[image: Fifty Shades of Feminism]

    
      
        
          
            
              
              
COPYRIGHT

            

          

           

          Published by Hachette Digital

           

          
            978-1-4055-2574-9

          

          
            
              
               

              Copyright © Lisa Appignanesi, Rachel Holmes and Susie Orbach 2013

            

          

          
            
              
               

              The moral right of the author has been asserted.

            

          

          
            
              
               

              Pages 323–4 constitutes an extension of this copyright page.

            

          

          
            
              
               

              All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher.

            

          

          
            
              
               

              The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not owned by the publisher.

            

          

           

          HACHETTE DIGITAL

          Little, Brown Book Group 

          100 Victoria Embankment 

          London, EC4Y 0DY

           

          
            
              www.littlebrown.co.uk
            
          

          
            
              www.hachette.co.uk
            
          

        

      

    

  
    
      
        
          

        

      

      
        ‘Every time we liberate a woman, we liberate a man’

        
          Margaret Mead
        

      

      
         

        ‘As a woman I have no country. As a woman my country is the whole world’

        
          Virginia Woolf
        

      

    

  
    
      
        
          
            
              
              FROM THE EDITORS
            

          

        

      

      So there we were catching up, rectifying the state of the world and moaning, as friends do when they get together. We started talking about the wave of essentialism once more sweeping the woman’s world. The phenomenon of Fifty Shades of Grey came up and Lisa suddenly said, ‘What I’d really like to see is Fifty Shades of Feminism.’ And the idea for this volume was born.

      Of course, born is not made. Faster than the idea was conceived we began to tell ourselves and each other that as over-busy women we didn’t have time to do it. But the necessity to do this book was compelling – the conversation, the connection between us and those we could bring together made us realize that, in fact, we didn’t have any time left not to do it. Good ideas must be put into action.

      With a wish list of talented contributors from all three of us, our initial fifty was soon nearer five hundred. And being a triumvirate of women relaxed with flexible figures we happily expanded our waistlines to accommodate the treats of poetry, cartoons and the fruits of Virago’s competition to find out what feminism means to the under-twenty-fives. As we continued talking about what the great, recently departed Adrienne Rich called the potentially planet-transforming connections between women, we realized we would soon be at five thousand – even without all our favourite inspirational columnists who lead the way in regularly speaking their and our thoughts. Calling the final complement of fifty feminist shades for this volume was a great deal harder than picking a supermodel line-up. Unlike pre-fab images of commodified, categorized stereotypes of zip-lipped silent beauty, all our women come with distinct voices and ideas. There was no airbrushing of brain or size here.

      Choosing just fifty women was difficult, but we soon realized that Fifty Shades of Feminism is a model that can be taken up and replicated by hundreds and thousands around the world. We’d like to think of this as a call to readers: use this as a new kind of supermodel and go out and find your own fifty. Every community can have its own feminist shades, connecting together into a world of conversations about where we are with feminism today.

      After all, fifty years after the publication of Betty Friedan’s pioneering The Feminine Mystique, have we as women really exchanged supposed purity and maternity to become vacuous desiring machines inspired only by variations of sex, shopping and masochism – all tinted luminescent neuro-pink to peddle the same old worn-out shades of miserable grey submissiveness?

      We think not. In this volume, fifty women reflect on the shades that inspire them and what being a woman means to them and those around them today. There’s no one kind of feminism and no one kind of feminist. And none of us in this collection has got time or life to spare to be cudgelling ourselves or other women with punitive –ists or –isms. This concert of shades is a multi-vocal chorus; it’s often out of harmony, but it’s carrying a tune and that tune is catching.

      We’re very pleased that this small volume contains women of all ages, with a rich mix of experience and expertise, world-class talents, spectacular frustrations and failures, knowledge, wit, wisdom, irony and passion. From a young barrister to a composer, to a gang-worker, to comedians, politicians, campaigners, academics, a psychoanalyst, poets, writers, theatre directors, actors, fighters, journalists, mothers, sisters, Dames and daughters, these are women who think, who do, and who inspire. They don’t pretend to be representative and nor does this volume. Luckily, there are more than fifty walks of life and more than fifty types of women.

      But these are brilliant ones. They made us laugh. They made us cry. They opened our eyes to different ways of seeing and being and thinking. They made us consider the meanings of feminism today and what remains to be done to make our condition, which is also the human condition, a better one. We hope they’ll do the same for you.

       

      Lisa Appignanesi, Rachel Holmes, Susie Orbach March 2013

    

  
    
      
        
          

        

      

      
        ‘If there’s a book you really want to read, but it hasn’t been written yet, then you must write it’

        
          Toni Morrison
        

      

    

  

    

      

        

          

            

              

              Margaret Atwood

            


          


          

            ‘Update on Werewolves’


          


        


      


      

        

          

             


            In the old days, all werewolves were male.


            They burst through their bluejean clothing


            as well as their own split skins,


            exposed themselves in parks,


            howled at the moonshine.


            Those things frat boys do.


             


            Went too far with the pigtail yanking –


            growled down into the pink and wriggling


            females, who cried Wee wee


            wee all the way to the bone.


            Heck, it was only flirting,


            plus a canid sense of fun:


            See Jane run!


             


            But now it’s different.


            Now it’s a global threat.


            Long-legged women sprint through ravines


            in furry warm-ups, a pack of kinky


            models in sado French Vogue getups


            and airbrushed short-term memories,


            bent on no-penalties rampage.


             


            Look at their red-rimmed paws!


            Look at their gnashing eyeballs!


            Look at the backlit gauze


            of their full-moon subversive haloes!


            Hairy all over, this belle dame,


            and it’s not a sweater.


             


            O freedom, freedom and power!


            they sing as they lope over bridges,


            bums to the wind, ripping out throats


            on footpaths, pissing off brokers.


             


            Tomorrow they’ll be back


            in their middle-management black


            and Jimmy Choos


            with hours they can’t account for


            and first dates’ blood on the stairs.


            They’ll make some calls: Goodbye.


            It isn’t you. I can’t say why.


            They’ll dream of sprouting tails


            at sales meetings,


            right in the audiovisuals.


            They’ll have addictive hangovers


            and ruined nails.


          


        


      


      Notes on ‘Update on Werewolves’: 


      

        

          

            	

              1.  


            

            	

              I was frightened as a child by Abbott and Costello films, and also by Quebec folktales about the Loup Garou.


            

          


          

            	

              2.  


            

            	

              After which I wrote a poem – in 1986 – called ‘Werewolf Movies’.


            

          


          

            	

              3.  


            

            	

              In those days, all werewolves were men. As in An American Werewolf in Paris.


            

          


          

            	

              4.  


            

            	

              But now they aren’t. Angela Carter has a wolvish female. There are female werewolf novels, and female werewolves in the Twilight series. So this poem is an update on the earlier poem.


            

          


        


      


      ‘Update on Werewolves’ first appeared in 2012 on Wattpad (www.wattpad.com).  
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              Naomi Alderman
            

          

          
            Wild West Video

          

        

      

      I write novels, and I write video games.

      I suppose it might seem obvious where I’d have the greater problem with sexism. After all, novels are a nice, safe, female-dominated industry with special prizes, magazines and imprints just for women. And video games? They’re the Wild West. Lawless, aggressive, male-orientated. No place for a lady.

      And it’s true, games are sexist. Games conferences routinely employ ‘booth babes’ – scantily clad women to attract attention to their booths. Women in games are occasionally foxy large-breasted heroines and more often wordless love interest or dead-girlfriends-in-fridges put there solely to advance the male hero’s plot. When games try to attract women players, they often do so by being amazingly 1960s-style patronizing. Want to appeal to girls? Surely you need games about fashion, make-up and ponies! Yes, it might seem obvious that the world of novels would be a haven for a woman writer, while the world of video games would be forbidding and unpleasant.

      And yet. And yet.

      Novels are, as they say, a well-developed market. They have their ways of doing things. Men, it’s well known, don’t buy novels written by women. Having decided early on not to call myself N. A. Alderman, I have to have girly jackets featuring women gazing wistfully at summer meadows. Even when the novel in question is mostly concerned with a relationship between two gay men. No point having a gender-neutral cover: men don’t buy books written by women. Newspapers too, the statistics tell us, review fewer novels by women. Novels by women are less likely to be called ‘important’, women writers less likely to be thought of as essential voices. When each novel comes out, my kind publishers set me up to write pieces for women’s magazines – this too is a well-developed market – about my personal experiences. ‘What would you get me to do,’ I ask, ‘if I were a man?’ If they know, they don’t tell me; they can’t make it happen. I’m a woman, writing. Therefore I’m a women’s writer.

      It’s not like this in games. Because games are still largely male. Because there aren’t yet large-scale ‘games for women’. Because there’s therefore no silo to put me in. It’s more like, I imagine, a 1970s feminist storming a boardroom. Once you’re in the boys’ club, you’re in, and there’s no special girls’ holding pen to put you in – they haven’t invented one yet. No one’s ever told me that my games have to be marketed a particular way because I’m a woman. No one’s ever suggested I’d be better working on ‘girls’ games’. No one’s ever asked me questions about my games that made me suspect they wouldn’t ask that question of a man. I’ve had my authority and expertise questioned, sure. I’ve been mistaken for an assistant. That’s OK. I know how to deal with that. And once I’m in, I’m in. One of the boys, talking about games, writing games. I get to put my head above the water, and breathe in deeply: yes, I’m here, I’ve broken through, now I get judged according to the same criteria as everyone else.

      So which is worse? The early feminism of the overtly sexist games world, where I’ve fought (and won) my battles to have at least as many female characters as male in my games? Or the late feminism of the subtly sexist world of novels, where I find myself deliberately writing books without love stories, with more massacres, riots and fucking, so as to avoid those feminine covers?

      For myself, I prefer games. I prefer a world where the sexism can be pointed out, frowned over. Where, sometimes, people apologize for it, maybe even try to change it. I prefer that to the publishers sadly shaking their heads and repeating, ‘Men don’t buy books written by women.’

      I don’t want to be in the women’s silo. I want to work hard, and long, and know that in the end I’ll be judged by the same criteria as a man. I want to know that my work has the same chance of being considered ‘important’. That no one’s going to stick a flower on the front of it just because I have a vagina. And there’s more chance of that happening in games than in novels.
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              Tahmima Anam

            


          


          

            Things Your Mama Never Told You (for fear you would demand a sex change)


          


        


      


      The world is unequal. Throughout your childhood, through your teens and for most of your twenties, you will believe the world is a generally good place to be a girl. You will do better than boys in school; you will be smarter, more articulate and more interesting. When you reach adolescence, people will start to treat you like a grown-up. In contrast, the boys in your class will be busy fighting and farting through their teens. They will smell bad. They will mumble when spoken to, and treat their limbs as if foreign objects, flinging them about like harpoons and breaking things. However, at some point, probably between college and your first job, you will realize that the cards are stacked against you. It may start with a very small thing, for instance being interrupted at a meeting at work; or something quite significant, such as the discovery that your salary is less than your male counterpart’s. Men will take up more space, and breathe more oxygen than you. You will let them, to avoid appearing butch, or even worse, aggressive. You will start to see the world differently, and realize that every moment of your life, every experience has been coloured and influenced by your gender.


       


      You will continue to love men and be attracted to men. Men are wonderful. They are powerful, gorgeous creatures. They sail through life with elan, luxuriating in confidence. If you are heterosexual, you will be attracted to them no matter what bruises they may have inflicted on you in the past, and you will crave partnership and commitment and engagement with them for all the days of your life.


       


      At some point you will become someone’s wife. Note, I did not say, ‘At some point, you will get married.’ Becoming someone’s wife is very different from getting married. It can happen at any time in a heterosexual relationship. It happens when you start to take over the domestic responsibilities of the house. You will start doing the laundry and the dishes and handling the household bills. You will organize your and your husband/boyfriend/partner’s social life. You will throw parties in which you will cheerfully entertain all the guests and refill their wine glasses and discreetly take their plates from the table at the end of the meal. You will be involved in your husband/boyfriend/partner’s work. You will encourage him and big him up and make him face every day with newfound confidence. You will praise him and make him feel good all the time. You will do all of this while also maintaining your own life and your own career.


       


      When you have children, you will have to be their mother. When you have children, you cannot be the gregarious, occasional influence who swoops in and makes everything brighter and more fun. You will be the baby’s host before it is born; your body will have to bring it into the world, and your body will feed it and keep it alive. Later, you will be responsible for organizing childcare and ensuring there is enough food in the house to feed yourself, your partner and your children. You will be in love. It will be blissful, euphoric, incandescent, but also exhausting, debilitating and life-altering. There is no equivalent in a man’s life, no event that will categorically change his relationship to his body, his work, family and identity. This is a journey that you will love. But if you choose to embark on it, you will have no choice of roles. You will have to play the mother.


       


      You cannot be angry. You will want to be angry. If you are angry, you will be called An Angry Young Woman, or worse, An Angry Old Woman, or even worse, An Angry Feminist. You will be called a bitch. You will take comfort in the company of your women friends, but sometimes you will feel painfully, irreparably alone. This will happen to you whether or not you are in a loving relationship with a man. Treating men like the enemy is going to get you nowhere; at least, not the individual men who are your intimates; instead, you will collaborate, invent, learn, grow and octopus your way through life.


       


      In Japan, men read pornography on the subway. Nuff said.


       


      Your female friendships will keep you sane. You will be tempted to spend all your time sucking up to/sleeping with/worshipping/trying to please men. But your women friends will pick you up after you have a break-up or gain weight or lose your job or go through a dry spell with your husband or have a miscarriage or start the menopause. Without them, you might possibly go mad, or accept more compromise than you should, or take a hard line you shouldn’t, or forget that you are a clever, magical being with a boundless capacity for love.


       


      If this is your world, you are lucky. If these are your problems, you are unaccountably fortunate. If you grew up in poverty, in a war-torn country, in a feudal society, in Saudi Arabia or Yemen or South Sudan, you will know that being a woman compounds and multiplies any horrors you might face in your life. Your body will be vulnerable to abuse, mutilation and the sex trade. If you want to go to school, you will be hunted down and shot. If there is a war, you will be raped and your daughters and your mother and your grandmother will be raped. You will go hungry, be denied an education, and have no control over who you marry. Your life as a wife will consist of servitude and violence and non-consensual sex. You will be fed lies about this being your lot as a woman, and worse, when you have daughters, you will find yourself repeating this lie to your daughters because by the time they are born you will have no choice but to believe it.


       


      Every day of your life is an opportunity to reverse the long and ugly history of inequality that has dogged our existence since the dawn of time. 


       


      

        

          

            	 

            	

              ‘Women are the only exploited group in history to have been idealized into powerlessness’


            

            	 

          


          

            	 

            	

              

                Erica Jong
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              Lisa Appignanesi
            

          

          
            Fifty Shades of My Own…

          

        

      

      When I was growing up in French Canada, Simone de Beauvoir and Jean-Paul Sartre were the Bacall and Bogie of the intellectual firmament, two radiant stars of the Latin Quarter who stood for the daring life – a perpetual symposium of sex, subversion and philosophy. Not that I actually read The Second Sex until I was a graduate student in the UK.

      One of the many things I learned as I argued with that cool, analytic, Olympian voice of hers was that, like the curvaceous Jessica Rabbit, the way we’re drawn affects what we are. Women, like men, are made, not born. We’re at the mercy of our descriptions. These often pre-date our arrival on the scene. To put it another way – from a little base of biology, humans elaborate who they are through their writing, culture, politics and institutions. For women’s lives to change, it was important to take more of that power of description into our own hands. The descriptions would hardly ever be uniform, we would disagree with one another vehemently, but at least they wouldn’t all come from our colonizers. We would populate the world with our own ideas of what it means to be woman (and man).

      The lesson served me well even many years later when I was working on Mad, Bad and Sad, my history of women and the mind doctors. Women had long been confined within psychiatric classifications made from the outside: inevitably we had also sometimes played into these categories and expressed our states in the language or gestures given to us. Creatures of word and image, we humans are after all made and remade by our descriptions, sometimes even driven mad by them, boxed into shapes and shoes we think we choose but which make us topple. These descriptions sometimes woo us and render us unaware of the subtleties of the more charming forms of sexism – ‘Oh darling, you’re too beautiful for (your own) words… That inner goddess will wilt after all those hours in the lab, which will also take you away from the children. So let us men get on with finding those pharmaceuticals to treat PMT or anxiety or reproductive problems… and set the agenda for science.’

      A great deal has changed for women in the course of my lifetime, much of it for the better and not a little of it linked to feminism, self-declared or not. Here and elsewhere, there are more women in public and professional positions – the universities, the law, medicine, NGOs, finance, business, even politics and science, which have so much of our time’s descriptive power. We contribute far more widely than ever to the setting of the social agenda, and not only on issues that pertain directly to women, children and the family. If there is less taste for war in the West, if men both feel and are able to admit its horror and their all-too-human vulnerability, that too may be partly linked to the increasing number of female voices in the public arena.

      That said, a great deal remains to be done. I can only highlight one area here that has troubled me of late and has almost, on occasion, had me wishing that free expression was not so fundamental to our democracies. I have written at greater length elsewhere about how pornography on the web, readily available to the very young as well as those who can reach the top shelf, has shaped women’s bodies and all our sexual relations in insidious ways. It is a noxious and powerful form of description. Exaggerated, maimed, disfigured, ever-ready for sex, female bodies put on virtual display have cauterized our growing boys to the living reality of laughing, talking, individual women. Pornography engenders a fantasy of control and pornographers have done much to purvey the notion that satisfaction, like a purchased high, is quick, easy and desirable, part of a supermarket of plenty, ever accessible to choice.

      Such images have also helped to induce imitation in girls, who post self-abasing images on social sites, as well as casual copycat violence among teens. Domestic abuse has increased, as has a ‘hipster sexism’, which for all its ironies is still deeply misogynist. Individual women bear the brunt of donning those fuck-me shoes, as disabling as bound feet, and having surgical make-overs, even of private parts. They masquerade in the guise of these supposedly desirable porn queens and pretend – if heterosexual – that the size of a dick and that swooning inner goddess are all they ever have on their mind. There are category errors at play here: one could say these representations are neither of women nor of men. But because they look like them – just as automata, or androids or zombies in the movies look like humans – we’ve allowed them to take over our sexual imaginations.

      Which is why to my surprise – and perhaps to yours – I found a little part of myself cheering the sudden rampant success of the dire-in-style but wonderfully enthusiastic Fifty Shades of Grey. A book that has been read by over 40 million women, many of them mums, can’t be dismissed without a little investigation.

      One way of thinking about the book’s popularity is that it has given women, who ever seem to be more turned on by words than images, a soft porn of their own to counterbalance men’s addiction to the web. The written has the distinct advantage that it doesn’t feed on an exploitative and abusive sex industry.

      Then, too, for all its BDSM, torture toys and pages of contractual negotiations, Shades is far more emphatically a popular romance than it is Story of O. Dishy and Croesus-rich Grey may indeed woo hapless Ana into his Red Room of Pain and try to dominate her in his subterranean sphere of total control and silent subservience. But he’s no Angela Carter Bluebeard. Like any old-fashioned hero of romance, or indeed like Jane Eyre’s Rochester, Grey is ultimately better at being tamed by our heroine than he is at dominating her – except when it’s for her own pleasure. He’s wounded in his masculinity and has even himself been a submissive. Shades is really old-fashioned Mills & Boon/Harlequin fantasy, spun out at great length and with more naming of parts. Those romances quietly sell millions too. Women, pace Germaine Greer, just seem to be turned on by attentive love… however many guises that might wear.

      But why this modish wrap of BDSM, whose toys have infiltrated the visual imagination through film and the web? Is it that in our permissive, pornographic West, it’s difficult to know any longer what really excites us? Submission to an authority – like Grey, who at the start of the book briefly seems to know where that excitement lies – may still some of our worries about having to determine what it is one actually wants. So Shades soothes and consoles like most romance. If the heroine wants Grey to know what she wants, she determinedly, at the end of book one, also wants to be free – or at least to maintain an illusion of her freedom.

      Well, it’s hardly great and profound literature but it is one more description. And it is by a woman. Though I’m glad Hilary Mantel is there as well to be wicked and wise about more Machiavellian spheres.

       

      
        
          
            	 
            	
              ‘Coitus can scarcely be said to take place in a vacuum; although of itself it appears as a biological and physical activity, it is set so deeply within the larger context of human affairs that it serves as a charged microcosm of the variety of attitudes and values to which culture subscribes’

            
            	 
          

          
            	 
            	
              
                Kate Millet 
              

            
          

        

      

      
         

        
          [image: Lisa Appignanesi]
        

      

      Posy Simmonds 

    

OEBPS/imagedata/9781405525749.jpg
5
(o
WM

=

1
!
i Edited by Lisa Appignane
IR chel Holmes & Susie Orba hJ






OEBPS/imagedata/underwear1.jpg





