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Dear ;

This la a lottal* bo the boys and men in my life, friends, 1overa, nnd
comrados, who have goan iLe diseonnect botwesn my palidcal
analysla—the ablllky to pall patriarehy out and loudily when 1t needs
lt—and my own sbruggles with Uving freo of it. 'Phls is a letier abaut
internallred sex lsm. Analysis loea not oqual lmmunity. Jusk
because T am reaching & place where T can ace bow capitallsm and
patriarchy affect me dossn’t mean T can extricale inysell rom itg
ETiD &N My pergan, ool the physical, soxual, and emollanal ways my
hudy, mysolt, rascta to thege pPracesges. Tlis 18 a letkar about my
emotione that come Mrom Srowing up as a girl in a patrisrchal
culture and the way theae emotlems manlfost themselves Physically
nn and in my body. Ieanngt sopatale the two. T am my body,

Tl letter aleo seoks to onor andl loarn from axisting models of
rommunliy thet don't sllencn or doadan our emotianal /pliysical
tranla 1 inchwle Tossons T have hoen learlng ag T study Lha
nornten iy bt ey, moclal Aobwarls, el rovolullonary work of
sreerte e e done 10 LIvan Ui I Lese] Glnlen and Thurd World women
tnbally, el af prlrliwratind nad whlia supremaclsl powet
slelvrag, woinen aleolar, (uoer, and tranefendered peonle have
tervelenad metaponcdant and cleillve aurvival strategios bagssd on
mulual vidlarstendings that people necd to rely on sach other, haot
Ehe: state, (or as Lell hoolks eall 1t the white supreinagiat fapitallsk
Pratriarely) to purvive. Examplea of Lhis work are evarywhare, and
It 18 up 0115 to learn them, learn from themm, and walus thig work:

In Harriett Tabman's docades-long strugdls inr & home for the
elderly,

In Blla Baker's abillty and decislon Lo ampower rather thono lend;
In the Black Panthey Party's revolution through child care and free
broak s sta:

In Malian woinen's collective village gardens, resulking iy satf
governance, ecological sustainabllity, and neede fomd; :
In the netwarks of suppovk (childeare, bog [am, oo, thioutders ko
ery on) Iound in many paar eornm i alllar It Lhe noldarlly of Duoing
shared oppressiong;

In the Irlesuelsinlp LHAL 1w P PR RTTSINNE EIVRTATS

[Lis & privilegs t0 he abla to ignoro the work of forging cmnmqﬁt}f
relabipnghips; It ia a privilede to ha abls bo oo lap into the 5aci .
networks that overcame imitatlens of money, mohtlily, and pm:w:l .
In the words of ball hookas: “Aslong as ... any roup defines Wleratlon
aa galning ancial equality wilh x'uungﬂlasg wh.u.e_ men, thay hawfm a
vesled inlerest In tho continued expinitition and oppresslon o

athers.”

[kt is ot enonglh bo recognize that some of us w-lll have the pqwer and
the deslva te meek you on your terms. ﬂ].l_;r,rsh.lp INBana meat.mlg 1:1.18 on
ours, The mesl revolubionary actlyiem will notb come frarm rullng
olass white men following their own .ag[anda., no riatter Im:'.'r ]d
anarchlsth thode men ara, Ihwill come from tho others 1n Whe wor
Wwho are crepling alternadwe ways of Jlwing rmllk on IIIILII.'LIB.I' ald, ot
recognltion ol hitman and coolofical imdta, and um_u..l.olr.lal duppert.
That's revolullom. Ao here's my letter, a tiny GDD‘tI'lhuL.E?Il ol ane
while [cmele volne in a mych wider movement. T }:u_s ls wlhere Tam
ooming from and where I amn going, 11 i2 an lowicetion for you I-;ll .
meedl. n:ua- there, oven @ I 8irive bo moet others on thelr Lerma,

lowve ta ffo Lhern togethean.




On a hero

Talke the example of Harriett Tubman. Tubman has been
mythologized by white biographers and public school teachers into a
mythical heroine. She was the superwoman who ran back into slave
country dozens of times to lead other enslaved people to freedom,
rigking her own life and freedom for theirs. While this myth is based
in (an incredible fucking awesome) reality, it whitewashes over the
complexity of Tubman’s diverse activism, and it strips away her
humanity by making her some kind of unattainable soldier of the
movement. Why would the USA power structure waant to create a
mythic Tubman who is a detached soldier fighting for a single
(higtorie) cause?

By rediscovering the depth of Tubinan’s activism and the ongoing
(even to present-day|) nature of the causes she devoted most of her
energy to, Tubman’s work becomes relevant—and dangderous—again.
And by learning the emotional motivations and connections that
Tubman had with her activism, she becomes a practical role model
for serious activists today, someone who did incredible things with
incredible courage, but courage that was based in and made possible
by relationships to her community, not just some innate
fearlessness.

When Harriett Tubman went back South, she went back for her
family. With each raid she tried to undermine enslavement as much
as possible and provide access to freedom to any enslaved person
who could safely come with her or hear her directions, but
throughout that dangerous revolutionary work was the personal
motivation and connection to her family. Tubman may never have
been a mother, but ghe fiercely enacted her roles as daughter, gister,
and caretaker/ward of her entire family. This devotion to keeping a
family together is itself a rebellion against the physical and psychic
aspects of glavery. In deconstructing the myth of Tubman af$a
warrior-mother to the enfire African American people, we find a
person who was in fact working out of motherly devotion to her own
family and friends, as well as for her own greater political and
philosophical causes. This brings her out of the realm of fantasy.
Tubman was not an unemotional, war-savvy guerilla—she was a
complex and profoundly loving war-savvy guerrillal

Tubman attacked enslavement and white supremacy ol all fronts,

wWin t accessible or
ing her body and soul at whatever fight was mos
e E > as the wealthy neglected

most pressing at any one time. Where - 1y neglectec.
soh‘dai'ity towards freedpeople’s poverty and _]‘Ob diserimination;
whereas men passed up care duties as women's work and womelg
labeled fighting men's work; whereas the young neglected th% ohmd
and infirm; whereas in all walks of the movgment people hid be i
their privileges as il excuses to avoid doing tpe worzk they co

do in an effort to maintain those privileges de§p1te ¢e1r
commitment to pieces of PBlack and women's hberatlonszubman
followed through. She was a true revolutiona.ry: Spe actively
deconstructed hierarchies in society and also within her own o
movement by showing that no work was too small nor too great for

her. Her commitment to enslaved people ran beyond simple
emancipation to a true end of their oppression, meaning economic
justice and security as well as an end to racial and gendered
discrimination.

We need to be multi-issue activigts who empower each other to be
unafraid of the dangerous, heroic work by creating communities
that enable that kind of work. We need to tend to every aspect of
ourselves, including physical and emotional needs. We need to pay
attention to those of us in the movement, including the elderly, the
young, the mothers, and the infirm. We need to do the boring labor,
the stuff no one gets mythologized for. There's a reason the
schoolbooks don’t tell the whole story. We need tolive it. We need
to take care of each other’s children.




on an eating disorder

I had an eating disorder in high school. I have found women with
eating disorders in every scene I know. It has been my experience
that a lot of feministy punk rockers, myself being a prime example,
can extricate ourselves from a huge chunk of sexist mindwarping--
we can fuck shit up, we can mosh, we can dress crazy, we can shave
our heads and grow our leg hair, we can be intellectual and loud and
political and successful—but we can't get over skinny. What makes
thinness so insidious? We know from the experiences of the riotgrrls
that punkrock is pretty patriarchal, but how come those of us who

When I talk about my own disordered eating I don’t mean the
clinical definition of anorexia. I think THE CLINICAL DEFINITION
IS WRONG. You cannot say that someone is only sick if they weigh
15 pounds less than an arbitrary declaration of “healthy weight."
That person was sick the ENTIRE time they were losing weight, it
isn’t like the person passes a magical threshold into treatability
when they weigh 85 pounds versus 108 pounds. It has nothing
really to do with what you weigh, the problem, the disease has to do
with what you think, how you act. This means: every single person
who experiences feelings of being-too-big, being-too-much, needing-
to-be-smaller for these cultural reasons is suffering from this

disease. It’s not restricted to those of us who are for whatever
reason are already kind of small, or have the privilege to not need to |
work or otherwise can go through the day without eating. This

means: it as fucked up for the girls reading fashion magazines to be
dieting as it is for 14yearold me to be skipping meals and going to [
swim practice. ' i

are actively fighting sexism in our scenes have so much trouble
actively fighting (or even seeing as a problem) our internal
obsession with size? There's a thing one of my feminist dude friends

. yells at me when I'm having a size crisis: "Take up spacel" And I
follow that sometimes. I do take up space; I take up space with my
voice, with my body language, with my appearance. But I still
struggle with taking up space with my body. That's a fucked up
thing, and it needs to be unraveled.

I think it is particularly wrong to characterize eating disorders by a
number when so much of it involves fixating on a number, and
giving it that number creates a goal to latch on to: 1f I can be 86
pounds then I am really skinny, even the doctors say sol Or if, say,
you are a perfectionist who needs to never ever ever actually have
an identifiable problem because you need to be completely perfect

: el
the timé
¢ how a 10t ot ¢ or how

ite abot
waﬂted to erte a 4 I’m hung-ry or

; food. I o idea ing cl d definitely not diseased, then it g ber t

ite about f0% [ have 1 J amazing ont0 and de y not diseased, then it gives you a number to very

[ wanted 10 “:m supposed £ how en I rumed 161b3C 0 1 cked dOWR carefully avoid so you can eat for survival, 80 you can eat just

eat bccausje res to eating. HO” just the y [ don’t €ver kn enough whole grains which are brain food to keep getting straight
hunger ¢ £ preasts a1t . clgnny 07 A’s and at the same time definitely not ever be clinically anorexic.

ew DI skan
was before I g(;h my body which 18 Not anorexic: despite the missing periods, the mind-body
disconnect, the self-hate and shame.

my l'ib Cﬂgc'

Anyway, eating is futi
> ealing is futile. Sometimes it ; ot
those are sort of b o eelid

weight this year at New Years
when [ said T Id

gained 13 pounds no 15 o 1

3 pounds but then |,

g ; ost it all tw, i
Z:IUIZZZgafmg ;oast and so what’s the fucking pomt;}::;]l"ls;g? By eig ?]; C? ;cli( e 1 IO EG it

m and really %}’Shouldyou have to work so hard t:?;atl;lf;g} S 0 1 like my legs for being part of the body that I have
al

hate fat pockets on m y body.

me. I don’ .
¢ { don’t want that. ol l'mte my legs for being the symptoms of my psychological disease?”
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It says, "This ig the num

ber at.
Until then, I il only got aloper to el

ne will say I'
t cloger to beautiful » Say I'm wrong,

Fuck thatl Fuck thati|| ¥

uck
goddamn awrul horrible numbers, T " OLeS, fuck your

numbera,

L

You know I am writing this even as this morning I was standing on a
chair in front of a mirror naked sideways trying to understand the
degrea my stomach protrudes out past the line that can be drawn
between my ribs and hipbones.

That's soo bad) That's bad| THAT should be recognized as a problem.
It shouldn't have to wait until I weigh 85 pounds, because fg_"a.u.kly I
am never ever going to welgh 85 pounds because sericusly need to
be awake enough for schoolwork gets in the way of that and I
personally cannot starve that much and get A's, I cannot. Maybe
BDIMEODE 0an,

What I want Is to understand why I wish I was skinny, why I'wish I
weighed less, and why I wish I disappearad. Thosea are three
geparats but interconnected things that only sometimes are a
flourishing part of who I am as a full and complex human being,

How did I end anorexia’s power over me?

One thing is T made it political, Feminism; "take up space," "atart a,
revalution: lovea your body." Eating is sticking it to the man,

One thing is I made it systemic. A disease, a contagious cultural
digease that came from outside of my body. Itis not my fault,

One thing is I picked a counter behavior (eating), and did it

One thing is I had a goal (welghing 1101bs g0 I could donate blood)
and a way to measure that goal (my body).

One thing was I talked about it. I told people who believed me, which
reinforeed the (gelf) diagnosis and forced the (gelf) tregtment.
Doctors and officials were only interested in the numbera—but I
knew somathing was wrong and my friends helped me acknowledge
it, even if the powers that be didn't,

One thing is I relaxed medical definitions (elinieally an anorexic
welghs 181bs underweight but since I knew that from the beginning I
made sura to never weigh that) and instead focused on problem
mindeets, Clinical definitions are good exouses to lat yourself
continue shit behavior.

One thing is I took away trigders (mirrors, fitted ulnthﬁa_, alcohol
parties, sexiness, girla department clothes shopping, makeup,
peales),

One thing is I redirected the obsession (from quantity to quality:be
healthy, be vegan, eat local/organic/well.) . |

One thing ia Tlet my roommate teach me how ta love women, and : |
how women are beautiful,

One thing s key people didn't forget, and wouldn't 1et me forget or
deny 1it, '


















wasn’t there we would have had sex and [ would have cried the whole time
and he never would have known becausc [ wouldn't have made a sound and
he wouldn't have looked at my face. The whole point was Lo say 'thank you,'
thank vou for being so kind to me when T don't deserve kindness, here let me
give you head. Because that's the kind of girl I am, that was all [ had in me,
laying very still and hoping it would all go away. All of the boys who [ love,
the boys who matter, understand that stillness means na because it is all no

unless | say yes. I was not going to say no alond,

that his hands were so slow and soft and gliding and they
didn’t hurt me and they were hesitant and wailing to be caught and fought
and pushed away. And that's not what rape is supposed to be, it is supposed
to be foreeful and hard and so recognizable, but those hands were what 1
wanted a little, someone to spoon and hold me and exactly what [ would have
had if it had been my best friend behind me or any number of people who 1
trust, but instead it was hands that felt right but were wrong, very wrong,
heeause they kept sliding lower and lower and didn’t hold but searched. But
how can it he rape if my underwear is wet and the hands are warm when |

And the thing is

am cold?

ietly and wanted to dissolve. 1 sunk in really deep
still felt so T wouldn’t feel angry at

be some sort of independent
weak for not saying no.
wn powerlessness, don't

So the whole time I lay qu
into whatever headache and nausea
myself and could be a very gmall victim or may
actor on my own volition: if T want it then I'm not
And if I don't say no then [ never have to prove my @
have ta face the moment when he ignores my waord.

d like an object, the casier it is to just be

The thing is that the more [ am treate
sness that is

a thing, to not deal with how much consciousness sucks, consciou
trying to make me say things that will hurt other people's feelings,
consciousness that might make someone dislike me, that will make me
Wrong, the girl who cricd rape, the one who misread or sent mixed signals,
the girl who lead him on, the one who took a stranger’s kindness for granted
with out paying up. I didn't say no, so how was he supposed to know? The

Girl Is Always Wrong.

I pictured where it would go: how
P go; how my clothes would be ¢
wﬂu:zrfm tﬁlf?u?: nl:::l:lwarﬂuld just say, "shh, it's ok,” and itli:EPIg ;jiﬁi?ﬁ “11"—;
hioraeaa e %-cd! ql:lct, That’s not rape, Not to him, Because ‘}ﬂus’ﬁ'
ol b :1 s ;t: on't want l.n be playing that part, because I d f 3 t
ol ket rong am.i heroic this morning after such a helli 1'1l -
on't want fo be the bitch who snaps and screams ”S.iu;:' ‘go
! Stop

touching me! Stap!" ;
- ! S1apl” the girl who woul .
him up or kill him or to call me Liar d cause all the boys in the house to beat

None of that happened, none of it.

Three times he slid his hands i
i iatein.in i s in my underwear long after I'd :
bl the II:uthii M;II “1_:1'1'-'-, my hoyfricnd saved me even thuugg?i:dtwcl;! Al
It wasii't enon 5]'-; b? 3PPEfll"E ljlﬂthing at all that everyone was at'ﬁl t::1 sl
warited i mg Cause I_]uﬂl‘dldrl"l want to make that other hoy |, a: g
stop. It's that Just stop but I didn't want (o at all be rude and 1 ll}l e
imposed rmmsm“~ of obligation, the kind that comes from i ’dc o

outside. How could I say stop if I owed Ilim ;nm LR

m

To crumple into that low self esteem wh

; ere :
told women that they never owe anyone by Deany tmeLhars

to be strong ; anything, they onl
ng and happy and only 1o do what they Wan?an d};;;’lftl:remﬁ?lvcs
a8 118

choice to hold back your hair wh i
thiat S ; fien you vomited, you didn't si ;
“unfm:r Jailijiﬂs;Lnl back with your bady. To crumple is::tg;t?:;}rfi:ll:‘lmt
happen again and agai 3?Jp1d silent victim that allows this sort of shit t B
et Eﬂm orever because it unprosecutable, unstop abl:
e th:, giE;“‘:[“ Lam too scared to make anyone un-::nr::.fﬂ t'rhl
Fiie i mattcrwhm? 1-: ea I:ha.at as long as no one else s upset, than Irc: ‘T_;:
myself, and all thi & “I‘Pflllngr to me. [ hate myself i hate nll sell T} T

. 15 anger [ have right now three days later r.fm:sl}'l': i enlnam

anything because next time i '
b ime it happens 'l just lic still and take it same as

Wh ri

Wh 1:!: _','ulf play into stercotypes you'll be treated like a

» |h urstlck my finger down my throat and lose w
¥ shoving it as hard as I can into thi '
r 3 n t] . I

thing. Consciousness suchs, rEmcmlj:-I:r?mld B

: thing. This makes me
eight and destroy my body
allows me to just be a
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T wanted to write this out so I can be foreed to remember that this still
happens all the time. This is ahout getting molested at the age of 19 when
know better and am better, and how feminism always hits close to home, and
why I'm still a child with a lot of growing up to do, and how [ am ok even if
something happened that made me feel like shit. Cause I am ol. I'ma lat

stronger than that guy. I'm alright.

[ am s0 much better and stronger and more human than this stupid guy whoe
wanted to get laid by what he saw as a body open and inviting. And it's poing
to make me think more about what it means how { act when i drink alcohol,
and what it means to love a person for who they are on their terms, instead of
loving a person for who or what you want them to be, which is how i gat
treated and it sucked, And it'll make me safer because I threw all of this shit
in the open where now [ have to acknowledge it and deal with it and stop
being such a hypoerite, and internalize my self warth and stand up for myself.

This is small in the scheme of things. But like most sex stuff, it's the emotions
that are huge, and that is it, I just wanied to record that something happened,

——
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to my boyfriend’s best friend’s girlfriend, years later
Dear Anna,

J!E:cr;?t;; wrile to you about sexdiam and it's direct impaot on our
!‘r'iun;:is thta.ie king about in high schoal, with our group of high school
; group of bays our boyfrisnds were a significant part cr:IJ‘D

We, however, were not, Weren't we only
girlfrienda
o o o ende ooy g i S
e ur bo
:::ﬁu?jt v;ﬂi]; our friends. But this doesn't Exy;i"iﬁ E:g;glaﬂd
o rnygau m;‘ght these boys wers my friends, That this g;r-cﬁ
5 Eumg. hey were whom I spent all of my time with, I hﬁng
R 1;ﬁfust. the two of us and we were always joking together
|]Ltlr'klt.he % & things that made oup group of boys great was ho ‘
ndt_lJtJmmstu tal-lre to embrace other, remarkably different guys aa:u:?r
s hphel !?h group. What started out ag Just our hc}rf:-tencis
kg ! ) coursg of summers and schoa] Years into at least
em, partying with an even widep group of boys by sanf{?:

Interesting, as funn + 88 “alternative
b

those boys. We loved the BAINE mugia and atleast ag intelligent as

and went to the game

tthar}r. fr:;r Yeara—butl we werg neverap
’58 boys could bring a friend
n
before and within minutes he wnﬂ?; o M s o)
BEpar !
parate, as ‘just girlfriends.’ We never got to he peopl
2.
é{thﬂk itd Was this laok of inclusion that hur
! a.ﬁ ﬂ:eu went away to college, and I never
om the rest of them and when I'd shoy

t me the maost, When my
recalved anothep phone




Anna. I was anorexio in high school. I'was eonvinced I ﬁIrat'l.s I:,’ada.nd
B ugly P:.Ild that I weighed too much. I ha;t_aad my boedy and m&aeda
¢ myself. Iwent most days for along period 0111 just one mz V,
iy plus exercise. I was convinced thatif I didn't go to sleapl anbrﬁﬂm
than I was a failure bacause I could not control myaa].t‘., ]:* e;; _
Bpm to 7am for a month freshman year because I didn ;f avmnnt,ha
enough energy to be awake. I was extremealy deprﬂ;sal txizd i
Gl ot o time between 2000 and 2004, and often suleid . iiohy
&8 myself Ifeltinexpressibly gad, Iwould go weeks aﬂent;iﬂ;v e
" lonely. And in all that time, I was never told I was beaul .

!

uld be attractive. I was never questioned, Twas
Egiiiﬁgaﬁx was ok. [ was never Hs_bened to, Iwas Evir taken
seripusly. I was made fun of. I'was written off. 1 w;g 1; E:jg i
annoying, retarded, and stupid (I obaessed over gr ) e 11-; oz ;
and AP scores because I couldn’t understand why they kep i
me I wag so dumb when the numbers said otherwise. I was 8
; maybe the numbers were & mistake.). I wag humiliated. No one

88 cared and no one noticed.
1 L u ol . & .

Moreover, I remembar witnessing the hell you wera going through,
and internalizing the way those boys treated you for it, growing
silent because of it. Ingtead of taking seriously a medical doctor's
diagnosis of being bipolar, they maligned you for either showing too
many symptoms or not showing enough. Isaw them insult you
when you were breaking down. I saw them push you harder. 1
waltched them laugh at your migery, ignore the serious steps you
took to overcome it, and allenate you for expressing hard emotions,
Even though you and I have both seen our bayfriends Cry many
times, neither of them ever defended the right to ery in front of
anyone else. Crying was their secret, and when the group was
together they pretended it was something they never did,

never told I was unhealthy, or too skinny, or that anything less than

Beyond personally being ignored and pushed aside, we were
constantly exposed to demeaning commentary about the breasts
and asses of other women, women who specifically did not compara
to us (tall, blonde, huge boobs, ete.), We listened to one guy talk
about his girlfriends like sexual gide projects, never meeting them
ar learning about their personalities. We watehed another fuck, and
often fuck over, any girl he wanted to, and we listened to the rest of
them shrug, laugh, and treat it like a cute, guirky bad habit
(unchangeabls, not his fault). There was so much entitlement to the
female body, as if because they're men they cannot respect it, ag if
their hormones are so uncontrollable that it voids them of
regponsibility for treating women like humans. And all this under
the aover of “we’re so liberal we don't need to use respectful
language because it's obvious we're only joking and above frat oy
rape bullshit." Anna, how many times did ¥ou hear me asking my
boyfriend not to touch me or to leave me alone, and he wouldn't?
How many times did the rest of them yell at me to shut up and stop
whining about it? Did they think it stopped when we were alone?

And of eourse there was all the woman objectifying porn and Maxdim
magazines. It was always dehumanizing, objectifying, with an
obvious powsr structure, and consisted of unattainable female
bodies. That's what they told us they found sexually attractive, and
it had nothing to do with us.

%



"It took me sesing you get to college and malke friends (girls and
poys) who you wers 80 totally happy and chill with to realize that
thers is another way, don't have to be a fringe all my life. It took

o

almost two years not talking to my 8x to realize he had been holding ¢

me down, not holding me up. It took a school year LLving only with

women to learn that I am fucking smart, fun, and interesting as hell. §
| 1t took those women gupporting me any time I needed to cry without

judgment, and erying themselves, and always saying we are
gtronger this way. It took a year rooming with a wonderful lesbian
ta learn that there are ways of loving women that don't have to be
derogatory or insulting. It took having sex with this new boy to
learn that sex can be awesoins, and not just an embarrassing gquid

pro quo sort of duty—"oh well he comforted me while I cried 80 now 18"

better do something nice for him." It took this new boy always
asking “is this ok?" and promising that anywhere, anytime,
whatever we were doing all 1 have to say is “stop” and he will

immediately stop—and following through every time. It took having

a eonversation with a dude friend from college where he agked me

questions about a topic I'd studied in echool last year that he knew a

little about too, and he listened fascinated to my answers and kept
probing for more s0 that he could learn from me. And those wera
my opinions he wanted, iny conclusions, not just facts. It took
1 having dinner with my ex s two wesks ago, and listening to him

8| apologlze for treating you and I the way he did.

It took all of that before I realized that maybe it wasn't my problem,
Anma. It was theirs. tT
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Reading list!

Strategies for being a better ally:
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pound & 'Iﬁlhma:ﬁ-} d by Kate Olifford Larson (blo of

Dreams of Trespass by F.
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Moroecan feminist) ¥ a Mernissi (autobiography of a

anything by bell hooks <+ Devritk Densen oo

Peopla
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This is about punk rock: me, my body, and the music.

Being a punk rocker to me means being an activist who ls go angry
sometimes all I can do 1s shut my syes and swing my arms.

Being a punk rocker to me means understanding that the most
brilliant briliance can be found in croaky voices, in kids wha can't
spell but can travel, in screeching weasel or blatz albums right naxt
to songs about sex and homermade drugs, in the heat in bruises on
my legs, in the most disrespected alcoholle tnarticulate bum at food
not bambs, in stencila, in folk art/lore/war. brilllant brilliance does
not, need a college education.

v

Being a punk rocker to me means that my music has lifs and that
sameane made it because they had something to put in words and if
you hate that raspy volce then you've never wanted toleave where
you are enough that its torn up your throat.

Being a punk rocker to me means that my activism, no matter how
aducated and mired in oollege and academic language, comes from
something hard that hag hit me and that I have at gome peint hi
back hard enough that it fucking hurts. Ve

Being a punk rocker to me means boycotting luxury goods and
making my own laundry detergent and riding a bike and buying
secondhand and speaking gender neutral and sewing patohes on
everything and removing myself from the awful syetems of
oppression that It i8 so easy for me as a class and white privileged
kid to participate in. And loving doing that.

Being a punk rocker to me means hedonisin also, fres love frea food
free music free passion fres rides free everything that I snjoy.

Being a punk rocker to me means that I have as m uch right to shave
my head wear a short skirt crowd surf fuelk ery spin smell and close
my eves as I do a right to demand to be respected for my intellisence
and sincerity and sense of self at each of these momenis,

1t 15 about the musia, and the clothes, and the scena, and the politics,
and the dirtineas, and the anger, and the friandship, and the
artwork, and the foodmalding, and the anti-materialist poverly, and
the letters, and the roadtrips, and the fronting, and the activism,
and the protest, and the identity. It is about putting my tody on the
game page as my heart and my fist.

Priendn, lovars, comradeg, meat me here, In thig space.
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