Anthony Brown

Dr. Savannah

ENGL 3087

21 November 2025

Response Assignment Collage

Response Assignment 1

It’s interesting how Melissa Febo’s uses various techniques of creative non-fiction to tell
her own introspective stories on various topics. For example, Febos says “But [ am done
agreeing when my peers spit on the idea of writing as transformation, as catharsis, as—dare I say
it-therapy. Tell me: who is writing in their therapeutic diary and then dashing it off to be
published?” (Febos 4). This concept of navel-gazing is introduced on the first page, almost as an
escape from the guilty feeling of being self-absorbed for telling one's story. Certainly, her style
implies that there’s a hesitance in being able to tell her story, to “stick to my more humble
presumption that strangers might be interested in a story made up by a twenty-six-year-old
former junky sex worker” (7), and that her own narrative, her own story—is the thing that keeps
poking her and won’t leave her alone. The author wanted to show that she wrote stories on topics
such as “shooting speedballs and spanking men for a living”, to show that nobody is alone in

sharing these experiences.

To share your experience, is to share your story—to share that you’re not the only one who
lived through these “outlandish” experiences, as modern-day society would put it. She also states

that “Let’s face it: if you write about your wounds, it is likely to be therapeutic. Of course, the



writing done in those fifteen minutes was surely terrible by artistic standards. But it is a logical
fallacy to conclude that any writing with therapeutic effect is terrible” (9). Though the art of
making a piece of writing in such a short amount of time, to some, can be “terrible”, there’s also
a harness in that time was not of the enemy nor concern to the author in drafting their thoughts
on paper. There’s a repetitive theme surrounding the idea of women putting their thoughts, ideas,
and traumas on paper, but that not extending to males because of a sort of trauma response that
not a lot of males have. I personally agree, as males (from my lived experience) are often

encouraged to keep their voices hidden.

This isn’t about me though, this is about the lived experiences of Melissa Febo, and to
discuss the statistics of harm being done towards women in a plethora of ways. One quote that
stuck out to me was “For many years, I kept a quote from Rilke’s Letters to a Young Poet tacked
over my desk: ‘The work of the eyes is done. Go now and do the heart-work on the images
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imprisoned within you’” (20). Febos emphasizes on this fact that “It is not gauce to write about
trauma. It is subversive” (20) and goes onto discuss how talking about your trauma should be
perfectly normal, not discouraged. To be discouraged from writing because of the dominant
culture telling them that her wounds and healing results in people being fatigued by their stories—
having shame being an effective method of silencing (22). Primarily, she doesn’t want anybody
to avoid themselves, and to be completely open and honest on paper. At the end of the day, “No
one has to read it, though when you’re done, you might want them to” (26). Additionally, “The
only way to make room is to drag all our stories into that room. That’s how it gets bigger. You

write it, and [ will read it” (28). Overall, I love Febo’s very distinct personal tone with this

chapter—she stands on business, and she’s very adamant about getting your feelings out there and



not being afraid. The very personal style and structure impacts the form by making her very

nuanced experiences as a woman, into a story that she can proudly stand behind.

I will attempt to design my own experience as a male, whose been “casted out” of the
general male classification, from being different from everyone else, and to be completely
introspective and honest through my form, style, and engaging with the idea of not being afraid
to put my truth on paper. I’'m not sure whose job it is to tell me that I need to suppress my
feelings and to be enough of a “man”, but I’'m not falling for the dominant narrative of
suppression and being silence. After all, the whole “silence is compliance” idea is still something
that tries pushing everyone over their boundaries, right? To hide your feelings, is to cast away the
truth that lives within you. Yes, I mean the truth that has you ugly crying over things that “didn’t
matter”, and wording things in a way that’s “safe” for the audience. Do you notice the number of
quotations I use? It’s another way of saying that I’'m unsure on how to engage my feelings in a
way that’s safe for the mainstream audience. I still remember the memories of being yelled at by
my father—for not being man enough. You might think of that one Toni Braxton song, but I
recognize the importance of not having to bow down to anyone and to skew my truth for

someone else’s delusion.

I believe in the importance of expressing yourself, to live your truth in many ways that
lots of people would disagree with. You’re on a completely different wavelength of everyone
else, and you don’t have to justify the things you do. If that means you get blackout drunk at a
party, waking up the next morning to continue on with your business—then so be it. Frankly,
once you get past that awkward hump of what to do after you’re an adult, you better understand

to listen to your emotions, and to regulate yourself as a human being in any form. Some may call



writing the most useless thing in the world, when that’s just their spiel of bullshit trying to drag

you down to a level you could never be. The end of the day is the end of the day.



Response Assignment 2

Ashley C Ford’s “Somebody’s Daughter” gives an incredible insight to what a lot of
children and families are struggling with out there giving an insight into the plethora of familial
issues out there. For example, when Ashley mentions “It was her eyes. My mother’s rage drained
the light from her eyes, and she became unrecognizable to me. There was Mama, the loving
mother we knew before whatever sparked her ire, and then there was Mother who showed up in
her place” (Ford 16), there’s a sense of disconnection of who the mother actually is. Ashley’s
form and structuring of describing her mother sets up an implication for familial issues to take
place later in the story. This, and the fact that her Father is getting out of prison soon, explores
Ford’s perspectives of being a child with two parents—that clearly aren’t too present for her.
When Ashley had “went to sleep sore, but grateful once again that the Mother hadn’t lost
control” (Ford 17) over the cigarettes, Ford explores this complicated balance of keeping
relationships so young. As the narrator (Ashley) was very young, she recognized the importance
of having “one of those memories I’'m not supposed to have” (Ford 36), recognizing being very
self-aware, yet pained with her traumatic memories. There’s a parallel with feeling such
disconnect of if this is her mother, similarly to how Jennette McCurdy recounts her traumatic

memories involving her mother, in her novel “I’'m Glad My Mom Died”.

Ashley uses a painfully traumatic narrative for her audience to fully capture the range of
emotions and self-awareness that the narrator speaks on throughout. It provokes a self-awareness
that I’d be impressed with someone so young having. This is twofold, as this permits the narrator
to constantly be aware of her traumatic memories—and in recognizing assault. Specifically, at the
New Years Party, when the narrator was kissing “this man, this family friend” (71), she

recognized that “I thought I’d seen a kiss like this in a movie once, but it had looked nice. This



was not nice. It did not feel nice. I felt trapped, and tricked, and wrong” (Ford 72). There’s
hesitancy in the narrator telling her mom, implicating that she may not believe her, or even care.
This is evident when the mother defends Allen (her boyfriend) by saying “Y’all just don’t like
him because he’s not your daddy! BUT YOUR DADDY’S NOT HERE” (Ford 82). It’s
interesting how Ford waits until nearly more than half of the book to structure the narrative in a
way where Ashley doesn’t know why her dad is in jail. However, after being kept a secret from
her for so long, her grandmother then tells her ““Why is he in prison?’ I took the shot I had and

waited for her to answer. ‘He raped two women.’”” (Ford 121).

While this doesn’t justify the behaviors that Ashley’s mother showed throughout the
book, it does show why she has so much animosity towards her ex-husband. Ashley herself feels
betrayed, saying “All my life, my father represented love to me. Deep, enduring, irrevocable
love” (Ford 125). Estranged from her father, in that there wasn’t much of a support system for
her girlhood, and how the only parent she had, could’ve died. This is evident towards the end of
the book, when chapter 27 starts off with “After a few close calls, and two surgeries, my mother
did not die.” (Ford 167). After the incident with her grandmother towards the end of the book,
however, the book ended on a good note of “This was my father, and I was his daughter. That
was a good place to start” (Ford 210). Ashley’s very personal narrative of style showcases lots of
tangles about familial love, showcasing that time can be a twofold enemy, and savior. There are
many themes present throughout, but one that got my attention was this battle with familial love,
and how one finds themselves with one parent absent, and the other being batshit
psycho/abusive. I will attempt to replicate this balance of reflection, yet, self-awareness of the

speaker in my creative response below.



I’d always been toggled with my father’s relationships, and how vulnerable he can get
when he’s with someone. For example, the both of them getting drunk, with his girlfriend hurling
insults at me whilst I’d been doing nothing. Or the time where [ went out in public with her, my
dad promising me that she wasn’t going to drink. Low and behold, she immediately ordered a
beer, not even letting us speak about what we wanted to drink. It was selfish, but so was he.
When I’d tried to talk to my mother about some of the problems his last girlfriend had—it turned
into an ordeal of being forcefully influenced to send a message of retaliation to her, leading to
my dad blaming my mother over text. A debacle, to put it simply. With the tensions I already had
with my mother since I still lived with her, this led to even more tension coming from my Dad’s
side, since he only had visitations every other weekend. “Aren’t you going to come down and
live with me, son?”” he asked. It’d been an hour drive down towards Cincinnati, and he’d
remained relatively quiet typically. “No, I don’t want to do that. That’d mean I have to finish the
last 3 years of high-school where you live. I don’t want to-" he interrupts, and I know what’s

coming next.

“So, you’re going to continue bitching about your mother and whatever she has going on,
and do nothing about it? Why is it that-" I blanked out. There was no point in communicating
with him, and I knew it. After a rambling-on for another few minutes, I dissociated into looking
at the window. It’s foggy, the kind of weather that’d fit perfectly with Halloween’s conventions.
It’s the type of weather where I feel the freedom towards drawing my thoughts on a piece of
paper and allowing myself space to think. Neither of which I had while living at my mother’s
house, nor visiting my father’s house. I thought about the bottles of glass beer bottles, how
they’d sit in the fridge, inevitably being all drunk by the time it was time to go back home. I

drew my finger on the foggy window. “You know, dad, it would be nice if she could stop



drinking. I don’t mind when you do it, because you’re nice and all. Her on the other hand...” and
I stopped. He gave me a long stare, not being sure what to say. He was aware, but was there

anything he could do about it?



Response Assignment 3

Carmen Maria Machado’s In The Dream House is an irrevocably evocative memoirs of
Machado, as she recounts many stages throughout her life in the past. Machado mainly uses
sexuality throughout her memoir, such as “Your female crushes were always floating past you,
out of reach, but she touches your arm and looks directly at you, and you feel like a child buying
something with her own money for the first time” (Machado 15). So far, she fragments her
experiences of being a lesbian and shows a sort of lack of representation of queer domestic abuse
in current contextualization. Early in her memoir, she shows her love and excitedness for being
in a relationship with a woman, with lines like “She thinks you’re beautiful. She thinks you’re
sexy. Sometimes when you look at your phone, she has sent you something stunningly filthy”
(Machado 29) being primary examples. To me, the dreamhouse seems like a desire of sorts from
the narrator, a house full of broken dreams, unfulfilled hopes, and the lingering feeling of desire.
This is especially pertinent when the narrator tries to get involved with Joel, and when it failed,
she felt very disappointed in herself. The author uses a unique form of desire to lead onto the
narrative, a sensual desire of lust following her voice in wherever she goes. There’s a
foreshadowing of jealousy and something to come, when her girlfriend breaks up with Sal, with
the lines “From now on, it will just be you and the woman in the Dream House. Just the two of

you, together” (Machado 66).

There’s a tumultuous relationship between the narrator and her aunt, especially when she
said, “I don’t believe in gay people” (Machado 71). Machado uses this structure to promote the
awareness that a lot of queer individuals come from hateful families—the families that don’t
accept them for who they are, and how that eradicates a lot of their girlhood and stems of

sexuality. There’s evidence leading up towards their domestic abuse when “She is preoccupied.



She is unhappy. She is unhappy with you. You did something and now she’s unhappy, and you
need to find out what it is so she will stop being unhappy” (Machado 86). These lines remind me
of how the author brings up her own style: of truth, of humor, and of horror, in blending these
together, bringing up the fact that relationships can just suddenly switch and go south. There’s an
important recognition of queerness being normalized through the lines of “Maybe, when
queerness is so normal and accepted that finding it will feel less like entering paradise and more
like the claiming of your own body: imperfect, but yours.” (Machado 109). Machado uses this
elegant metaphor of a dream house, as the dream house standing for acceptance of yourself and
your sexuality, and how one can claim her own body through this. However, what is there to win
of your sexuality and relationship when “She is always trying to win” (Machado 111)? There’s a
clear sense of dissociation between the narrator and her own sexuality, initially being happy in

this relationship, but showcasing that her relationship gets worser, and more abusive.

Even as the narrator tries to break up with her, and gets a short break from her, she knows
she messed up when she took her back. The poisonous disease of alcoholism tears their
relationship apart—to the point of the narrator saying, “You tell her she has to go to therapy or
else you’re going to leave her” (Machado 150). Machado uses very short sections of her memoir
to discuss what it’s like being stuck between a rock and a hard place. Specifically, with the
narrator wanting to achieve her dream of living in the dream house, and wanting for her queer
relationship to be pertinent, in saying that queer couples aren’t excluded from toxicity and
domestic abuse. The lines “It is hard to describe the space that yawns open in your life after she
is gone. You have to make yourself leave your phone at home; you have to practice ignoring it”

(Machado 207) is emotionally-wrenching. After the abuse of it all, she just leaves the narrator for



another person. Although this is a good thing in contextualizing that abuse is no longer

happening, it’s more of a—this, and now THAT happens, kind of situation.

For my creative response, I want to engage with the theme of “behind the scenes” of
relationships being intentionally hidden, inevitably hurting all that is involved in a male-to-male
relationship. I received my acceptance letter from Stanford University. You’re conflicted. Do I
tell him, or not? How’s he going to react? Fuck it, I don’t care anymore. From the time’s we’ve
been at restaurants and having to squirm in my seat for how he’s going to talk to the waitresses,
in having to deal with my mother’s wrath for how disrespectful he was. I loved him. I truly did.
Today’s going to be the day when I end things with him. No more disrespect. No more
dishonesty. No more lies. But will I ever get over him? These questions race through in my mind,

as I pass his house. Thank God he’s not home. I don’t know if I could ever do this, if he was.

The letter I wrote today—the handwritten piece of paper with stains from my eyes, sits
comfortably numb in my hand, as I ponder whether I’'m making the right decision. I hurriedly
make it up the stairs of this now wretched house, and drop the letter in. I dart back to my house.
I’ve lost my mind, yet, I’ve made it up, eternally. My heart would drop every time he’d come
home in his nice-looking clothes, with those nice-looking jeans, and wearing that nice-smelling
cologne. I’d ponder over the kind of character he was, but excusing his actions, just because to
me and everyone, he could do no wrong. I regret getting in this relationship to begin with and not
having our relationship status being disclosed to everyone. It felt secretive, and I’d felt violated

of my character, honesty, and trust.

“What are we going to do if they find out? You know we can’t keep this a secret forever!”, I
angrily replied

“You’re lucky that I’'m even with you”, he scoffed.



His tone and demeanor. All of the sleepless nights. Ah, yes, those sleepless nights of worrying

about him at all seemed useless during this moment. I knew what I had to do.



Response Assignment 4

Roxane Gay’s Hunger A Memoir of (My) Body is an incredibly heart-wrenching memoir
of Roxane’s struggles with her body image, the trauma and societal expectations that come with
it, and how one emotionally heals from such. Additionally, Roxane gives insights into
intersectionality, how the intersections of race, sexuality, and gender, provoke such a nuanced
conversations about the experiences of black women, who live in a predominantly white society.
Roxane jumps straight into the experiences of being in a bigger body, and the societal

expectations of such through

“I understood that to be fat was to be undesirable to men, to be beneath their contempt,
and I already knew too much about their contempt. This is what most girls are taught—that we
should be slender and small. We should not take up space. We should be seen and not heard, and
if we are seen, we should be pleasing to men, acceptable to society” (Gay 13). There are a
repression of identity and oneself, that “If [ was undesirable, I could keep more hurt away.” (Gay
15). Roxane uses her introspection of herself as a form to reveal the truths, anxieties, desires, and
repressions that happen when you’re “trapped in a cage” (Gay 17). It’s interesting how Roxane
points to safety being made up as perfection, and that illusion masking itself as something that’s

slowly killing her physically, emotionally, and psychologically.

There’s also such an interesting balance of your past self—relating that to the person you
are now, as “I try to make sense of how I went from the child in these perfect photographed
moments to who I am today” (Gay 33). It feels as if she’s trying to manipulate/reframe the past,
in order to better justify the present (the time being), and how she doesn’t want to be defined by

the worst thing that’s happened to her—and not being silent at the same time (Gay 38). It’s also a



grapple of other people understanding this struggle of identity, for the fact that “Food was the

one thing within my reach” (Gay 53).

I find it intriguing that despite attending a weight loss camp, Roxane came out with an
addition to cigarettes, and a temporary means to a long-term problem. Roxane’s style is
incredibly introspective, as if I'm living through her life in the memoir. It comes up repeatedly
that despite everything she does, “I was intimately aware of every single pound that accumulated
and clung to my body” (Gay 116). I found it interesting how Roxane related popular culture and
media (shows like My 600-Ib Life, Revenge Body, Fit to Fat to Fit, etc.), and how “It is a
powerful lie to equate thinness with self-worth” (Gay 135). It’s paralyzing to think about the
number of celebrities who aren’t/weren’t happy with their bodies, despite having so much
money, and “that even as we age, no matter what material successes we achieve, we cannot be
satisfied or happy unless we are also thin” (Gay 139). Roxane also talks about her Haitian roots
and upbringing, mentioning the fact that her mother didn’t believe in ultra-processed and fast

foods.

Roxane uses such a personal structure to address her experiences with bulimia, being
overweight, the grapple of such, and more. A line that correlates perfectly would be “If I am fat, |
must also have the body of someone who is not fat. I must defy space and time and gravity” (Gay
207). It takes time to know yourself and the things you want, and that, while the past may be put
through tons of hurdles, that doesn’t mean you can’t change the way things are—setting yourself
up for the best future you can have. There are discussions of sexuality from “I did not know
desire. I simply gave myself, gave my body, to whoever offered me even the faintest of interest.
This was all I deserved; I told myself. My body was nothing. My body was a thing to be used”

(Gay 241). Despite being in a relationship with a woman, the desire to still be with a man was



there, lingering, as if that desire couldn’t go away. Towards the end of the book, on a warm note,

Roxane adds “I am taking small steps toward the life I want” (Gay 293).

My father offered to take me to Rooster’s, a place where I loved getting their five-piece
breaded tenders, dumpster fries, and a few glasses of tea every time I ate there. But now, I can’t
stand the sight of having so much food being at my disposal. The feeling of looking at food made
me sick. I ordered a water instead. I began to feel anxious—the dread of having to eat and be
judged for it. I know everybody’s looking around at me, like I’'m some sort of animal. It’s a
miracle that my father never pays attention when I’m eating. I seclude myself in a cage that I
can’t escape. The feeling of your clothes getting tighter, the shirts getting bigger, your thighs
feeling as fleshy as ever. I envy it. I envy the feeling of those who are lucky enough to
comfortably show their bodies around. The bulging muscles. The confidence. Everything about
them. It makes me terrified to think about being the polar opposite. I’'m only allowed to have
water, fruits, snacks that don’t make me feel terrible afterwards, ones that make me look at the

caloric intake at least five times.

Being raised in a household where you got in trouble eating more than you should, really
influenced me to gorge on stuff. The problem only worsened after working in the food service
industry for so long. Working in a field where eating is promptly encouraged. All of the food
laying around. The curly fries, the crinkly fries, or the large vanilla milkshake that’s about to be
thrown away. Wouldn’t it be better if it was put in your body, and not wasted away? As I put
many thoughts into my brain, the server brought our food out. Rushes of dopamine broke up into
my veins. I had to resist. This food is the reason I’m this way. These chicken tenders. These
dumpster fries. Hell, even the water is tempting me way too much. I wasn’t hungry, and I wanted

to save the tenders for later. As we headed home, my dad commented on why I didn’t eat much. I



just wasn’t that hungry, I guess. As I ran into the house with my food, I put the tenders in the
fridge. Three days later, I ran into the box. I pretended not to know what it was and threw the

container away. No remorse for myself, either.



Response Assignment 5

Melissa Febos Girlhood is a multi-dimensional, retrospective, heartbreaking tale that
focuses on the personal essay(s) of Melissa Febo's youth that measures her self-worth based
upon the gender expectation set upon her from a misogynistic society. There’s a myriad of topics
like how men forcibly affect (and ultimately, ruin) women'’s lives. Febos writes “My body, that
once reliable vessel, began to transform. But what emerged from it was no happy magic, no
abracadabra. It went kaboom” (Febos 14). It’s heartbreaking to read the details of how “My
once-strong body became a passive thing, tossed and splintered, its corners rounded from use.
Unrecognizable” (Febos 22). There are such lingering anger and grief about her body, and how
for a long time, women have been taught to deny the very facets of female life, as “Whatever
river you drink from, forgetting does not erase your past. It only hides what wrecks you carry
into the next life” (Febos 29). I adore how Febos incorporates the conversation of
intersectionality (the term being coined by Kimberle Crenshaw), where “Black women
sometimes experience discrimination in ways similar to white women’s experiences; sometimes
they share very similar experiences with Black men,” (Febos 75). Febos and Crenshaw then go
on to discuss double-discrimination, which is the combined effects of practices that discriminate

on the basis of race and sex.

It’s pertinent to be aware of intersectionality, as this is still something that happens to
Black women and men, unfortunately. Febos uses her form of angry truth to be brutally honest
throughout her personal essay. One incredible example state “Sometimes I think about going
back. I imagine reversing the film of my personhood, reeling the spool to find the single frame
where it all changes” (Febos 103). She discusses her experiences with having a stalker, a

situation that I relate to for Lisa Germano’s Geek the Girl, a darkly nuanced record with the



standout ...A4 Psychopath that interpolates a woman’s terrifying yield for help, as her stalkers at
her house. There are certainly elements of pleasure throughout her personal essay, as “I know
now, as I did then, that kink can be healthy, that its practitioners are often highly processed
persons capable of profound intimacy” (Febos 153-154). There’s an obvious hesitance of
partaking in pleasure though, as her experiences as a woman make it harder for her to be sexually
comfortable: a notion pushed by the misogynistic society we all live in. Febos correlates this
broader conversation with having to “Imagine a structure as delicate and intricate as honeycomb.
One that has weathered many blows, some more careless than others, that could so be easily
crushed by the sweeping hand of error” (Febos 170). It’s clear how introspective Febos is about

her youth, and how that impact imposes on her current state of being now.

There’s an incredibly heartwarming provocation for girlhood, as “In the moments after
waking, when I blink in the quiet, my body still as the tide of dreams recedes, I sense her there,
like a language I cannot speak but have not forgotten” (Febos 307). Febos uses her entire
personal structure of life, thoughts, introspections, and through stylistically speaking through a
brutally honest perspective, gives such a provoking book. Her reflections towards the end—
especially with the scenery of the beach and her surroundings, gives an intricate perspective on
girlhood, race, and her sexuality. There’s been a prolonged discussion about sexuality—holding
women to a higher standard of how to practice and talk about sex, giving an introspection into

the society that, unfortunately, is still very prominent today.

[ knew I couldn’t stand to see the look on my mother’s face when I’d tried to express my
sexuality and who I was at a long age. I’ve always been told to wait, and to never grow up. When
you’re constantly seeing yourself in a body that you can’t control—you tend to suppress your

anger towards a boiling point. It happened. It wasn’t pretty. I don’t know if I regretted my



decisions or not. I don’t know what I really felt anymore whether I was a mechanical animal who
could no longer control myself, or an animal who’d just been too far gone off of the leash. I
could no longer be controlled, but externally, I knew I was completely fucked. I didn’t have a
job, a career, not much to look forward towards, and a life at home that was hollowed out to the

grayest hue.

My mother’s notorious for being the Facebook mom of the family—the one that has
pictures scattered all over the wall. I fucking hated it. I looked at my past self and yearned for the
past to just repeat, for me to experience the opportunity of being young again. I couldn’t stand
growing up to be this hideous creature. I remember the day my mother caught me for eating five
small bags of chips at night, effectively locking the counter until I counterintuitively starved
myself, and eventually, persuaded my mother to unlock the cabinet. In the moments leading
towards where I hut puberty, neither of my parents were comfortable to talk about it with me and
resisted the fact of me having my own identity. It’s a great big white world for me—and there’s

nobody here to help me develop myself.

I cannot erase my past, and I recognize that. The moments where I wore myself onto my
clothes, bleeding out into my long hair, my mother refused to acknowledge it. The long hair, the
temptation to be different, the longing sense of identity—she didn’t care. A few months ago, she
complimented my hair for long it’d gotten and told me that she liked it. I fake-smiled my way

through her compliment, but I could see right through her. She knew it. [ knew it. It was all over.



Response Assignment 6

Tressie McMillan Cottom’s Thick is incredibly introspective for its themes on black
womanhood, beauty politics, and the struggles in navigating societal expectations and
maintaining one's identity. Right off the bat, I already like how Cottom states “Black girls and
black women are problems. That is not the same thing as causing problems. We are social issues
to be solved, economic problems to be balanced, and emotional baggage to be overcome”
(Cottom 10). Cotton discusses working the wrong way for a black woman who didn’t want to
become a problem, and how despite all of her hard work, “you are still doing everything wrong.”
(Cottom 11). This is a sharp critique as to how society frames black girls and women, reflecting
an incredibly long history of stereotyping black women, and are even blamed simply for existing
in spaces where their presence challenges norms, a mixture of beauty politics and political
thought—if you will. Cottom uses her personal form to address broader societal
challenges/expectations, especially through “Black women have examined where we are located
in the beauty myth, examining the political economy through our bodies. If we could never be
assumed beautiful in white culture’s memes, histories, and feminisms, we could create other
standards” (Cottom 47-48). Cottom reframes beauty not as something that one holds as an
individual, but as a site of power and resistance against a society that holds beauty as a function

of capital that’ve historically excluded them in a white-dominated culture.

I love how honest Cottom is in stating that her complexion isn’t close to whiteness,
through “I am dark, physically and culturally. My complexion is not close to whiteness and my
family roots reflect the economic realities of generations of dark-complexioned black people”
(Cottom 51). Cottom asserts identity in both a physical and cultural form, while stating her lived

experience shaped through blackness, her traditions, and social positioning—a generational



disadvantage when it comes to the racial hierarchy, one that I feel relates to a dominant
Eurocentric society. One quote that really showcased Cottom’s style is “‘Black babies in the
United States die at just over two times the rate of white babies in the first year of their life,’,
says Arthur James, an OB-GYN at Wexner Medical Center at Ohio State University in
Columbus. When my daughter died, she and I became statistics” (Cottom 89). There’s such a
systemic inequity in access to healthcare and treatment—disproportionately harming black
families, and how this is becoming a persistent crisis. I love how Cottom goes from giving
factual information, to being deeply personal in that losing her own child is being compounded
by the fact that their grief and issues within the healthcare system is part of a much larger, much
more racialized pattern. There’s a dehumanization of them becoming statistics, and how their

lives are reduced to numbers.

Cottom uses the structure of talking about the presidency of Obama and the painstakingly
disappointing election of Trump to discuss more broader issues in relation to political thought,
intersectionality, and black womanhood. Specifically, Cottom writes “In sociology, we often
refer to black people who are in the United States but who are not descendants of either the
enslaved, or, later, of those who experienced the Great Migration, as ‘black ethnics’” (Cottom
134). I feel that this ties into how identity categories are socially constructed while also being
tied back historically. There's diversity within black communities and the different ways that
systemic racism interacts with history, even to this day. The sociological implications matter
because it shapes how black people experience racism and classism within modern contemporary
society. Cottom also discusses how R&B superstars (former) like R. Kelly had represented a lot

of the black population at the time, and how immensely disappointing it is, to see where he is



now. All in all, Cottom uses factual structure to address broader issues within society with her

deeply introspective style.

I’d always been the friend who’d willingly walk their friends' home after work. Nobody
else around me would be willing to do the same—I felt terrified for her. Factually, men would
never have to endure the things that women have to endure on a daily basis. There’s the golden
rule of never traveling alone and not walking by yourself at night. Whenever one of my female
friends expressed interest in going somewhere—I always offered to go with them. I don’t trust
other men. I don’t trust other people in society, there’s too much going on in the world, and I"d
rather not wake up to an amber alert of sorts. I’d grown used to pretending to be her boyfriend,
just to make her feel safe, to not feel like she’d ever be in danger when she was around me.
There’s a lot of mixed reactions when I tell people I attend the University of Cincinnati—Ilots of
people grew concerned about the crime rates. Frankly, it wasn’t nearly as bad as it was living in
Columbus. In Columbus, even as a male, I’d almost gotten kidnapped on my first night walking
home from work, getting used to cop cars outside of my work, and so much more. It feels that

everyone here watches out for one another.

One thing I always stay conscientious of is to always be sober around my friends, unless
I’m absolutely certain that nothing would happen. Which is almost never. I’ve heard, even seen,
way too many attempts at men trying to poison women’s drinks at the bar. For the life of me, I
cannot remain comfortable at parties with friends. You just don’t know, and that’s what terrifies
me. In good faith, I want to represent the very small population of men that you can trust, that
you never have to worry about. First impressions are always incredibly important to me.
Whenever I meet somebody, I try to be as bubbly, show-off, yet, introspective as I could. It’s as if

my personality and thoughts juxtapose with one another, but I feel that’s for the better. While I



will never experience the things that women have to put up with on a daily basis, I can certainly

be part of the very small population of men who can actually do something about it.



Response Assignment 7

Sesali Bowen’s Bad Fat Black Girl is heartwarming, especially with all of the musical
references and such playful tone throughout her memoir. Bowen structures this playful tone to
discuss topics such as Blackness, body-shaming, and feminism. Right off the bat, Bowen writes
“Safe sex is an underrated wave that more people should be on but is often glossed over in
music, movies, and TV, where sex is frequently depicted with an undertone of urgency and
reckless spontaneity” (Bowen 3). I love how she discusses that safe sex is an underrated wave—
because in the music scene, it is often something that is way overlooked, and oftentimes
glamorized. There’s such a misogynistic view of female rappers when they discuss the exact
same subjects that male rappers do—and how “Female rap was the first frontier for trap feminism,
way before [ had a name for it” (Bowen 11). Trap culture has its drawbacks, but it doesn’t mean
that Black women still can’t feel like bad bitches. I love how “My community of women has
taught me a lot about what it means to be independent, resilient, and ambitious” (Bowen 37).
Bowen uses her own humorous, yet serious style to explore feminist themes of cultural criticism,
and how “Listeners of Thee Stallion’s music know that real hot girl shit involves some savagery
and debauchery, the things we try to shame away from Black girls for the sake of decorum”

(Bowen 59). There’s certainly a fine line between what should and shouldn’t be decorum.

The past quotation reminds me of code-switching—in that you showcase your personality
outside of a professional setting but immediately become one once you’re in that setting. Bowen

writes

“People call me confident when they think I look good, seem happy, or sound smart, but they’ve
internalized those qualities as contradictions to my fatness and Blackness. What people who call

me confident are trying to do is work through their own discomfort with my body and make



sense of the fact that I don’t appear to share in that discomfort” (Bowen 88). I’d also say there’s a
sort of codeswitching to your personality (possibly?) couldn’t correlate to the size you are as a
person. I feel that Bowen uses this very personal form of girlhood to show that ones who should
be unconfident and ones who are, actually swap places and internalize those qualities as

contradictions towards one another.

There’s also plenty of discussions regarding financials, especially through “I’d saved a
chunk of my student refund check to cover most of the down payment but would need a cosigner
since I didn’t have a full-time job or much of a credit history” (Bowen 126). There are
conversations of defining their own success, and the struggles they’ve had to overcome to get
where they are now. I absolutely love the lines of “If you’ve ever wondered why getting money
is such an important part of trap culture, it’s because too many of us have lived with this feeling
of hopelessness and despair” (Bowen 132). When you’re broke—there’s such a despairing feeling
of loneliness and feeling hopeless, and trap culture allows for that hope of financial stability to
take over, and to take care of yourself financially. Trap culture allows for hope, in a society that’s

misogynistic and geared towards taking Black women down.

Although there’s so much to discuss, [ want to put emphasis on the ending of Bowen’s
memoir, especially where she writes “But are most Black women touched by the realities of
economic uncertainty, hair discrimination, intimate-partner violence, bias, sexual repression,
and/or hosting other intersecting oppressions at some point in their lives? You’re damn right.”
(Bowen 255). I love Bowen’s emphasis on self-love and loving oneself but also taking a critical
approach in judging society for their horribly biased stereotypes, and perpetuation of these

stereotypes through music, trap feminist culture, the rap industry, and so much more. There



should never be a “socially acceptable scripted version” (258) amongst one’s identity, and to

never sacrifice oneself or parts of our identity, because that’s who we all are as human beings.

Trap music is very twofold for me—in the sense that it is both harmful and perpetuates a
state of being through being a bad bitch. A lot of the 2010 kids remember 7yga for his irresistibly
catchy Rack City that’s both annoyingly repetitive and unique in that this was one of his biggest
hits. The raunchy Muthafucka Up with Nicki Minajs hypersexualized verses bring forth an
energy I wish I could bring on the dancefloor. At the same time, 7yga certainly isn’t short of his
own controversies. For someone who's very sexual in his music (especially in his 2019 album
cover with his hit single Taste), this is also someone who was arrested in October 2021 in
relation to domestic abuse charge, and him facing criticism for his age gap relationship with
Kylie. If this is one of the facets of male rap—then how is he not facing nearly as much criticism
from society like Megan Thee Stallion? Society is very misogynistic in the way that the Tory
Lanez and Megan Thee Stallion situation played out—in Lanez clearly shooting Megan in the foot
during an argument. There can be clear-cut evidence (which there is) of Lanez shooting Megan

in the foot, however, society will still blame the women in the situation no matter what.

It’s as if female rappers are never taken as seriously as male rappers. This is such a
frustrating juxtaposition, as male rappers can get away with a lot more than female rappers.
Female rappers like Cardi B are referenced as being “ghetto”, “bougee”, “ratchet”, and all of
these negative terms—while rappers like Chris Brown, who quite literally beat Rihanna, gets
away with selling out world tours and still having a career. God forbid a female rapper talks
about her sexuality and what she likes to do. Male rappers can get away with talking about drugs,
who they like fucking, and what kinds of raunchy things they like doing—but the second that a

female rapper does the exact same thing—she’s degraded and casted away from society. It’s as if



society can never pick or choose the kinds of people they want representing themselves on a
much larger scale. So much contradiction. So much bullshit. So much of everything mixed

together.



Response Assignment 8

Morgan Jerkins' This Will Be My Undoing focuses on a myriad of themes such as race,
gender, identity, and more in her non-fiction book of essays. Jerkins’ writes “She was returning
to being a girl of color. When she forgot her steps, she remembered who she was in that room
full of white women. She was paralyzed” (Jerkins 7). It’s as if every opportunity is handed
towards the white people who aren’t nearly as talented as the black and Afro-Latina individuals
in the room, especially when trying out for cheerleading. Jerkins’ introspective form of structure
is used in a way that one's identity is completely lost within a room of white people, because
they’ll never understand what it is like to live a life as a Black person. To have hair that “was
black, obsidian like ink, and grew into a massive afro” (Jerkins 34), and how “When we conjure
up images of a black woman’s hair growing outward, thick and wild, we are unconsciously
likening her hair to the imagery and act of sex, with an undertone of force” (Jerkins 40). White
people will never understand how “Sexuality is harnessed through black women’s manes”
(Jerkins 55) and competing in the dating vicinity through preset notions like “As for the black
girls, if you were not light-skinned, you were automatically considered the least attractive”
(Jerkins 59). Jerkins makes it clear that her style of questioning these preset notions are stuff that
white people never have to deal with: the competitive nature of the dating world, a necessity to

repress your sexual desires, negative stereotypes, and so much more.

There’s a heart wrenching truth towards

“They rejected what their actual eyes perceived: an extremely accomplished woman
whose career many of them would have been lucky to emulate. Instead, they replaced you with
an aggressive and violent woman. As long as their imagination is entertained, their belief in their

inherent superiority as white people could be sustained” (Jerkins 106). It’s as if black women



face “a dizzying conundrum” (Jerkins 127) in how they reside outside of a white patriarchal
society and are often dehumanized. You could be the most successful black woman in the world
and have accolades of awards. But just because you’re not white, you’re discounted for the
person you stand for—a frustrating racist conundrum across the world that needs to change for the
better. I do find it interesting how “accessing the supernatural was a way in which to undermine
white domination and possess power in day-to-day conflicts” (Jerkins 150). There’s certainly a
strong sense of historicism in the Black Girl Magic chapter, even incorporating discussions of
Christianity, prayer warriors, forms of magic, and much more. I found it interesting that societies
around the world (especially when Jerkins discusses her experience going to Russia) is much
more intimidating and scarier, especially when natives will give you blank stares. Jerkins
mentions how looks are meant to be of desire and of recognition, when in other countries, they’re

a way of intimidation.

This is also twofold in Jerkins visiting Japan, as “I was not in a country where my
ancestors had been enslaved. I was not stared at when I walked through different neighborhoods
either in the day or the evening, no waitress gave me poor service, no one made any snide
remarks about my body, and I never heard a racial slur. In short, I was free” (Jerkins 193). To be
a part of a society in which you are free of any racial implications, bias, treatment, anything of
that sort—to not feel dissociative of oneself in a society. I love how Jerkins writes “Black
women’s experiences are unique among women of color’s experience” (Jerkins 216). I also love
how “For black people, bodily expression is spontaneous and passionate” (Jerkins 223). Jerkins
uses such an intricate structuring of lists and questions to truly make readers understand why

she’s writing about her experiences as a Black woman—for everyone to understand that her



experience is unique, and that she wants better for herself and others. Her sexuality, her desires,

and the classist society she lives in—continues to repress identities such as hers.

Society wants better for everybody, but the preset notions are already set in stone. You
have to dress a certain way. You have to talk a certain way. You have to code-switch depending
on who you’re around. You cannot be yourself in a society that solely promotes the repression of
identity. As soon as you’re doing something that’s different from everyone else, you’re casted
away into being stereotypically weird, odd, not normal, not human, not anything. Not anything at
all. You’re reduced to nothing in a society that so badly wants to promote your individuality—
but represses that same notion with the ones already predetermined. How are we supposed to be
anything if we re reduced to nothing? 1t’s underlyingly frustrating to live in a time where those

who are shamed are cast away into nothing.

Men in the rap industry can talk about how many women they’re fucking, the number of
drugs they’re taking and why that feels good—but God forbid a woman expresses her sexual
desires in just a few bars. There are entire discographies out there that focus on what God would
forbid, which ironically juxtaposes with the fact that they praise God himself in their
music. Everyone in the music industry is broke, and nobody talks about it. Even the stars you
think are making their bagful buck, are struggling to pay back their debts to their record label.

The industry loves taking advantage of those who come crawling towards them.

Why do we support entire industries that are meant to degrade our being? Why do we
reduce ourselves to what’s done in our lives? Why do we focus on the professionalization of
everything—besides our being? Why do we struggle in making everyone else understand our
pains? Why do we struggle as human beings? What would it mean for everyone if we all lived in

a perfect world ridden of any harm? Why do some humans just walk by when something is



happening? Are we meant to mind our business or to intervene? When do we call quits? God

forbid the world engulfs in flames. God forbid that we all get along as human beings. Humanize.



