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For everyone who has felt objectified or felt like they have lost agency over their own body. Even for a second.


To my parents Margie and Roy, who taught me about love, feminism and that centring my life on my passions is the only way to live. My sister Stevie for her inexhaustible sense of humour and for being the most incredible example of resilience. My partner Jordy for being what can only be described as my equal in every way, my best friend and silent support system through the whole campaign, and finally to Ryan Whelan – The Hammer – my lawyer and friend, for being a brilliant male ally, a patient and kind teacher and for considering running for Prime Minister in the future.


#WeForWhelan





INTRODUCTION



9 July 2017


It was thirty degrees, every blade of grass in London had been burnt to a golden ash, and I was so bloody happy because I was seeing The Killers in Hyde Park with my older sister, Stevie. Stevie is my best friend, and that year we hadn’t seen each other all that much. We’d grown up listening to and loving The Killers so we both decided to fork out the £80, which we couldn’t afford, to have that one day together in the sun and forget the stress of London life. We’d got ready, dressed up, and were so excited about a day of laughing, dancing and finally seeing our favourite childhood band together. As kids who had grown up with a musician father, and been in and around the music industry, gigs were a happy place. Music was, and still is, escapism for us, and this day was meant to be just that. As we weaved our way through lounging festival-goers, I noticed a guy lying on the grass looking up at the sky. My eyes were drawn to him because he’d planted himself in an unusual spot: he was lying with his head obstructing a strip of grass that people were using to get through the crowds, and was making no effort to move, forcing them to step over him. I got closer and saw his eyes dart to the legs of a girl weaving around him. It was then that I realised he’d deliberately positioned himself so that he could look up the skirts of girls and women rushing towards the main stage. Without thinking, as if it was second nature, I patted down the back of my skirt and hopped past him. I didn’t challenge this guy on what he was doing. I didn’t call him out. Looking back now, I wish I had, but I suppose, like most women, I was used to it.


An hour later we were standing in the 60,000-strong crowd waiting for the band to take the stage when a group of men started paying me unwanted attention. This was something I’d become accustomed to – I was used to it and I knew how to deal with it. Or at least I thought I did. One of the guys was wearing a Killers T-shirt and a trucker-style cap and I clocked him as the ringleader immediately. Although I made it clear that I wasn’t interested, he started persistently hitting on me with a smirk. I rebuffed him firmly, with a smile – as always. Be polite, Gina; don’t make a fuss. In truth I was trying not to anger a man who was intimidating me. Men who I don’t know that use intimidation to coerce me into what they want – attention, inappropriate conversation or otherwise – make me feel nervous. They always have. I’ve seen too much and heard too much not to feel that way. So being polite was, and still is, a way to keep myself safe. He tried again, and again, and again, and when he finally realised I wasn’t biting he announced, loudly, that he bet I was ‘good at giving blow jobs’. His mates laughed. For me, the mood quickly turned; a line had been crossed and Stevie and I bristled. I felt us sort of lock together with an unspoken acknowledgement that this had taken a sharp turn to exactly where we had thought it was going, but hoped it wouldn’t. One can of gin and mixer down, I decided to communicate to him that this would end here, and so I said he sounded like a twelve-year-old. Stevie laughed. I turned my back on him once more to show I wasn’t interested in any kind of conversation or physical contact.


Minutes later I was aware of them stifling their laughter behind me and an uneasy feeling simmered up in my belly. I instinctively knew that my remark had angered or embarrassed the trucker-hat guy and now I had this unnerving feeling that he had done something to me. I just wasn’t sure what. But I knew this kind of guy wasn’t one to accept being rejected. I was partially surrounded by the group, as you often are in a festival crowd, and in front of me stood one of the biggest guys – a blond, muscly type. He was on his phone, and around the side of him I happened to catch sight of the screen. He had a chat on WhatsApp open, and a thumbnail of a photo taken up a woman’s skirt, that he had been sent, stared back at me. I could see it clearly. It was well taken in broad daylight, and you could see it all: her thighs and buttocks, her pubic hair and her genitals covered only by a thin, slightly twisted strip of underwear. It was a horrible picture and I knew instantly that it was me.


Without thinking, I lunged and snatched the phone out of his hand, raising it up in the air. ‘You’ve got a picture of my vagina? What is wrong with you!?’ I bellowed, beginning to choke up. He spun round and grabbed me by the shoulders, shaking me and shouting that it was ‘a picture of the stage’. He was huge. I slapped him. He screamed something in my face and his grip tightened. As he shook me, I made a point to look directly and systematically into the eyes of the people around us and to say repeatedly ‘help’. I heard my sister crying and shouting at the guy, but I could tell she wasn’t next to me, so I instinctively passed the phone to a woman I didn’t know. The blond guy got in her face demanding she pass it over, but she refused and held it firmly behind her back. To this day I am desperate to find out who she was. What a hero. The next thing I know, two guys in the crowd shouted for me to run and the woman slipped the phone into my hand. I tore off, pushing through the sea of people, begging them to let me past as The Killers took to the stage and the first song blared out. I thought I’d lost him, but as I emerged from the last stragglers of the crowd, I heard his feet pounding the dusty grass behind me.


I came into view of the security staff and saw concern flood their faces. I managed to reach them just before the blond guy did, ducking behind a hefty guard, who brought the guy’s momentum to a stop and shielded me as the guy took a swipe at me. Immediately I blurted out what had happened and the guard quietly and calmly told me to slip the phone into his pocket. As I did, Stevie came speeding out of the bouncing crowd and held me while the blond guy spat and shouted that his friend had taken the photos. ‘Fine,’ the guards replied, ‘go get him then.’ He wouldn’t. We were led over to the police and I remember physically exhaling when I saw a male police officer accompanied by a female officer coming towards me. ‘She’ll get it,’ I thought to myself. ‘She’ll understand.’ They separated me and the blond guy and asked me what had happened. I was crying pretty hard at this point, but I managed to calm myself down enough to get it out in detail. The security guard backed me up and the police were sympathetic. It’s still so clear in my mind what the male police officer said to me next. He told me, with genuine dismay, ‘You should be able to go to a festival in thirty degrees and not be worried about someone taking a photo up your skirt.’ I exhaled. They got it. They were on my side. After we’d talked they headed over to speak to him. As they did, I remember trying to dance to the song The Killers were playing – ‘The Man’. I was desperately attempting to pretend everything was okay, but was just limply shuffling from one foot to the other and crying while Stevie held me – and it’s weird, because even now when I hear that verse of that song in a bar or club, I immediately feel about four inches tall.


Eventually, the police came back over and told me that there was nothing they could do. The photograph, they said, was ‘not a graphic image’ because I had underwear on. They guessed that if I hadn’t been wearing it, it would have been a different story. Finally, they reassured me that they’d made him delete the picture. Great, I thought. That’s one less person who has a picture of my vagina. If I’d been in less of a state I would have realised that my evidence had just been deleted. They ushered us back into the festival and Stevie asked if I wanted to leave. I didn’t want to ruin the entire day, so I said no. We stayed and tried to enjoy the rest of the gig. To anyone else it would have looked like I was having a great time, but denial is a very funny thing. It was easy to pretend – because I wanted it all to be okay – but I couldn’t push what had happened to the back of my mind. I felt weird, humiliated and violated, and what’s worse, I knew the guys who’d done this to me were probably having a great night. When I look back now I understand how I was behaving. As women, we are so used to putting up with and brushing off harassment, intimidation, assault or worse. We feel it’s our fault and we’re scared of causing a fuss. And I, dancing away after this had just happened, was the embodiment of that. Of just ‘getting on with it’.


Four days later I was heading to Latitude Festival for a job. It was super last minute and I threw a bunch of clothes in a bag. While getting ready, I picked up a skirt, and decided against packing it, but eventually, urged by my boyfriend, and in a mini act of defiance, I took it along and swore to wear it. On the way to the festival, I received a call from the Met Police. A tired and emotionless voice told me that my case was closed and nothing else would be done. I hung up, and I swear to god something inside of me snapped. This concoction of anger, dismay and defiance simmered in my belly. I’d put up with guys smacking my arse, shouting at me in the street and screaming disgusting stuff at me from cars for years. I’d worn headphones to avoid the comments, carried keys between my fingers at night, avoided the underpass – built to save my life from oncoming traffic. I’d made up having a boyfriend because ‘no’ was never enough in clubs. I’d laughed when a security guard – employed to protect me when I worked in a rowdy student bar – felt my boobs to ‘see if I was wearing a stab-proof vest’. I’d told no one when a man on the tube rested his open hand firmly on my right bum cheek from Camden Town to Euston during the rush-hour crush. I’d ignored it when my boyfriend’s boss showed everyone at his work a photo of my legs and then asked my boyfriend if he could help ‘show Gina what a real man is’. I’d seen how men’s eyes had deepened and suddenly looked at me differently when I’d turned sixteen, and I’d pushed it aside when guys in bars had moved to grind their crotches against my backside without any warning. I’d been sexualised without my consent for as long as I could remember, and I was fucking over it. I was over accepting it as ‘part of life’ – as part of my fee for being born a woman. So this time, I thought, I’ll talk about it. Surely it didn’t have to be ‘part of life’. Surely I deserved more than this bullshit constantly? I was sick of putting on an act. I was exhausted. I was done.



12 February 2019: The Voyeurism Act


Me, my boyfriend, my lawyer Ryan and my family – including my auntie, who flew in from Spain – were cramped in the tiny gallery seats in the balcony at the House of Lords. We overlooked the full house as Baroness Chakrabarti spoke on the campaign and the bill, and there was a small silence before I heard Lord Keen of Elie speak the words ‘Bill passed’. I just smiled quietly. In my head I tried to tell myself I’d ‘done it’, but it didn’t work. We’d been here before – in the gallery watching every stage of our bills – for months. We had met with countless MPs in this building, held events that educated politicians on the bill and lobbied the government here for eighteen months. So this time, my brain still told me it was part of the process. Except it wasn’t. It was the end of the process. We quietly shuffled out of the gallery and into the tiny wooden halls that led to the House. As I walked through the doorway my mum was standing there waiting for me. She grabbed my face with both her hands and looked directly into my eyes, her own huge green eyes full of tears, her chin wobbling as she shook her head. She just held me there for a second and I could literally see everything she wanted to say in her face. She was so unbelievably proud of me. But there was this real maternal and undeniable relief for me, relief that I’d been able to finish it. That I’d triumphed and that I’d won. I smiled and hugged her. I hugged Ryan. He said, ‘I told you we’d do it.’ We all exited the Houses of Parliament, walking past the throngs of angry Brexit protesters, and found a little old local pub. For the rest of the evening, the eight of us sat in the corner of this dimly lit pub, drank red wine and talked and laughed. Once the wine had diluted some of the intense numbness I was feeling, I began to cry, and my boyfriend cradled me, rocking me back and forwards and smiling with pride. My cousin caught it on camera and now I still see it as the only moment I really realised what I had achieved. At 1am we drunkenly bundled ourselves into taxis and headed to my house where we tucked into pizzas, danced to records and talked until 3am. We had done it.


Let’s turn the clock back to July 2017, a couple of days after I was upskirted. I met my friend Giselle Wainwright – who was then the deputy editor of the now defunct Look magazine – and told her what had happened. Giselle asked me to write my story for her and for that I am truly grateful – her offer gave me a voice and writing the piece felt like taking action. I was doing something proactive to challenge what had happened to me. I did some research for the piece and poured my heart into writing it, giving the assault a new name: upskirting. This was no longer a ‘type of photograph’ but an insidious form of violation, and the name needed to reflect that. A week later, the piece was published and I received a handful of messages from women and girls telling me that the same thing had happened to them. At that point, I had no idea these messages would become part of my everyday life for the next eighteen months.


As soon as I read those first few messages, I wanted to do more. I threw myself deeper into researching ‘upskirt photos’ and hundreds of thousands of porn sites glorifying non-consensual creepshots of women and children flooded my screen. When I headed to the Mail Online website, reams of pictures of female celebrities getting out of taxis popped up. It was clear paparazzi had positioned themselves in exactly the right place to capture whatever they could, non-consensually, of these women’s bodies. This had been normalised since before I could remember. I found out that photographers were paid up to four times more than usual to get these types of shots. I’d seen this in every tabloid growing up – lining the shelves of the supermarkets my family shopped in, and at the newsagents I used to go to for sweets after school, but I’d never been upset or disgusted by it. This consumption of women’s bodies without their consent was insidious and common, and didn’t outrage me because of exactly that. It was normal. As I scrolled through pages and pages of Google I was totally struck by how many pap shots and porn sites there were, but commentary on it as a form of harassment? Nowhere to be seen. No one was talking about this. So, I wondered if there were any specific rules against it. I began researching the law in the UK and came across a few write-ups that suggested that although taking a video or photos under someone’s skirt without their consent had been illegal in Scotland for almost a decade, it wasn’t a sexual offence in England and Wales. I couldn’t believe this. I thought I must have been wrong so I told a friend of mine, Natasha – a law student – what I thought I’d uncovered and asked her to look into the law. She came back to me days later with a one-pager that confirmed my suspicions. There was, quite obviously, a gap in the law. If you were upskirted in a private place like a bathroom or changing room, you could prosecute under the charge of voyeurism, but if it happened to you in a public place, it was far more difficult to prosecute and many instances didn’t fall under any law.


Essentially, you could only prosecute with a 100-year-old public nuisance order under the charge of ‘outraging public decency’. This is a common law offence that charges people for subjecting the public to seeing something lewd or crude – like urinating at a festival – but completely fails to recognise that upskirting was an offence targeting a victim, not the public. There was also a list of specifics you had to satisfy to be able to prosecute, which many instances of upskirting would not meet. One, for example, was that there had to be two or more people there to see the lewd act happen. It dawned on me that for the few women who had been brave enough to report this type of assault, prosecutors – up until now – had often had to slap a public nuisance order on the sexual offence and it just didn’t fit. I immediately understood why the police hadn’t prioritised my case: it wasn’t that they didn’t care, they were simply confused as to what they could do, or if they knew of the offence of outraging public decency, they thought it was a huge amount of work for probably no return.


At this point in my life I was working full-time in a small advertising agency as a copywriter and I knew how to use social media, so I uploaded a selfie my sister and I had taken before I had been upskirted that happened to have my two perpetrators in the background. I circled their heads and asked people to share so we could find out who these guys were and hold them accountable. I wanted to do something about this. The post went a little bit viral and then Facebook deleted it, getting in touch with me to cite ‘harassment’ as the reason. Me posting a photograph of these men’s faces was harassment, but apparently them taking photos of my crotch, without my consent, and sending them around was not. I was incandescent with rage.


A week after this moment, while on a phone call to my boyfriend, I decided that I wanted to try and change the law. However, I had no bloody idea where to start. I limply googled ‘how to change the law’ and, of course, nothing useful came up. In that moment, I realised I was going to have to work this out for myself. For the next few weeks I researched other campaigns and thought hard about my approach. Then, in August 2017, I launched a national campaign to make upskirting a sexual offence in England and Wales, with no experience and no real clue what I was doing. Alongside my full-time job, I pushed news producers to book me, pitched my story to websites and even did live TV debates opposite police officers who told me the solution was to wear trousers. I emailed prosecutors, lawyers and police commissioners, set up a petition and ran sponsored Facebook ads that all asked one question: ‘Why is upskirting not a sexual offence?’ After months of online abuse and more media than I could handle, I realised that if I was going to fight the law and lobby the government, I needed a lawyer – but I had zero money. I found out about pro-bono law support through research and set about looking for representation. Eventually, I found Ryan Whelan. He was twenty-nine, passionate about justice, impressed by my work up until that point and knew I had a solid argument. He was also, critically, keen to help for the right reasons. We cared about the same things, and he was offering anything he could do to help me. This was not an ego trip for him or a ‘project’, it was a passion. We became campaign partners, and began planning our strategy and political campaign, which we ran, and worked on, every single day for eighteen months. This campaign was the single hardest, testing and most complex thing I’ve ever done. From ripping myself out of bed at 5am more times than I care to remember, to learning about the political system and working out how to think strategically, to pushing through serious fear and mentally switching between my job in advertising and the work with Ryan, it was 553 days of exhaustive work. And a mission that involved more passion and more purpose than I’ve ever experienced in my life.


The truth is, we live in a frantic political climate: a reality TV star is President of the USA, swathes of the powerful elite have been outed as exploitative and abusive by the #MeToo movement and Brexit is a mess. Sure, this may be deflating and depressing to think about, but the reality is there’s never been a better time to roll up our fucking sleeves and push to make society better. Now is the moment to be passionate about making the world better for everyone. Now is the most crucial time to be the change. Social media has given us never-before-had access to those who run the country. We have more opportunities than ever before to engage and hold people accountable. Plus, the platforms we use to do that have become our most valuable tools in forcing change – all we need is someone to take a moment to show us how to leverage them. I’m living proof of that.


Without any political or legal experience, I have changed the law. Me! A regular, working-class person with a full-time job. I got very mediocre grades in school and I always said the only industry I’d refuse to go into was politics. I’m also so spectacularly disorganised that in the last decade I’ve lost twenty debit cards. If I can change the law, you can too. If you think about it, activism is pretty simple: you identify something that bothers you and you try to fix it. But you don’t have to go straight to the top and try to change the law, you can make vital change on a micro-level too. Your issue can be something you’ve experienced, or even a small part of a big issue you care about. Are you done with seeing everyone wearing wasteful fast-fashion? Create a clothes-swap initiative. Do you want to change the conversation around representation? Organise a stunt. If you care about ecological issues, start a fundraiser. You see, changing things isn’t a feat only accomplished by what we consider remarkable people, it’s a goal that’s doable if you have a bit of self-belief, determination and knowhow. And that’s why I’m writing this book. I want you to know what campaigning is really like and how to kick ass at it. The very fact that you chose this book among all others and want to spend time here with me speaks volumes; you are already someone who wants to make the world a better place, and that’s pretty remarkable. We need more people like you.


That interest in society’s progression is the only thing you can’t teach. Passion for change is all you need. Everything else you can learn as you go! There is no limit to what you can learn and achieve, and hopefully I can be the catalyst for that. By the time you’ve turned the last page of this book, you should feel ready to take on the world. I’ll walk you through everything I’ve learned campaigning, teaching you every trick I picked up along the way. Whatever you want to fight for, this will be a supportive and helpful place to get started. Whether you need something to dip into to keep you on track, or you want to plan a campaign from start to finish but have no idea where to begin, it’s all here. No jargon, no bullshit, just honest, practical advice and some of the tough (and embarrassing) lessons I’ve learnt the hard way. How do you get a lawyer when you don’t have any money? How do you get into the right spaces with the people who have the power to help? How do you take an online campaign offline? From starting out to seeing it through to the end, this is the definitive toolkit for enforcing change. Because if I can do it, then my god so can you. Let’s do this.





HOW TO USE THIS TOOLKIT



From this book you will learn:


 


•   What activism really is and why it’s so important


•   How to use the internet to aid your passions


•   How to think more strategically


•   How to figure out what you care about


•   How to do the hardest thing in activism: start


I wrote this book for you. It’s not about me and how I changed the law. It’s your roadmap, your toolkit and your guide to getting started and pushing for what you think is right. Whether you read it from start to finish, or keep it close and dip in and out of it along the journey, it’s here to make you feel ready, more confident, and to help you kick-start a campaign, initiative, movement or idea. I have never been someone who wants to keep my cards close to my chest, and with this kind of work, it’s so bloody important that I communicate everything I’ve learnt so far to you so that you can get started making the world a better place, too. I don’t want you to be precious about this book. Fill out the questions. Make notes, draw diagrams, make it yours. Go back and repeat stages if you need to, skip bits you don’t need right now; campaigning and activism aren’t linear and so using this book doesn’t have to be either. And because I want to always be honest, I want you to know I don’t have all the answers here. Can I tell you a lot of stuff you can’t find on Google? Sure. But my work is my work, and there’ll be wisdom you’ll find along the way that I just haven’t hit on. Add it to this book. Make notes, add quotes. Make these pages an encouraging and useful place to be. I hope this helps. I hope you feel inspired after reading it.





Section One




ACTIVISM 101





1


WHAT MAKES AN ACTIVIST?


‘How wonderful it is that nobody need wait a single moment before starting to improve the world.’

Anne Frank



activist

/ˈaktıvıst/

noun

A person who campaigns to bring about political or social change.

When something makes you feel uncomfortable, human instinct is to hide, to shy away from confrontation and to get back to safe, comfortable, ordinary life. And listen, I’m not talking about self-preservation here. If you need – for your mental health or otherwise – to lie low and look after yourself, do it. Here, I am talking about the tendency to retreat due to feeling defeated by the system: an innate sense of powerlessness. Of not rocking the boat. When every option other than ignoring it seems complicated, big and messy, or impossible. It’s that automatic self-assessment of inadequacy that I want to address, because I felt it. This felt far too big for me to achieve, and questioning the status quo felt scary. I remember standing at the exit to a tube station on a cold, grey London day, speaking to my boyfriend on the phone about my upskirting experience. He said, ‘Well, you could ignore it, sure. But imagine if you fought it. I know you’re saying something should be done about this but what if you did it? What if you changed the law?’ For a second I considered it. It felt huge, lofty, brilliant, and therefore not for me. It was far too big and way too hard for little old me to ever accomplish. I think I actually just laughed at him and shook my head, and as I exited the tube, the same old subconscious thoughts came into play: ‘I wouldn’t be able to do it anyway.’ Well, actually buddy, you have zero basis for that response. Show me the evidence that says you can’t.

WHY ANYONE CAN DO IT

Unless you are an extraordinarily privileged white male from vast, inherited wealth and a powerful family, the chances are you probably won’t automatically assume that you have a stake in the decisions that shape our world, or the right to challenge those decisions when you believe they are unjust. Too much of the information fed to us throughout our lives makes us think otherwise, because it’s way easier for those in power if we are apathetic and just sit back and let them run the show. You see, we learn about power and hierarchy via a million subliminal messages fed to us by the media, services and institutions we spend time with every single day, and although we may know we’re part of a community, and understand on some level that our behaviour can change our immediate surroundings, we often feel more like the pieces of a puzzle rather than the one putting together those pieces. The thing is, I’m done with that way of thinking. I’m over it. It’s time to realise that normal everyday people know, truly, what matters most. Normal, everyday people hold the key to change because they understand, more than anyone, what needs to change. They see it and live it, day in, day out.

I mean, Jesus, it’s the biggest dupe ever. Somehow, the public have been convinced that they aren’t the people to do the job of ‘changing things’. Somehow the powerful have convinced the very people holding the evidence that they’d have no power to influence the jury. But truthfully? We do hold the power. And successful activists know it. The most decorated change-makers often go back to their roots so that they can understand and observe, with new clarity, what needs to change. Even Nobel Peace Prize winner Kailash Satyarthi said he needs to keep connected with his community to know his work is on the right track: ‘Being directly connected with ordinary people gives me much more confidence in what I am trying to do.’* So when it comes down to it, being a normal person and having the ability to recognise and understand what needs to change on a fundamental level is critical. Because it’s how activism starts, and, as we all know, starting is the hardest part.

So many of us are born with privilege, in myriad forms, and although the ability and belief necessary to make change is heavily (I repeat: heavily) informed by privilege, there is not one ‘type’ of person who can make change, and one who can’t. There is no recipe for an activist. It’s the one thing we all have in common: we are all capable of making our societies, and therefore our world, a better place. All of us. For too long, we’ve allowed that power to fall into the hands of a select few – I don’t buy that as a necessarily effective or fair way to run things and neither should you.

Generally activism is about advocacy work, campaigning and social disobedience undertaken to shake up the current system with the aim of creating real, tangible and systemic social, economic or political change. It sounds like serious stuff, and it is. So, surely it’s only work undertaken by serious, effective, productive people, right?

That’s what I thought. Before I started my work as an activist, the word would immediately conjure up for me someone that made me feel very very bad about myself: a strong and remarkable character who was born to change things. Someone just born to be someone. When they started walking and talking it was immediately obvious that they were exceptional; an individual who knew exactly who they were. They were born with fire in their belly, a plan and an unwavering sense of purpose. As an adult, they are highly effective, charismatic, organised and get out of bed at 5am without an issue. And they don’t eat hummus with their fingers. Y’know, that kind of person.

The truth? An activist isn’t actually any one ‘kind’ of person. They’re not a breed. They’re not homogeneous. We are all activists in training. We’re learning about the world all the time, and all at different levels. Sure, certain personality traits may make becoming an activist an easier mission, but the kind of people who have forced change through history have a skillset as varied as any other kind, and not every activist is a ‘remarkable’ person. Let’s take the activist I know best as an example: good ol’ me. Some personality traits that helped me start and become successful in my activism are: my empathy for others, my stubbornness (finally it was good for something), being a good communicator and my determination (see: stubbornness). But, like all of us, I am chock-full of traits that did not help. Traits that I had to desperately control for fear of them derailing my efforts altogether. One of these is my incredibly poor practical skills; I struggle more than most on a daily basis to organise and function as an effective adult who’s ‘on top of things’. I’ve been known to turn up to events on the wrong date (seriously), I cannot for the fucking life of me get out of bed in the morning without feeling personally attacked, and to the frustration of my partner, I am constantly forgetting to do things, booking the wrong tickets and losing everything. This annoyingly, but naturally, transfers to my work, so upkeep, administration and follow-through on projects are a constant slog for me and I have to literally force and incentivise myself, like I’m a seven-year-old, to complete tasks. With activism this is a nightmare because there’s always multiple work streams that have to run parallel to one another, so when you’re super disorganised it’s a huge struggle to keep everything running smoothly. Another trait that hinders my work – yet fits together perfectly with my poor practical skills (joy!) – is my lack of focus. I find it so hard to focus on one thing. My attention span is abysmal, so I’ll flit between projects and tasks for hours before settling unless I force myself to CONCENTRATE, GINA. This means that self-motivation and accountability with myself is very tough. Now, the reason I’m getting all ‘Dear Diary’ here is because it’s important that you know whatever your ‘weaknesses’ are, they do not negate your ability to enact real and tangible change, the only thing that does is you thinking they do. Like anything else in life, it’s all about doing your best.

Having said all that, there is one thing that elevates someone from being a civilian to the role of activist, one thing stands between the ‘you’ you are now and the ‘you’ that makes shit happen: the decision to take action. That’s it. It’s the golden bullet. No magical personality trait, no remarkable breaking point, just concluding that, this time, it’s going to be you who tries to change something – whether big or small – instead of asking someone else to do it. As the famous saying goes, ‘If not me, then who?’ The remarkable beauty of making this decision is that anyone can make it – and there’s nothing else quite like that. Most jobs we embark on in life have some sort of prerequisite or requirement that we have to complete before we can get stuck in and claim the title. There is always a box to tick. Think about starting a new job, investing, buying something valuable, volunteering or even medical decisions about your own body; all of them require you to prove yourself before you begin. But activism? Nah. It’s a free-for-all. A democratic buffet. It’s yours. Whether you want to perform a simple act, launch a huge campaign or create some sort of slow-burning educational movement, it’s your decision, on your time, and you run the show. You don’t have to be ‘someone’ or ‘something’ before you can make a difference. No one can tell you you’re not the right person to make the world a better place.
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