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For anyone who needs courage – you’re far braver than you think.



Previously

On the Shit Show Formally Known as my ‘Life’

1. Me and my two BFFs Sam and Millie became feminists (being a feminist means you believe in equality for EVERYONE and also SMASHING THE PATRIARCHY), and with some selfless and brave activism (think the Suffragettes with Snapchat) we attempted to educate the whole school. Sadly, this didn’t always go to plan.

2. Our first bit of activism was cruelly cut short by Mr Clarke (headteacher/patriarchy personified) stopping us midway through writing #TimesUp on the playground in red paint (to symbolise menstrual blood), resulting in us accidentally immortalising the school creep #Tim instead.

3. When Sam and Millie got boyfriends, I thusly decided, in a perhaps not entirely feminist manner, that it was time to pursue my crush on Hot Josh – ASOS model, sex god and feminist ally (or so I thought …) And although my attempts to seduce him went somewhat rogue, he proved he wasn’t bothered by me throwing a menstrual cup at his feet (you had to be there), when he ASKED ME OUT and KISSED ME ON THE HEAD.

4. BUT THEN: Hot Josh turned out to be Shit Josh and I was completely humiliated when I found out that he’d just been using me to make my arch nemesis Terrible Trudy jealous and the two of them started going out. (And yes, I know it’s not feminist to be down on another woman but trust me, Trudy is no member of the Sisterhood. She calls her crew The Bitches. Which is NOT COOL OR FEMINIST.)

5. I’ve always worried a lot and sometimes my worries take over a bit. After Hot/Shit Josh’s rejection, I started to feel really down. Everyone else seemed like fully formed, grown-up adults, with boyfriends and sex lives, and I was just a kid, still wearing the M&S multipack knickers my mum buys for me and pining over a stupid boy. Not good enough, not feminist enough, not enough, full stop.

6. Things started to get even trickier in my head and I was diagnosed with depression and anxiety. I thought my life was over, but it turns out that loads of people suffer from the same thing, even celebrities like Emma Stone and Jennifer Lawrence, which TBH made me feel much better. I also started seeing a therapist called Sarah once a week. I still see her, and it’s a really long journey, but I feel like she’s really helping.

7. Back at school and feeling stronger – with a lot of help from my friends and family – I started Feminist Friday, a weekly post on the school blog about feminism. Henceforthly, taking the first steps in my future career as a feminist journalist and writer extraordinaire!

8. Meanwhile Shit Josh turned out to be Even-Shitter-Josh when we found out he was not only cheating on Trudy but also sending dick pics to literally all and sundry (I don’t know what that expression means either).

9. We clubbed together as good feminists should, helped Terrible Trudy get rid of Shitty Josh and made sure he got his reckoning. Something which she will have no doubt completely forgotten about when we start back at school and her and The Bitches resume making our lives a misery again. Sometimes being a feminist is a thankless task.

10. In a final burst of activism, we launched the Feminist Society at the school play by making it rain tampons! (Again, you probably had to be there, but it was majestic.) And now we’re ready for our first meeting on the first day of term, TOMORROW!



Monday 6th January

Kat Evans, reporting for feminist duty!

This is it! The start of a new year, a new term, and THIS term I am absolutely NOT going to make a tit of myself.

I’m also going to try and be as positive and upbeat as I can about everything, as I’ve read that it will bring light and joy into my life, apparently.

With that said, though … WHY must we go back to school? WHYYY? It’s cold, dark and miserable. An atrocity. WHERE IS THE HUMANITY?


Vulva Vulva Vulva 
Sam, Millie, Me




Me: Did you guys know that in Greek mythology there was an elderly woman called Baubo, who cheered people up by flashing them her vulva? Xxx




Sam: Oh god, Millie, she’s started already and we’re not even at school yet xxx




Millie: Kat, no. It’s too early for vulvas, it’s not even 7am. Xxxx




Me: So, you don’t want me to show you my vulva when you’re feeling sad to be back at school today then? Xxx




Sam: NO.




Millie: NO.





So ungrateful.

8.45 a.m.

The outside looking in

Staring out into the cold, hard, grey abyss of the playground and our prison-esque school beyond

Sam, Millie and I are standing on the precipice of re-entering school, AKA Hell. Hades. The Lake of Fire.

Thick black coats cover our maroon uniforms, black sunglasses protect our eyes from the harsh winter glare (or lack of it – to be honest we’re just wearing them to give the world a sort of blurry haze), and black fingerless gloves prevent … nothing, least of all the tips of our fingers from getting frostbite, but they DO look quite arty and tortured, which is how we feel today.

The joy has been stripped from our cold, red faces, as we pass one single cup of bitter black coffee between us at the gate. All three of us know that the moment we walk through it all freedom and fun is over.

Some may think our state of mourning at the end of the Christmas holidays is over dramatic. Those people are wrong, mostly around the age of forty-five and are the very people responsible for shipping us all back here this morning.

This time yesterday I was still happily burrito-ed in bed, with my dog Bea and a copy of The Second Sex – a MONSTER of a feminist book which, over the holiday, I have more than once dropped upon my face after falling asleep, nearly causing black eyes and a broken nose. (Now I think of it, my nose does feel a little squishier than it did before.) Honestly, the peril I put myself in for feminism may not quite be what Pussy Riot went through, but it’s up there.

I take a sip of black coffee and pass the cup on, preparing to put my best foot forward. Which is a rubbish saying, by the way, NO ONE has a best foot. All feet are disgusting. The hooves of Satan.

I’m aware I’m doing a lot of hell chat this morning, but Christmas is over, and after the tinsel and Santa hats come eternal damnation, fiery hell pits and the return to school.

‘Right, then,’ Sam says, wagging the empty cup.

‘Right, then,’ Millie says.

‘Nope,’ I say.

We traipse forwards into the playground, and I feel like a new and unsuspecting lamb, taking its first shaky steps into a brave new world. Whatever – positivity! I can do this!

Today also marks the start of the Feminist Society, the shining light in a dark day! It’s set to be the greatest achievement of my life so far, and I feel genuinely positive about it. I’ve got my shit together this term. I’m going to prove myself to be a strong, intelligent, patriarchy-smashing femini––

WHAT. THE. FUCK?

Almost as if she’s been waiting, poised by the gate, Terrible Trudy appears without warning and swings the BIGGEST HANDBAG I HAVE EVER SEEN at us, as soon as we set foot on school soil. I’m knocked off my feet with a whoosh, rendered legless by the weapon of mass hand-baggage smacking me in the face. The three of us go down like dominoes. I become a cartoon character as I fall into Millie, frantically clutching her for stability, who in turn falls into Sam, until the three of us land on the cold hard ground, a pile of limbs and embarrassment.

I feel like roadkill. The familiar sensation of gravel in my face and shame in my soul has brought me right back to earth and it’s no surprise that I look up to see Trudy and the huge, black Chanel bag, looming over us like a chic wrecking ball.

‘Ooops!’ she says, putting her hand over her mouth with faux embarrassment. ‘My mistake.’

As my absolute nemesis, the worst person in the school and head of her little crew The Bitches, Trudy never does anything by accident. I should imagine she’s been practising that bag swing for maximum devastation since New Year.

Trudy’s smiling down at us smugly, the world’s most fashionable weapon back on her arm and The Bitches forming their protective barrier around her.

There are five Bitches in total:

Trudy: Head Bitch. Constantly on the lookout for new and inventive ways to Ruin. My. Life.

Amelie: Second Bitch in Command/Deputy Bitch/Vice Principal Bitch

Tiffany: Third Bitch in Command. Always with an eye on the deputy prize

Nia: Fourth Bitch in Command. Usually found stuck in Amelie and Tiffany’s shadows, not to mention Trudy’s

Tia: Just happy to be included

Trudy is the only person I know who can make the word ‘feminist’ sound on par with syphilis. It’s been her mission to ruin my life since preschool when I made an enemy of her by not simply handing over my favourite cuddly bunny when she tried to steal it. She reigns only by terror.

‘Already scrabbling around on the floor, I see. New year, same losers,’ she quips, peering over her massive designer sunglasses.

I want to retaliate and say something witty, cutting and superior, but my mind is blank. Why does this always happen? I’ll be sitting on the loo later and think of the most victorious comeback, with only the loo roll to tell, and the loo roll never appreciates my wit.

‘Do Chanel know you’re using their bags as violent weapons?’ Sam questions.

‘Probably not, since that’s CLEARLY a fake,’ Millie responds, brushing her knees and offering me a hand as she gets up.

‘You know Chanel only has one n. Two and it’s Channel,’ I say, proud of myself for finally saying something witty in the moment. No one needs to know that I only know this because I’ve been burned before.

‘Christmas present? Was it filled with coal?’ Millie asks, shaking gravel from her coat.

We’re not normally this mean, but this is a girl who’s tortured us since the age of four. And it would seem she is indeed suffering selective memory loss about the way we rescued her from Shit Josh last year.

‘Like any of you could tell what was real and what was fake,’ she says, tossing her hair. ‘Anyway, welcome back, LOSERS. Come on, Bitches.’

With that Trudy and her crew flounce off towards school.

And so it begins. We stumble towards form room dusting each other off.

Strength and positivity left on the tarmac.

8.50 a.m.


Matt: Ouch! Saw you guys falling victim to Trudy from the common room. Happy return to hell-day! Xxx




Matt: P.S. That bag is minging. If it’s actually Chanel I will eat my own toenails.



Matt’s my other BFF, he’s in the year above and way, way cooler than me. He moved next door with his mum Sandra when his dad ran off with his PA. His mum went through a tricky period – painting all the walls in their house red was a real statement, he said it felt very womb-like – and Matt spent a lot of time hanging out at ours. We’ve been really close ever since. I was the person Matt came out to first, and he was the first of my friends I spoke to after my diagnosis last term.

Pretty livid he didn’t rescue me from the bag of doom after all we’ve been through, to be honest.

9 a.m.

Form room

The familiar smell of musty trainers left in lockers hits me as we walk into form room, and I see everyone there just the same as before, doing the same things and probably having the same conversations. Happy New Groundhog Day.

Comedy Krish (the school comedian) and Polly (thrower of MIGHTY parties) are trying to ignore something that creepy Tim Matthews – he of accidental legendary #Tim fame – is saying to them. Knowing him, it’s probably some elaborate lie about how many girls he got off with over Christmas when we all know that he’s got no game.

Trudy’s somehow made it here before us, probably propelled by glee after the playground handbagging, and is sitting on Tia and Nia’s desk, clasping her vicious weapon. Amelie and Tiffany are buzzing around behind her even though the three of them aren’t even in this form room.

Sam and Millie take their seats next to me and we try to avoid #Tim’s gaze as he stares at us while rummaging noisily in his bag. I officially do not want anything to do with whatever’s going on there.

‘I’m SO missing Trinidad right now,’ Sam says unwrapping herself from her huge, thick scarf.

‘I bet. It’s so bloody cold here,’ Millie says rubbing her hands together.

Sam got back from Trinidad two days ago, after her annual trip to see her family there. Her parents grew up and fell in love in Trinidad but moved to the UK before they had Sam. I for one could never understand leaving Trinidad to come and live … here.

‘Nan’s practically invited Dave to come stay with us next Christmas. It was mortifying. We were on a video call, she butted in and started telling him how handsome he is. I COULD HAVE DIED.’

‘Speaking of embarrassing,’ Millie says, ‘have you seen Issy and Freddie together lately, Kat?’

Freddie is my disgusting little brother in the year below, who is SOMEHOW going out with Millie’s angelic, beautiful little sister. It’s a relationship which really hammers home my own spinster, single status.

‘I try not to,’ I say.

‘They’re just so gross, always touching each other.’

‘Ewww. I still can’t believe that child has a girlfriend. You know Mum and I caught him and Dad using our menstrual cups as pretend ear trumpets over Christmas?’

‘Oh my god!’ Sam looks mortified on my behalf. ‘Please tell me you won’t be using them again?’

‘Don’t worry, we got new ones. No one wants a waxy vagina. You should have seen Freddie’s face when he realised what they were. He was in the shower so long afterwards I thought he’d come out part seal.’

‘Dad loves him,’ Millie says. ‘Especially since he gave him that old phone when Mum rage-stuffed his on Christmas Day.’

I feel bad that when Millie phoned on Christmas Day saying her mum had stuffed her dad’s phone up the turkey’s butt during an argument I snorted with laughter and had to pretend I was choking on a festive nut.

‘Honestly, I still don’t even know what they were fighting about. They were like a pair of rowing toddlers.’

I can kind of understand the motive to stuff a phone in a turkey. When Freddie and I were toddlers, we’d stuff each other’s toys down the loo. I still think if Barbie was a more realistic shape, we’d never have lost her to that U-bend.

‘I hope they go back to normal soon. It’s starting to get a bit miserable,’ Millie says.

‘Would you like me to cheer you up by flashing you my—’ 

‘NO!’ Sam and Millie both shout at once.

‘How about pictures of topless Harry Styles and a puppy?’ Sam offers her phone.

Millie nods enthusiastically so I decide now is not the right time to point out that that’s objectification and not good feminism as we all huddle happily round Sam’s phone.

9.05 a.m.

We must have all been too deep down a topless Harry Styles hole to notice him coming, but suddenly a smell akin to the leftover Christmas cheeseboard at my nan’s house is wafting sinisterly over our perving joy. I look up from Harry Styles to find #Tim, close enough to lick my eyeball and holding a mysterious box in his sweaty hands. I have an uneasy feeling in the pit of my uterus.

‘KAT!’ he says loud enough for everyone in form room to turn around and stare at me with a mix of pity and intrigue. ‘HAPPY NEW YEAR!’

I’m staring at him, frozen in fear. WHY ME? My fingers have started tingling. It’s possible that I may actually be dying from embarrassment, or might suffer from imminent spontaneous human combustion, because my once-cold face is now burning up like a furnace.

I can feel Millie and Sam shuffling away from me at speed, sideways, like little worker crabs with a job to do. I’ll remember this.

‘I’ve had time to reflect over the holidays and feel that last term I may have made some poor decisions. I shouldn’t have taken Josh’s side. I should have stuck with my old friends. The ones I’ve had since Reception, who have stuck by me through thick and thin. Like you.’ He seems to be shaking a fist, like he’s making some kind of impassioned speech, the ominous box still clasped in his other clammy paw.

WHEN HAVE WE EVER BEEN FRIENDS?

The only time I speak to him is to either tell him not to harass me any more or to point out that ‘the more you feel them the bigger they get’ is NOT scientific. I have certainly never stood by him through thick OR thin. I feel trapped at this desk and unable to escape the horror.

‘I’m sorry for my actions last term and I will do everything I can to redeem myself. I hope that one day you can forgive me but, in the meantime, I got you this moisturiser. My mum said that a good place to start with apologies for girls is with something that they can … pamper … themselves with.’ He opens the box and thrusts it towards me, a grim smirk crossing his lips.

It takes me a while to fully register what I’m looking at and when I do, I feel like I’m going through varying stages of disgust and mortification.

It is moisturiser all right … for vaginal dryness.

‘Oh, man,’ Krish whistles as the whole class looks on at my horrified face. ‘Less facial, more vajacial. That’s for a hoohoo!’

#Tim looks proud while the room erupts into laughter and I can hear Trudy behind me muttering something about it being the most action I’ll ever get. I know I should correct Krish and say it’s a vulva not a hoohoo, but I’m too far down this shame spiral to form any kind of sentence.

For the love of Mary Wollstonecraft, get it together, Kat!

Sam and Millie have slid so far down in their chairs that they’re nearly under the table laughing. I’m just staring at him in complete disbelief.

‘Come on, time to sit down, perv,’ Krish says, pushing #Tim away from us after what seems like a year.

The room finally starts to descend into chatter again as #Tim whistles off back to his seat with his tube of lube.

I turn to thank Krish but he’s distracted by something over by the door. I follow his gaze and see an incredibly beautiful girl, who I’ve never seen before, walking across the room. She’s got long, glossy, dark hair, dark eyes, and a tan, but the subtle kind, the kind that the celebs have on Insta, not the ones that you try and do at home only to find that you’ve made yourself into a walking Wotsit.

She’s wearing our school uniform but somehow she looks like a woman in it, rather than the three-year-old I revert to as soon as I put mine on. I’m also one hundred per cent sure that her skirt is NOT regulation length.

She walks across the room and sits down at an empty desk towards the back, the whole room still and watching. She keeps her head down, puts her bag on the desk, a kind of cool black tote thing, and pulls out her phone. She’s clearly trying to pretend she hasn’t noticed that everyone’s staring at her, despite the fact that we’re all creepily gripped. Who IS she?

She’s coping well under pressure, whoever she is. With this many people staring at me I’d probably have fallen over, shown everyone my pants, and accidentally flung a menstrual-related item out of my bag and across the room.

‘Who is that?’ Sam asks.

‘No idea,’ I say.

‘She’s hot,’ Krish says, appearing next to us and closer to the new girl.

The three of us turn our heads and glare at him but he doesn’t notice. Eventually Millie breaks her stare and shrugs.

‘Agreed,’ she says as Sam and I both give in and nod too.

I see #Tim out of the corner of my eye. He’s putting his gross gift back into its box while staring at her. I worry he might be considering re-gifting it to her.

‘Whoever she is, we should probably protect her from that,’ I say watching #Tim getting up from his seat and starting to move towards her, feminine moisturiser in hand.

‘Oh god no.’ Sam puts her hands over her face.

‘Morning! Hope you all had a nice holiday.’ Just in the nick of time, Miss Mills, our form tutor has entered the room, giving the new girl a lucky escape.

Miss Mills is my favourite teacher. She teaches English and supported me to start the Feminist Friday blog posts and the Feminist Society.

The whole form spins to face the front of the class, Trudy, Amelie and Tiffany scuttle out and #Tim sits down so abruptly that he misses his chair and lands on the floor. Still staring at new girl. Still holding his grubby gift.

‘Hope you all had an enjoyable Christmas. You’ll notice we’ve got a new face this term,’ Miss Mills says, ignoring #Tim and heading over to where new girl is sitting. ‘This is Sienna. She’ll be joining us for the rest of the year.’

Sienna looks like she wants the ground to swallow her up, her cheeks reddening, until Miss Mills walks away again, and she bows her head back down to look at her desk.

I feel a bit bad for her. It must be hard starting a new school at this point in the year. Also, weird, though – who moves schools the term before GCSEs? I wonder why she’s moved?

Maybe I’ll invite her to the Feminist Society later. See if we can make her feel welcome … or find out what the deal is.

9.15 a.m.

‘Hey, I’m Kat,’ I say, approaching Sienna’s desk as everyone preps to go to class.

‘Oh, hey,’ she says, barely looking up.

‘I’m head of the Feminist Society, and we’re having our first meeting today,’ I say, gesturing to where Sam and Millie are waiting for me. ‘We just wanted to invite you along. It’s 12.30 in Room 404.’

‘Oh. Thanks,’ she says, still looking down.

‘Cool! Maybe see you there?’ I say and she nods.

She seems either shy or aloof and I can’t quite work out which.

10.30 a.m.

The toilets

Still here, still crumbling, still smelling of piss

‘I wonder how come she’s changed schools so close to exams?’ Millie asks applying a slick of gel to her ever-growing brows. They were one of her Christmas projects and they seem to have flourished. I’m pretty impressed. The only personal growth I managed was yet more pubic hair.

Millie’s other Christmas project was trying to find a local drama group so that she can work towards her lifelong goal of becoming an actress one day. Unfortunately, that didn’t go as well as the brows because it turns out this town’s AmDram group consists of a single eighty-year-old woman who will only perform one-woman monologues about spiders.

‘I know. How do you make friends at this stage? We should be super nice to her,’ I say.

‘Of course,’ says Sam grabbing the brow gel from Millie and inspecting it.

‘Did you hear the latest on Shit Josh by the way?’ Sam says, her eyes lighting up.

‘I have not, nor do I want to hear anything about him. I am above that,’ I say, head held high. ‘He’s inconsequential to me now and besides I’m way too mature for idle gossip. We should talk about something worthier of our time, like the Feminist Society.’

‘Oh, OK,’ Sam says, looking over to Millie.

‘Was it about the nuns?’ Millie whispers, giving me a side-eye.

What? Now she’s piqued my interest and I’m livid.

‘Yes! Hilarious,’ says Sam. ‘And what about the thing about him and the army camp in Scotland?’ They both fall about laughing.

Oh, FFS.

‘You’ve basically told me half the story now, so I’m going to need you to finish it and tell me the whole thing even though I SAID I was happy not knowing. Thank you very much,’ I say, still trying to maintain my dignity and be above it all, while Sam and Millie grin at me. They knew full well that I would crack eventually. It’s very unfeminist of them actually.

‘WELL, since you asked …’ says Sam. ‘His mum sent him to an army camp on one of those remote Scottish islands over Christmas to reform him. He was with lots of other wrong-doers who had been sent by their parents. Then when he came back, they got him a place at a boarding school in Switzerland, run by nuns, for the sexually depraved. He’ll finish school there and hopefully never come back.’ Wow, that IS good gossip. Worth losing the moral high ground for.

‘There’s another rumour that he got thrown off the island after three days because he was found wanking a stray sheep, but no one actually believes that,’ Millie adds.

‘I heard it was a goat,’ Sam argues.

‘Either way, only God can save him now,’ I say in a faux serious tone, clasping my hands in prayer.

Deep down, even though I know that thing with the sheep probably didn’t happen, I’m still thinking, If it did happen, that means he found a sheep sexier than me. That really is quite the achievement. Kat Evans, the sexiest thing in the room, unless there happen to be farm animals about.

‘ANYWAY,’ I say, trying to steer my brain towards more feminist matters, ‘I think we’ve spent quite enough time talking about this rubbish. How’s the Feminist Society banner looking?’

‘All done!’ Sam says patting her bag.

‘SHOW US!’ Millie and I say excitedly.

‘OK!’ Sam takes her bulging bag off her shoulder and starts pulling out a never-ending banner, like a magician pulling bunting out of a hat.

Sam doesn’t realise how talented she is. She’s currently waiting to find out if she got a scholarship to an art summer camp. It’s one that her sister Jas used to get every year, and Millie and I know she’ll get it but she’s not sure. I think she feels like she’s in Jas’s shadow a bit, especially since she started at London College of Fashion.

The banner’s finally out and laid across the counter by the sinks and, OH WOW, it’s beautiful – all sparkly and covered in hot pink leopard print and drawings of prominent feminists like Emmeline Pankhurst, Beyoncé and Michelle Obama.

‘Oh, Sam …’ I say, lost for words.

‘It’s AMAZING, Sam!’ Millie says, giving her a hug.

‘Well, that’s it, then,’ I say. ‘I guess we’re all set.’

‘Aye, aye, captain,’ Sam says, saluting.

‘So what do you think you’ll say?’ Millie asks.

‘I think as it’s a first meeting, I’ll just ask everyone why they’ve come, and what feminism means to them, and take it from there,’ I say.

I mean, what could possibly go wrong?

Last term when I learned about feminism, I thought it would give me confidence and help me feel a bit more womanly. I guess I always felt like I wasn’t quite good enough as a woman or as a person. But then I worried that I wasn’t even feminist enough to be a feminist, as if it was an exclusive club I couldn’t be part of because I wasn’t clever enough or womanly enough or because I liked make-up and fancied boys. Also, because I have tiny boobs and I’d never done the thing where you put a mirror between your legs and stare your actual vulva in the eye.

But since then I’ve learned the most important thing about being a feminist, which is that anyone can be one. You just have to believe that everyone should have equal rights. And try not to waste time worrying about whether or not you are more sexually attractive than a sheep.

11 a.m.

History

It’s the last class before lunch and the Feminist Society meeting, and I am trying to concentrate and NOT get distracted by the rumour I just heard that we might be going on a school trip to our French exchange school. The one where Sexy Sébastien goes, who I met when the exchangers came over here last year.

Last term I felt bad that literally EVERYONE except me had a boyfriend, but this term I’m above that. I’m busy with the Feminist Society and I’m definitely not going to bow down to social pressures and become obsessed with being in a relationship. Nope. Not me. Even if we are going to France … even if Sexy Sébastien walked in here right now in just his pants and asked for my consent to snog my face off, I would simply say ‘NO, SIR-EEE! I am too busy campaigning for equality and smashing the patriarchy.’

Anyway, he’s not here and Millie and Sam are already going out with the only acceptable guys in our school. Sam’s boyfriend Dave is captain of the school football team and Millie’s boyfriend Nick is in Sixth Form. They got together last term when she played Juliet in the school production of Romeo and Juliet and he played Romeo. She’s been in love with him since Reception. The way she talks about their relationship you’d think they were Gigi and Zayn.

As I said, though, I’m totally fine on my own. I have definitely not spent a single minute of this class daydreaming about Sexy Sébastien, the only person that I’ve ever really got in any way sexy with (hence the name).

On the last night of the French exchange in Year Ten there was a party. After an ill-advised dalliance with the punch, I decided that my French, and in particular my French accent, was very good, maybe even seductive? So, I went over to Sexy Sébastien and his friends, who were looking nonchalant and cool with their skateboards, and made my very slinky approach. Or so I thought. Millie and Sam told me afterwards I looked like I was performing a tiptoe mime, but I am pretty sure they were just winding me up.

After what felt like hours but apparently was only twenty minutes, in which I slipped back into English but kept my very bad French accent, dribbled slightly, drank more punch, and became very slurry, we proceeded to go off to a more secluded area of the garden (fine, it was a bush, OK? We went into a bush) and after some snogging (I believe that if I was quite salivary before, I may have been a LAKE of saliva here) Sébastien nonchalantly (he did everything nonchalantly – so sexy) grabbed my sweaty hand and put it into his pants. Unfortunately, I had NO idea what to do, freaked out, and said ‘awww’, patted his penis like you would a dog’s head, and came running out of the bush again.

According to the girls, afterwards I apparently just kept repeating ‘I pat’ and ‘good dog’ over and over again. It took about half an hour for them to realise that I had greeted my first experience with a penis in the same way you would a cute cockapoo.

I didn’t really see Sébastien again after that. I tried not to. But now that it’s possible we might actually be going to his school in France, I may just have to sneak a peek at his Instagram.

I obviously WON’T let it distract me from the Feminist Society and smashing the patriarchy. I’m only thinking about it now because I’m bored. I mean, it’s not my fault this class isn’t relatable enough. No one does needlework any more – why would I give a shit about a French tapestry?

I SHOULD be thinking about the Feminist Society meeting, though. I’m actually a bit nervous about it. I really hope I don’t make a twat of myself in front of loads of people, again.

I know Mr Clarke wasn’t happy about the way that we advertised the first meeting, because we did slightly hijack the school play: in his words ‘throwing personal products at parents is not how we broach important political debate’. The fact he called them ‘personal products’ says everything you need to know about Mr ‘Prude’ Clarke. They’re period products, sir. Period.

With him as head teacher, and the fact that Freddie told me over Christmas there’s a group of boys in his year who’ve started cat-calling girls, the school needs feminism more than ever. This meeting is going to be the start of something really great, I can feel it in my fallopian tubes.

12.30 p.m.

Room 404

The first meeting of the Feminist Society

The banner is up, we’ve set out as many seats as we can cram into this teeny tiny room, and … there is no one here.

Not a soul.

I’ve started to wonder what’s worse: making a fool of myself in front of loads of people, or no one being here for me to make a fool of myself in front of?

Matt and Nick have to work on an English project, and Dave has football practice. Who else would come? Why didn’t I think about this?

‘Of course, people will come. It’s bang on 12.30. Give it a minute,’ Sam says, rubbing my tense shoulders.

‘Yeah, I’m sure Issy’s coming,’ Millie says, getting her phone out and raising an eyebrow at it. ‘Oh. She’s got gymnastics practice.’

No one’s coming. It’s just going to be the three of us in a tiny grim room. Made to feel even grimmer by the ten thousand empty chairs we’ve laid out that are now staring back at us.

I feel like Mr Clarke assigned us this room on purpose, to keep us oppressed. The walls probably used to be white but are kind of yellow now, the carpet is a filthy grey with (fortunately) unidentifiable staining and there’s only one single tiny window which we’ve needed to open on account of the fact it smells so bad in here. The three of us are shivering in our coats and scarves but the cold is preferable to the smell of gone-off milk that was here when we arrived.

12.35 p.m.

There are five people here now. Not quite the crowd I was expecting, but given my earlier panic, I’m a confusing mixture of comforted and disappointed.

There are two girls from Sixth Form and three from Year Seven, so at least we’ve got quite the spectrum, even if it’s sparse.

‘We’ll just wait a few minutes and see if anyone else is coming before we start,’ I say with more confidence than I feel.

12.40 p.m.

Confidence level: currently zero

We waited five agonising minutes to see if anyone else is coming but I don’t think they are. I swear I saw Sienna walk past at one point, and I thought she was coming in, but she didn’t.

‘So, maybe we should start before we all freeze our tits off, haha!’ I say jovially, to no response, just five expectant faces staring at me as I feel my face burning, again. ‘So, erm, maybe we’ll start with why you guys came? Why do you think the school needs a Feminist Society? And what does feminism mean to you?’

I feel like I’m having an out-of-body experience. Five people staring at you with red noses and chattering teeth feels quite judgemental actually.

1.15 p.m.

I was worried that no one was going to say anything, but now I’m worried this one girl from Sixth Form called Jane won’t stop. She’s been talking for literally twenty minutes already about upskirting, slut-shaming, mansplaining and intersectionality. All these important terms and I barely even know what they mean. For most of them I can guess, but she uses them with such ease that I’m beginning to wonder if SHE should be running this group instead of me.

‘So, I think that’s why we need one, because until there is an equal society, it doesn’t matter how smart we are, how well we do in our A Levels, we’ll never lessen the gender pay gap so we’re destined never to earn as much as men!’

Her monologue/TED Talk started with the first time she was oppressed by the patriarchy in nursery (being forced to play with a doll when she wanted to set up a pretend bank) and has finished with the gender pay gap. She knows so much more than me that I’m starting to feel like a complete fraud.

As Jane sits down to five-person applause, I find myself completely lost for words. Everyone’s staring at me, my cheeks are burning yet again, and I can’t think of a single thing to say. Luckily, I’m saved by a knock at the door and all of us turn to see a tiny Year Seven or Eight boy walk in looking slightly petrified and lost.

‘Excuse me, miss,’ he says. ‘Are you my clitoris? Have you seen my labia?’

I’m staring at him. He’s staring right back at me looking genuinely distressed, and then he turns and bolts out of the door.

For a moment, I’m too confused to say anything. Then I feel the rage boiling as I march to the door. I know exactly who’s behind this, and it’s confirmed when I look down the corridor in time to see the boy run up to Comedy Krish who hands him a fiver before running away himself.

‘See, it’s immaturity like that that we have to deal with on a daily basis!’ says Jane, gesturing at the door angrily.

The worst thing is, I actually really want to laugh, and when I look over at Millie and Sam I can see they already are. They have their scarves over their mouths, their shoulders are shaking, and their eyes are watering.

Oh god, and now I have even less of an idea of what to say. I feel like whatever it is won’t hold any weight against Jane’s feminist speech anyway.

‘OK,’ I say with as much authority as I can possibly muster. ‘Let’s leave it here and pick this up again next week.’

At least that gives me a chance to research everything Jane was talking about.

Not quite the patriarchy-smashing start to the Feminist Society I was hoping for.

1.30 p.m.

Forlorn in form

Well, THAT was a disaster. Five people, and I bet none of them come back. Jane will probably set up her own Feminist Society because she thinks I’m so inept. I already felt like a big joke before Labia Boy’s interruption. Comedy Krish and his buddy were just the final clitoris in the coffin, and after he was so kind earlier too. At least I can prepare better for next week now, I guess.

2.30 p.m.

Chemistry

I think Chemistry would sit better with me if they just called stuff what it actually was. It’s so confusing to have to remember what all the letters mean and some of them aren’t even the start of the word that they represent.

I can’t concentrate anyway, though because I’m just re-living the shame and embarrassment I feel over my Feminist Society failure. I can’t believe I ever thought that I would be good at running a society. I must have been high off all the Christmas cheese twists or something.

I’m trying really hard not to let my thoughts spiral, but I can’t help worrying that the reason no one came to the meeting was because of me. Maybe if someone cooler was doing it more people would come?

If there was a Feminism Head Office they’d probably call me and say: ‘Thank you for your good intentions, but actually you’re ruining everything, please cease and desist using the words feminist or feminism. You are a deterrent.’

3.30 p.m.

The playground

Heading out on evening release from the prison

The three of us are shuffling through the playground, just glad to have made it through another day of Terrible Trudy, heinous #Tim, and another feminist fail for me. So much for a fresh start.

‘Might go home and work on this week’s Feminist Friday,’ I say. ‘Maybe if I write a good one, I can get some more people to come to the meetings.’ I’m also going to look up intersectionality, upskirting, mansplaining, slut-shaming, and all the other terms Jane used and I only pretended to understand. Like the feminist fraud I am.

‘What you doing it on this week?’ Sam asks.

‘Not sure yet. I need to go home and get my research on, I think. What are you guys up to?’

‘Going to hang out with Jas some more, before she heads back to uni next week.’

‘Nick’s coming over!’ Millie says, joyful that she finally gets some time alone with him without her parents around.

I see Sienna up ahead standing on her own and in some kind of second wind I start feeling a bit bold. I’m going to try to do one last good thing today.

‘Hey! Wanna join us?’ I ask, walking up to her and giving her a big smile.

‘No thanks,’ she says bluntly, walking off towards the gates.

I feel like I’ve been slapped.

‘Well, that was rude,’ Millie says as she and Sam come and join me.

‘At least we won’t be wasting time trying to talk to her any more,’ Sam reasons.

‘Absolutely not,’ Millie says.

‘Agreed,’ I say, still flustered from the insult.

I watch Sienna walk off, but something weird happening by the gates distracts me.

‘What the hell?’ asks Sam, as we all take in what’s ahead of us.

There appears to be a whole dance troupe heading our way, and they’ve just started playing the loudest music I’ve ever heard. It’s a stampede dressed in fluorescent pink and sequins.

‘What’s going on?’ I shout over the music, looking towards the dayglo display in front of us.

As if by magic, Trudy appears in front of them, microphone in hand (what MONSTER gave her that?), and The Bitches at her side. The dancers freeze and the music stops.

‘TRUDY HAS AN ANNOUNCEMENT! TRUDY HAS AN ANNOUNCEMENT!!’ Tiffany and Amelie are screaming into microphones. I see Matt’s amused little face pop out of the door to the Sixth Form block, with Nick’s just behind.

‘This’ll be good,’ Millie whispers, giving Nick a wave and blowing him a kiss.

I see Sienna’s stopped against the gate, looking very interested for once, as Trudy’s voice booms across the playground.

‘You are all cordially invited to my sweet sixteenth birthday at The Den on Saturday 15th February,’ Trudy shouts down the microphone. ‘Please take a flyer, details of appropriate gifts and dress code can be found on the website. The theme is Prom, so bring a date or be a loser,’ she finishes, looking pointedly at me.

She drops the mic with a thud and struts out of the school gates and away from the crime scene she created. The music goes back on and the dancers dance out behind her.

I glance back to where Sienna was. She seems to have disappeared too.

‘Take a flyer, take a flyer,’ Tia and Nia are saying as they try and pass them around the playground.

Millie, Sam and I all stare at each other.

‘That was … quite a lot,’ Sam says.

Nick and Matt come and join us, and they’re looking equally bemused.

‘It sounds TERRIBLE. We’re going, though, right?’ Matt says as he takes a picture of the flyer, presumably to send to his boyfriend Si who doesn’t go to our school.

They met at life-drawing class and bonded over their attempts at professionalism in the face of a naked penis.

‘Oh, absolutely,’ I say.

The Den is the only club within a 10,000-mile radius. It’s supposed to be pretty grim there. I’ve heard stories of people getting pubic lice just from being in the toilets. Rumour has it the carpet is so riddled with semen that you can get chlamydia from direct contact with the floor. I’ll wear two pairs of knickers that night, just in case.

3.50 p.m.

Walking home with Matt and Si

I’m going to be so happy to get home after today. How can one day feel like actual years? Might just get back into bed, pull the covers over my head and pretend none of it ever happened.

I’m about to say goodbye to Matt and Si, when our heads are turned by the sound of criminally loud music coming from my house.

‘Is that … Michael Bublé?’ Si asks.

‘Babe, what day is it?’ Matt asks as we all head towards the front door with trepidation.

I look at Matt, the realisation dawning.

‘Oh crap …’ I say, feeling the panic rise.

I turn my key gingerly in the lock, but as I push it open our worst fears are both confirmed and revealed.

Every year, on this same day, my mum asks my dad to clear away Christmas, something that would be a perfectly normal task for anyone else. Not Dad, though.

He gets sad that the presents, tree and Mariah Carey all have to go back in their boxes and so, ignoring his normal rules on day-drinking, he throws himself a ‘post-Christmas-party’ to keep himself perky during the process. Usually by the time we get back he’s rolling around like a pissed Santa.
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