


TRIGGER WARNING: 

I will be telling stories 
that at times refer to or 
mention racist attacks, 
institutional racism, 
emotional, psychological, 
physical and sexual 
abuse, rape, sexism… 
and other themes I might 
have missed. I don’t describe in 
detail sexual interactions, like I 
did in my previous zines, but I will 
probably describe in detail 
frustrating or triggering conversations. 

Take care, my friend. And please 
email me if you have any issues, 
questions, or challenges with anything 
I write.           annavo@riseup.net

TEN THINGS I LEARNT THIS YEAR:

1.PICK YOUR BATTLES. I learnt the hard way how it feels to 
scream at a wall, and I won’t be making that mistake again.

2. PICK YOUR FRIENDS. I shed some friendships that I 
sensed were not good for me - negative, unsupportive, etc. 
Maybe an overprotective measure, but I feel good / free.

3. LOVE IS NO EXCUSE. For bad behaviour or disrespect. 
People think they can get away with shittiness/abusiveness, 
but love (in friendship, family, etc) is not unconditional. Sry.

4. BE HONEST WITH YOURSELF. Be critical in order to grow.

5. STAND YOUR GROUND. If you’ve done the 
thinking/analysis/work to get to the conclusion you are at, 
then don’t be phased by dumbasses with their two cents.

6. BE POLITE EVEN WHEN YOU WANT TO TELL SOMEONE 
TO GO FUCK THEMSELF. Not sure why, I like to play nice...?

7. SAY EVERYTHING YOU MEAN. That way, at least you tried!

8. DE-ESCALATE AND TRY TO SORT THINGS OUT.

9. ASSUME NOTHING and SUSPEND JUDGEMENT.

10. BE COMPASSIONATE AND KIND. Even when things look 
bleak, and everyone seems cruel or cold. It’s all I have to 
give.



SLOWLY DEPROGRAMMING...

I.

So.
I was filling the pepper grinder a few minutes ago for break-
fast, and flashed back to a conversation from when I was 
11. At the time I absolutely HATED pepper, and shared this 
with my classmates. One asked: "Would you rather... bite 
into one peppercorn everyday for a month, or... stand naked 
in a shop window for a day, without your face showing?" To 
be honest I don’t remember what I answered, but what I 
realised a few minutes ago was that at the age of  10, due to 
my ongoing experience with a family member, my first 
thought when thinking of  being naked in public was, 

"Oh, I wouldn’t choose that, because then other people will 
be raping me too." 

It also just dawned on me a few minutes ago that that was 
probably not the usual direct association for a prepubescent 
child; that public nakedness = guaranteed sexual assault. 
Then I realised, of  course, that that was one of  the uncon-
scious things that dictated the rest of  my life... not just 
body shame, but why I completely covered up my body in 
public, why I became a teenage metalhead goth (to hide 
behind layers of  black), why I was asexual until the age of  
21, why I freak out or run away when there is a male acting 
or sounding authoritarian in my space... just to avoid the 
possibility of  a dominating person controlling my personal 
or sexual space ever again.
I’ve spent the last ten or so years trying to deconstruct this 
programming. I understand the elements that construct 

The Chinese character for crisis is a combination of 
two words -- danger and opportunity. 

People who fully engage in recovery from 
trauma discover unexpected benefits. As 
they gradually heal their wounds, survivors 
find that they are also developing inner 
strength, compassion for others,
increasing self-awareness, and often the 
most surprising -- a greater ability to experience 
joy and serenity than ever before.



rape culture, and associations like the one I had 
when I was 10 contribute to the survivor blame or 
“she deserved it“ mentality. Intellectually I totally 
condemn that thinking, I admire people that own 
and exhibit their sexuality and sensuality, and believe 
people have a right to do what they want with their 
own bodies without having some jerk cross their 
boundaries. Emotionally however, in my personal life, 
this is very hard for me to fathom.
It is this thinking that had me stay in a relationship 
for almost 2 years, even though there were signs 
from the beginning that my partner did not respect 
sexual boundaries. Because to some degree I 
thought part of  my role as a "good partner" was to 
compromise, and be understanding when he ignored 
me saying "I don’t want to do that" or "That hurts". 
So I’ve spent the time since that relationship alone, 
to figure out how to practice, firstly, recognising that 
my boundary has been crossed and that it’s a 
repeated abuse of  power/access, and not a "mis-
take" as people often attribute it to. I’m not just 
referring to sex now.
The second thing is to understand that I have a right 
to be uncomfortable, or feel unsafe, that I don’t have 
to “just deal with it” if  something shitty happens. 

What is at the bottom of  the story that started with 
the pepper grinder is that I took responsibility for 
way too much. 
Even my own trauma at another’s hands.

The third thing, which is currently the hardest 
thing to do... To communicate it assertively.

I will later include some material on assertiveness, 
which I’ve used when counselling people.

I guess remembering that particular school yard 
“would you rather” game has made me realise just 
how deeply and how far back these behaviours go.

 And how accustomed I am... 

to particular voices, 

tendencies, 

lines of  reasoning.

And thank you again to the rest of  the world to 
remind me that there are healthier ways of  think-
ing, territories not governed by laws of  self-blame 
and guilt.

• eat boiled onions, baked potatoes, cream-based soups – these are tryptophane
activators, which help you feel tired but good (like after a big dinner)
• proactive responses toward personal and community safety – organize or do 
something socially active
• write about your experience – in detail, just for yourself or to share with others

People are usually surprised that reactions to trauma can last longer 
than they expected. It may take weeks, months, and in some cases, 
many years to fully regain equilibrium. Many people will get through 
this period with the help and support of family and friends. But some-
times friends and family may push people to "get over it" before they're 
ready. Let them know that such responses are not helpful for you right 
now, though you appreciate that they are trying to help. Many people 
find that individual, group, or family counseling are helpful

Either way, the key word is CONNECTION – ask for help, support, understanding, 
and opportunities to talk.



II. SPACE, PLACE, MENTALITY...

I guess I’ll explain a little now, to give things context.
The last three zines in this narrative have been
1. The Swan The Vulture
2. The Ascent The Descent
3. The Universal Vs Specific
and this is 4. The Swan The Vulture #4
(don’t ask about my naming system, maybe I listen to too many bands with “concept albums” and I’ve 
borrowed this premise)

Zine #3 was written a year ago, before I went on Race Riot tour No. 1 through the East Coast and Midwest, 
and also before I started seeing a psychologist. I was still deeply traumatised, and flashing back every 
morning/night, depressed and generally pissed off. It was a probably much needed Year 2012 of  Complete 
Crud, that helped me process all/most of  the abuse that has happened since I was a child. It was the first 
time I’d written about child sexual assault, but also the first time I’d written about my first “adult” sexual 
relationship, when I was 21, with an extremely abusive and violent partner (who lives in Melbourne Aus-
tralia), and a horrible and manipulative 5-year “situation” that occurred in Sydney Australia. These are 
stories I previously only reserved for lovers/partners, and in my mind that probably heaped the onus on 
them to be understanding of  the subsequent issues. I had three relationships that were really respectful and 
understanding of  these issues and boundaries, and then the last one, due to personality differences - to say 
the least, was not so accommodating of  my identity as a survivor, feminist, woman. It felt so weird and 
different to write these down, and share the stories with my friends… they seemed so much more under-
standing of  my history and position, and that’s when I started to gain perspective and realised that my 
relationship was unhealthy and one-sided. It was actually the first time I wrote a “perzine”… and damn it felt 
good!!!
So, here I am. (I’m writing from Berlin, Germany).
I’ve previously written half  about sexual assault, half  about race and power dynamics, and probably will do 
the same in this issue.

ANOTHER THING I TOOK FROM THE INTERNET
(because I couldn’t say it any better)

TRAUMA: HELPFUL COPING STRATEGIES

• mobilize a support system – reach out and connect with others, especially those who may
have shared the stressful event
• talk about the traumatic experience with empathic listeners
• cry
• hard exercise like jogging, aerobics, bicycling, walking
• relaxation exercise like yoga, stretching, massage
• humor
• yoga and/or meditation; listening to relaxing guided imagery; progressive deep muscle
relaxation
• hot baths
• music and art
• maintain balanced diet and sleep cycle as much as possible
• avoid over-using stimulants like caffeine, sugar, or nicotine
• commitment to something personally meaningful and important every day
• hug those you love, pets included



I have 4 hours to finish it, before I go on tour with my vegan straight edge all-lady band through Europe, and 
then directly after that tour, I fly to New Orleans to start Race Riot tour No. 2. This time we are going to the 
West Coast, some southern states, and most excellently and excitingly, a stop in Mexico (!!!!!!!!!!!). It goes for 
6 weeks, I’ll be reading on some dates, but I will be on the whole tour as a Grievance Counsellor, which I look 
forward to. Borne out of  my experiences in the last 4 years was a knack for mediating, counselling and 
workshopping (with mainly people of  colour), and I look forward to sinking my teeth into more work of  this 
ilk after I move to the States. Oh yeah, that’s the last update. After waiting since I was a child, I finally got 
my Green Card to live in the States. My parents and teenage sister live in central Massachusetts, and my 
entire maternal family live in Houston, Texas (Viet!!!)… so after the tour I’ve gotta decide which frickin’ city 
I’m gonna live in, and try to find me a nice social work-ish job to pay the rent. I’ll still be coming back to 
Europe to tour with 3, maybe 4 bands, and my solo music. For some reason, people in Germany and the 
Netherlands likes the music I make… So I’ll keep coming back :-)

So as a result of  my migratory past (moving to 4 countries in these 4 years), I could tell tales of  woe 
inflected with grotesque bureaucratic anti-immigrant imagery, racial profiling investigations by “secret” 
national police (not so secret as it turns out!), and power-tripping consulate bigwigs/lightweights, but they 
would be Kafka-esque, and Kafka already did Kafka… 
Maybe I’ll tell some on the tour. But for now, I just wanna say: 

People should not have to fight tooth and nail to obtain a piece of paper 
that allows you to be near loved ones.

 People should not have to pay exorbitant amounts of money to have the 
privilege to step over a line. Or get shot, arrested, or detained 

because they are deemed without that privilege. 
People should never, ever come under suspicion because they are brown (or olive). 

(Post script: Australia just elected a totally fucked up government, who have the MOST draconian refugee 
policies, which has left thousands of  people stranded in PNG… Australia is a huge fucking piece of  land, 

almost the size of  Western Europe, with only 22.7 million people on it!)



III. SELF WORTH, VALUE, EFFORT, ATTENTION, BELONGING, MAYBE I’M A REAL HUMAN BEING...

In the last several months I studied toward getting my Diploma of  Counselling, which was a rewarding 
experience in many regards. It was parallel with studying postgraduate studies in a Masters in Acoustic 
Science, and in both courses I found home. In Acoustics, I found the sound nerdery, attention to minutiae 
and non-pretention that I had always sought through playing music (but found pretentiousness was quite 
rampant at shows) since I was a teenager. And in the Diploma, outside of  University, I found a down-to-
earth PoC community that economically/class-wise I related to a whole lot more than to anyone at Univer-
sity. We got close as a group, and due to the subject matter, explored our ideologies and personalities.

My point…
in the subject content there were structured ways of  exploring someone's emotional states...
Presenting issues (what's happening), current emotions, underlying issues, underlying emotions. I realised 
that I've always been good at drilling down to someone's underlying issues and emotions in casual conver-
sation, often within the first hour of  meeting them. What I also realised, was that this was often not with 
their consent, and made some people uncomfortable upon meeting me or hanging out with me. So, being 
a counsellor for me became a space where people were giving their consent for me to start exploring their 
states and situations.

I'm still really bad at smalltalk, but one thing I learnt was that drifting from smalltalk can really alienate 
some people, so I try to be mindful of  that these days and only go further if  seems okay with others.
The other thing I learnt, for the first time in my life, was that:

I think I'm good at something.

And I would say that was the most life-changing thing about 2013, where I started to deprogramme the 
deeply entrenched self-talk about being completely worthless. Most probably as a result of  various 



THE MEANING OF SUPPORT
Are we open to honestly challenging ourselves? Examining what is threatening to us, and why... 

Are we becoming comfortable with certain rituals? 
Look beyond what is defined to be acceptable. 

there a feedback process? Are those being discussed mostly absent? Who does patriarchy affect 
most, and is there an ultimate goal to include their voices, input and participation?

WHO THE HELL AM I?

How have men's groups affected me personally?
Making zines about community accountability and being a survivor, I have been asked if my writ-
ing can be used for Men’s Pro-Feminist Reading Groups, one being in the city/community where 
my (most recent) perpetrator lives. I was happy for them to use it, but was scared to express or 
share my apprehension about being critiqued, judged, and/or not believed. Aware of the individual 
opinions of people in that community and space, I was not hopeful that people (i.e. cis-men) 
would respond well to my zines about the process of trying to discuss continual sexual 
abuse/disregard of my vocal protests and boundaries throughout a two-year relationship, and my 
angry tirade that followed the realisation of how unaccountable my partner chose to remain in the 
months that followed the final act of rape. I didn't hear any feedback from it, although I would 

unease with anti-racism groups that exclude People of Colour (in the UK and Germany). 

My bias contains my wariness around cis-men, my perspective shaped by the responses I've 
received since starting to write, and how hard some will fight to justify the actions of perpetrators, 
and how much some resist listening to, or believing accounts of survivors. I’ve had anarchist men 
email me implying that I was lying, telling me in person that it was a mistake for me to write those 
zines, and making judgements and accusations based on the little they knew instead of asking me 
to clarify anything or give them more information. I’ve had people from the London DIY punk 
community saying that it was too unbelievable and difficult to think about their friend in this way; 
perhaps forgetting that I was as shocked as they were, to finally comprehend that the person I 
cared and trusted most in the world was so unwilling to have consensual sex, to apologise for the 
series of times he had ignored my pleas for a consensual sex life and times I cried “no”, or to be 
apologetic or accountable about his behaviours of rape. I am not a victim, but yes, I am pissed off.
I felt and still feel the pain of learning that men appear to rally around each other, to defend, 
excuse, hide or protect the shitty actions of their friends ---> meanwhile issuing more blame and 
suspicion onto women, leaving it up to women to deflect attacks of their boundaries once again.

What might be considered 'success'?

off or protected from each other. When conversations are no longer segregated and sectarian. 
When spaces actually finally feel safe for everyone in them, male*, female* and trans* folk.

Resources:
Said The Pot To The Kettle <http://www.tangledwilderness.org/pdfs/saidthepottothekettle-letter.pdf> is a nice 
start, but don't just stick to literature made especially "for anarchist men". If interested in feminism, privi-
lege, labour rights, immigration and border conditions, indigenous struggles, post-colonialism, whatever - 
go to the source of data and look/listen/read with an open mind.

Comments, questions, critique, 
conversation: annavo@riseup.net

authoritarian (male) family members, repeated abuse/s in relationships, etc, I had a script in my head 
telling me that I wasn't a "real" person, worth effort or time. I was here to serve others and make their 
lives better, but my own passion, interest or comfort was not of  any importance or relevance at all.
I could be getting hormonal right now, but writing these words down is bringing tears to my eyes. I am 
still trying to come to terms with the idea that:

I deserve the time and space I want.

...This shit is actually really fucking hard to remember and practice.

IV. GOING FROM SILENCE AND SUBMISSION, TO COMMUNICATING EFFECTIVELY (OR TRYING TO)

I'll share an anecdote about trying to assert my boundaries with a white male that I perceived to be 
authoritarian.

I was at band practice, the only band I currently share with white males, and it was one of  our final 
practices before our Germany/Netherlands tour. The other guitarist was communicating in a direct and 
critical way about how we were playing. He started getting specific about me changing my riffs (which 
I've played since the start of  the band) since he didn't like the sound of  one of  them, and I got all quiet 
and started shutting down. My perspective at the time was, "I don't tell you how to play, and I sure as hell 
don't tell you a couple of  days before tour to change songs you wrote and have been playing for 6 
months". But I couldn't communicate this at the time, partly because I hadn't verbalised it, and partly 
because I was scared to say something. My automatic reactions were kicking in...
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So I took that feeling home, and shared it with my roomie, and started talking about how these interactions 
shifted the dynamic of  equal counterparts playing music together, to me wanting to appease the almighty 
authority by "playing really well" and maybe gaining his approval… I felt this urge to prove myself, I felt the 
fear and pressure, and I felt the squeeze of  his authoritarian gaze. I knew that this was a reaction on my 
behalf  not proportionate to what he had originally communicated, and that he in no way was a dominating 
or authoritarian figure… so I started to scrutinise these feelings more.

They were reminiscent of  previous band experiences, where I didn't feel like an equal part of  the band, 
where there was always one member that I was trying to "appease", someone white, male, stern, critical 
and controlling. This also felt like my previous relationship, always seeking approval, being obedient, not 
feeling like I was ever good enough, fearing his criticism and mockery, living in his more potent shadow. I 
was also aware that there was a parallel pressure with this fear… the pressing urge to get the fuck out.
So I looked at how everytime this feeling came up, my 'Flight' instinct kicked in.
I realised I previously tried to quit the band or leave the relationship when I was feeling this way, like I 
wasn't being treated equally because there was an authoritarian figure telling me what to do……… so obvi-
ously, I tracked this all back………… to……. my…………dad.
Of  course. What a cliche...
I realised that these exact feelings were the same as my adolescence, of  someone disapproving and 
all-powerful who I had given that status (father, partner, friend, workmate, bandmate) who was then then 
being over-critical of  my choices and controlling of  my autonomy… and I was scared, angry and I wanted 
to run away. I wanted to pulverise the whole relationship into thin air so I wouldn't have to deal with the 
conflict. Or more importantly, so I wouldn't have to deal with the responsibility of  communicating that I 
was unhappy. This might all sound incredibly boring and obvious, especially to those not stuck in a pattern 
of  servitude, but to me, the realisation that I needed to bust out of  my paralysing fear, and talk fairly and 
openly, was a major one.

So the next practice, I went back and said, "Yo, this is totally my issue, and last practice, I reacted this way 
because I started feeling like ya da ya da ya da, but when you said these things, it made me uncomfortable 
because etc etc etc…" It was triggering and difficult as hell to communicate but of  course the problem felt



THE MEANING OF SUPPORT
Are we open to honestly challenging ourselves? Examining what is threatening to us, and why... 

so freaking small after I talked about it. On the way to practice it had loomed over me like a suffocating 
cloak. And he was totally understanding about it, and asked "Is there any way I can communicate that 
doesn't make you feel like that?", which of  course is the textbook perfect thing to say to me in these situa-
tions. No defensiveness, just straight-up accountability and taking action about it.
It was also awesome, because another band member felt compelled to second my emotion, and said that he 
felt the same way in that situation/conversation from the last practice. We all talked about our patterns of  
behaviour and things we could do to help each other, and it was seriously the best band moment I've ever 
had. And thus, my favourite band I've been in thus far as a result. I love emo circles.

So, I'm including this story to balance out all the negi stories from my last issue about shitty power 
dynamics in previous bands, to show myself  that I've progressed, and to communicate to you one way that I 
am starting to deprogramme.

V. ASSERTIVENESS...   VS PASSIVENESS AND AGGRESSIVE COMMUNICATION

Now, this is pretty 101, and it's all over the internet, but I thought I'd include it anyway…

From my understanding, 

Assertiveness is communicating your feelings, and what you want or need out of  a situation, using "I" state-
ments, and not placing blame or accusations on other people. Also, not making things personal or abusive, 
like name-calling, etc. If  you're angry or upset, still try to express this in a respectful way if  you can.

Being assertive is understanding that you have a right to your feelings, of  discomfort or whatever, and 
expressing those. This can be difficult if  you are, like many women, socialised to please people, or don't 
want to inconvenience other people. We often take responsibility for how people might react to our wants or 
needs, so we omit communicating them as a result. However, people are responsible for their own behaviour 
(and reactions). We have a right to our own needs, as long as it does not violate other people's needs.



What I have said before, and will say again, is that it's kinder to be honest, and more inconvenient in the 
long run if  someone holds their tongue, and then later on in the process/situation, it becomes clear that 
someone is not willing/comfortable/co-operating/available/present, because they weren't clear about their 
position earlier. Sometimes it can endanger trust in relationships, when commitments aren't fulfilled 
because being weren't clear in the beginning, and people realise that they can't rely on what other people 
have agreed to.
It's actually more considerate, responsible and better for the relationship/project/whatever to be honest, 
clear and assertive about your feelings and thoughts, instead of  being agreeable and going along with 
something that you don't wholeheartedly support (... passivity...). When someone doesn't want to be 
involved in something, it's pretty obvious even if  they say otherwise "Oh no, I definitely want to be a part of  
this!", and then it gets really awkward, confusing, frustrating or uncomfortable when they are not partici-
pating, enthusiastic, keeping their word, or even present.

Anyway, being assertive means communicating what you want and also taking into account what other 
people want. It doesn't mean getting your way necessarily, and it means being open and listening to every-
one's state of  mind and desires/feelings. And being willing to compromise.

The flipside of  that is aggression, micro-aggression, or passive-aggression, where there is a sense of  
disregard for other people's feelings, the assumption that one person is in the "right" or has to have their 
way, and a basic blockage of  other people's wants or needs. This plays out in dominating behaviour in 
groups, organising, families, friendships, etc… or blocking or controlling behaviours in relationships, etc...

We've probably all seen this play out. It's yucky and it makes life upsetting and crappy. So try not to act 

like this, and if  you do, recognise it and try to change it. 

If  you see it happening, then say something, because usually there is someone in this power exchange that 
is being intimidated or controlled, and they might need a little help.



"Identity politics is divisive to the class movement"

"Anti-oppression work is middle class and merely social work"

"I don't think she's telling the truth"

"Oh, that is just coming out of anger/emotion"

"I'm sorry, but I can't control my actions/behaviour"

"White privilege theory does not apply in the UK, just settler societies"

[anger or nervous laughter] "I don't need to listen to this"

"Now this is making me just feel terribly guilty"

“It’s feminist scum like you that makes me hate women.”

"I think they deserve what they get."

"I'm anti-authoritarian/autonomous/a punk/a misanthrope, 
so you can’t tell me how to act.”

...AND THESE ARE SOME CONSEQUENTIAL HYPOCRISIES I’VE NOTICED.

SEXISM IN OUR BEDROOMS AND FRIENDSHIPS
Can't control yourselves? Then make a choice not to subject another person to pain and to bear 
the brunt of your impulses. Don't choose to engage in or perpetuate behaviour that will plausibly 
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I write this as an introduction to a piece about men's groups, because in my work 
and personal life I've come across some tell-tale signs that people are reluctant to 
take on ideas that don't align with their own, even whilst participating in spaces 
that suggest they are open to these. They have been mostly white cis-male people 
who are fairly established or comfortable in their ‘scenes’. These cues indicate 
initial defensiveness, or a fixed, unbudging one. For example, I have heard:

"So, what's your point?"

"What has that got to do with me or my privilege?"

"That's not sexist, that's just our dynamic"

"That's not racist, it's a joke"

"That's not rape if he's her/your partner"

"I don't think that's [physically/emotionally] abusive if that is an 
understanding between them"

"I'm not homophobic, but don't you think that's a bit gay?"

"Well, I'm going to keep doing it, and if she has a problem with it,
then she can tell me to stop."

"Everyone is equal, so why are we talking about this?"

VI. FIGURING OUT WHAT YOU’RE COMFORTABLE AGREEING TO

The next part of  this is something that people in the modern world, often in big cities, are experiencing: too 
much on their plate.

Part of  assertiveness is learning when to say "no".
(which can be really really difficult, especially under pressure at work, in activism, or in a relationship)

This means getting to know your boundaries.
Earlier this year I said no to being a translator for someone's "ethnomusicology" project… it was a film that 
was going to be released on DVD. I can tell you more on tour. But my point is that I could sense that I felt 
uncomfortable working with a white male who was musically "ethnographising" a town in Vietnam, nice as he 
may be, and I tried to clearly and concisely communicate that. I'll pop the email on the next page...
 
In another similar situation, in 2012, a white male asked me to write and sing a Vietnamese song for a 
documentary produced in Germany. I agreed to it in the beginning, wrote a track that was related to immi-
gration and finding home (which is what his documentary was about) but then it became clear that instead 
of  a traditionally arranged song, he wanted me to sing some hokey cutesy pop number that totally plays into 
"high-pitched small crazy fun J-pop stylez", which is totally not the type of  music I perform. He had heard 
and seen my (dark, folk) music, and apparently had some sensitivity toward Vietnamese music, and still was 
trying to steer my singing towards this Japanese pop style that was an unsuitable tone and totally the wrong 
culture to the one he was trying to represent in his film! So I sent him a short email saying that it felt inap-
propriate. I think the "inappropriateness" I was describing went over his head. He eventually found someone 
else who did it (I think).

So, these are two illustrations of  how I identified what I'm not okay working with (white males representing 
"ethnic identities", or my ethnic identity = no no no); how I sensed my growing discomfort; how I communi-
cated the reasons for my discomfort, in order to say No. Again... it felt good to not feel pressured into those.



I'm flicking through an insurrectionary magazine - not important which one - and reading 
about struggles from around the world. 
It's great to see photos from actions from last week, last month, etc, and to see people build 
hope from collective or individual efforts of resistance.
It strikes my mind that as the pages go on, the images are repeating themselves - black blocs, 
banner drops, smashed ATMs and perimetre collisions with armoured authorities. I wonder, 
is this the endgoal? Do these pictures communicate that this is what revolution looks like? 
Do we hope to fight in order to end the casualties and oppression of capitalism, or do we 
aspire to display our athletic capabilities for the cameras? Are we projecting onto ourselves 

conflicts of our own making - and depicting them as an end, as opposed to a means?

What do we create, when we make a tangible communiqué?
What do we model in our actions and through how we organise?
Do we perpetuate exclusion and inaccessibility or is there an attempt to mediate or bridge?
I ask this of organisers of spaces/events, activists and writers of anti-oppressive ideologies.

I have been writing, in “public”, for 18 months. In practice and in verbal communication I 
like to think that I demonstrate the utopic/dystopic notions, which permeate through my 
actions and words to others, like an involuntary osmosis. 
This is a problematic stance, and I'm aware of it. To hope to influence people. To project or 

So this is a plea for openness... To allow people to take on what they are willing to accept, 
but also to be better listeners and show some fucking empathy.

I spent the last 4 or so years working in transformative justice. Still do. Straddling a fine line 
between heavy indoctrination and accommodating for others' reluctance to adapt their 
behaviour so that they no longer hurt people. I spent the last 2 years or so dedicated to the 
re-education of white men regarding the way they habitually assaulted and abused women 
and people of colour. This was also the sole reason I started to write zines. 
When I started this work, I would spend hours in session with one individual, waiting for 
something to register. Since then, I have developed a skill over time to let stubborn crea-
tures be, and pursue change where it seems more welcome...........................................>>>
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on a different note, 
here’s a bit I wrote earlier this year 

for a zine on 
Men’s (Only?) Feminist Groups...

force one’s stance, and take up all the space. Idealism is a bedfellow of authoritarianism. 

EXERCISING MY ASSERTIVENESS, THE AFORE-MENTIONED EMAIL:

“I think I need to express a little discomfort i'm feeling... I understand that this is hard to read and that your initial 
reaction might be anger or defensiveness that I'm expressing this.

My initial response is that I hope if you are going to gain status, credibility or profit from other people's 
craft/history/tradition, at the very least I hope you can give them due credit and some financial reimbursement, 
especially as the exchange rate is so heinously disproportionate, as I'm sure you already know. I would hope that 
you have already thought about the problematic situation of you being a relatively rich white male from a west-
ernised country making some videos over a short time in a non-western country... and possibly in the future 
being held as some kind of "expert" go-to guy about Vietnamese traditional music... If you have thought about 
this, then I hope you have read, thought or can research about non-dodgy and responsible ways of anthropolo-
gising or ethnographising or researching previously colonised cultures. I recognise that this is intended to be a 
record and maybe a way of documenting or "preserving" something that might be eventually wiped out due to 
these colonising forces.

I understand that you're a film artist so I hope/trust you make something beautiful and respectful to the people 
you are "representing". Obviously it would be awesome if you collected the footage yourself via high quality 
means, or at least got consent or engagement from the community or filmmaker the footage is from. I recognise 
that you are passionate and genuine about this subject matter. Mostly I hope you can pass on thorough and 
accurate information and be able to refer onto other rich or vietnamese sources of information (and respective 
videos).

And at the very least I hope you are aware of the power imbalances involved in these kinds of 
interactions/transactions/studies. Which I suppose is the main reason for my email.

I'm open to discussion and happy to help you explore this in any way.”
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on a different note, 
here’s a bit I wrote earlier this year 

for a zine on 
Men’s (Only?) Feminist Groups...

and each other these idealised snapshots of first world warzones - urban and suburban 

... So this year I have been exploring what I am and am not okay with. More on that later.

The related issue with being assertive, and knowing what you're comfortable with, is also 

knowing your limits, time-wise, attention-wise, 
energy-wise, head-wise, and work-wise.

When I counselled people in London, I used a timetabling technique so they could start to visualise how 
much time they had in a day, and how much time they would realistically need to complete certain tasks 
or social engagements, and this helped people understand what they then could agree to being involved 
in, and when to say "no, sorry, I'm too busy".
This in turn reduced anxiety, stress, and helped with insomnia, amongst other things.

Email me if  you want more info or to be guided on this exercise.

Also, it's important to come to terms with accepting and being okay with the idea that:

*you can't do everything, or be perfect
*you can't please everyone all the time

*you deserve some time to yourself, or to do nothing. self-care!

Lastly, I've noticed that many people (and myself) have double standards. I would happily do something 
that requires a huge effort for someone I barely know, but would not afford myself  that same task. This is 
kind of  a bad example, but… if  you would spend hours building someone a bookshelf, because they 
asked you to, but you would procrastinate on building your own bookshelf  (even though you want it), 
because it's "not worth it". Apply the sames standards/efforts to yourself  you would for others.

This thought or feeling might also be linked to issues of  accepting help, or admitting that you need help 
(which I used to have trouble with). For example, giving someone else really good advice about their 
relationships, but not applying that standard of  respect and care that you give your friend, to your own 
life and relationships... maybe because you don’t want to appear vulnerable or admit things need work.



A COUPLE OF THINGS I'VE BEEN DOING LATELY

Thing #1:
Empowerment workshops for girls and women, aged 15- 21...
Just on my last tour with my feminist band a couple of days ago, I ran into Aysegul, who went to one of my workshops about a 
year ago, at the Berlin Rock Camp for girls. The workshop was for only those negatively affected by racism, and the camp in 
general is for girls and trans* folk aged 12-17.
Anyway, she is about to start studying International Law at University in Maastricht and she had alot of nice things to say 
about those three hours we spent in the same room last year. It was hard for me to believe, but she said that that workshop 
changed her life completely, made her more politicised and most importantly, empowered her "150%". She said her sense of 
identity shifted totally after that workshop, which meant a lot to me. It got me thinking of other times that I've run empower-
ment workshops for girls and women of colour, and recalled tears and breakthroughs of certain participants... And it made me 
realise that if a couple of hours with these people had such a great effect on them, then maybe I'm doing something right, so I 
thought I would share how I structure some of these workshops in case people are interested in doing something similar in their 
communities...

The latest one, which was held at NOWSA conference in Melbourne, had around 50 young feminists in the room. As they filed 
in I wrote on the board:

POSSIBLE REACTIONS TO AUTONOMOUS DISCUSSION BY WHITE ALLIES:

DEFENSIVENESS
ANGER
DENIAL
GUILT

… AND SOMETIMES THAT IS THE ENTIRE RESPONSE.

Connected to this is that this almost two years of being alone allowed me to 
listen to what I want out of my life, and for the first time I'm making decisions 
not based around what dominating white people in my life want. 
It’s awesome.
It's meant I'm starting to give myself time and attention that I never have 
before, listening to myself, my needs, my desires, deconstructing them, under-
standing them and making informed decisions around these priorities and values.
Part of this has been recognising relationships and friendships that have been 
terrible for my self esteem, friendships that were predicated on someone either 
using me or keeping me down to make themselves feel better. It has been difficult 
but a relief to shed these two or three friendships, but I'm glad to be free from 
a pattern of hurt that was replicating itself through all my abusive relation-
ships, and to a lesser degree, in my friendships with unequal power dynamics or 
unclear agendas/motivations.
In the last few months I've noticed patterns of servitude or desires to "impress" 
(usually authoritarian male friends) or pandering to them to seek approval, and 
I've tried to sort those tendencies out by talking about them. No doubt they are 
reproductions of my relationship with my father, and I've found that after talking 
them through, the dynamic disappears.

On the flipside of that, I always communicate about when I've felt like I've held 
too much power in a friendship or crush possibility, in the hope that being aware 
of that means I can equalise it. This comes from being friends with people of 
varying ages, access, social/professional status, genders, abilities and experi-
ence.
This is one way I try to practice ending patterns of domination or abuse of power.



TRY TO MOVE PAST THESE FEELINGS TOWARDS SUPPORT

THIS IS NOT ABOUT YOU
RECOGNISE YOUR PRIVILEGES 
AND GIVE AWAY YOUR POWER

---

Other stuff I wrote (which made me feel like a sad teacher character in an 80s high school romcom):

ASK/LISTEN/UNDERSTAND
DON'T JUDGE

DON'T BE NASTY
SELF-EDUCATE
SELF-ANALYSE

ADMIT MISTAKES
BE CRITICAL BUT KIND

---
I gave everyone a chance to read things over before starting to speak.
I first gave an acknowledgement of being on stolen country from the Wiradjuri people.
I then explained the structure of the workshop:
- That only women of colour would speak for the entire duration of the workshop, except for the last ten minutes, 
where all/anyone could speak or ask questions.

FIGURING OUT WHAT I WANT

Working in white or middle class communities I 
slowly realised that these were not the 
communities I wanted to educate, invest in, or 
empower; unless it was to the benefit of poc 
communities. The last few years of running 
workshops for white people in Germany, Denmark, 
Sweden, and Australia about "how not to be a 
white supremacist/racist" left me feeling a 
little icky also. Mainly because even though I 
may have made a dent, it is totally in the 
interest of white people to remain at the top of 
the chain, so no matter how much work I do to 
educate them, they will still find surreptitious 
ways to retain power. I realised that the most 
satisfying work I have done is the work about 
inclusion on an organisational level, and the 
empowerment work for young women/feminists. I 
think the best format was lots of time with the 
autonomous group, and then some facetime with 
the predominantly white audience/group with the 
decision-making power with the outcomes of the 
autonomous discussions, as they were had free 
from the oppressive white gaze.
So, I'm thinking I would like to take this 
format and run more of these workshops in 
universities and high schools, I think that’s 
gonna be really neat.



- That the topics were determined from two previous workshops, where women of colour only attended. Over those hours 
certain themes emerged and it was consensus that they be brought to the session where everyone was welcome, to share and 
discuss.
- That no one interrupts anyone else, but priority would be given to those who hadn't spoke yet, or spoke less. That I would be 
taking a mental speaking list as people signalled me.
I introduced myself, then the topics, and then asked questions about people's experience around the theme. (I recall the first 
one was about internalised racism and self-loathing/shame)
As people spoke, I wrote down keywords on the board that tied in with what people were saying, like: 

"silencing", "whitewashing", “conflict of identities”, “grief”, “trauma”, "fetishisation", “exoticisa-
tion”, "tokenised", "the white gaze", "legitimisation", “paying a debt owed”, “dominance”, “sub-
servience”, “placate”, “prejudices”, “diaspora”, “decolonisation”, etc.

This tied in praxis with theory, but also legitimised people's experiences as they were talking. I tried to be affirming whilst 
people spoke, with the intention that people feel less alienated or alone whilst talking about their experiences. Alot of people 
shared stories, and it flowed like conversation, and when someone revealed something that triggered tears or high emotion, I 
tried to support them the best I could. I feel like people that maybe didn't know each other so well before, reached out to 
support each other, and there was more insight into each other’s perspectives.
When we were almost out of time and the board was full of words, I shared one personal story that I had never admitted 
before, and my experience as a teenaged daughter of an immigrant family, and hopefully that illustrated something in that 
moment.
Finally came the ten minutes for the white feminists, and the general gist of that was "thank you so much for sharing, I feel 
honoured to be here in this room listening to your stories"...
And then it was over!
Basically the vibe in the room was cathartic, warm, revelatory, emotional, touched and inspired.
I am thinking of running more of these workshops at universities or high schools because the response in Australia and 
Germany was so great. I welcome questions about them, if anyone wants to run similar workshops somewhere... email me!

All of the time it’s about pointing out things that I find fairly obvious, but are maybe 
hard to see when you are in the throes of constant organising. Examples are:

Again, there is alot more to add here, and there are references and readings and studies 
on gentrification and displacement, so if you have any questions about this, please ask 
me! I am hoping to one day soon write a whole book about all this stuff.

* don’t commit to too much, don’t promise that your service or space will do 
a million things, focus on a few and do them well. Admit that your resources 
are limited and plan within those limits. This is more sustainable and help-
ful in the long run.

* prioritise and be clear about your policies and politics before you dive 
into a community you might not have lots of insight into. What’s more impor-
tant to you - inclusion or controlled spaces/behaviour?

* on a related note, are you expecting assimilation, ie. that users of the 
space conform to the norms or standards of the dominant culture? Or is the 
organisation open to a multiplicity of approaches and cultures? How will you 
negotiate conflicts between different interests?

* are you willing to give over control of the policies and mission statement 
of the space/service? Is there a transparent process for including local 
residents as organisers, opening up to ideas for use of the space/service, 
and is there a real and accessible way that all people or users can make 
important decisions or changes to the space/service?



Thing #2:
Earlier this year (March til July) I interviewed (bilingually) members of a Vietnamese community in Sydney, some who live or 
used to live in Marrickville, a neighbourhood that is facing rapid gentrification and development.
An inner city neighbourhood that previously was devalued and disregarded due to its position under the flightpath, developers 
started to take notice after DIY venues inhabited the industrial buildings (I counted ten at one stage), which led to single origin 
coffee hipster joints, which led to boutique knick knack shops up the road, which led to cafes offering overpriced cheese-
making workshops ($250??) further up the road...
Which is when "Revolution Apartments" moved in across the road from afore-mentioned cafe. They are currently a construc-
tion site; selling off projected images of the ultimate inner-city lifestyle; one imaginary apartment at a time. Their marketing 
strategy utilised imagery of communist propaganda, perhaps to entice the up and coming "revolutionary" young professionals. 
The insensitivity, or ignorance of it was, that these billboards adorned with red stars overlooked streets inhabited by the South 
Vietnamese community who had lived and worked there for over 30 years.
Who had been "boat people", seeking asylum from the very same regime that this development company was appropriating for 
its "commie chic".
On the website advertising the apartments, selling points were the hipster cafes that had opened in the last couple of years, but 
no mention of the Vietnamese community that had run restaurants, supermarkets and cafes there for over a generation. It was 
clear that the website, those cafes, and the development of the apartments wished to erase the current residents of the neigh-
bourhood and their histories, by projecting an image of what they wanted Marrickville to become, a white artsy hipster 
hangout. In articles and blog posts hailing this "up and coming" neighbourhood, there was no mention of the current communi-
ties that dwell there. No mention that it is rarer to hear English spoken on the streets in this area, than to hear banter in another 
language. One quote from a newspaper article title dubbed Marrickville "the new Paddington"- Paddington being a neighbour-
hood on the other side of Sydney, centred around high-end fashion designers and a fine arts college. Needless to say, a totally 
whitewashed*, expensive area. It is a clear act of white supremacy to not acknowledge the 30+ years of life and work that the 
current and past immigrant residents and families put into making that community the investment opportunity it is today. That 
said, I would like to mention that before the Vietnamese refugee population moved into the area, in the 60s and 70s thus neigh-
bourhood was predominantly Greek.
So I interviewed a whole bunch of residents, visitors and business owners in the neighbourhood, some of which had already 
moved away due to rising house and rent prices. While there is too much to include here now (over 5 hours of interviews), 

idea of white supremacy. Support local businesses, owned and run by immigrant or poc 
families/communities. Especially businesses who have been there for over a generation or 
two. Learn the local language/s and get involved in local political groups, where appro-
priate. (If it’s a struggle you can be instrumental in, but not if you are taking away 
autonomy from the people/group or if you start "representing" someone else's identity or 
cause). Solidarity and support of local communities is one of the strongest ways to 
resist gentrification or development. If the gentrification process is a little further 
along, then resist any evictions, protest developments and make it difficult to raise 
rents or make a profit.
If you are white, then don't open a hipster boutique business in this neighbourhood, and 
if you absolutely have to live in the area, then be aware of your key role in the gentri-
fication process, and don't ignore it.
Your presence in this neighbourhood is probably annoying to pre-existing poc communities, 
and will contribute to the perception ha this neighbourhood is "changing" for the better 
in the eyes of potential investors.
(If capitalism persists) Support ways for poc communities to own property or homes, be it 
through co-operative housing, or a shared payment system. Find ways for people to end the 
eviction/rent rise process by supporting them in being owners of their homes or busi-
nesses. There are examples in Western Sydney of organisations that assist, for example, 
large co-operatives to form of elderly immigrant communities in order for them to pay 
"rent" toward owning their apartments in large suburban blocks in neighbourhoods where 
their communities (and therefore language group, groceries, etc) are located.
Other workshops I have given in the past have been for organisations or spaces 
(infoshops, collectives, social centres, NGOs, refugee camps, free schools, asylum seeker 
centres, etc) intended to be inclusive or designed for refugees or poc. Almost all of 
them had no poc organising members, which is the first fatal flaw. I consult with them 
about issues and conflicts they encounter internally and with users of the space, and 
ways to be more inclusive, or run more effectively. Alot of the time it’s listening to 
everyone and doing some basic counselling or mediation or social support for staff. 



there was a consistent trend of people talking about the way the Asian community has dissipated over the past two years, how a 
lot of grocery stores and familiar hangouts had shut up shop and moved on to the Outer Western suburbs. Everyone I inter-
viewed had already moved to the Outer West or knew friends and family who had. Obviously, when your community starts to 
disappear or shift, the tendency is to follow it where it goes. Interviewees talked about how they couldn't buy food needed for 
basic familiar meals any more in the area, due to closing businesses.
The second major point was that was that interviewees had experienced rapidly rising house prices, one woman reported that 
she witnessed one house price shooting from $60,000 to $600,000 in the time that she lived there. Others reported irresponsible 
landlords, bad plumbing, crumbling houses, generally bad living conditions, but rapid successions of rent rises regardless of 
unkempt premises. Residents talked about shoddy contracts or lack of rental agreements, as these were ways to be able to 
continually raise rent.
One business owner told of how he started renting his current premises, what used to be a public toilet owned by the local 
council. He said that rent had risen three times in two years, and to buy the space to keep his business going (about 7 sqm) it 
would cost at least $150,000. He could only afford to keep paying rent there as the shop is one of the most popular Vietnamese 
sandwich (Bánh Mì) stores in Sydney, but is now looking for a larger premises.
The third consistent concern was the sudden appearance of white people. It was mentioned that in the last two years, there 
seemed to be young white people coming into the area, and going to a select few new cafes. One woman said "I don’t want to go 
to those places". From residents there seemed to be some resentment towards the new white-run businesses, but there was more 
promise and hope from Vietnamese and Chinese business owners regarding the increase of young white residents. They said 
that they hope the influx and the property developments would mean more business for them, however that wasn't entirely 
observed as yet in the last year or two. All the businesses I interviewed had been in those locations for over ten years, some 
even thirty years. When I asked about "what if your rents rise some more?", people replied, "I hope not", or "then we can't 
afford to stay. We are just breaking even as it is".
Anyway, again, there is more I could tell you about these interviews, but space is limited. So please ask and I will happily 
discuss.

*People cant sell unbuilt apartments or make a profit whilst buyers believe they are moving to a predominantly poc neighbour-
hood. People who want to invest wont do so unless they perceive it to be a "safe" bet, a place where other white people have 
tried or testified that it is an attractive place to be.

THOUGHTS ON GENTRIFICATION

I've been giving workshops around gentrification and displacement for over two years 
now, and whilst I could write pages about it, the bottom line for me is that it is an 
intrinsic part of a capitalist real estate investment system, that views land and prop-
erty as means to gain profit, with disregard to residents, communities, or history (at 
the risk of sounding sentimental). Often neighbourhoods inhabited by immigrants or 
people of colour are atomised and scattered or pushed further away from the city, and it 
is rare to find documentation or histories of these neighbourhoods and communities 
before they are displaced, especially in English, or a language that is accessible by 
the dominant media culture in that country.
In the way that new residents and businesses lack acknowledgement of current or past 
residents and their local histories and work they have contributed to building the 
fabric of that area, in that I believe it is a racist process.
People ask me all the time: How do we stop gentrification?
I don’t know if that’s possible in a capitalist society. But what I've said often is 
that there are ways to slow it down, or at least be a part of the gentrification process 
in a more self-aware way.

The first thing is: People don't want to develop or move into a neighbourhood they deem 
to be unattractive or threatening. And definitely if it proves not to be profitable.
So what has worked before in some neighbourhoods is to maintain hostility/threat 
(without hurting anyone). Make sure certain new businesses know that they aren't welcome 
there. There are many ways to do this. In Sydney a McDonalds branch got closed down due 
to local organising and protest. In Berlin many businesses and developments had messages 
spraypainted on their windows and glass smashed, making it unprofitable to stay.
As most property developers and mass media are inherently racist, one way to keep an 
area "unattractive" is to keep it non-white. Gentrification works on the basis of the 


