion and advertising is still dictated by male 
supervisory boards promoting one of the” Photoshop „beau-
ty models. Only a few companies like Dove and Victoria Se-
cret are able to break these trends. Woman Vibe Magazine is 
going to do the same! We create #WVMAgency in which the 
only thing that will be excluded is discrimination! And the 
only condition we set is that you should have what we call 
Woman Vibe - positive female energy! Because it’s her, not 
photoshops and insta filters - that make you truly beautiful! 
 
#WVMAgency will also be a platform for outstanding photo-
graphers, such as: Agata Łudzik, Anna Starkey, Beata Nikono-
row, who have obtained accreditation under the Woman Vibe 
Magazine and the media network Nasz Portale Regionalne. 
 
We also invite make-up artists, stylists, hairdres-
sers, choreographers, fashion designers and all ladies 
who want to co-create new (more human and frien-
dly) standards of beauty without borders with us! „ 
 
We are preparing the premiere of the internet platform 
with your modeling portfolio for July 2022.

#WeCreateBetterPlace #WithoutDiscrimination
#WithoutRacism  #WithoutSexism #WithoutAgeizm 
#JoinToModelsClub #FeelYourWomanVibe
#TogetherWeAreWorthMore

Równolegle trwają prace wdrożeniowe przy paltformie 
szkoleniowej Woman Vibe Academy oraz sklepu wielo-

brandowego Woman Vibe Store. 

Dołącz do WVM Business Club, aby być na bieżąco: 
www.facebook.com/groups/womanvibebusinessclub

WVM INTERNATIONAL
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W CZASACH  NIEPEWNOŚCI I CHAOSU WSPIE-
RAMY I PROMUJEMY KOBIECE BIZNESY TAK, 
ABY MOGŁY WEJŚĆ NA WYŻSZY POZIOM KRA-
JOWY I GLOBALNY - PRZEBIJAJĄC „SZKLANE 
SUFITY” I SZTUCZNIE STAWIANE BARIERY. 
W KONTRZE DO PARTYKULARNYCH RYNKO-
WYCH INTERESÓW I UKŁADÓW TWORZYMY 
PRAWDZIWIE PROKOBIECĄ SPOŁECZNOŚĆ 
OPARTĄ NA WSPÓŁPRACY I EMPATII. NIEZA-
LEŻNIE O CZYM MARZYSZ I DO CZEGO DĄŻYSZ 
- OD DZIŚ JUŻ NIE JESTEŚ SAMA!

Gospodarka 4.0. oparta na wiedzy 
wraz z ekonomią współdzielenia, to 

ekosystem idealny dla rozwoju kobiecej 
przedsiębiorczości! Dlatego XXI wiek

 ma szansę być wiekiem kobiet.

IN TIMES OF UNCERTAINTY AND CHAOS, WE 
SUPPORT AND PROMOTE WOMEN’S BUSINESS. 
WE WANT THEM TO REACH A HIGHER NA-
TIONAL AND GLOBAL LEVEL. AND TO PIERCE 
„GLASS CEILINGS” AND ARTIFICIAL BARRIERS. 
IN THE CONTEXT OF PARTICULAR MARKET 
INTERESTS, WE CREATE A TRULY PRO-FAMILY 
COMMUNITY BASED ON COOPERATION AND 
EMPATHY. REGARDLESS OF WHAT YOU DREAM 
ABOUT AND WHAT YOU STRIVE FOR - FROM 
TODAY YOU ARE NOT ALONE!

Economy 4.0. based on knowledge 
with the sharing economy, it is an ideal 

ecosystem for the development of female 
entrepreneurship! Therefore, the 21st 

century has a chance to be 
the age of women.

WVM INTERNATIONAL

BUSINESS IS 
              A WOMAN!
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You can buy a collection with an amazing secret idea at: www.czuje.pl 
Discover more at:  Instagram@czuje.pl  / @czuje_sklep

Facebook/sklepczuje 

The idea for the # CZUJE® (I feel) and #czujezeodlatuje (I feel it 
flying away) clothing brands was created in 2011. At the beginning, 
our activity was aimed at getting to know the Polish and foreign 
markets. As sisters, we wanted to see the world. From an early age, 
we were interested in Sport, Travel and Business World. It is thanks 
to our interests that the idea for the Clothing Brand # CZUJE® and 
#czujezeodlatuje was born.

#CZUJE® 
FASHION BRAND FROM

ZALEWSKIE
SISTERS 

WVM INTERNATIONAL
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Workshop on proper walking for women „DEFILE” Which will take place 
at @slowfashion 09.07 at 17:00 We have already cooperated at the Cracow 
Fashion Week at True Fashion this time we are doing a workshop for all 
women who want to move beautifully and gracefully, feel confident in 
movement and themselves in ordinary life to admire everyone with their 
beautiful attitude. The duration of the workshop is 2 hours.

HANNA ZALEWSKA AND HER
DÉFILÉ WORKSHOP

IN SLOW FASHION CAFE
Poczuj sie wazna - coaching dla kobiet

WVM INTERNATIONAL

Find more at instagram: 
@_poczuj_sie_wazna @ona_jest_zalewska
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The workshop program includes: Basics of a healthy lifestyle; Femininity 
as a method of working with the body; Relieving stress through a 
proprietary training program; Eastern secrets of skin and hair care; How 
to pose for photos / original techniques of posing models;

HANNA ZALEWSKA AND HER
TECHNIQUES OF ALLE-
VIATING AND RELAXING 

NERVE BLOCKAGES
Poczuj sie wazna - coaching for women
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Experienced: 
 

- A graduate of the Academy of Physical Education 
- Diploma of physical education trainer in the field of winter sports 

- 13 years of cross-country skiing 
- 16 years of experience in the modeling industry 

- Full competences in working in front of the camera, public speaking and 
professional modeling 

You will learn everything you need to maintain health and beauty, harmony 
and success in my workshops.Find more at instagram: 

@_poczuj_sie_wazna @ona_jest_zalewska
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With the help of a well-chosen photo wallpaper, you can visually enlarge or reduce the room, change 
its atmosphere. Thanks to the use of HP Latex technology, our products are highly resistant to we-
ather conditions, UV light, water, abrasion, fading, scratches and other mechanical damage. The prints 
are odorless and do not release any toxic substances, making them completely harmless to humans 
and animals. Full automation of photo wallpaper processing after printing allows us to perfectly trim 
the edges. Wall murals are cut with a table plotter with laser positioning. Thanks to that, the individu-
al panels of the photo wallpaper fit perfectly together.

See more at: https://drukujcyfrowo.info i http://www.ekotapeta24.pl

DrukujCyfrowo.com (Print Digitally) - a long-term partner of dance 
and fitness events, such as the ZUMBA®fitness MARATHON in 
Krakow, has in its assortment exceptional quality photo wallpapers 
that can increase the value of your real estate!

PHOTO WALLPAPERS 
FROM “DRUKUJCYFROWO.COM”

CHANGE THE INTERIORS 
ON PRESTIGIOUS 

WVM INTERNATIONAL
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VITAMIN
SHOT!

Under the supervision of experts from JEDYNYZDROWIE.PL, 
the perfect proportions of ingredients have been develo-
ped: golden turmeric, refreshing lemon, magic ginger, juicy 
orange, healing honey and irreplaceable cayenne pepper. 
This combination means that we are giving you the perfect 
product that will provide you with health and energy for 
the whole day. Our sheet will strengthen your body from 
the inside, which will have a positive effect not only on its 
appearance but also on the improvement of well-being. 
 
Our sheets are cold pressed from 100% natural and fresh 
ingredients using low-speed juicers. We do NOT pasteurize 
!!! We know that pasteurization destroys many vitamins and 
antioxidants valuable for health. Thanks to the cold-pressing 
method, the ingredients of our shot retain all the nutritional 
properties and have 4 times more polyprenols and flavoids 

than those obtained with other methods..

www.witaminowyszot.pl

Shot is a name commonly reserved for alcoholic beverages. It me-
ans „shot” or „injection” and is served in small glasses and drunk 
at a time. Our vitamin shots are the healthiest drink in the world. It 

is an injection of vitamins closed in small bottles, made of 
6 natural ingredients.

DISCOVER 
THE POWER OF

WVM INTERNATIONAL
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A lot of times the phrase “in between” suggests a lack of presence: 
A transition, a movement from one phase to another. Like the wind, 
being “in between” can be nothing but movement itself. But to Ikko 
Yokoyama, being in between is very much a presence. Her version of 
in between is that of a translator, an interlocutor, a bridge.  Yokoyama 
is the lead curator of design and architecture at M+, Hong Kong’s 
newest — and one of the world’s largest — museums of modern and 
contemporary culture.

PARKER YAMASAKI
IKKO YOKOYAMA

ARTIST PROGRAM
The lead curator of design and architechture at M+
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In this role she is able to play with modern design in 
all of its forms, from 1950s rice cookers to contem-
porary video displays. During her April 5 Visiting 
Artist presentation, she moved quickly but delibe-
rately through the chances and choices that led 
her to M+. Yokoyama was born and raised in Japan, 
where she spent her teen years rigorously studying 
the traditional pencil drawing required of Japanese 
art students. From an early age she wanted to be 
an artist, and to get into a good art university me-
ant spending summers, weekends, and holidays in 
the studio. Her persistence paid off with an admit-
tance to Musashino Art University in Tokyo, where 
she found herself “happy to be in University, but a 
little bit lost.” To put it bluntly, Yokoyama was disap-
pointed. She had all of the technical skills to make 
things “better, more precise,” but she harbored do-
ubts. She didn’t feel the autonomy and inspiration 
of creating something from within. “I was a big con-
sumer of culture,” she says, “but I did not feel like I 
was making any decisions myself.” After graduating 
from Musashino, she knew she wanted to continue 
her education. She briefly considered a school in the 
UK, but found it unsuitable after discovering there 
was already a Japanese population there. Yokoyama 
realized then that she wanted a full reset, so she 
fled for a masters program in the absolute solitude 
of Steneby, Sweden, a transition she describes as: 
“From super much to nothing.” 

“I was shocked when I saw the [Steneby] school,” 
she says. “There was no museum, no galleries, the 
input had to come from inside.” She spent three and 
a half years in the Swedish village, a stint that she 
admits she “probably could not do ever again.” The 
Tokyo native had reset, and was ready to move back 
to the city. From Steneby she moved to Stockholm, 
opening up a gallery where she saw a need for one, 

to feature emerging artists. There were museums 
full of fine art and Scandinavian design, but there 
were few places for artists in training, like students.

Meanwhile, she got her third (and final) degree in 
curatorial studies at Konstfack University College of 
Arts, Crafts and Design. That stint led to a decade-
-long position as Head of Exhibition at Konstfack, 
where she started degree exhibitions and design 
competitions, echoing her previous role as a bridge 
between student artists and the working art world. 
As her own accolades grew, so did her ambitions 
for the projects she was helping bring to fruition. In 
2008 she co-founded Editions in Craft, a platform to 
bring artists, designers, and craftspeople together 
to collaborate. This, it seems, is Yokoyama’s calling.

But her recounting of Editions in Craft is running up 
against the presentation’s time limit. She accelera-
tes through slides of brightly colored South African 
beadwork and VR-designed Swedish furniture and 
ad campaigns in Iceland, to bring us, her audience, 
back to Hong Kong. Yokoyama’s department, Design 
and Architecture, opened with an exhibition called 
“Things, Spaces, Interactions,” thematically divided 
into five separate exhibits. It’s a sprawling survey of 
contemporary Asian design from past, present, and 
an imagined future (including an actual sushi bar 
the museum had disassembled, shipped, and reas-
sembled). Time and again, Yokoyama has found a 
way to bring her wide-ranging, far-reaching intere-
sts together, the way a wind carries pollen between 
flowers.

Author: Parker Yamasaki
Illustration by Yajurvi Haritwal.
Source: fnewsmagazine.com
License: CC BY-NC-ND 3.0
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CZASEM DOKONANIE KILKU MIKROKO-
REKT MOŻE PRZYNIEŚĆ NAM MAKSI REZUL-
TATY. ZEBRALIŚMY NAJWAŻNIEJSZE PO-
RADY, TAK ABY DAĆ CI EKSTRAKT WIEDZY 
OD NAJLEPSZYCH EKSPERTÓW. BĘDZIEMY 
CIĘ WSPIERAĆ, ABYŚ MOGŁA CIESZYĆ SIĘ 
ZDROWIEM I ŻYĆ ZGODNIE Z TWOIM NA-
TURALNYM RYTMEM SERCA! 

Niekiedy jedyne czego potrzebujesz, to na 
chwilę się zatrzymać i wsłuchać w to, co 
wspierana tysiącami receptorów intuicja 

powie Ci o potrzebach Twojego 
ciała i umysłu.

WAR IN UKRAINE, WRONG DECISIONS CONCERNING THE 
PROTECTION OF THE PLANET AND CLIMATE, AN ATTACK 
ON THE HEALTH AND LIVES OF WOMEN AS WITH AL-
MOST ANTI ABORTION. OPEN OR CONCEALED DISCRIMI-
NATION OF WOMEN AND SOCIAL MINORITIES. IT ALL 
ALLOWS US TO VERIFY OUR CULTURE AND CHANGE IT .. 
FOR THE WELL-BEING OF MEN AND WOMEN!

WOMEN CREATE
A BETTER (CONTR)

CULTURE

WVM INTERNATIONAL
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On June 25th, a crowd of Chicagoans took to the streets to share their 
anger and disappointment over the recent ruling by the Supreme 
Court to overturn Roe v. Wade. This decision will overturn abortion 
rights in states across the country and will have intense effects on 
the rights of people who can get pregnant across America. 

NATIA SER & TEDDIE BERNARD
CHICAGO PROTEST 

FOR WOMAN RIGHTS
P hotorelation without comments
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Fot. Michał Stepnowski
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Before the protesters marched through the streets, one of the 
organizers of the event shared their thoughts with the crowd. 
“If so fucking important that every single one of you is here 
right now because this is where the power lies. The power lies 
in the people.”

Protesters walked through the streets of Chicago, stalling 
traffic on a busy summer weekend. The route walked through 
several prominent streets including Michigan Avenue, State 
Street, and Columbus Drive.

Right outside SAIC’s 280 building, protesters shut down the 
intersection and highlighted predictions that the SCOTUS ru-
ling will cause people’s deaths.

Jessie Davis, one of the organizers from Rise Up 4 Abortion, 
said, “The recent Supreme Court decision is illegitimate. This 
ruling is illegitimate. We are not going to allow women and 
people, beautiful people across this country, to go without 
abortion. This is a crime. It’s a violation of women’s rights, it’s 
a violation of humanity’s rights. So we’re saying to people, 
we’ve got to be in the streets. We’ve got to basically be saying, 
‘We are not going to allow this society to function unless we 
have the right to an abortion. We are going to put our bodies 
into the gears of this society all over this country.’ No matter 
how difficult it is. It will take courage. We’re talking about non-
-violent mass protest. People in the street, taking their lives 
into their own hands and standing up.”

Teddie Bernard (BFA 2023) is the Comics Editor at F Newsma-
gazine. They have never had a Pepsi.

Author: Teddie Bernard 
Photorelation by: Natia Ser
Source: fnewsmagazine.com
License: CC BY-NC-ND 3.0
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WOMEN’S sexual pleasure has rarely been treated as an appropriate 
subject for economics. Various political theorists have long ruminated 
on the dubiousness of even naming women’s sexual pleasure as though 
it were transhistoric: “Sex-negative” and “sex-critical” feminists 
consider, for instance, to what extent such a thing is even possible 
under white capitalist patriarchy. 

VELINA BAROVA
CLIMATE JUSTICE

FOR WOMEN`S RIGHTS
Kristen R. Ghodsee’s new book about sex under
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The fight to reduce climate-damaging emissions is 
a fight for women’s rights. This conclusion is being 
reached by more and more advocates of both cau-
ses all over the world, including in Bulgaria. On the 
eve of the UN Climate Conference in Glasgow, they 
called for negotiations and policies that give wo-
men a voice and seek solutions to the specific ne-
gative effects that climate change has on them. At 
the Women’s Rights March in Sofia on May 8, 2020, 
among all the bright messages related to the cause, 
one poster stood apart. It crossed the usual boun-
daries of talking about women’s rights and invited 
a broader discussion — “Mother Earth is a part of 
women’s struggle.”

“Perhaps both sides are treated with equal con-
tempt,” the author of the poster said a year and 
a half later. The young activist Darina Kokonova 
explains that through the play on words, she had 
presented the Earth as a mother who gave birth to 
people and takes care of them — like all women 
and mothers. Kokonova had prepared the poster for 
the protests of the youth movement “Fridays for the 
Future of Bulgaria,” part of the international climate 
movement started by Greta Thunberg in 2018.

As a participant in various activist groups, Kokonova 
is involved in many causes. Often, while demonstra-
ting in the street for a cause, she encounters qu-
estions about why she is not protesting for another 
or a third. “I’m protesting!” is her usual and honest 
response. “It is very uncomfortable that people do 
not make the connection between different causes; 
for me, they are parts of a bigger one,” she explains. 
And she feels that this perspective is missing in the 
women’s movements in Bulgaria.

We all come from nature, and we all detach our-
selves from it to some extent, Kokonova reminds us, 
but she believes that women’s connection to nature 
is stronger because of their ancient role in caring for 
children and the home. In 2020, she painted four 
portraits of women from civic movements around 
the world, in honour of their struggles and the do-
mestic work that accompanies them. The portraits 
are painted with charcoal on sheets, with spots of 
colour from all-natural materials that are associated 
with housework — beets, paprika, turmeric, baking 
soda, spinach. She noted:

“Women are often the first to see the negative ef-
fects of climate change because they work with the 
soil and are dependent on it, especially outside 
cities.”

A woman’s perspective

Women’s rights are strongly linked to climate justi-
ce, Rada Elenkova of the Bulgarian Women’s Fund 
said. “Climate change affects women to a great 
extent, depriving them of their rights and access to 
resources.” And these are just some of the speci-
fic consequences of climate change: “Poverty, both 
in Bulgaria and worldwide, is feminised — a much 
larger part of the poor population are women. This 
deprives them of access to information and adequ-
ate solutions for their health and protection of their 
rights.” Women and families headed by women are 
more likely to live in unsuitable low-value housing, 
making them vulnerable to floods, storms, earthqu-
akes and landslides, according to “General Recom-
mendation No. 37 on Gender-related dimensions 
of disaster risk reduction in the context of climate 
change,” published by the Convention on the Eli-
mination of All Forms of Discrimination against Wo-
men (CEDAW) in 2018. According to the UN, “80% 
of people displaced by climate change are women.”

At the same time, the destruction of basic infra-
structure could reduce the quality and accessibility 
of sexual and reproductive health services, leading 
to unplanned pregnancies and deaths at birth, ac-
cording to the Office of the United Nations High 
Commissioner for Human Rights. Women and girls 
are also at increased risk of gender-based violence, 
including sexual violence and exploitation, dome-
stic violence, and early or forced marriage, during 
and after natural disasters, CEDAW said. Climate 
change is pushing girls in northern Kenya back to 
traditional practices such as early marriage and 
genital mutilation, the Pulitzer Center reported in 
March 2020. The investigation describes how, for 
example, three drought seasons followed by a wave 
of climate change-related locusts lead to resource 
depletion and death among animals; this, in turn, 
forces desperate families to take their daughters 
out of school, send them abroad for circumcision 
ceremonies to countries where this is possible, and 
then marry them off in Kenya for money.
Climate change can also exacerbate inequalities in 
the labour market, where women face a number of 
challenges. As a result of natural disasters, they can 
be expected to meet the increased expectations 
and needs of their families, which will make it dif-
ficult for them to return to the labour market, su-
mmarises the Office of the High Commissioner for 
Human Rights.
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Women in agriculture

A year ago, Darina Kokonova went with her grand-
mother to the market in a small town in Dobrudja. 
Hearing the conversations between people there, 
she could sense their anxiety — the harvest was 
small because the year had been dry. “Very often, 
these conversations do not take place in the cities, 
but people in the village experience this reality — 
both droughts and floods,” Kokonova noted.

“Perhaps the women most affected by climate change 
are those who work in agriculture as small producers, 
including organic producers,” said Radostina Slavko-
va of the environmental association “For the Earth.” It 
is extremely important for them to have a system for 
timely warnings for natural disasters, especially for 
extreme rainfall but also for drought, Slavkova conc-
ludes. “If a drought is expected in Bulgaria, the crops 
that are sown must be more drought resistant. We 
have regions where this is the main source of living.”

Slavkova also draws attention to women who live in 
coal mining regions and have suffered from the ne-
gative effects of working in this industry througho-
ut their lives. At the same time, they are exposed to 
the negative effects of natural disasters, which are 
caused by climate change, she said. That is why de-
manding climate justice covers both the struggle for 
human rights and women’s rights, she said.

Justice policies 

One of the UN Sustainable Development Goals to 
combat climate change focuses on capacity-building 
in the least developed countries, with a special focus 
on women, youth, and local and marginalised com-
munities. Support for these communities is extre-
mely important in Bulgaria, activists of the Bulgarian 
Women’s Fund believe.

In early 2021, the fund launched a new program, 
“Equality and Climate Justice.” It offers expert tra-
ining to those interested in tackling climate change 
and addressing social inequalities and lets parties 
compete for projects that address these issues, as 
well as engage local communities to address them. 
The program aims to get women and people from 
vulnerable groups, remote settlements and margina-
lised communities involved in the debate on climate 
change, giving them information on climate change 
and its social consequences.

WVM INTERNATIONAL

There are more women among climate activists 
and expert organisations, Radostina Slavkova ob-
served. However, women are still underrepresen-
ted in climate negotiations at the highest level. 
On December 10, 2020, more than 400 women 
climate leaders signed an open letter to the Bri-
tish government calling for a “balanced represen-
tation” of men and women in the high-level team 
of the United Nations Climate Change Conference 
(COP26) in November 2021 in Glasgow. At the time 
of sending this open letter, less than 25 percent of 
key positions for the upcoming conference were 
held by women, Euronews reported.

Slavkova sees one of the possible solutions to this 
problem in the European Climate Law, adopted by 
the European Parliament in June 2021. It aims to 
limit European carbon emissions by 55 percent by 
2030 and achieve climate neutrality by 2050:

“The faster we manage to reduce emissions, the 
greater the chance for all vulnerable groups, inclu-
ding women, to suffer less damage.”

“The European Climate Law obliges states to 
involve all affected groups, and each EU member 
state is committed to doing so through its local 
laws,” added Plamen Peev, senior analyst at Blu-
eLink Foundation for environmental policies. In 

March 2021, BlueLink compared the European Cli-
mate Law with Bulgarian climate legislation and 
formulated recommendations for its improvement.

One of the initiatives aimed to support the imple-
mentation of the European Climate Law is the es-
tablishment of the European Climate Pact, which 
invites people, communities and organisations to 
take part in climate action and build a greener Eu-
rope. “It will make it much easier to hear the voice 
of women from the affected areas, professions and 
sectors and to have a bigger voice and role in de-
cision-making,” Slavkova said, noting that it is not 
yet clear how the mechanism will work exactly.

In order for the decisions to be discussed by the 
widest possible circle of people, climate activists 
recommend that this should be organised in a 
format of citizen climate assemblies, where both 
experts and citizens can participate and share the-
ir perspectives, including that of women’s rights, 
Slavkova added.

Meanwhile, talks on climate change are taking pla-
ce not only at high-level forums but also on the 
streets — at events for supposedly other causes. 
Darina Kokonova draws attention to the idea of   
thinking of the Earth not only as a mother, but also 
as a sister — with a sense of solidarity and mutu-
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In Margarethe von Trotta’s 2012 film Hannah Arendt, the protagonist 
paces back and forth in her apartment, cigarette in hand. She lectures 
about the banality of evil amidst a halo of cigarette smoke. She stretches 
out on a divan in a grey wool dress, eyes closed, perfectly still. She looks 
as if she were sleeping, but we know that she is thinking, furiously, 
perhaps about how to mount a defense against accusations of self-
hating Jewishness, perhaps about what to serve at her next party. 
Ever since sitting in the theater watching that scene, I have wanted a 
daybed of my own.

ELENA COMAY DEL JUNCO

COOL WOMEN
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When the apparently hard-edged rejection of identity 
betrays a hidden sentimentalism

The fantasy of cool female intellectualism has 
stayed with me for years. Soon after I began to 
talk for the first time about what kind of woman I 
wanted to be, the initial movement of my thought 
made a grasping lurch at Arendt—or, more accura-
tely, the actress Barbara Sukowa as Arendt—recli-
ning, smoking, and thinking. In a close second was 
Peter Hujar’s famous 1975 portrait of Susan Son-
tag: stretched out on a bed in a turtleneck, arms 
behind her head, thinking. Arendt and Sontag are 
both arch, cool, impenetrable, intelligent, well-
-educated, dark-haired, Ashkenazi Jews. (My Up-
per West Side psychoanalyst immediately replied, 
“Like me?” in a two-for-one flash of transference 
and countertransference.) I lived for a couple years 
around the corner from Arendt’s apartment in up-
per Manhattan, and every time I passed it I won-
dered about trivial things: How did she commute 
downtown to The New School—did she take the 
1 train? A taxi? Maybe she drove herself. Should I 
learn to drive? Arendt and Sontag are undeniably 
glamorous but also, as objects of identification, 
safe. At least for someone of my class and social 
location—highly (or over-) educated North Ameri-
can Jews—to take Arendt or Sontag as a model of 
femininity is a way of ensuring that, despite the 
public spectacle of transitioning, it is still possible 
to be taken seriously. That is, they allow one to 
defensively respond, “Yes, this is what I’m doing, 
but please, let’s talk about something more inte-
resting.” That this was not a recipe for happiness 
should come as no surprise.

My own identification was not a result of Suko-
wa’s performance or Hujar’s abilities as a photo-
grapher. Rather, it is a sign that I am very much 
of my time. Von Trotta’s movie anticipated the 
recent growth—becoming most visible around 
2017—of interest in mid–20th century women 
intellectuals. Writers like Arendt, Sontag, Diana 
Trilling, Mary McCarthy, Joan Didion, and Renata 
Adler have been making a comeback. There is, for 
example, Deborah Nelson’s Tough Enough, a book 
on “unsentimental women” that came out in 2017 
and whose cast consists of Simone Weil, Arendt, 
McCarthy, Sontag, Didion, and Diane Arbus.

Michelle Dean’s recent book Sharp: The Women 
Who Made an Art of Having an Opinion is a col-
lection of biographical anecdotes about the same 
group plus a few others. As a kind of synthesis, 
both Nelson and Dean’s books seek to redeem a 
certain style of female intellectual that, it is im-
plied, has been largely lost. Articles reveling in 
the allure of seriousness appear in the New Yor-
ker, the Nation, and the New York Review of Bo-
oks—the publications in which the central figu-
res in this canon themselves published—as well 
as later additions like the Boston Review, and the 
London Review of Books. (Sontag seems in a class 
of her own, having generated an endless stream 
of hagiography since her death 15 years ago. The 
latest addition, Benjamin Moser’s new biography, 
is 800 pages long).
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The fascination today with these women is part 
of a more general reaction against the sentimen-
talism of identity politics and a nostalgia for the 
intellectual rigors of a lost public sphere. It was 
not coincidental that increased interest in the-
se women occurred around the time of the 2016 
election, the Women’s March, and the emergence 
of Me Too, as well as earlier growing skepticism to-
ward liberal feminism—ranging from substantive 
concerns about due process in Title IX processes 
to derision toward leaning in. Whatever the cause, 
however, the Apollonian, in general, is back, and its 
female adherents are particularly potent avatars.

The reevaluation of individual writers has happe-
ned over a longer and more sporadic time frame, 
and some, like Didion, have never had their public 
profiles fade. What is new is the understanding of 
“serious women” as a category and the writers in 
question as a group. The “seriousness” in question 
proclaims itself to be a matter of good writing and 
a rigorous analytical frame, a move away from nar-
cissistic sentimentalism. Merve Emre, reviewing 
Nelson’s book, finds in the cool women an anti-
dote to a “vision of the world [that] is totally apo-
litical, bereft of any common political or ethical 
position.” Tobi Haslett describes Sontag wielding 
seriousness like “a flashing machete.” Most re-
cently Lauren Oyler, though she does not mention 
any of the cool women by name, has tapped into 
precisely the ethos in question when she faults Jia 
Tolentino for representing a brand of writers that 
make “any observation about the world lead back 
to their own lives and feelings, though it should be 
the other way round.”

Yet it is worth pausing to consider what this le-
aves unsaid. I do not mean to dismiss any interest 
in these writers—or in seriousness generally—as 
inherently reactionary, but they are a profoundly 
limited group, and these limits are too often igno-
red. First, the writers undergoing a renaissance are, 
to a woman, white. But it is not primarily the indivi-
dual racial composition of this group with which I 
am concerned. Rather, it is the way race—and gen-
der—are subjects of anxiety, sometimes explicit 
but just as often unspoken. It is hard not to suspect 
that appeals to their ideals of “seriousness,” at ti-
mes at least, disguise an anxiety about the sup-
posed excesses of identity politics, the way that 
personal grievance, in particular, is supposedly mi-
staken for injustice.
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Second, and more specifically, it is perhaps even 
harder not to detect in these authors’ writing an at-
titude toward gender that sits uncomfortably aga-
inst the basic contours of contemporary feminism. 
Theirs is a brand of seriousness that demands im-
personality, the banishing of any sentimental at-
tachments that might interfere with the autonomy 
of one’s critical faculties. Does this not undercut the 
bonds of solidarity necessary for a feminist politics? 
Does “thinking for oneself” not limit the degree to 
which one can identify with a collective? I am not so 
sure that one needs to identify with a collective in 
order to support collective struggles (Or: Does soli-
darity require identification?), but it is clear that all 
of the major figures of this canon, to some extent or 
another, thought this way.

THESE female intellectuals would have reacted with 
some degree of displeasure at being classified as 
“female intellectuals.” But in 1950s New York, the 
typical—maybe the only—frame of reference for 
understanding a woman who was also an intellec-
tual was one that made recourse to a thinker’s gen-
der: She was a “woman writer” or a “female intel-
lectual.” This sort of public reception would seem 
profoundly limiting, even insulting. A sense that 
such a classification ignores what is serious and 
substantive about one’s work, reducing one instead 
to one’s gender, surely would have shaped the self-
-fashioning of woman intellectuals in the middle of 
the last century.
In 1967, Carolyn Heilbrun, one of an early gene-
ration of feminist literary critics, summed up this 
straitened state of affairs in her account of intervie-

wing Sontag for the New York Times: “How short the 
world is of famous intelligent women: one per co-
untry, per generation.” In a 1989 interview with the 
New York Times, Sontag echoed Heilbrun, arguing 
against the “grotesque” pattern of thinking that 
“the next woman to come along that has a bit of pi-
zazz and authority, [is] going to be praised beyond 
her merits because, look, she’s finally arrived.” For 
her own part, despite all the attention lavished on 
her appearance and personal life (which continues 
unabated with Moser’s new biography), Sontag re-
sented the framing and swore that it had not affec-
ted her work.

In their work, it seems that displeasure about be-
ing classed as a woman writer, in many ways un-
derstandable, gives way to ambivalence toward 
feminism, or even outright derision. Sontag is the 
most sympathetic and published one essay entire-
ly devoted to women’s liberation: her little-known 
1973 essay “The Third World of Women” (whose 
now outrageous title was typical of contemporary 
internationalism). The essay offers a full-throated 
defense of women’s liberation, and even includes a 
glancing criticism of Arendt’s unthinking disinterest 
in the status of women as such. But even Sontag ne-
ver became identified as a “feminist writer,” and, in 
an exchange with Adrienne Rich the following year, 
declared, “Like all capital moral truths, feminism is 
a bit simple-minded.” There is a note of distaste: 
Despite her sympathy with the political aims of the 
movement, feminism stands accused of narrow mo-
ralism that ignores the complexity and subtlety of 
human life.
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Arendt, too, was a target for Rich, who criticized The 
Human Condition as a “lofty and crippled book,” em-
bodying “the tragedy of a female mind nourished on 
male ideologies.” But unlike Sontag, Arendt was ge-
nuinely contemptuous of feminism, avoiding the “wo-
man question” almost entirely in her work, although 
her biographers and later interpreters make her perso-
nal opinions clear. As the editor of a recent anthology 
on feminist reappropriations of her work put it, “Arendt 
was impatient with feminism, dismissing it as merely 
another (mass) movement or ideology.” Arendt’s hosti-
lity is largely a matter of anecdote. Dean reports a sce-
ne of Arendt pointing at one of her students’ Women’s 
Liberation Union pins and intoning—“in her thick Ger-
man accent”—that it was “not serious.”

But if any single work embodies the distance between 
this group of women writers and feminism, it is Joan 
Didion’s 1972 essay titled simply “The Women’s Mo-
vement,” published on the cover of the New York Times 
Book Review. From her opening sentence’s deploy-
ment of scare quotes around the word “oppressed,” 
she excoriates contemporary American feminism, then 
in full efflorescence, for in essence rendering women 
weak, infantilized: “everyone’s victim but her own.”

The list of books printed with the essay as forming the 
basis of her critique is instructive: Simone de Beauvo-
ir, Shulamith Firestone, Germaine Greer, Kate Millett, 
Vivian Gornick, Juliet Mitchell. It is tempting to see 
the group as a kind of feminist pendant of the cast 
assembled by Dean and Nelson: serious, unrelentin-
gly intellectual, but also unambiguously feminist au-
thors. At one level this would be right. The Dialectic 
of Sex, Sexual Politics, and The Female Eunuch, wha-
tever their flaws, certainly can stand up in sheer force 
of argumentative power to Didion, Sontag, or McCar-
thy. But seriousness is not only determined internally 
to a work. It is also a matter of being taken seriously, 
and despite an author’s best efforts, this sort of reco-
gnition is never distributed equally.

So the question no one, then or now, seems to be 
asking is whether there is a connection between how 
cool—in both senses—a writer is and her attitude to-
ward taking gender as a topic worthy of serious writer-
ly attention. Does the cool, impersonal distance that 
allows for unemotional apprehension require, from a 
woman writer, a disinterest in gender or feminism? Is 
an interest in gender inevitably going to be seen as 
the expression of a personal grievance? Or, more blun-
tly: Is it just cooler not to be a feminist?
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There is a temptation—to which Dean, at 
least, appears to succumb—to make the fol-
lowing sort of argument: that this rejection 
of feminism can itself be redeemed as the 
expression of a certain strain of feminist va-
lues or at least of women’s empowerment 
(Dean speaks of “taking away a feminist 
message”). The thought amounts to a paro-
dy of liberal feminism: that not only should 
women have the autonomy to choose how 
to live their lives, but whatever the object 
of choice happens to be will become imbu-
ed with feminism, including an anti-feminist 
stance. This is, in effect, a political stance 
that takes its opponent to be no better or 
worse than itself, and whatever their views 
of feminism, none of the “sharp” and “to-
ugh” women would fall for the idea that this 
could be it.

SOMETHING similar to these women’s skep-
ticism about feminism holds about their 
political orientation globally. None of them 
descended to the level of conservatism that 
their male Partisan Review colleagues did, 
but all of them bear the traces of cold-war 
liberalism. Didion, in particular, is famous 
for her critique of late ’60s counterculture 
and expressed a more broadly conserva-
tive Weltanschauung. In her essay on the 
women’s movement, she makes a charge 
against anti-racist politics similar to the one 
she makes against feminism, with the accu-
sation that the civil rights movement had fa-
iled to treat “the integration of the lunche-
onette and the seat in the front of the bus” 
as means to a higher purpose rather than 
ends in themselves. Arendt had a similar—
frankly racist—contempt for an earlier mo-
ment in the American civil rights movement. 
Her “Reflections on Little Rock,” published 
in 1959, condemned the NAACP project of 
legally enforced school integration and, to 
many readers, the broader aims of the ci-
vil rights movement. Her comments about 
Arabs—Jewish and Palestinian—are similar-
ly notorious.

At the same time, Arendt’s repudiation of 
group belonging in the case of her Jewish-
ness is often received by many readers—
among whom I have, at least at times, inc-
luded myself—enthusiastically. To the 

charge that her description of Jewish com-
plicity in the Holocaust in Eichmann in Je-
rusalem amounted to heartlessness, a lack 
of affection for “her” people, she replied, 
“I have never in my life ‘loved’ any people 
or collective—neither the German people, 
nor the French, nor the American, nor the 
working class or anything of that sort.” This 
stance, which often resulted in accusations 
of internalized anti-Semitism, is responsible 
to a great degree for the power of Arendt’s 
writing not just about the Eichmann trial but 
about the Holocaust and its aftermath more 
generally. She sets aside group loyalty for 
the sake of thinking clearly about what real-
ly happened, describing Eichmann as blan-
dly human, rather than monstrously evil, an 
detailing the role of the Judenräte in the 
destruction of the European Jewry. Arendt’s 
critique of Zionism has a similar aura: She 
resists the collective impulse in favor of fa-
cing the facts.  

What then of her similar repudiation of gro-
up identity in the case of feminism? Unlike 
her rejection of loyalty toward the Jewish 
people in the form of Zionism, her anti-
-feminism constitutes, in tandem with her 
analysis of American racism, the weakest 
spot in Arendt’s thinking. In both of these 
latter cases, though, she goes wrong not out 
of a commitment to avoiding sentimentality 
that has been taken too far but out of a lap-
se in her anti-sentimental stance.

In her Little Rock essay, she intensely identi-
fies with the parents of the Little Rock Nine 
and what she imagines to be their intense 
attachment to protecting the intimacy of the 
private sphere from politics. It is this emotio-
nal identification, undergirded by a profo-
und naivete about the reality of American 
racism, that prompts her, explicitly at least, 
to reject the overall shape of the civil rights 
movement. That is, sentimentality—albeit 
of a perverse sort—leads to an inability to 
think straight with regard to race. Similarly, 
Arendt’s easy dismissal of feminism has as 
much to do with a surfeit of sentiment as 
with its deficit.
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Third, we must bracket the sex industry and throw its 
workers under the bus. “Many will argue that there’s 
nothing morally wrong with sex work,” states Ghod-
see backhandedly, but it “is not sex-positive empo-
werment for women.” (Who really argues that work 
is empowering, though? Not any sex workers that I 
know of.) Ghodsee has said in an interview that “sex 
work is work,” but nothing about her intervention 
suggests she has integrated that knowledge into 
her thought. She is neither able nor willing to center 
sex workers qua sex workers as part of the constitu-
ency of working-class women.

Unsurprisingly, the question of sex work is, in the 
end, what exposes the contradictions in Ghodsee’s 
dichotomized public/private schematic most deci-
sively. For simplicity’s sake, Ghodsee would have 
us “set aside the people who would choose sex 
work without economic necessity” and feel positi-
vely about the fact that surveys of Communist East 
Europeans suggested they “abhorred” prostitutes 
more than almost any other social group, so oppo-
sed were they to the commodification of something 
so intimate. The unraveling continues as the reader 
is told that the concrete example of “the good life” 
(in terms of staving off the predations of sexual 
economics theory) is: contemporary Denmark. As 
readers may have guessed, Ghodsee is over-exten-
ding, here, a famous 2013 article, “Cockblocked by 
Redistribution,” by Katie J. M. Baker. In this justly re-
nowned piece, Baker skewered certain implications 
of the argument proposed in the popular paperback 
Don’t Bang Denmark by men’s rights activist Dary-
ush Valizadeh (a.k.a. Roosh V). This screed, Don’t 
Bang Denmark: How to Sleep With Danish Women 
in Denmark (If You Must), to give it its full title, is 
one among many in a series of Lonely Planet–esque 
“bangs”- that is, rape guides (e.g. Bang Colombia) 
-aimed at the nascent “incel” market. While most 
of the outputs of this franchise constitute how-to-
-bang guides, this one was remarkable not only for 
recommending not to “bang” but also for its awe-
struck description of the feminist effects of the wel-
fare state. Essentially, Roosh here was signaling to 
would-be Pickup Artists all over the world not to 
bother pursuing an entire (Danish) female popula-
tion.

Billed as Roosh’s “angriest book,” Don’t Bang 
Denmark proposes that one simply cannot get laid 
in Denmark because, as he learned in Denmark, 
women’s susceptibility to predatory persuasion is 
inversely proportional to the degree of social welfa-

re they enjoy. In other words, as Baker extrapolates, 
“marginalized women who need male spouses to 
flourish might find pick-up artists alluring,” whereas 
empowered women in social democracies are less 
tractable regarding rape-oriented coercion. (While I 
highly rate Baker’s journalism, the words “flourish” 
and “alluring” risk suggesting that undocumented, 
impoverished, disabled, migrant, trans, and racia-
lized women somehow take joy in incels on the 
prowl. Alternatives might have been: “survive” and 
“tolerable.”)

Sex work isn’t work, for Ghodsee; rather, it is by defi-
nition the worst possible sex. This conforms with her 
(once again sex-economistic) hunch that “because 
men aren’t paying for it, they perhaps care more 
about their partner’s pleasures.” All in all, it is no 
wonder that Ghodsee doesn’t mention Denmark’s 
famously sizeable, reasonably safe, and semi-de-
criminalized sex industry. It is a massive problem for 
her account. Theoretically, “in societies with high 
levels of gender equality,” as she puts it, “women’s 
sexuality would cease to be a saleable commodity 
at all.” Theoretically, by spending relatively genero-
usly on parental leave, housing for single parents, 
childcare, social security, divorce provision, and 
reproductive rights, Denmark ought to have alrea-
dy partially decommodified sex. But... it hasn’t. Nor 
(relevantly - and unfortunately) has left struggle in 
Denmark yet abolished capitalism.

As I’ve said, the data at the heart of Better Sex Un-
der Socialism—at least, the data undergirding its 
title – is academically well-worn. It will already be 
familiar to anyone who has seen the sharp and en-
tertaining documentary film Do Communists Have 
Better Sex? [Liebte der Osten anders?], a blend of 
purpose-built cartoons, talking heads, and archival 
footage of “Ossi” family nudism, “Wessi” sex-ed, pa-
rent-teacher meetings, and DIY pornography. The 
director of that documentary, André Meier, moves 
beyond the numerical dimensions of the “orga-
sm war” to make the argument that Eastern hete-
rosexuality thrived, unlike the West’s, precisely 
because it “had no cult of the orgasm.” Ossies, he 
avers, spoke far more freely and frequently than did 
their counterparts about their experiences and de-
sires around sex, again perhaps because of rather 
than despite lacking access to pornography. But like 
all circles, this one cannot really be squared. In my 
case, an unsentimental stance about gender simply 
resulted in alternating exhortations not to bother 
transitioning
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at all or, in more charitable moments, just to get on 
with it. My own case is particularly absurd - genuine 
indifference does not typically lead to embarking 
on a multi-year process that will almost certainly 
be a great deal of trouble, cost too much money, 
and considerably increase one’s odds of social and 
economic alienation. That is, however unsatisfying 
the sentimental narratives of always knowing one’s 
“true” gender, of being trapped in the wrong body 
may be, no one transitions out of indifference and 
without thinking that it is a serious undertaking. And 
I cannot imagine that such self-imposed indifferen-
ce about one’s own situation is intolerable only for 
trans people. The impulse to downplay one’s own 
vulnerability to the oppressive social forces under 
which one suffers is perfectly understandable. But 
taking too ironic a stance toward oneself nearly al-
ways risks turning into self-punishment. That is just 
the personal aspect. Beyond the costs such rigor 
imposes on its subjects, a strategy of self-protecti-
ve disavowal has distinct social and political costs 
as well. If everyone adopted such a position—all 
the more so if they did so successfully—the effect 
would be that no one would make a big deal out of 
precisely those things out of which a big deal ought 
to be made.

And, my own stance has also been precisely the 
opposite of an unsentimental one. It is an avoidance 
of turning to face the facts: ignoring a painful reali-
ty for the sake of self-protection, both material and 
psychic. It is not a product of unsentimentality but 
of its contrary. Unsentimentality is not a position of 

invulnerability. It marks a reckoning with the world, 
painful as it may be, and it is a far more fragile po-
sition than the comfort of familiar emotion. But to 
turn away from a painful object cannot make the 
object disappear or even weaken its hold, and nor 
can dismissing such an object as, in fact, simply not 
a big deal. The problem is that gender in general, 
and femininity in particular, is a big deal, whether 
one loves it or hates it or, as is more often the case, 
both at the same time. To disregard an object of at-
tention, to dismiss it as “not serious” either in the 
personal or in the political sphere is a temptation 
that can only lead to disappointment.

More concretely, the failure of liberal feminism, ho-
wever manifest it may be, cannot be rectified with a 
dismissal of feminism tout court. Throwing the baby 
out with the bathwater is an overused expression. 
But, like many such figures of speech, it is overused 
for a reason. Doing so with feminism may work for 
any one individual woman, but, as with any problem 
of collective action, what seems good for one per-
son may not be so good for everyone. But I am not 
simply calling for the sacrifice of one’s own comfort 
for the greater good, although there are times when 
that may be what is required. Because, in general, 
the tension between the individual and the greater 
good is overstated. The strategy of disavowal used 
by a figure like Arendt or Sontag may seem comfor-
ting, but ultimately it risks leaving one in a position 
of insecurity and fragility. Such disavowal, it turns 
out, not only results in a political failure but, to put 
it simply, feels bad.
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MAMY PLAN, ABY POKAZAĆ ŚWIATU CZYM 
JEST PRAWDZIWE WOMAN VIBE! ŻYCIE PEŁ-
NE PASJI, GORĄCYCH I NIE RAZ SENSUAL-
NYCH RYTMÓW. ŻYCIE W ZGODZIE Z BICIEM 
SERCA. ZDALA OD TYRANII SAMOKRYTYKI 
I ZEWNĘTRZNYCH KRZYWDZĄCYCH OCEN. 
TO STYL ŻYCIA, KTÓRY CZYNI KOBIETY 
PRAWDZIWIE WOLNYMI I NIEZALEŻNYMI. 
A PRZY TYM GOTOWYMI, ABY PODBIJAĆ 
ŚWIAT W ZGODZIE  Z WARTOŚCIAMI, 
W KTÓRE WIERZĄ! 

Pozytywna kobieca energia ma moc 
zmieniania świata na lepsze! Już czas, aby 

obudzić ją z uśpienia!

DISCOVER WOMAN VIBE               
          LIFE STYLE!WE HAVE A PLAN TO SHOW THE WORLD 
WHAT THE REAL WOMAN VIBE IS! A LIFE 
FULL OF PASSION, HOT AND OFTEN SENSU-
AL RHYTHMS. LIVING IN HARMONY WITH 
YOUR HEARTBEAT. AWAY FROM THE TYRAN-
NY OF SELF-CRITICISM AND DETRIMENTAL 
EXTERNAL JUDGMENTS. IT’S A LIFESTYLE 
THAT MAKES WOMEN TRULY FREE AND IN-
DEPENDENT. AND AT THE SAME TIME READY 
TO CONQUER THE WORLD IN ACCORDANCE 
WITH THE VALUES THEY BELIEVE IN!

Positive female energy has the power to 
change the world for the better! It’s time 

to wake her up from sleep!
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One hot and sticky day in July 2018, my best friend and I wrangled 
an invitation to a rooftop pool, where we spent the day dangling our 
toes in chlorinated water and mingling with randoms. After talking 
to a bro-y stranger for a few minutes, he asked me the obligatory get-
to-know-you question:

JAMISEN PAUSTIAN
YOU’RE TOO HOT TO 

BE A PRESCHOOL TEACHER
The Madonna-Whore complex persists 

in the pink collar labor market
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“So, what do you do?”
 
I told him I taught preschool. Without hesitation, 
he looked me squarely in the eyes and replied, 
 
“You’re too hot to be a preschool teacher.”
 
This wasn’t the first time I received a version of 
this response when discussing my profession, and 
it wouldn’t be the last. I’m sure you’re current-
ly wondering if I’m an Emily Ratajkowski doppel-
ganger so I’ll save you a Facebook stalk: I am de-
cidedly  not  “too hot” to be a preschool teacher. 
 
If you don’t speak misogyny, let me break it down 
for you: This man was not trying to imply I should 
forgo my career educating our country’s young 
minds to sport bikinis in the pages of men’s mag-
azines. What he’s really saying is that he want-
ed to fuck me, and he can’t conceive of wom-
en as both sexy and maternal at the same time. 
 
It’s the Madonna-Whore Complex 101. This is also 
sometimes referred to as the Virgin/Whore Di-
chotomy, and it describes the paradox that paints 
women as either pure and good OR sexual and 
bad. Sigmund Freud coined the term when treat-
ing married male patients for impotence: Some 
of these clients were able to maintain an erection 
with adulterous partners or sex workers, but not 
their wives. Freud theorized this phenomenon was 
caused by the men’s inability to de-compartmen-
talize. In the minds of these men, women were ei-
ther chaste, maternal and worthy of love, or they 
were dirty sluts worthy of fucking. But not both. 
 
This complex is just one of many cultural di-
lemmas which affect “Pink Collar Jobs,” or jobs 
that are held predominantly by women, in-
cluding nurses, domestic workers, and car-
egivers such as nannies or home health aides. 
 
A simple Google search for “sexy Halloween cos-
tumes,” will produce plenty of slutty teacher, nurse, 
and maid ensembles to demonstrate how our soci-
ety fetishizes female-dominated jobs. Whether we 
disrespect these careers because they are mostly 
held by women or whether mostly women enter 
them because they are not highly respected, I don’t 

know. What I do know is that the simultaneous sex-
ualization and infantilization of pink collar jobs has 
morphed into one of the biggest problems in our 
labor market for numerous reasons.

First and foremost, caregiving professionals de-
serve to be treated with humanity and respect. Sec-
ond, pink collar professionals are often underpaid 
and undervalued.  Education Resource Strategies, a 
national nonprofit that works to transform schools, 
reports that average teacher salaries in many states 
don’t even cover the basic needs of a family. 
 
Considering the gender-pay gap that exists be-
tween men and women who work in the  same  job, 
professions that are predominantly held by wom-
en face even more financial inequity. As Sarah Jane 
Glynn, Senior Fellow for the Center for American 
Progress, explains in “Explaining the Gender Wage 
Gap,” “One of the largest driving factors of the 
gender wage gap is the fact that men and wom-
en, on average, work in different industries and 
occupations; this accounts for up to 49.3 percent 
of the wage gap, according to some estimates.” 
 
Increasing the volume of this conversation is nec-
essary to deal with the very real fact that our labor 
market is evolving. Warnings have circulated like 
UFO sightings every few years about how artificial 
intelligence has the potential to replace millions of 
jobs in our workforce. Unlike an alien invasion, AI 
threatens many blue collar jobs. A study from Ball 
State University  in 2015 revealed that 87% of job 
loss in manufacturing can be attributed to automa-
tion. According to Frank Newport for Gallup, one in 
four American workers believes that their job will 
be replaced by automation within the next twen-
ty years, and people without a college degree are 
more likely to see their jobs threatened in the short 
term. Although it’s impossible to predict exactly 
how the labor market will evolve with technology, 
jobs in transit, manufacturing, and customer service 
may no longer require a living, breathing human 
employee in the near future.

Guess which professions are least likely to be re-
placed with AI?
 
Teachers. Nurses. Domestic workers. Nannies.
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And yet, the presence of the Madonna-Whore Com-
plex and general sexism in our collective psyche 
continues an intravenous drip of misogyny into our 
films, schools, interpersonal relationships, and (as 
demonstrated by my conversation with the douche-
bag from the pool) our careers. I taught preschool 
for nearly five years, and during that time, I encoun-
tered plenty of sexism. Random friends from col-
lege or high school who saw me behave sinfully as a 
teenager told me how they “couldn’t believe I taught 
preschool everyday.” Guys I casually dated often 
fetishized my job or asked condescending ques-
tions, like “Are you the hot one, or are all of you hot?” 
When one of my three-year-old students acciden-
tally touched my butt during a goodbye hug at pick-
up time, his father jokingly advised him to “enjoy it 
while he can still get away with it.” My best friend 
who is a nurse has her own horror stories, including 
one man who expressed his gratitude for “the hot 
nurse touching his dick” as she inserted his catheter. 
 
If there is anything we have learned over the past 
two years, it is that our society is dependent on 
caregiving work. We need someone to watch our 
babies so we can get things done during the day. 
We need someone to teach our children how to do 

long division since we can’t remember fourth grade 
math anymore. We need someone to nurse us back 
to health when we are hospitalized. We need some-
one to aid in the care of our elderly family members. 
We need someone to help us keep our homes tidy. 
If pink collar jobs are the primary jobs that are avail-
able in the future, men’s trivialization of them will 
present an extreme challenge to our labor market. 
 
We need caregiving and domestic careers to be-
come less pink collar and more “purple collar.” We 
need more people as caregivers, including men. 
 
I’m not too hot to be a preschool teacher. I 
have a message for everyone who still looks 
down upon caregiving professions: You’re 
not too hot to be a preschool teacher either. 
 
Author: Jamisen Paustian

Illustration by: Anna Cai
 
Source: fnewsmagazine.com
 
License: CC BY-NC-ND 3.0
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THE IMPACT OF SKY FERREIRA ON STAN CULTURE, FROM THE 
ERA OF SMUDGED EYELINER, DOC MARTENS, AND THE IPHONE 
4S. 2013 was a good year to be different. Smudged eyeliner Catholic 
school girl was the look, Vine had just come onto (and overtook) the 
internet, and with a prayer that your feet don’t erupt in blisters, you 
could put on your Doc Martens as you get ready to “24 Hours” on 
your iPhone 4s.

VIENNE MOLINARO 
 TEENAGE DREAM
The incredible regional impact of S ky Ferreira
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Almost a decade later, the indie sleaze style has 
been revived à la Gen-Z’s infatuation with the past. 
Wired headphones are cool again, DIY zine-making 
is more popular than ever before, and dark under-
-eye bags are more on-trend than the newest Birkin 
line.

One of the frontrunners of this aesthetic is Sky Fer-
reira, whose merlot pout and bleach blonde musin-
gs made their way from Terry Richardson’s Tumblr 
into a coveted seat at NY Fashion Week. Having one 
hand in the world of fashion and the other in the 
world of music, Ferreira served as an introduction 
to the glitter and gloom of the ideal alternative pop.

To say Ferreira grew up in a musical household is an 
understatement. Raised by her grandmother, a per-
sonal hairstylist to Michael Jackson, Ferreira spent a 
lot of time in the Jackson household. When the King 
of Pop heard Ferreira singing (no big deal), he enco-
uraged her grandmother to have her join a choir. As 
a teen, she began posting self-written songs to her 
MySpace page, and quickly caught the attention of 
producers and executives in the industry.

Starting off her career in the electropop scene of 
the early 2010s it was obvious that her label, Parlo-
phone Records, was pushing her to be the next pop 
girl, following acts like Ke$ha, Rihanna, and, dare I 
say it, Lady Gaga. However, her first few singles with 
the label, “Obsession,” “One,” and “17,” failed to 
achieve any commercial success. In turn, Parlopho-
ne shelved her and any potential for a debut album.

Struggling to make an income from her teenage bal-
lads alone, Ferreira began to model for high fashion 
brands like Marc Jacobs, did a Coachella Campaign 
for Forever 21, and was one of the faces for Calvin 
Klein’s revived ck One fragrance. Capitalizing off 
of her unique features, her modeling career was 
upheld by many fashion and aesthetic bloggers at 
the time. “Fashion is just a part of what I do. Musi-
cians want to work with designers. Luckily, I got to 
do that first. It all happened at the same time, but 
the modeling just took off faster. A lot of the people 
I know who are in bands have to work in restaurants 
and bars when they’re not touring. I model inste-
ad,” Ferreira stated in an interview with BULLETT 
in 2013. Using the money she earned from such 
luxurious endeavors, she began to pay for studio 
time out of her own pocket.

Frustrated with the lack of support or promotion 

from Parlophone, Ferreira began to take control of 
her music by working with Vampire Weekend’s Ariel 
Rechtshaid and Devonté Hynes, AKA Blood Orange. 
To pay for studio time, she used the money she ear-
ned from her various modeling endeavors. Then, in 
2013, things began to escalate.

In April of that year, the synthpop hit “Everything 
is Embarrassing” went absolutely viral. You couldn’t 
walk into an American Apparel or H&M without he-
aring the song soundtracking endless teenage girls 
buying that iconic tennis skirt.

With this newfound fan base, Ferreira released an 
EP titled “Ghost,” and had a debut album, “Night 
Time, My Time,” by October of the same year. Fer-
reira had made a monument for herself in both the 
music industry and internet scene.

In the fall of 2013, after the release of her debut, 
Ferreira became the face of genre-bending the alt-
-pop scene, mixing electro pop sounds we’d heard 
from her before with the bedroom rock that was 
making rounds in her newfound fanbase. Ferreira 
broke the mold of the bubblegum pop star, standing 
shoulder to shoulder with acts such as Lorde, Lana 
del Rey, and even Marina and the Diamonds, who 
were all making music at the same time.

Isabel Lim (BFA 2025), a photography student, re-
members Ferreira having a specific aura around her 
that “encapsulates the whole 2014 tumblr era.” In 
Lim’s eyes, Ferreira “is definitely the blueprint for 
the whole indie-model-popstar aesthetic that was 
a trend in a lot of 2010 pop girls.” Even the critics 
agreed. Pitchfork declared “Night Time, My Time” as 
“one of the most pleasingly conventional and cohe-
sive pieces of pop-rock,” and it earned a spot on the 
publication’s Best Albums of the 2010’s.

In Spring 2015, Ferreira announced her second al-
bum, “Masochism,” which fans greeted with  anti-
cipation. A single was also promised that summer, 
but failed to materialize even after the year expired. 
In 2016, the album was promised once more, and 
again in 2017, and so on for the next two years. In 
2019, cravings of new music were briefly satisfied. 
That spring, Ferreira granted fans the eerie “Down-
hill Lullaby,” and the summer begot a self-help, syn-
th-heavy collaboration with Charli XCX, “Cross You 
Out.” 
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Despite the sprinkles of  new music (including 
“Easy” in the movie “Baby Driver,” in which she 
played Baby’s mother), fans were still waiting for 
her second album.

“I’ve been at the mercy of people the last few years,” 
Ferreira said in a  2019 Pitchfork interview, alluding 
to music executives restricting her from releasing 
any new music.

As years passed with no album in the queue, an 
unending supply of “Have You Seen Me?” edits, 
with Ferreira’s side-part and ‘80s reminiscent pro-
file next to a $10,000 reward, popped up on just 
about every social media feed.

As melodramatic as some of her fans have been 
in the past years, it isn’t like she disappeared from 
the planet completely. In fact, quite the opposite. 
Between the release of “Night Time, My Time” and 
now, Ferreira has landed acting gigs in “Twin Peaks: 
The Return,” “American Woman,” and “Elvis & Nix-
on.” She also modeled and walked for Marc Jacobs, 
Karl Lagerfeld, and Hedi Silmane.

In 2020, amidst a pandemic, quarantine boredom, 
and the overstated revival of Y2K, it was almost ine-
vitable that Gen-Z would get ahold of the understa-
ted teen-idol. With rapid exposure through social 
media, musicians have never had it easier. 
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With the push of a button, a song can be recorded, 
posted, and be in the charts within literal minutes 
(hi, TikTok). Ferreira’s new and pre-existing fan base 
has grown accustomed to this accessibility, and 
when you mix years of unfulfilled promises with 
impatient fans, whoever is still around and paying 
attention has proven unprecedented loyalty. The 
kind of loyalty that remains unshakeable, even after 
record labels are keen to scapegoat their artists.
It’s not uncommon for record labels to move on to 
the “next big thing” when their artists fail to make 
an impact, from failing to promote less “marketable” 
music and musicians to locking them in contracts 
that make it impossible to advertise their work. But 
Ferreira’s case is different. Even after the years of a 
missing sophomore album, her existing discography 
is still the crown jewel of indie gems. “Night Time, 
My Time” still finds a home on every “top albums of 
the 2010’s” list. Her music still loops through desi-
gner stores, and her face is still that of Marc Jacobs 
and their Heaven line.

In December 2021, Ferreira, once again, announced 
that the album would be out, promising a spring 
2022 release.

On March 31, 2022, a small snippet of a new song 
with the text “Don’t Forget” printed over her name, 
satirically captioned “remember me?” Rumored to 
be released this month (April 2022), it is not clear if 
the song “Don’t Forget” is the name of her newest 
single, or the title track of the new album. With “Ma-
sochism” being scrapped for almost ten years, a new 
album title, or even the potential of a completely 
new tracklist, sounds like a new start for Ferreira.

The announcement adds to the list of nostalgic re-
minders of recent months: Robert Pattinson returns 
as the prince of melancholy; low-rise skirts are back 
with a vengeance; and the Madonna biopic is still 
tossing around potential names to play the material 
girl, one of them is Sky Ferreira. And yes, Sky Ferre-
ira. We do remember you.

Author: Vienne Molinaro 

Illustration by Yajurvi Haritwal.

Source: fnewsmagazine.com

License: CC BY-NC-ND 3.0
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WOMEN’S sexual pleasure has rarely been treated as an appropriate 
subject for economics. Various political theorists have long ruminated 
on the dubiousness of even naming women’s sexual pleasure as though 
it were transhistoric: “Sex-negative” and “sex-critical” feminists 
consider, for instance, to what extent such a thing is even possible 
under white capitalist patriarchy. 

SOPHIE LEWIS
FOR ONE ANOTHER

Kristen R. Ghodsee’s new book about sex under 
socialism obstructs demands for the impossible
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Conversely, materialist- and trans-feminists radical-
ly torque and historicize the term “women” (e.g. are 
lesbians women?), and gay communists question 
the assumption that female pleasure, putative or 
no, is necessarily distinct from other people’s. In 
contrast to this kind of queer utopian and femini-
st-materialist theorizing, Kristen R. Ghodsee’s book 
Why Women Have Better Sex Under Socialism: And 
Other Arguments for Economic Independence ta-
kes the categories “women” and “good sex” to be 
robust, measurable sociological variables tightly 
linked to (also measurable) human happiness. The 
evidence for its titular claim consists of the suite of 
pre– and post–Cold War studies that showed how 
Soviet East Germans were scoring far higher than 
the West Germans on “happy women” metrics, 
including sexual satisfaction. The Eastern Bloc, in 
short, was suspected of having a higher (female) 
Gross Domestic Orgasm. It is for this reason (in an 
only slightly tongue-in-cheek sense) that the book 
by Ghodsee, recently released by Nation Books, ar-
gues for an American “socialism.” It recommends 
that free-market democracy in the United States be 
ameliorated with the help of soft, Scandinavia-sty-
le, social-democratic policies geared toward “eco-
nomic independence” of the citizen and the nation. 
For Ghodsee, mining the Stalinist past for not-so-
-bad ideas is basically a necessary exercise in libe-
ral broad-mindedness.

Once I’d finished reading it, I mulled over Better 
Sex Under Socialism while watching a movie abo-
ut a love affair between two queer journalists in 
Budapest in 1958, Egymásra nézve, translated into 
English as “Another Way.” Though made in 1982, 
director Károly Makk’s movie takes place in the af-
termath of the communist workers’ council rebellion 
and the brutal Soviet deployment of tanks to Buda-
pest to suppress it. The lovers in the movie, Éva and 
Livia, are understandably depressed but irreducibly 
corporeal, passionate, mutual-aid-oriented people 
who still believe in an uncorrupted communism. 
They take pleasure in life in manifold ways, eating, 
drinking too much cognac, conversing heatedly with 
others, walking in the woods, and refusing the spi-
neless collaborationism and corruption of the other 
journalists and civil servants around them. Though 
they suffer police repression (Soviet cops catch 
them making out on a park bench), betrayal from 
supposed comrades, near-fatal domestic violence 
from Livia’s husband, and, ultimately (spoiler alert!), 
fatal state violence, Another Way makes me yearn, 
with its unruly protagonists, for a world in which not 
only capitalism and bureaucracy but marriage, the 

institution of the family, and compulsory hetero-
sexuality have been abolished. Recalling so many 
family-abolitionists and “free love” utopianists in 
history, the refusal of relationship and identity ca-
tegories in Another Way points toward the creation 
of conditions under which categories like “lesbian” 
and even “sex” might fall away.

Wiping the tears from my face as the credits rolled 
and returning to my heavily annotated copy of Bet-
ter Sex Under Socialism with newfound skepticism, 
I realized that the source of my dissatisfaction might 
run deeper than the fact that Ghodsee barely once 
mentions lesbian desire. Rather, it’s her neglect of 
the question upon which everything (for anti-Stali-
nist communists) depends: the question of what an 
anti-capitalist, non-capitalist, post-capitalist socie-
ty worthy of those names might actually look like. 
In its centering of that question, after all, Another 
Way echoed the argument in Shulamith Firestone’s 
1970 manifesto The Dialectic of Sex, that the Rus-
sian Revolution failed because it failed to abolish 
the nuclear heteropatriarchal family. In a genuinely 
revolutionary society, Firestone had contended, 
“sexuality would be released from its straitjacket to 
eroticize our whole culture, changing its very defi-
nition.” 

Kristen R. Ghodsee, Why Women Have Better 
Sex Under Socialism: And Other Arguments 
for Economic Independence. Hachette/Na-
tion Books, 2018. 240 pages.
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Hannah Proctor paraphrases: “Intimacy, comfort, 
arousal, support, tenderness, affection, stimulation, 
laughter, intensity, and companionship might be dif-
fused throughout life, not cloistered away in private 
fleeting moments between individuals.” What would 
“better sex” even mean in a situation like this, where 
the boundaries of sex have become somewhat more 
doubtful?

It’s true that anthropologists and historians are not 
necessarily obliged to concern themselves with spe-
culative problems of this nature. True, too, that a 
short, mildly social-democratic book concerned with 
a higher rate of cis-female climaxes among a citizen-
ry may simply not have space to address trauma and 
violence in the household, marginalization along li-
nes of gender identification, sex work and sexuality, 
or the colonial, stratified structure of the U.S. and Eu-
rope’s reproductive labor supply. However, it is worth 
noting that when Ghodsee pays lip service, someti-
mes via full-page illustrations, to family-abolitio-
nists and anti-marriage firebrands such as Alexandra 
Kollontai and Flora Tristan, who did prioritize such 
matters, and far-left victims of social democracy Karl 
Liebknecht and Rosa Luxemburg, she is disorienting 
her audience and misleading them about her own 
political position.1 Despite what the Soviet art on its 
book cover suggests, Better Sex Under Socialism’s 
attitude to revolutionary ambition is unambiguously 
hostile. For Ghodsee, it is not so much the case that 
the Russian Revolution’s project of remaking the 
world was betrayed, travestied, or deformed over the 
course of the 20th century. Rather, the entire attempt 
was, on balance, a bad thing. At best, she writes, “the-
re was a baby in all that bathwater”—the baby be-
ing the formal equalities for women in parts of the 
Eastern Bloc that, among other things, allowed them 
to have more fun in bed with men.

But in the context of United States public discourse, 
even these disavowals are not enough to save the 
author from being tarred as an authoritarian Com-
munist in the center-right and alt-right media. Ima-
gine the hate mail Ghodsee received for her article 
in the New York Times centenary feature on the Rus-
sian Revolution, “Why Women Had Better Sex Under 
Socialism.” The Washington Examiner’s indignation 
constituted perhaps the most hilarious public re-
sponse. “Are women in Venezuela having great sex ri-
ght now?”- well, even if they are, “people have more 
sex during blackouts,” which are “quite common due 
to state ownership of electricity companies.”
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Indeed, a surprising level of defensiveness still 
circulates in capitalism’s heartlands in response 
to this infamous evidence, collected decades ago, 
suggesting East German women were experiencing 
twice as many orgasms as West German ones. The 
ensuing meme of the sexually emancipated “Ost-
-Frau” still inflicts a sting in the First World. Ina-
dequate as the methodology clearly was, whereby 
“good sex” was correlated to high orgasm-output, 
the results visibly still have the power to disquiet 
and infuriate. How could this possibly have been 
true, American patriots ask themselves, fretfully—
what with freedom and democracy and sex toys on 
one side of the wall and a one-party state on the 
other?! (Ghodsee also thinks sex-toys are uniquely 
capitalist.) Was sowing this unease the whole point, 
originally? Was the whole exercise—or, at least, the 
promulgation of its findings—devised to generate 
geopolitical ressentiment? At any rate, as historian 
Dagmar Herzog notes, East German experts end-
lessly reiterated their GDR-vindicating conclusions. 
Perhaps inevitably, Ghodsee has been painted as a 
Cold Warrior anachronistically joining in this natio-
nalist baiting.

It is reasonable to infer, even from the past-tense 
version of her statement linking “socialism” with 
women’s pleasure, that Ghodsee wants socialism in 
America, and soon. Again, right-wing opponents of 
socialism were always going to extrapolate the le-
ast defensible, least historically contingent, version 
of the claim, in bad faith. But note that the constati-
ve historical statement “Women Had Better Sex Un-
der Socialism” in Ghodsee’s original Times title has 
now evolved - in the hands of Nation Books - into 
an even more confident prescriptive: Women Have 
Better Sex Under Socialism.

So, had or have? In both cases, a welter of objec-
tions spring to mind. I don’t mean the obvious one: 
namely, “where was, where is socialism?” My qu-
estions, to name a few, are: Who made (or makes) 
the woman under socialism erotically happy? Was it 
predominantly her own good self, or other women, 
singly or in groups, or - unlikely as it may seem - in-
dividual men? Secondly, what got (or gets) her off? 
And is (or was) this “better sex” actually good sex, 
or still, conceivably, worse for women than no sex 
at all? Does frequency or duration or location or the 
presence or absence or intensity or number of or-
gasms really have anything to do with the goodness 
of sex? For that matter, can the quality of sex be qu-
antified at all?

“First of all,” retorted Ghodsee in summer 2017, “I 
did not come up with the headline.” Nevertheless, 
by keeping—intensifying, even—that clickbait he-
adline, and emblazoning it on the cover of her new 
book, she is compounding the flagrant invitation 
to misinterpret her scholarship she professed, last 
year, on her blog, to so regret.

While her claim is actually merely that gender pay-
-equity, humane divorce law, decent childcare pro-
vision, and so on “produced especially charmed 
conditions for mutually satisfying heterosexual 
sex,” you can see why Ghodsee, in choosing her 
title—which, as Charlotte Shane points out, is ulti-
mately “a cynical marketing ploy”—might think to 
herself, “Hey, in for a penny, in for a pound.”

But her willingness to cherry-pick from the Soviet 
policy pantheon is, more than anything, supposed 
to prove Ghodsee’s fervent Americanism, her fre-
edom from dogma. “Not all who fought or found 
themselves on the left side of history were radical 
Marxist zealots bent on world domination,” she of-
fers, generously, in The Left Side of History (2015). 
By the same token, when she notes (in Better Sex) 
that in contemporary right-wing discourse “wo-
men’s rights and entitlements are painted as part of 
a coordinated plan to promote world communism,” 
she regards seeing the goals of feminism and anti-
-capitalism as dovetailing in this way as ridiculous. 
The existence of “leftist millennials” in the U.S.- like 
me- who do assert this, and who want “full commu-
nism now” (small c) (ibid.), frankly, horrifies her. Su-
rely, our proposals must be a “joke.” But grappling 
seriously with the question of how to avert any re-
petition of Stalinism on earth is, in reality, hugely 
important to me and my peers because we know in 
our bones that anti-capitalist revolution is absolu-
tely necessary for the future of life.

So what does Ghodsee stand for? For “citizens” 
to “get wise and start going to the polls” so as to 
“nudge things in a more progressive direction,” re-
deeming America, safeguarding liberal democracy, 
and fending off the Handmaid’s Tale scenario in 
which women are electorally disenfranchised and 
stripped of their credit cards en masse. As she re-
marks at the close of Red Hangover (2017), we 
obviously shouldn’t foment a revolution, but “we do 
need to start having a serious conversation about 
how to make democracy great again.” 
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This phrase sounds a particularly dud note given her near-com-
plete silence on the question of race in America, and her uncriti-
cal shout-out (on page six of Better Sex) to Sahra Wagenknecht, 
promoter of the 2018 fascist-wooing turn in Germany’s Die Lin-
ke party.

But what conveys the content of Ghodsee’s feminism most ef-
fectively is the cumulative impression left by the profiles of the 
author’s friends. “Jake,” the Reaganite/Thatcherite corporate 
executive and “childhood friend” we meet in chapter two, tells 
Kristen over the phone, “I’m never hiring a woman again”- and 
somehow remains her friend. “Ken,” the “alpha male” in chapter 
four and five whom Ghodsee euphemistically calls “an econo-
mics major” while disclosing the sad fact that he “lost his life on 
September 11, 2001,” dehumanizes women. Then there is “Lisa,” 
the author’s shopping-spree companion, a high-flying San Fran-
cisco executive who quit to become a stay-at-home mom—and 
“claimed this was her choice.” 

By way of justification for this phrase’s passive skepticism, Ghod-
see relates an anecdote far more horrifying than she seems to 
realize, one I would personally have framed in terms of abuse, 
exploring the scope for comradely feminist intervention and 
a solidarity imperative. Ghodsee is visiting Lisa, and finds that 
marriage has turned her into an indentured sexualized laborer 
who “receives no wages.” “Bill,” who thinks that he and his wife 
“don’t have enough sex,” unilaterally controls and delimits Lisa’s 
spending, prevents her from owning a bank card, and “only gi-
ves [her] cash.” After a “stunned” Ghodsee silently pushes her 
friend’s sole $20 bill back across the table at a restaurant, put-
ting down plastic “in her own name” to pay for their dinner, Lisa 
says: “I’ll fuck him tonight and pay you back tomorrow.”

In this moment, Ghodsee offered Lisa no further aid, and inde-
ed offers her readers no interim or grassroots-level strategies—
only top-down macro policy-level ones—for supporting women 
of any social class in exiting structurally violent situations such 
as Lisa’s. And to my immense consternation, she ends the chap-
ter with a speculative prediction containing the fantasy that Lisa 
and Bill will stay together:

Some day in the near future, Bill may be begging a computer to 
give him his Friday night allowance so he can head to the sports 
bar with his buddies. There will be some cosmic justice when 
Siri informs Bill that he’s already watched enough sports this 
month, and should stay home and spend some quality time with 
his wife and daughters. Look, I’m as much a fan as the next com-
mie millennial of imagining lurid scenes of revenge perpetrated 
upon planetary class enemies. But even on the pleasurable (al-
beit nonrevolutionary) terms of vengeance, I struggle to see how 
time spent with Bill could ever be “quality time,” or how “justi-
ce”—cosmic or otherwise—is served in a situation where Bill is 
being forced to . . . hang out with . . . us.
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The solution Ghodsee proposes is, howe-
ver, consonant with the sense one gets that 
when she says, “Yes, the glass ceiling ne-
eds to be broken . . . [but] policies to help 
women get to the top always must be com-
bined with practical steps to help those 
women struggling at the bottom,” she isn’t 
really thinking of women situated outside 
of labor markets, doing unpaid work insi-
de homes. Instead of looking at social re-
production and production as an integral 
whole, Ghodsee seeks to construct a di-
chotomy between a state-socialist mode of 
life where the private sphere is somehow 
kept “non-economic,” and a capitalist one, 
where said private sphere has been almost 
entirely subsumed into “economics” (sym-
bolized by sex work). It is never explained 
why, in order to erect this dichotomy, Ghod-
see is adopting the most elementarily anti-
-feminist assumption of classical political 
economy - namely, that what makes some-
thing “economic” is the presence of a wage. 
She simply establishes that “socialism” 
was characterized by despotic state surve-
illance and coercion and also—oxymo-
ronically—private human fulfillment and 
happiness, and that free-market societies, 
conversely, involve anxious freedoms and 
“discrimination against women workers.” 
But hey, no state violence or coercion.

The sweet spot therefore, it is consisten-
tly argued, is a somewhat socialist-femi-
nist “yet” not overly authoritarian society. 
Yet? Indeed, Ghodsee often repeats this 
syllogistic link, this notion of “downsides” 
to both components, in order to establish 
the desirability of a “trade-off” between 
wellbeing and freedom. In other words, the 
zero-sum linkage is naturalized the better 
to insist that a reasonable balance can be 
struck. Thus, for example: “We shouldn’t 
have to live under authoritarian regimes 
to have loving relationships based more 
on mutual affection than material exchan-
ge.” Ghodsee naturalizes a logic of scarcity, 
extending to the domain of citizens’ rights 
the neoliberal idea that there ain’t no such 
thing as a free lunch (i.e. the loss of demo-
cracy is the price you have to pay for wo-
men’s liberation).

For over a decade, some people have 
even set themselves up as “sexual eco-
nomists”—attempting to transpose these 
supposed market “laws” onto the ensem-
ble of phenomena known as sex. What is 
“sexual economics theory”? Better Sex ma-
kes it painfully clear that Ghodsee is in so-
mewhat of a love-hate relationship with it. 
The basic idea is one she says, dizzyingly, 
holds “true” under capitalism. A 2004 pa-
per, “Sexual Economics,” by Roy Baumeister 
and Kathleen Vohs, set forth the foundatio-
nal framework, which is specifically not a 
theorization of the sex industry. Rather, it is 
an account of unwaged sex that sees sex as 
a nonlabor commodity: a nonrelational, qu-
antifiable, and consumable resource some 
might call “pussy.” In its own words, it holds 
that noncommercial (heterosexual) “sex is 
a female-controlled commodity because . . 
. of the principle of least interest.” Women 
(cis heterosexual ones, it apparently goes 
without saying) therefore “suppress the 
sexuality of their fellow sellers,” via slut-
-shaming, “in an attempt to keep the price 
of sex high,” shoring up their own (and only) 
power while handily also giving (cis hetero) 
men, who have to work to afford this high 
price, an incentive and purpose in life.

If we follow Ghodsee in averring that there 
is “truth,” no matter how contingent a kind 
of truth, in the sexual-economics model, 
there are several premises we must accept. 
First, we can’t disagree all that much with 
the assumption that “women’s sex drives 
are weaker than men’s” (even though that is 
nonsense). Second, we have to accept the 
idea not only of a non-labor-based commo-
dity but of a sex-price set by nature—set 
by men’s gaze itself—since for Baumeister 
and Vohs, “the price of sex varies with the 
perceived desirability of the woman offe-
ring it.”

How else would this unimaginably com-
plex metric manage to achieve an equali-
zed aggregate of varying tastes, rendering 
the desires of woman-desirers fungible and 
modulating them according to geopolitical 
trends? 
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Third, we must bracket the sex industry and throw its 
workers under the bus. “Many will argue that there’s 
nothing morally wrong with sex work,” states Ghod-
see backhandedly, but it “is not sex-positive empo-
werment for women.” (Who really argues that work 
is empowering, though? Not any sex workers that I 
know of.) Ghodsee has said in an interview that “sex 
work is work,” but nothing about her intervention 
suggests she has integrated that knowledge into 
her thought. She is neither able nor willing to center 
sex workers qua sex workers as part of the constitu-
ency of working-class women.

Unsurprisingly, the question of sex work is, in the 
end, what exposes the contradictions in Ghodsee’s 
dichotomized public/private schematic most deci-
sively. For simplicity’s sake, Ghodsee would have 
us “set aside the people who would choose sex 
work without economic necessity” and feel positi-
vely about the fact that surveys of Communist East 
Europeans suggested they “abhorred” prostitutes 
more than almost any other social group, so oppo-
sed were they to the commodification of something 
so intimate. The unraveling continues as the reader 
is told that the concrete example of “the good life” 
(in terms of staving off the predations of sexual 
economics theory) is: contemporary Denmark. As 
readers may have guessed, Ghodsee is over-exten-
ding, here, a famous 2013 article, “Cockblocked by 
Redistribution,” by Katie J. M. Baker. In this justly re-
nowned piece, Baker skewered certain implications 
of the argument proposed in the popular paperback 
Don’t Bang Denmark by men’s rights activist Dary-
ush Valizadeh (a.k.a. Roosh V). This screed, Don’t 
Bang Denmark: How to Sleep With Danish Women 
in Denmark (If You Must), to give it its full title, is 
one among many in a series of Lonely Planet–esque 
“bangs”- that is, rape guides (e.g. Bang Colombia) 
-aimed at the nascent “incel” market. While most 
of the outputs of this franchise constitute how-to-
-bang guides, this one was remarkable not only for 
recommending not to “bang” but also for its awe-
struck description of the feminist effects of the wel-
fare state. Essentially, Roosh here was signaling to 
would-be Pickup Artists all over the world not to 
bother pursuing an entire (Danish) female popula-
tion.

Billed as Roosh’s “angriest book,” Don’t Bang 
Denmark proposes that one simply cannot get laid 
in Denmark because, as he learned in Denmark, 
women’s susceptibility to predatory persuasion is 
inversely proportional to the degree of social welfa-

re they enjoy. In other words, as Baker extrapolates, 
“marginalized women who need male spouses to 
flourish might find pick-up artists alluring,” whereas 
empowered women in social democracies are less 
tractable regarding rape-oriented coercion. (While I 
highly rate Baker’s journalism, the words “flourish” 
and “alluring” risk suggesting that undocumented, 
impoverished, disabled, migrant, trans, and racia-
lized women somehow take joy in incels on the 
prowl. Alternatives might have been: “survive” and 
“tolerable.”)

Sex work isn’t work, for Ghodsee; rather, it is by de-
finition the worst possible sex. This conforms with 
her (once again sex-economistic) hunch that “be-
cause men aren’t paying for it, they perhaps care 
more about their partner’s pleasures.”

All in all, it is no wonder that Ghodsee doesn’t men-
tion Denmark’s famously sizeable, reasonably safe, 
and semi-decriminalized sex industry. It is a mas-
sive problem for her account. Theoretically, “in so-
cieties with high levels of gender equality,” as she 
puts it, “women’s sexuality would cease to be a sa-
leable commodity at all.” Theoretically, by spending 
relatively generously on parental leave, housing for 
single parents, childcare, social security, divorce 
provision, and reproductive rights, Denmark ought 
to have already partially decommodified sex. But . 
. . it hasn’t. Nor (relevantly—and unfortunately) has 
left struggle in Denmark yet abolished capitalism.

As I’ve said, the data at the heart of Better Sex Under 
Socialism—at least, the data undergirding its title – 
is academically well-worn. It will already be familiar 
to anyone who has seen the sharp and entertaining 
documentary film Do Communists Have Better Sex? 
[Liebte der Osten anders?], a blend of purpose-
-built cartoons, talking heads, and archival footage 
of “Ossi” family nudism, “Wessi” sex-ed, parent-te-
acher meetings, and DIY pornography. The director 
of that documentary, André Meier, moves beyond 
the numerical dimensions of the “orgasm war” to 
make the argument that Eastern heterosexuality 
thrived, unlike the West’s, precisely because it “had 
no cult of the orgasm.” Ossies, he avers, spoke far 
more freely and frequently than did their counter-
parts about their experiences and desires around 
sex, again perhaps because of rather than despite 
lacking access to pornography.
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I do not contest the argument, advanced by scho-
lars including Ghodsee, Herzog, Kurt Starke, Ingrid 
Sharp, Kateřina Lišková, Josie McLellan, and Paul 
Betts, that the lesser degree of commodification of 
human sexuality in the GDR played some kind of 
role in ostensibly straight people’s self-reporting 
as leading perfectly contented sex lives. I have no 
squabble with the basic insight that “when women 
enjoy their own sources of income, and the state 
guarantees social security in old age, illness, and 
disability, women have no economic reason to stay 
in abusive, unfulfilling, or otherwise unhealthy re-
lationships . . . [they don’t] have to marry for mo-
ney.” But I nevertheless do not share this school’s 
degree of enthusiasm for the relative pleasantness 
of Eastern Bloc heterosexuality; nor do I understand 
its lack of attention to queer subjects and its lack of 
curiosity about the post-gender horizons, the gene-
ralization of eros throughout the culture dreamed 
of by family abolitionists and sexual utopianists like 

Firestone. And I certainly do not feel, as do so many 
of those who pass as “revisionist” within American 
Russianism, that “better sex” represents the one 
mitigating feature of the failure that was Commu-
nism.

More than anything, then, what I object to is the 
anti-utopianism of Kristen Ghodsee’s approach. 
We can do better than a feminism that is marriage-
-naturalizing, anti-communist, pro–“economic inde-
pendence,” yet tacitly opposed to sluts. The literal 
translation of the Hungarian title of my commie les-
bian movie, I notice, is not actually Another Way but 
For One Another. And it really is for one another—
including the possibility of sexual ecstasy, yes, but 
also a few other things as yet un-dreamed-of—that 
people everywhere band together and demand the 
impossible.
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SARAH NICOLE PRICKETT

A WOMAN UNDER 
THE INFLUENCE

THERE comes a time when the way you are is not just the way you 
are, but also the way you might die. There arrives at that time a word 
for what you said or hoped was indescribable, a diagnosis for your 
lure. Always there were moods you had that others did not, moods 
that were your organizing principle. Now they become your undoing. 
You weren’t wrong to think nobody else was like you. Not many 
people are. Almost nobody would want to be, and that’s where—in 
your wilding moments—you were wrong. I was.

Mary MacLane’s spectacular moods 
first fueled, then failed her
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The numbers could also be wrong. If not, and if 
you’re an adult in America, there is a two to five per-
cent chance you have what is now called bipolar af-
fective disorder (and I want B.A.D., an acronym that 
feels somehow bratty but also courteous, like a war-
ning, to catch on). If you write for a living, multiply 
that chance by ten. Of course, you (or I) don’t write 
only for a living, but also to live; you (well, I) believe 
writing is both a reason to keep doing so and the ef-
fect of doing it singularly. Then comes a time when 
writing is just another symptom.

Records of the human condition are often kept by 
its least reliable narrators. Consider the case study 
conducted by the American psychologist Nancy An-
dreasen and compiled in her 2005 book, The Cre-
ating Brain, for which she chose 15 authors from the 
Iowa Writer’s Workshop, class of ’74. As the connec-
tions between one’s creativity and one’s psychiatric 
history, or diagnosis, began to light up, Andreasen’s 
group grew to 30; so did the control group. Over the 
next fifteen years of follow-up studies, two of the 
Iowa writers committed suicide. Nobody in the con-
trol group died.

In 1983, the psychologist Kay Jamison, herself bi-
polar, surveyed 47 British artists and writers and fo-
und that 38 percent had sought treatment for mood 
disorders — a percentage about 30 times the natio-
nal average. Writers, according to writers, were suf-
fering at a higher rate of breakdown, while among 
them poets had it worst of all: Half of those survey-

ed had been hospitalized for depression and/or ma-
nia. Poets, decided Jamison, had the most “creative 
fire.” At first, this seems a suspiciously convenient 
thing for poets to believe: It’s better to burn, burn, 
burn than to pay the heating bill.

Still, there are few other explanations for the survi-
val of poetry, which must feel like rubbing together 
sticks while other writers use barbecue lighters, 
blowtorches, barrels and barrels of oil. The poet, al-
ways having to prove she’s not dead, must be more 
concerned with breaths and heartbeats and flickers 
of viscera than any other writer, and so, more than 
any other writer, it’s the poet who remains our most 
stubbornly libidinal subject, at odds with the flesh-
less world, embodying at least one early, Freudian 
notion of bipolarity.

Whether a person is bipolar before being named as 
such is for structuralists to contest. After the diagno-
sis, certain erraticisms do cohere. Certain flaws get 
excused. Six close friends say they’d “always known 
it.” All we actually “know” is what studies say, and 
what studies say is that manic depression (as it was 
once known, and is still better described) gets dia-
gnosed later in life than depression, in part because 
it’s often misdiagnosed as the latter. For women, the 
first episode is typically depressive; for men, manic. 
Whether or not that divide collapses when gender 
norms do, doctors agree the first episode tends to 
occur before 25, and is easily confused with, well, 
being under 25.
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Two years before Jamison’s study, 
Francesca Woodman, who is now 
considered a seminal proto-Cin-
dy Sherman  photographer but 
was then just 22 and mostly unk-
nown, jumped from a Lower East 
Side loft window to her death. It 
was a shock, not a surprise. In her 
system a switch had gotten stuck. 
Betsy Byrne, her best friend, wro-
te in 2011 that Woodman’s “ulti-
mate conflict” was between a 
“strict American puritanical work 
ethic” (depression, surely) and a 
“pure Roman delight in life’s sy-
baritic pleasures” (sounds awfully 
like hypomania). In Marya Horn-
bacher’s 2008 memoir, Madness, 
Hornbacher recalls days of work 
so intense her friends resented 
her, then a night she drove 600 
miles on a whim. Robert Lowell, 
self-lacerating after a 1959 manic 
attack, blamed himself for “all the 
Baudelairean vices, plus … stupi-
dity.” Woodman, too, excoriated 
herself. “[Francesca] bounced 
from extremes,” wrote Byrne, “li-
ving very regimented in control or 
very recklessly out of control, and 
she berated herself mercilessly 
for the latter. I always thought 
that Francesca secretly longed for 
the conventional, a life of plain 
old day-in-and-day-out sameness 
and security — forget about the 
art, the constant self-doubt, lone-
liness, insecurity and obsessive-
ness inherent in the process that 
can overtake the life.”

Longing, unlike desire, conce-
als the need for dissatisfaction. 
What you long for you definitively 
can’t have. When what’s longed 
for is “sanity” or “conventionali-
ty” or “adulthood,” the mad one 
longs mostly, I think, to reassure 
herself that these “responsible” 
choices are not ones she can — 
nor can be expected to — make. 
“All I wanted was a little piece of 
life, to be married, to have child-

ren… I was trying my damnedest 
to lead a conventional life,” said 
Anne Sexton, whose damnedest 
looked a lot like dancing the 
“Dying Swan” in a backyard filled 
not with balloons but with bott-
les, and who nonetheless had ba-
bies with someone named Alfred. 
“But,” she added, “one can’t build 
little white picket fences to keep 
the nightmares out.”

You will be interested to know that 
nightmares happen overnight, 
and so too — so often — does the 
axis-bending turn in bipolarity. 
Woodman had early-onset, unte-
nable extremes; she went out like 
a match.  More commonly, it’s as 
the early 20s turn to the late 20s 
that certain, amplified tendencies 
become wildly unlike delight. For 
most of us, when a time comes, it 
comes then.

* * *
In 1917, at age 36, Mary MacLane 
published the better and less read 
of her two memoirs, I, Mary Mac-
Lane. It had been a while. A de-
cade and a half earlier, when she 
was 18 and unknown to her home 
town of Butte, Montana, let alone 
the world, she wrote a memoir in 
which nothing happens outside 
her febrile, arguably vile, indispu-
tably brilliant mind. Published in 
1902, when she was 21, The Story 
of Mary MacLane  was the pheno-
menon a century forgot.

This year, republished and resto-
red to its original name, I Await 
The Devil’s Coming feels both pro-
to- and anti-confessional: MacLa-
ne invented female self-expres-
sionism, with its radicalized ego 
and racing nerve, and yet, faced 
with the nadiristic, nth-degree 
prospect of Marie Calloway’s first 
book, What Purpose Did I Serve In 
Your Life, I am sure she’d say “put 
on some fucking syntax.”
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(If you sold 100,000 copies of your 
diary in one month, you too would 
be a boss — and I do mean one 
hundred thousand copies. Of an 
unknown girl’s diary. In one month. 
In 1902. Anyone still want to talk 
about Cat Marnell’s book deal?)

I, Mary MacLane didn’t change the 
game. Fifteen years of fame and in-
famy and reactive detachment, of 
moves to Manhattan and back to 
Butte, had amounted to near career 
suicide. MacLane had been writing 
her second book for several years, 
allegedly since her late 20s. Now 
she was in her middle 30s. In 1917, 
that was considerably older than it 
is in 2013. Her feminism, intellectu-
al fervor, and active bisexuality were 
neither suppressed nor about to be 
socially accepted; she was still cal-
led the “wild woman of Butte.” And 
yet the older a wild woman gets, the 
more she’s left to roam alone. Then 
as now, then as before, it’s wild girls 
who get all the good outrage.

“The egotism of youth is merciless, 
measureless, endlessly vulnerable,” 
writes MacLane from her “Neat Blue 
Chair” (her capitalization of certa-
in signifiers is capricious, but the 
inconsistency works: that cocky 
“Me” separates ego from a self who 
knows better). “I have got by that 
stage of egotism. But I’ve entered 
on another wilder, more lawless — 
farther-seeing if less bevisioned.”

MacLane, with her weary clear-
-grey eyes, sees not only farther, 
but deeper, too. She can imagine 
the world almost well enough to 
empathize with its women in ways 
she could not when, as an 18-year-
-old #radfem, she considered her-
self infinitely more human than the 
mere persons around her. At 36 she 
doesn’t think of herself any less, 
only differently. This diary of her 
days “may or it mayn’t show also a 
type, a universal Eve-old woman,” 

she disclaims. “If it is so it is not my 
purport. I sing only the Ego and the 
individual.”

Later, there is an updated “About 
Me” page that makes my ribs feel 
like wishbones, and is worth qu-
oting in one long breath:

“I am Mary MacLane: of no impor-
tance to the wide bright
world and dearly and damnably im-
portant to Me.
Face to face I look at Me with some 
hatred, with despair
and with great intentness.
I put Me in a crucible of my own ma-
king and set it in the
Caming trivial Inferno of my mind. 
And I assay thus:
I am rare — I am in some ways 
exquisite.
I am pagan within and without.
I am vain and shallow and false.
[…]
I’m like a leopard and I’m like a poet 
and I’m like a religieuse
and I’m like an outlaw.
[…]
I am strong, individual in my false-
ness: wavering, faint,
fanciful in my truth.
I am eternally self-conscious but 
sincere in it.
I am ultra-modern, very old-fashio-
ned: savagely incongruous.
I am young, but not very young.
I am wistful — I am infamous.
In brief, I am a human being.”

Compare this perfect self-elegy with 
the recursive boasting of I Await the 
Devil’s Coming, in which MacLane 
declares herself a thief, a philoso-
pher, a beauty, a fool, a woman from 
the age of 12, and above all, a ge-
nius. Not just any genius, either. She 
is by turns “a peculiar, rare genius,” 
“a genius in [her] own right,” and “a 
genius more than any genius who 
has ever lived.” The word “genius” 
is used 46 times in I Await.
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In I, Mary MacLane the word “genius” occurs in one 
turn of phrase, used just twice. “There is no Clever-
ness in this I write,” she says (the capital C implying 
not clever, which is elsewhere uncapitalized and 
used differently, but something like pretentious). 
“There is writing skill and my dead-feeling genius.” 
Two hundred pages earlier, she’d ended said elegy 
with: “I am presciently and analytically egotistic, 
with some arresting dead-feeling genius. And were 
I not so tensely tiredly sane I would say that I am 
mad.”

At 36 it is too late to say she’s mad, anyway. Were 
MacLane alive in the ‘70s or the ‘90s or now, it wo-
uld have been said by her psychiatrists at 19 or at 
21 or certainly by 27, when she had left cities and 
begun to keep diaries again. But in 1917, in But-
te, Montana, much of the grandeur had gone from 
her madness, and the delusion from her genius, and 
maybe there was no genius without the delusion. 
But what a delusion! To claim the fatherly crown, 
whether deserved or not, is a radical and astoun-
ding act, and it happened a hundred and ten years 
before, say, Sheila Heti’s “female genius” debate. 
There had never been as defiantly of-herself a he-
roine, or, as MacLane said in I Await, a not-heroine.

In I, Mary MacLane, the older, sadder “I” sees herself 
as a — not the — subject. She sees also the world. 
And yet — she can never quite reach it. The wider 
and brighter it becomes, the further she recedes, 

lapsing day after day into silent, solitary routines 
performed in plain black dresses. Today in her diary 
she is “oddly joyous.” Tomorrow all seems “a nasty 
life.” But always she dresses the same, as if exerting 
magisterial authority and control over moods she, 
at 19, described as “alternating periods of hope and 
despair,” of hunger for life and flirtation with death. 
Now her highs are “the flashing burning sparkling 
mad magic of being alive” and her lows “the cold 
and restless terror” accompanied by thoughts of de-
ath, of “death and destruction,” of “death and death 
and death everywhere.”

Here it is either that MacLane exaggerates her mo-
ods, or that her moods have grown huge and un-
graspable, leaving her powerless to exaggerate her 
mind. Or, if not powerless, daily less desirous of what 
she’d most admired: strength. “I might say I prefer 
strength to weakness or weakness to strength,” she 
writes, nearing the end. “Neither would be true. 
What I prefer is a hellish hovering, an endless tor-
turing Tenterhook between the two.” And then: 
“One reason it will be pleasant to be dead: I can 
then no longer Waver.”

* * *

The doctors tell B.A.D. girls to keep a “mood diary.” 
They use words like “document,” and “familiarize,” 
and “monitor.” And “manage.” I sigh: Do I have to? 
Isn’t this just, like, Twitter? 
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And also impossible? (Ellen Forney in her graphic 
memoir of bipolarity, Marbles: “How could I keep 
track of my mind, with my own mind?” She almost 
doesn’t.) But slowly I learn to follow self-reportage 
like a script, eschewing a prescription, getting bet-
ter by pretending to be more here, less here. I’m 25 
and 26 and some days I’m fine, “asymptomatic.” 
Then I’m 27 and those days are fewer, then farther 
apart, and I dread the day after which no more days 
are fine.

In I, Mary MacLane, she writes to God and you know 
a time has come. There’s no more externalized bi-
polarity than MacLane turning to heaven from the 
depths of a death-mood, just as, fifteen years ear-
lier, she waited for the Devil on a high.

In that moment, when he finally arrives:

It feels as if sparks of fire and ice crystals ran riot in 
my veins with my blood; as if a thousand pinpoints 
pierced my flesh, and every other point a point of 
pleasure, and every other point a point of pain; as 
if my heart were laid to rest in a bed of velvet and 
cotton-wool but kept awake by sweet violin arias; 
as if milk and honey and the blossoms of the cherry 
flowed into my stomach and then vanished utterly; 
as if strange, beautiful worlds lay spread out before 
my eyes, alternately in dazzling light and complete 
darkness with chaotic rapidity…

This is genius but not mad, only the extremest po-
esis of manic lust. Even mild upswings make me 
feel invincible enough to love whoever can hurt me 
the most, and so, in the summer, I ride on the back 
of a motorcycle down Mulholland Drive. In the fall 
I climb onto the unprotected ledge of a hotel lo-
oming over the West Side Highway. Come winter I 
don’t fuck with condoms, and by spring I’m forget-
ting not to say I love you.

But I’m older, a little. The light is less dazzling, only 
too bright, and the darkness doesn’t rest. I stop co-
unting fine days. I can act. As long as nobody asks 
if I’m okay, I’m okay, and at the same time, it can’t 
be that bad, because who has ever accused me of 
being a poet.

When I am asked, I list exigent concerns: work, mo-
ney, sanity. I don’t say the real fear is never again 
feeling love so high I’m sure nobody has ever felt 

it, or ever will. Now I am sure of nothing, not even 
Nothing.

“The passion-edged mood is burnt out,” wrote Mac-
Lane when her grey days began outnumbering, irre-
versibly, the violet and pink and blue days. “Gone, 
gone, gone.”

It is true some nights that when all the champagne 
turns to ash in my throat I think, flickeringly, I’ll ne-
ver taste happiness again.

And I do not think it’s safe to walk home.

“As long as your creative fires burn, you are propel-
led forward,” opined the New York Times on Wo-
odman’s life and death. This was in 2011, when a 
faintly soap-operatic documentary about her and 
her family, The Woodmans, came out. The movie 
prompted a significant revival of interest in Wood-
man, and of concern-trolling: “But if you are consu-
ming yourself in the process, what is left when the 
fire begins to sputter?”

There are ways MacLane martyred herself on that 
artistic pyre. There is also a way in which, if the dia-
ry she wrote at 18 invented her life, the one she 
published at 36 tried to save it. It was her “mood 
diary,” only no doctor told her to keep it. Still, she 
could not be her own doctor and her own teacher, 
her own lover, her own sister, her own companion. 
Even at her clearest, Mary MacLane could not seem 
to find anyone with a humanness equal to hers, or 
to try.

But she knew they were out there, or, better yet, 
under there. “I’d like,” she wrote, “with breathless 
eagerness — to read the analyzed being just bene-
ath my skin. Everybody — every human being — is 
wildly Real: radiant and desolate.”

That Mary MacLane could be wildly, really, truly of-
-herself, even while psychically divided against her-
self, makes her my personal genius. That she lived 
so long and only for-herself left her a solitary, mid-
dle-aged corpse in a Chicago rooming house, Au-
gust 1929, cause of death unknown, or known only 
to those who’ve read her, and who are themselves a 
little too radiant, or too desolate, some days.
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ŻYJEMY W EPOCE DYKTATURY PIĘKNA. 
WYZBYCI RADOŚCI ŻYCIA PODDAJEMY SIĘ 
UPRZEDMIOTAWIAJĄCEJ PRESJI SPECÓW OD 
REKLAMY I DYKATORÓW MODY. ZAPATRZE-
NI W INSTAGRAMOWĄ ILUZJĘ SZCZĘŚCIA 
SZUKAMY WŁASNEJ NISZY, W KTÓREJ CHOĆ 
NA CHWILĘ POCZUJEMY SIĘ BEZPIECZNIE. 
BEZ DEWASTUJĄCEGO NASZĄ PSYCHIKĘ - 
KULTU PERFEKCJI. CZAS TO ZMIENIĆ! 

“Dobrze widzi się tylko sercem. 
Najważniejsze jest niewidoczne dla oczu.”

„Mały Książę” Antoine de Saint-Exupéry

WE LIVE IN AN AGE OF A DICTATORSHIP OF 
BEAUTY. DEPRIVED OF THE JOY OF LIFE, WE 
SUCCUMB TO THE OBJECTIFYING PRESSURE 
OF ADVERTISING SPECIALISTS AND FASHION 
DESIGNERS. STARING AT THE INSTAGRAM 
ILLUSION OF HAPPINESS, WE ARE LOOKING 
FOR OUR OWN NICHE IN WHICH WE WILL 
FEEL SAFE, EVEN FOR A MOMENT. WITHOUT 
DEVASTATING OUR PSYCHE - THE CULT OF 
PERFECTION. IT’S TIME TO CHANGE THAT!

“You only see well with your heart. The 
most important is invisible for eyes.”

Antoine de Saint-Exupéry

BEAUTY WITHOUT BEING            
                      FORCED!
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I love Mariah Carey the way Mariah Carey loves Marilyn Monroe. 
Our love is born at the nexus of impossibility and identification. I 
wasn’t always sure what kind of love this was. It was not sexual or 
romantic, nor did I want to be like her. What I wanted, and still want, 
was proximity to the limitlessness of the world she had forged: I loved 
the key turning, the door creaking, the window flying open. I loved 
the secret place she made for me, for us.

ELLEZA KELLEY

TAKE ME AWAY
A love letter to Mariah Carey
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Anita Bhatia, Assistant Secretary-General and Deputy Executive Director of UN Women
 (Photo courtesy of Anita Bhatia)
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This residual profusion imparts new meaning to the 
object and brings it differently into relief. “The di-
sidentificatory optic” Muñoz describes “is turned to 
shadows and fissures within the text,” but it is also 
tuned to them - it not only sees presence in nega-
tive space but hears sound in silence, and can di-
stinguish among various tones of silence: a caesura, 
a breeze, a held breath, a delicious quiet between 
lovers, the anxious aching still of a phone call that 
never arrives. Credit to her incredible five-octave 
vocal range, sometimes Mariah’s sound exceeds so-
und. Her B7 whistle register escapes into a silence, 
a sound that only certain nonhuman life-forms can 
hear, a sound that hails the extraterrestrial, no, the 
celestial. Sound that dissolves the border between 
secular and sacred tones. We know when we hear 
her that there is, if not a heaven, at least another 
realm, another layer, a suspended paradise of ho-
ney, rainbows, cumulus clouds - simple signs from 
a cast-off iconography.

I love Mariah the way Mariah loves Marilyn. Only I 
didn’t have posters of her, like other young fans. I 
didn’t have posters of anyone. I lived in a room that 
always looked like it was maybe underwater or in a 
vault or in a basement. What I did have: an altar, a 
bowl of hair and cascarilla, a jar of honey filled with 
notes, a model human skeleton inside a glass dome, 
a life-size black Barbie with a lovelessly given une-
ven lob and nail polish for lipstick, large triangles of 
hand-painted wood, half-filled sketchbooks (more 
than twenty), half-filled marble composition no-
tebooks (more than ten), books (more than a hun-
dred), and stray papers (thousands). I was a child 
allowed to make the things around me, and to keep 
them too. I was a child encouraged to keep every-
thing because “you never know what will happen.” 
It was both a threat and a promise. It was an invita-
tion to think rigorously and often about the future, 
to be driven to create by both intense fantasy and 
intense fear.

Last spring, I visited Lauren Halsey’s installation 
we still here, there at MOCA in Los Angeles. we still 
here, there might be described as a room, or better 
yet a cavern, a grotto, an outcropping, a shrine to 
the priceless detritus of black life in post-Watts Los 
Angeles. She weaves together metahistories of the 
Great Migration, the Watts Rebellion, and the Black 
Arts Movement with personal memories, childhood 
bedrooms, your grandma’s house, and the everyday.
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Mariah sometimes describes her love for Marilyn 
as both an identification (curvy, feminine, “surpri-
singly” bookish, from a working-class background, 
brunette) and a fantasy (glamorous, elegant, sen-
sual, powerful, a successful actress, a shiny thing, 
blonde) and sometimes both (Was she black? She 
never knew her dad, after all, and what about that 
triple-processed hair and the shape of her lips and 
ass?). In Dark Designs and Visual Culture, Michele 
Wallace observes this particular phenomenon:

It was always said among black women that Joan 
Crawford was black, and as I watch these films aga-
in today, looking at Rita Hayworth in Gilda or Lana 
Turner in The Postman Always Rings Twice, I keep 
thinking “she’s so beautiful, she looks black.” Such 
a statement makes no sense in current feminist film 
criticism. What I am trying to suggest is that there 
was a way in which these films were possessed by 
black female viewers. The process may have been 
about making problematic and expanding one’s ra-
cial identity instead of abandoning it . . . Disparate 
factions in the audience, not all equally well indoc-
trinated in the dominant discourse, may have their 
own way, now and then, with interpretation.

Perhaps the possibility of Marilyn’s blackness in-
dexed both a desire and a claim. Perhaps it refa-
shioned Marilyn, and perhaps it refashioned the 
little black girl Mariah Carey once was—the little 
black girl she was trying to be, the little black girl 
she was trying not to be. Mariah marked Marilyn; 
Marilyn marked her back.

And Mariah marked me. In the ’90s, we all knew Ma-
riah Carey was black even if the mainstream media 
had not caught up. Even if the record labels tried 
desperately to suppress it. But black people knew. I 
read Mariah the way she had perhaps read Marilyn, 
but rather than send myself up to Mariah, as she 
had done with Marilyn - imagining herself one day 
as the diamond-encrusted blonde vixen she would 
eventually become - I instead sent Mariah down to 
me. I read at the roots and ends of her shiny gol-
den-blonde hair, I plumbed the dusky metallic un-
dertone of her flat beige complexion, I looked deep 
into her eyes (as Irene says, “Ah! Surely! They were 
Negro eyes!” in Nella Larsen’s Passing), but above 
all I listened to her sound, to the crackling edges of 
her whistle-clean voice. I did not hope to one day 
be like her; I instead told myself that she was alre-
ady like me.

What José Muñoz calls disidentification might de-
scribe this way of reading at the edges - these torn 
edges where the black substrate (to riff on Natha-
niel Mackey) pierces through the white surface from 
below. A reading of and for blackness that likewise 
blackens its object - reading as an act of marking, an 
ongoing inscription against and alongside the text. 
It may be annotation, but it may also be the marking 
of possession, as Wallace puts it, of claiming. Where 
there is dissonance between reader and text, it is in 
these gaps that we attend to the fugitive meaning 
and excess signification that collects in corners and 
at edges, that accumulates and crusts over.
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Halsey combines the artificial and manufactured with 
languages of the organic, placing geological, almost 
glacial, rock formations and streaming water alongsi-
de Technicolor hair weaves, acrylic nails, patterned 
carpets, dollhouses, scattered tchotchkes and charms 
of black kitsch—fluorescent plastic pyramids, black 
ballerinas, bedazzled ankhs. Nestled among fake flo-
wers and flourishes of glitter, these collected objects, 
which in another context might be understood as junk 
or scrap, are elevated to the status of precious stones, 
sprouting from the nooks and crannies of the grotto 
walls as if untouched and unmined. I think of Maud 
Martha’s dandelions: “yellow jewels for every day.”

With its rock walls and columns, the installation appe-
ars as both one room and several, outside and inside, 
an archive and a future-oriented pre-postapocalyptic 
shelter. As I walk through, I remember the collections 
that studded and adorned my own precious youth. In 
Halsey’s installation, I experienced what I feel when 
I listen to Mariah, what Edward Soja has dubbed the 
“thirdspace,” a sonic spatiality both real and imagined. 
I am in her dream, I am in my dream, I am in my room, 
her room, our room. It is (sweet, sweet) fantasy, it is 
real; my fantasies are real because I taste them at the 
edges of my mouth, sweet water gathering. I imagine 
running my hand over a black square velvet plate of 
gold chains, their stiff ripple as they torque in and out 
of flatness, the links pulling away and clicking into pla-
ce. I imagine plunging my hand into a well of bobby 
pins, barrettes, beads, clips, those little combs that 
look like shells, those rough plastic rollers like tubes 
of coral. My hand remembers the intricate topography 
of intimate black places. I imagine my own archive of 
dusty Jordan and Nike boxes hosting the promise of a 
future return, our fantasies of investment, the Gold Fu-
tures of a generation. I dream them as a canyon in my 
room. I see the carpeted path cutting through, toward 
a raggedy desk into which I carved my crushes’ names. 
I was a dreaming teen.

For my 10th birthday my parents give me a portable 
CD player. Though I already have it on tape, the first 
CD I buy is Rainbow, Mariah’s seventh studio album, 
released in November of 1999. She is bigger here, in 
square dimensions, with golden hair and bronze skin, 
a rainbow airbrushed across her chest. On my new CD 
player, I have never heard her so clear or so close to 
my ears. I pore over the CD booklet, I learn all the ly-
rics, and I sing them (I am an only child; no one can 
hear me. I have my headphones on; I cannot even hear 
myself, but I feel myself meeting her notes and pauses 
and ad-libs with something that is not good, but free). 
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But even before I understand the lyrics, and 
certainly before I can define many of the 
words in Mariah’s vast, intricate, fussy—di-
stinctly African-American—vocabulary (the 
kind one acquires from reading the dictiona-
ry or the bible over and over), before all that, I 
feel the vibrations of her voice, the indulgent 
melodies, unlocking something inside me.

I grew up with black surrealists, black Marxists, 
black feminists, black poets, black artists, 
black filmmakers. My parents both grew up 
poor in New York City and then made things 
for a living: paintings and books. I was raised 
by people who, it seemed, made whole entire 
worlds out of the scraps of the day. Mariah 
did this thing I recognized, this conjuring of 
worlds out of nothing and on the go. She was 
my own, though. I found her and she spoke to 
me privately as I came into girlhood—not in 
any way that prescribed femininity but one 
that offered and allowed it to exist in extreme 
and dramatic ways, if and when I wanted. She 
was girlish, garish, emotional. And she was 
there for us, steady, even as the world around 
us found our melodrama, our girlishness, our 
emotional excess disgusting.

Yet the gender she modeled was something 
other than, more than. She gave us feminini-
ty invaginated, pushed to its limits, bubbled 
over, broken and wrapped around itself, awa-
re of its own performance, its own irony, its 
play. She did not just celebrate fantasy; she 
embodied it. She taught me how to be a girl 
and a woman and a creature and a substance, 
how to create myself as new chemical arran-
gements, ungraspable, even while living in 
the quicksand of late capitalism. She made 
herself a subjectless subject, a subject dif-
fuse and sparkling, shimmering—not subject 
at all, but glitter: always multiple, in excess, 
impossible to hold onto, impossible to get rid 
of the morning after the party. Caity Weaver 
reminds us that glitter is an “assemblage . . . 
a mass noun; specifically, it is a granular ag-
gregate, like ‘rice.’” Never reducible to a sin-
gle being, Mariah materializes that highest of 
praises—she is everything.
As such, Mariah allowed me to exist as a thing 
not here yet. I was undone, plucked from the 
surety of an identity, or what CosmoGirl qu-

izzes taught me was “a personality.” I was 
delivered instead into the slippery space of 
self-fashioning. Mariah fashions a self outsi-
de of space and time (as she asserts, “time is 
not something I acknowledge”). She fashions 
a self outside of even the notion of self. She 
fashions what it means to fashion, to desire 
and dream and render that dream in flesh. 
From her I learned to remake myself every 
morning. She always sounds new because 
she comes from somewhere else, some world 
of her own divining. And yet, she always so-
unds familiar. The nostalgic well-worn groove 
of her sound is still a channel that carries me 
to another shore of possibility.

And if she embodied fantasy, or else the ca-
pacity to materialize a dream, her aesthetic 
practice was escape.

Within Mariah Carey’s extensive narrative 
and visual oeuvre, escape is figured as lite-
rally running away (as in the “Honey” video, 
where she escapes her captors by jumping 
out of a window and into a turquoise pool), 
being rescued (by a “Dreamlover”), being ta-
ken away (“just like the Calgon commercial,” 
she croons in “Shake It Off”), but also as a spe-
culative mode, a deliberate bending toward 
an infinitely open future that is only possible 
through the mechanisms of dreaming, speci-
fically daydreaming, that conscious, directed, 
and purposeful agitation of the imagination, 
especially during work or school hours. Ma-
riah theorizes other futures while she’s on 
the clock or trapped in “bleak” dungeon-like 
mansions and suffocating contractual rela-
tionships with men and record labels. In her 
very first number-one hit (of 18), Mimi mu-
ses, “I’ve realized a dream / And I visualized 
/ The love that came to be.” This is her famo-
us “Vision of Love,” a prophetic enunciation 
that collapses desire, dream, and description. 
Other speculative number ones include “So-
meday,” “Fantasy,” and “One Sweet Day.” In 
“The Roof” she demonstrates her keen un-
derstanding of the infinite possibilities and 
fugitive lives made in the forgotten crevices 
of the urban landscape. A roof is not merely a 
roof but potentially also a place to gather, to 
party, to fall in love.
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And in her words, I found identification too. As an 
absolutely prolific songwriter, Mariah has always 
made it clear that she loves words—how they sound 
and what they mean. She taught me big words that 
I felt on my skin: enamored, succumb, flourish, un-
bridled, elusive, blatant, nonchalant, guise, unyiel-
ding, gradually, rhapsodize, emblazoned, fervid, 
ominously, tentatively, entwined, obscure, sublime, 
reverie, wayward, dissipate, rapture. And when she 
could not find the right word, she invented it.

I grew up in a household doubly freighted by the 
importance not just of words but of demonstrating 
to others your access to, and command of, them. Al-
most all the black people I knew, regardless of class, 
spoke a kind of English laced with words finer than 
any queen of any Old World empire. It was not al-
ways a matter of being “articulate,” or proving your 
intelligence to white gatekeepers; it was more often 
a matter of spectacle, of flourish, of stylish assertion. 
In “Characteristics of Negro Expression,” Zora Neale 
Hurston (who would’ve got on with Mariah, I think) 
claims, “Every phase of Negro life is highly dramati-
zed. No matter how joyful or how sad the case the-
re is sufficient poise for drama. . . . There is an im-
promptu ceremony always ready for every hour of 
life. No little moment passes unadorned.” These last 
lines could easily describe Mariah’s mode of being, 
living, moving, working. I would argue that the ela-
borate and histrionic language that both Mariah and 
I would be inducted into, decades after Hurston’s 
essay, was not so much a matter of the ascendancy 
of the written language for formally educated black 
people but rather a matter of adornment—the will 
to adorn language, to inscribe ornately against, and 
in the margins of, master narratives.

The mastery of a certain scope of language is mul-
tiply freighted for Mariah too, resplendently self-fa-
shioned after Marilyn, fashioned herself by Norma 
Jeane. In a recent piece on “Looking at Photographs 
of Marilyn Monroe Reading,” Audrey Wollen writes, 
“The public seems permanently surprised at [Ma-
rilyn’s] literacy, even when we are making a show of 
not being surprised.” Such a specter follows Mariah, 
too, and is often augmented by her perception as a 
diva, as “extra” or “crazy.” Like Marilyn, Mariah is har-
dly dumb, to which her exacting shade, dazzling wit, 

marvelous artistry, and business acumen are only 
partial testament. Yet her body, her aesthetics (both 
decorative and sonic), her pop-stardom, and even 
her enmeshment within black culture locate her 
within a mainstream narrative that hates and fears 
blackness, femininity, the popular, the common, the 
exceeding of enclosures, and the crossing of bor-
ders. And so Mariah is reduced to a ditzy diva and 
our appreciation of her limited to irony, guilty ple-
asure, or a plain indication of our lowbrow leanings. 
It is no wonder that Mariah’s love for Marilyn should 
be tied to the conflicting desires to love oneself and 
to be someone else.

To grow up poor. To be black. To be a woman. To 
be a (conventionally) beautiful, glamorous, excessi-
ve woman. To be a singer, a chanteuse. To be a star. 
One must also insist against one’s own vulnerabili-
ty, one’s own absolute accessibility to a world made 
hostile against them. One must shore themselves 
up. One must come with a vo-cab-u-lary. One must 
forge the tools to write themselves. In the end, Ma-
riah was her own dreamlover. She taught me how to 
live audaciously in the undeniable veracity of my 
own delusion—four words I learned from her.

Mariah not only charted a course for us but rende-
red and made manifest another possibility. She sho-
wed us it was right here if we were willing to make 
it and hold onto it against any encroaching power. 
Despite almost three decades of fugitive thematics, 
Caution, released this past winter, seems to be a bit 
more interested in staying, or perhaps more preci-
sely in reinforcing the semipermeable membrane 
around the worlds we make against those who wo-
uld take advantage, violate, or exploit. She tells one 
man to “get the fuck out,” and says “no” 106 times 
to another on “A No No.” Caution is about enduran-
ce and erecting boundaries, but it is also about hol-
ding space for yourself and others, about creating 
space in constant motion. It is almost as if, having 
finally found herself to be the site of refuge, she 
might rest and house those of us still on the run.

WVM INTERNATIONAL
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Taking a look back at Taylor Swift`s narrative I recently had someone 
tell me that she loves Taylor Swift now, but “hated her when it was 
cool to hate her.” Even now, after 14 years of being a fan, this bothers 
me. Swift is much more than good music and entertainment — she 
is a voice, a bit of warmth, someone who understands our feelings 
which we cannot put into words.

JENNY HAWKINS 
A TAYLOR SWIFT TRIBUTE

The making of a fearless artist

Many of us who grew up with her experienced mid-
dle school, high school, and college with her dis-
cography as a soundtrack for our own lives, and her 
specific yet accessible lyrics make it astonishingly 
easy to do this. Simply trying to write a somewhat 
objective piece about Swift is a struggle for me be-
cause she has created such a rich bond with her 
fanbase that it is so easy to feel loyal and even in-

debted to her. As a fellow songwriter, she has always 
been an inspiration to me, with that humble country 
background beginning in a little café in Nashville 
making her success seem almost within reach. Not 
just for aspiring artists, though; she has always had 
a way of breaching the gap between herself and her 
followers, from crowdsurfing and squeezing fans’ 
hands in her first tour, to sharing inside jokes on
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social media and contributing to fans’ GoFundMe 
fundraisers. However, her innocent disposition and 
vulnerable writing style have been used as weap-
ons against her by casual listeners and fellow artists 
alike.

From Kanye interrupting her 2009 VMA award ac-
ceptance speech to Katy Perry allegedly stealing 
her tour dancers in 2012 to Scooter Braun buying 
her former record label in 2019 —  Swift’s rampant 
success has ensnared her into some of the biggest 
front-page stories in popular media over the last fif-
teen years, leading her to ruthless public scrutiny.

The worst of the condemnation began after her 
fourth studio album, “Red,” hit shelves in 2012 and 
it seemed that Swift went from being America’s 
sweetheart to being perceived as a serial dater with 
an obnoxious victim complex. She was shamed by 
fans and fellow stars alike for referencing celebri-
ties she had publicly dated in her songs, sometimes 
by name. While she had to have known it would 
make her a target, it also created a devoted fanbase 
who appreciated the way she kept her heart on her 
sleeve throughout years of growing fame. She was 
never hesitant to call someone else out, not even 
herself.

Take “Back to December,” the second single from 
“Speak Now” (2010) — this was released shortly 
after Swift’s public yet brief relationship with “Twi-
light’s” Taylor Lautner (as a couple they were “Taylor 
squared”) and in it she confesses her regret in tak-
ing him for granted (“it turns out freedom ain’t noth-
ing but missing you / wishing I’d realized what I had 
when you were mine”), admitting her own missteps 
and apologizing to the subject of the song. On that 
same album, she wrote “Dear John,” widely known 
to be about singer John Mayer, who she merciless-
ly accuses of breaking her heart (“Don’t you think 
nineteen’s too young to be played by / your dark 
twisted games / when I loved you so? I should’ve 
known”).

When “Red” was released, Swift was 23, and al-
though she still existed in the country genre, pre-
senting herself as a cherry-lipped, soft-spoken 
young woman, she began to be criticized for writing 
too much about her relationships and being “imma-
ture.” Once the criticism began spreading, there was 
no stopping it (think COVID in Florida during spring 
break). Hating her became a trend — lifelong fans 
such as myself can attest to the struggle of being a 

supporter during these dark years. One fan warned 
others on Twitter to watch what they say online in 
the name of defending Swift, because “[reporters] 
are going to be shaping the narrative around our 
behavior.” The loyalty among fans is so fierce, many 
fans will go to extreme lengths to protect Swift’s 
name. My best friend in the 9th grade was a Direc-
tioner (One Direction’s fandom) and let me tell you, 
that was the equivalent of Trump vs. Biden sup-
porters in 2020 for high schoolers in 2013. I’m not 
proud of the amount of times she had me in tears by 
trash-talking Taylor Swift.

The biggest and most innovative forms of connec-
tion with her fans began in 2014 with her album 
“1989.” She started doing what she called “secret 
sessions,” where she would invite a group of fans 
to her homes in different cities across the U.S. and 
in the U.K. to spend time with her and listen to her 
albums before they were released.

I remember being beyond envious of these fans — 
most of them Swift’s team found on Twitter, Tumblr, 
or some other social media platform where they ex-
pressed their love for the star. In these photos, Swift 
is hugging them, letting them hold her Grammy 
awards, and snuggling up on her couch. She bakes 
cookies and laughs with them, singing along to her 
songs while everyone sits cross-legged on the living 
room floor. Many gave testaments to how she acted 
when they met her. One young woman with cere-
bral palsy wrote in a tweet that Swift’s team rented 
a private van to get her to Taylor’s house to meet 
her when she had no other means of transportation. 
“She was very normal and witty,” she explained. 
“That’s what I loved about her. Also her whole team 
could not have been nicer to me.”

Yet, only a couple of years later, this private image 
of Swift was a startling contrast to that of the me-
dia spotlight in the summer of 2016 when Kanye 
dropped “Famous,” which include the lyrics “I feel 
like me and Taylor might still have sex / Why? I 
made that bitch famous.” Worse, the music video, 
which premiered three months later, included a wax 
figure of a naked Taylor Swift, lying in bed next to 
Kanye. When Swift went public to say she never 
approved of the lyric calling her a “bitch,” Kim Kar-
dashian, Kanye’s wife, took to Snapchat where she 
posted videos of a recorded conversation between 
Kanye and Swift, alleging that this was the phone 
call where he asked for her permission to use her 
name in the song. 
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Swift does give her blessing 
for the name drop only, but her 
agreeing to the specifics is not in-
cluded in the recording. Kardashi-
an then tweeted a row of snake 
emojis, which quickly blew up.

Within minutes, the entire In-
ternet was calling Taylor Swift a 
snake. Not long after, she went 
completely black on social media.

Many took Swift’s silence to mean 
she was accepting defeat. In re-
ality, she was quietly, carefully, 
biding her time and creating an 
album that would flip the snake 
image onto its head and put her-
self in power once again.

The release of “Reputation” in 
2017 allowed Swift to somewhat 
regain the delicately calibrated 
image of herself, while also allow-
ing her to reshape her future as 
an artist. After a three-year hiatus 
during which her social media ac-
tivity had diminished little by lit-
tle (until the Kim and Kanye feud, 
when it completely stopped), 
“Reputation” was a fresh start. 
As snakes shed their skin, Swift 
was shedding hers. Her first-ever 
black and white album cover be-
came one of many precise details 
the singer used to convey a more 
callous, sharper version of her-
self. Cue the iconic line: “Sorry, 
the old Taylor can’t come to the 
phone right now. Why? Oh, cause 
she’s dead.”

This album and tour coined a 
newborn artist, someone who 
is unapologetic, deliberate, and 
playfully vengeful. She got called 
a snake in the media, so she had 
a giant moving snake on tour. She 
sold snake rings for $60 a pop. 
Her music video for “Look What 
You Made Me Do”, which features 
snakes from beginning to end, 
has gained 1.2 billion views on 

YouTube (Kanye’s “Famous” has 
47 million views, by comparison). 
You can call her a snake, sure, but 
you can’t say she isn’t clever.

In the summer of 2019, Swift re-
gained some control of her nar-
rative, coming out with a very im-
passioned statement on Tumblr 
about how Scott Borchetta, the 
founder of her former long-time 
record label Big Machine Label 
Group, had sold the company to 
Ithaca Holdings. The chairman of 
Ithaca, Scooter Braun, is an ap-
parent nemesis of Swift — in her 
first post about the situation, she 
referred to his behavior towards 
her as “incessant, manipulative 
bullying.” She writes that this 
was all done without her knowl-
edge or permission; she was nev-
er given the opportunity to buy 
the rights to her first six albums, 
and therefore they now belonged 
to Scooter Braun. Soon after, Big 
Machine released a statement di-
rectly countering her argument, 
saying “Taylor, the narrative you 
have created does not exist.”

In response, Swift has just simply 
chosen to rewrite her narrative 
and her legacy — again. As she 
prepares to release her new ver-
sion of “Fearless” (to be released 
on April 9), she will likely prove 
that she can and she will create 
whatever narrative concerning 
her career that she wants.

In February of this year, Swift re-
leased her new version of “Love 
Story,” the iconic (no thanks cred-
ited to the viral TikTok remix) sin-
gle that had, once upon a time, 
recruited many of her early fans 
back in 2008. This version is al-
most indistinguishable from the 
old, but true fans will recognize 
the maturity in her voice; they’ll 
notice the way her voice swings 
when she says, “Romeo take me,” 
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how she’s choppier and more 
controlled in the first “oh, 
oh.” The differences are small 
enough to maintain the integ-
rity of the original song that 
fans loved so much, but big 
enough to make the rerelease 
of this album just as exciting 
as if she were putting out a 
brand new one. This is the first 
step to her rerecording every 
album she once created that 
now puts money into Scooter 
Braun’s pocket.

On the first day of its release, 
the song garnered 5.8 million 
streams, and it’s already out-
selling the original version. 
With a new, sepia-toned album 
cover reminiscent of the origi-
nal (the classic long blonde 
hair toss and silky white dress 
remain) and six unreleased 
songs that didn’t make the cut 
when she produced the track 
list with Big Machine, this pro-
ject is already on track to do 
what Swift does best — twist 
the negative publicity and the 
drama into her own victory, 
splattered with that one-of-a-
kind sweetheart, calculated, 
pop-sensation bad bitch en-
ergy that only Taylor Swift can 
provide.

The timing of “Fearless” is es-
pecially notable given Swift’s 
recent departure from her old 
style.

Last year, Swift did something 
that surprised even her most 
avid fans  — she dropped not 
one but two albums within a 
five-month period, both with-
in 24 hours of their original 
announcement. And not only 
was the promotion of these 
albums, “Folklore” and “Ever-
more,” radically different from 
her previous methods, so was 

the sound.Before, she had ex-
perimented with country, pop, 
hip-hop, and rock, creating 
current pop blends that were 
sure to gain critical acclaim. 
These new albums are alterna-
tive, folksy, indie.

“Folklore” and “Evermore” are 
eloquently written, gentle in 
sound; even accusatory lyrics 
seem hard to attack because 
they’re presented in your ear 
so peacefully. In “mad wom-
an,” she sings, “and women 
like hunting witches too / doin’ 
your dirtiest work for you / it’s 
obvious that wanting me dead 
has really brought you two 
together,” which is very likely 
about Kim and Kanye. In “it’s 
time to go,” she sings, “now he 
sits on his throne in his palace 
of bones / praying to his greed 
/ he’s got my past frozen be-
hind glass / but I’ve got me.” 
This is assumed to be about 
Scooter Braun and/or Scott 
Borchetta.

I used to listen to “Reputation” 
while I did my best friend’s 
makeup before a night out, or 
“Lover” in my car on the way to 
the dog park with the windows 
rolled down. I now listen to 
“Folklore” and “Evermore” in 
the bath with a glass of wine, 
or at a low volume while I’m 
falling asleep. #TaylorSwiftIs-
LovedParty is trending on Twit-
ter as I write this. The page is 
filled with photos of Swift per-
forming with arms wide open 
in the rain, squatting down to 
the eye levels of children, sit-
ting on the floor in a gown with 
too many awards in her lap to 
hold. The amount of adoration 
in the tweets is impossible to 
ignore.
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What compels these people to feel this way?

What compelled me to blast “1989” from the speak-
ers of my Honda CR-V at 7:30 a.m. in the parking 
lot of my high school on the morning of its debut? 
What compels me, now, to write this, to fervently 
defend her despite the fact that I’ve never met her, 
that she has no idea who I am?

Yes, I do believe Taylor Swift can rewrite her narra-
tive — I think we’ve seen her do it a hundred times 
before. Even more than that, though, I see it because 
of her part in my own narrative — her words that I 
cry to, her words that I feel the urge to sing when 
I’m making dinner and dancing in my slippers, her 
words that bring me back to my first love as if it’s 
2013 and I’m watching the nervous red-headed boy 
smile at me from across the room. Taylor Swift will 
likely continue to form and reform her sound and 
public appearance, from pop to folk, from despised 
to adored for the rest of her career, and there will 
inevitably come a time she removes herself from 

the spotlight and slowly dwindles from mainstream 
consciousness.

But no matter what, her fans, me included, will nev-
er let her legacy fall. We have grown up alongside 
her, watching her consistently “come back stronger 
than a ’90s trend,” embracing her artistic desires 
and instincts every step of the way. It’s the fans that 
she always credits, as we credit her for much of our 
growth, as I listen to her music while I write this so 
I can remember while telling her story how much 
she has done for me and will likely continue to do. 
That’s the biggest love story Swift has to tell.

Author: Jenny Hawkins

Illustration by: Justine Guzman

Source: fnewsmagazine.com

License: CC BY-NC-ND 3.0
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When I walk down Michigan Avenue, I pretend that I am the legendary 
Naomi Campbell, slyly strutting down the SS 1998 Menswear runway 
with a gun gifted to me by renowned designer, Gianni Versace. I turn 
towards a glittery shop window — Bang! I find myself face-to-face with 
a fractured reflection. The fact that I am attractive by conventional 
standards is overshadowed by my slim, but-not-slim-enough frame 
which stands at a mere 5’5 (on a good day). It is a somber reminder 
that I will never be a supermodel.

MONICA GONG
THE SUPERMODEL: MUSE, 

DIVINE OTHER, ALIENATED
Why do I still dream of being a Supermodel?
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The supermodel is hated by all: by the socialist for 
promoting meaningless capital, by the feminist for 
upholding unrealistic body standards, and by the 
conservative for her raunchy sexuality. The idealist 
assumes that only the very stupid and materialis-
tic engage with her mirage, ignoring the seeds of 
standardized femininity she sows in consumer me-
dia’s patriarchal panopticon. Her overbearing image 
seeps into the collective unconscious of contem-
porary womanhood; thus any person who yearns to 
align themselves with “woman” becomes subject to 
her influence.

Yet criticism of the supermodel, while just in nature, 
is too often lacking in its surface-level and one-sid-
ed analysis of her mystique. It is my aim here to 
condense the social implications of the supermod-
el into three separate but complementary parts, an-
swering a question I often spend considering: Why 
do I still dream of being a supermodel?

The Supermodel as Muse

I refer to the supermodel as “she” despite the broad-
er boundaries of the common model, because it is a 
role that is, uncoincidentally, subject to hyper-fem-
ininity. The phenomenon of supermodeling devel-
oped alongside an ever-changing industrialized 
America. The elite supermodel, a prized line of work 
once synonymous with prostitution, was thrust into 
the limelight during the post-WWII boom. Marked 
by the founding of Ford Models in 1946, the su-
permodel began marketing her glamorous lifestyle 
to a thriving public. The ideal supermodel creates 
trends, tears them down, and then reinvents new 
ones, haunted by the ephemerality of late-capital-
ism.

Artists have found muses in the natural world since 
prehistoric times, and the fashion model is still con-
ceived as an art model, though their form as a hu-
man mannequin pushes their individuality inward: 
the clothes dominate the person. In other words, the 
name of the common model is not as well-known as 
the designer and the supermodel.

The supermodel, too, is alienated from the art-
ist-muse relationship when she is thrust into 
pop-culture stardom. Claudia Schiffer, considered 
one of the most iconic supermodels of the ’90s, 
posits the distinction with the following: “In order 
to become a supermodel one must be on all the 

covers all over the world at the same time so that 
people can recognize the girls.” As a result, the su-
permodel is not only the muse of an individual de-
signer, but also that of the public consciousness.

The Supermodel as Divine Other

The 1930s gave birth to whom many consider the 
first supermodel, Lisa Fonssagrives. Infamously fa-
vored by male photographers Man Ray, Richard 
Avedon, and her husband Irving Penn, Fonssagrives 
reflects the paradoxical objectification of woman-
hood in a patriarchal society which worships femi-
ninity as divine but Other.

The supermodel begins her career by being discov-
ered as a rare beauty, becoming separated from the 
ordinary crowd, and is given special treatment. Each 
time another designer or artist asks her to be their 
muse, her status increases. Iconic ’90s supermodel 
Kate Moss, was discovered at the mere age of 14 
at John F. Kennedy Airport in New York. Considered 
the “anti-model” with her waifish looks, Moss quick-
ly climbed the supermodel food chain as fashion 
houses changed industry standards to accommo-
date this new look. At one point, Moss was dropped 
from various contracts after being photographed 
using cocaine, but this controversy was short-lived. 
Now age 47, Moss continues to find success in the 
fashion world as a model, businesswoman, and de-
signer.

The irrationality of placing privilege on social-
ly-construed beauty standards constitutes this as a 
type of charismatic authority. Sociologist Max We-
ber defines this term, charisma, as “a certain quality 
of an individual personality by virtue of which he is 
considered extraordinary and treated as endowed 
with supernatural, superhuman, or at least specifi-
cally exceptional powers and qualities … not acces-
sible to the ordinary person … regarded as of divine 
origin.”

The supermodel’s charismatic authority could per-
haps be called aesthetic authority. Her physical 
prerequisites allow the supermodel to enter the 
modeling industry, giving her a chance to reach 
prominence as an icon. Physical expectations are 
treated as prerequisites for every high-fashion 
model, but the one-of-a-kind supermodel has an 
unexplainable allure. 



98 99WVM INTERNATIONAL

“They had something inside that came through … 
they had character, they had personality,” says Cal-
vin Klein in the HBO documentary About Face: Su-
permodels, Then and Now (2012).

The Supermodel as Alienated, The Supermodel as 
Alienator

Supermodels construct their charisma through both 
natural and artificial manifestations. Natural man-
ifestations, such as likeability or personality, stem 
from innate or unconscious origins; artificial mani-
festations, such as elegant posing and walking, are 
learned and perfected over time. The performance 
of femininity and glamor is integral to the super-
model’s role, and it is a talent that separates them 
from the common woman.

In othering herself in this way, the supermodel be-
comes instrumental in manufacturing the dreamlike 
and glamorous world of advertisement. In doing 
this, she not only alienates herself from the public 
but alienates the public from herself. The two only 
converse with each other through mediated plat-
forms: social media, magazines, billboards, etc. and 
the conversation often appears to be one-sided.

This simply isn’t true.

The supermodel’s high-visibility is reflective of col-
lective material desire. The perceived desires of the 

consumer hold even more power than the super-
model, who cannot reach iconic status unless those 
wielding capital feel that the public is ready to con-
sume her. In contemporary times, this explains the 
sensational “Instagram model.” Exemplified by the 
likes of Kendall Jenner and Bella Hadid, the super-
model’s social media following directly correlates 
to her fame and monetary status; therefore, the cap-
italist has a concrete estimate of which models will 
sell an abundance of magazines.

The physical requirements upheld by the super-
model are widely criticized. She both perpetuates 
and mirrors the harmful, eurocentric, and ageist 
definitions of womanhood entwined in consum-
er society. In criticizing her, however, it is too fre-
quently forgotten that the supermodel is under the 
jurisdiction of the advertiser. Her image becomes 
an object, reproduced by capital. Subsequently, the 
supermodel achieves another form of alienation: al-
ienation from the designer, thus alienation from the 
process itself.

This much is true when considering the tragic story 
of Gia, whose heroin addiction was ignored by pho-
tographers and editors who used her popularity to 
spin her sickness into the trend “heroin chic.” Gia is 
not a tragedy because she was an addict. She was 
a tragedy because she was discarded, symbolically 
and literally, by the industry that exploited her en-
tire life.

WVM INTERNATIONAL

* * *

We are all alienated under capitalism. The mundan-
ity of the 9 to 5 deteriorates our minds and bod-
ies; overworked and under-appreciated, we are 
rendered no different than a stalling machine. I 
search ceaselessly for an escape. The supermod-
el is just out of reach, her divinity so close I can 
caress and mold it. I identify with her humanity, 
yearning to be worshipped and beloved, so I give 
her the last shards of my hard-earned individual-
ity. If I steal the clothes she wears and paint my 
face to mimic hers, I can pretend I am her, if only 
just for a moment.

There is a Dior campaign in the shop window. A 
giant poster of Bella Hadid stares down at me, but 
she seems far away as if belonging to an alternate 
reality. Advertisement is the world of dreams and 
glamor, and the supermodel is its manipulator. 
I can’t help but be captivated by her spirit, but I 
know that she is nothing but a mystical fantasy. 
With one last glance, I walk away.

Author: Monica Gong

Illustration by Chanina Katz

Source: fnewsmagazine.com

License: CC BY-NC-ND 3.0
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DANCE & FITNESS 
EVENTS THIS
SUMMER

THE BEST

WVM INTERNATIONAL
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Summer zumba masterclass withTony Mosquera, ZJ Michal Kurpet, 
Aga Gina Ginardo Sabado 09.07.22 H: 17:00-19:00 Almeria Hotel 
Barcelo Cabo de Gata Entrada: 20 Euro
info: mkurpet@poczta.onet.pl

BALCERO CABO DE GATA

SUMMER ZUMBA 
MASTERCLASS

WVM INTERNATIONAL
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07/31/2022 SUNDAY
OSiR OCHOTA, FIELD (roofed) ROKOSOWSKA 10
Another event! Another Zumba LET’S DANCE event!
3 hours outdoor marathon, sports field 
at ul. Rokosowska 10 is covered

ZINE PRESENTERS
Claudiu Gutu - Romania

Damian Jabłoński
Anna Dymitrasz
Ewa Niemyjska

Marta Drozd Paszewska

ANNA DYMITRASZ LET`S DANCE

MARATHON ZUMBA
FITNESS WITH 
CLAUDIU GUTU

WVM INTERNATIONAL

We cordially invite you to the event with ALINA DUMA 
- ZUMBA® NEXT RISING PRESENTER 2019 WINNER 
- Zumba® Presenter 
- ZIN 95 Presenter 
- ZIN ™ Convention Presenter in 2019 and 2022 - Alina comes to us 
straight from the convention in Orlando, where she will conduct 
dance workshops and numerous master classes. 
The special guest of this event will also be Justyna Mikołajczyk, 
Zumba® Jammer from Ireland. Information about Jam Session will 
be provided soon by Justyna and Natalia Wieczorek (host).

ANNA DYMITRASZ LET`S DANCE

MARATHON ZUMBA
FITNESS WITH 
ALINA DUMA
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ZUMBA WEAR         
GIVES US
HOPE! 

ZUMBA WEAR IS NOT ONLY JUST 
CLOTHES. THIS IS A CULTURAL 
PHENOMENON THAT GOES BE-
YOND ONE-SEASON FASHION! 
BY WEARING ZUMBA STYLES, YOU 
NOT ONLY STAND OUT FROM THE 
GRAY, SAD REALITY. BUT MOST 
OF ALL, YOU CREATE IT A NEW: 
COLORFUL, SOPHISTICATED AND 
TIMELESS! 

WE HAVE EVIDENCE OF THIS 
THANKS TO AGATA ŁUDZIK’S PHO-
TO REPORTS FROM ZUMBA MAR-
ATHONS,  SUCH AS THE  WOM-
EN’S FESTIVAL ORGANIZED BY 
EMILIA FURMAN!
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THE BEST 
PHOTOGRAF:

@P hotozumbaPoland

AGATA
ŁUDZIK

NA FOT. OD LEWEJ: EMILIA FURMAN, 
AGATA ŁUDZIK @PHOTOZUMBA.POLAND, 

IZABELA KIN
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