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THE VICIOUS KIND
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"I think I always knew it would end like this. Surrounded, yet alone. It’s how I’ve spent my whole life, really. They say that no man is an island, and perhaps they mean that. But I assure you, no one has ever said that about a woman.

Women are islands off the coast of Man. We can still be seen from the shore. We are often still considered a part of the mainland, but we aren’t really a part of it, are we?"

The debut poetry collection from Krysta Fitzpatrick.

Breathing life into the truths of womanhood and the female form, The Vicious Kind explores the struggles of childbirth, relationships with parents, and the lies that society is built on.

Lies that our parents tell us.

Lies that our society tells us.

Lies that we tell ourselves.
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Hunger: An Inventory of Girlhood and Abjection
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Nails.

When I was in the 6th grade, 

my friends Danielle, Maria, and I would grow our nails out, 

paint them wild colours, 

then pierce the tips. 

We would buy cheap packs of studded earrings at the dollar store, 

then go out in Maria’s backyard after school and force the earrings through the tips of our fingernails. 

I very specifically liked to wear little fake silver crosses. 

Danielle always wore hearts on her thumbs, 

and, 

for the life of me, 

I can’t remember what Maria preferred. 

But we did this every couple of weeks. 

Eventually our nails would get too long, and we’d have to trim them. 

Then we’d have to paint and pierce all over again. 

I would do mine in black and draw little designs with a silver Sharpie. 

Then I’d put in the silver crosses. 

Keep in mind this was 1997 and the movie The Craft was very significant to me. 

Also keep in mind this was St. John’s, Newfoundland, 

not New York or London, 

or somewhere else maybe a girl could express herself through fashion. 

Aside from the nails, I also regularly wore black lipstick. 

I felt very strongly about my aesthetic, 

and every day before school I would look in the mirror and like what stared back at me. 

One day, I was sitting in math class when the boy who sat in front of me turned around and stared at me for what felt like a very long time. 

His name was Craig. 

“What?” I asked. 

“Why do you do your nails like that?”

“Like what?”

“Like all black, and with earrings through them. It’s weird.”

“No, it isn’t,” I said, though,

surprisingly, I didn’t feel so sure.

“Yeah, it is. And so is black lipstick. You shouldn’t wear that stuff. It doesn’t look good.”

Then he turned around. 

That was it. 

After that I stopped piercing my nails and wearing black lipstick. 

Voice. 

Every year in school, 

all students had to take part in public speaking during English class. 

We all had to write our own speeches and present them. 

Some people wrote about their dog who had passed away 

or their favourite hockey players. 

There were two speeches about the importance of Wayne Gretzky. 

I had just seen the Demi Moore movie G.I. Jane and it inspired me to write a speech about feminism. 

I was only 12, 

but I went to the local library and did some research. 

I read Simone de Beauvoir and Audre Lorde. 

I read Betty Friedan and bell hooks. 

I loved writing, 

I loved speaking, 

and I was passionate about the topic. 

I gave an emotional speech about gender inequality, sexism, and oppression. 

When I was done my female English teacher clapped enthusiastically. 

Most of the class gave me some light golf claps. 

Some of the boys did not clap at all. 

They just looked at me.

They looked at me the same way they looked at Lauren Parsons when she got her first period in class and bled through her pants.

How dare she reveal herself like that in front of them. 

After that I stopped talking about feminism and women’s issues. 

Body.

I wasn’t a late bloomer. 

I got my first period when I was 11, 

and for the first hour of it I was thrilled. 

You forget that as time passes, 

but before you actually get it, 

you are so excited about starting your period. 

In the months leading up to getting mine, 

I would carry panty liners with me everywhere and subtly show my girlfriends that I had them. 

I was one of the first girls in my friend group to get their period, 

and this made me feel very special for a whole hour. 

Once the reality of what a period was set in, 

the glamour faded. 

I had expected breasts and other womanly things to follow once I started bleeding, 

but nothing happened. 

My anxiety increased and I began chewing down my nails.

My throat ached and my voice faltered. 

I stayed a scrawny 60 pounds. 

While the other girls started requiring real bras, 

I barely needed the training bra I wore religiously. 

At the pool that summer, 

I wore a pink polka dot bikini that I had begged my mother to buy me. 

I got to the park early to get in line for the pool, 
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