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Assignment 2
A Dystopian story, plus reflection on what anxiety it explores, what kind of society is seen as a threat.


Femutilation

Year 2045. I adjust the hem on my skirt so it falls exactly to my knee; no lower or higher. A crystal decanter and heavy leaden whiskey glasses decorate the tray I am carrying. I stand and screw my face angrily to face my bosses door. One hand makes a loud bold knock, the other hand holds on strongly to the solid silver tray. Laughter echoes from within.
“Enter!” shouts a male, common, coarse voice, and I go in, a resolute but blank expression on my face.
“Your whiskey sir. Sirs.” I acknowledge the all-male ensemble gathered round the solid mahogany cabinet table at Buckingham Palace which once stood in No.10 Downing Street. The coarse, cockney voice of Eddie Doyle, the neo-fascist, successful, far-right Prime Minister speaks again.
“Right on time Arianwen. Good gal.” The fat toad looks me over like a prized possession.
“Arianwen, boys, is my senior P.A. Personally picked as a role model by me. Even ‘er name is Welsh for silver and pure. Nothing but respect for our pure-bred Celts, and if she wasn’t any good, I’d soon give ‘er the Spanish archer! (el-bow).  Always ‘as ‘er skirts and dresses at regulation length and never speaks unless spoken to.” Loud laughter emits from the toad’s senior cabinet members. “You’d never guess she was once a socialist under the unspoken regime, would ya? Only Eddie can turn ‘em…turn ‘em and break ‘em.” His last comment is delivered with an air of menace associated with this pathetic excuse of a man. His cold shark eyes devoid of all empathy rake across me. “Now off ya go darlin’ we ‘ave business to attend to.” I deliberately take my time to vacate the toad’s ‘throne room’ as I don’t want him or his acolytes to see me cowed by their despicable behaviour. I delight in these daily small triumphs over him that he doesn’t even notice. Life since Doyle came to power has been a nightmare for one section of society in particular: females.

Once I am the other side of his ‘throne room’ I immediately go to my desk and listen in to the conversation going on behind the thick dove grey walls. Doyle always underestimates me because I act servile and blend into the scenery. I use this to my advantage so I know exactly what his next governmental moves will be, and I can then pass this information onto the Female Emancipation Movement – F.E.M for short. I also record his conversations on a tiny recording device connected to my laptop. Chief Toad of course, has no idea.

“We’ll bring the ad men back in for this one!” barks Doyle. “Persuasiveness is key ‘ere until it becomes normal practice. Remember how we started F.L.U.M.E? Well the same thing applies for these two new initiatives.” My ears prick up at the talk of F.L.U.M.E. ‘Flume’ is short for Forensically Liquidated Underground Morgue Encapsulation. Doyle dreamt this one up for all children born with a deformity or disability, who are euthanised at birth. There is no new birth disability allowed in our society under Doyle. Those who go on to become disabled later in life, are either sent to work in one of the state warehouses, or if too badly disabled, they too are euthanised. They are dispatched to F.L.U.M.E as if they were going on holiday. If Doyle wants the ad men brought in for a new campaign it must be something big.

“It’s ‘igh time we moved forward with our plans, especially now as we don’t ‘ave any unnecessary elections to ‘ave to go through again. Joe, buzz Arianwen to get the ad men in ‘ere now.” I hastily resume a blank face and neutral expression as I await the command from Joe Black, one of Doyle’s henchmen. I then call the ad men who have an office within the Palace, whose sole task is to be at Doyle’s beck and call 24 hours a day. Four of them scurry like rats to the toad’s sanctuary.

“Ah, right, come on in fellas. I’ve two new big jobs for ya.” I  resumed my covert listening, wondering what new terror he was planning. “ I’ve wanted to do this for a while. Firstly, I want marital rape scrapped as an offence. So, we need to get out an ad about the bond of marriage, two become one, led by the male of course” he smirked. “ Since I banned same sex marriage and made ‘omosexuality and lesbianism a crime, we now need to focus on a bit of female servility in marriage, know what I mean, and scrapping marital rape as an offence is a first step. We’ll still bang up stranger rapists but we need to get something out there that monsters the stranger rapist but decriminalises the ‘usband who just wants his leg over with the missus. Get my gist fellas?”

“Certainly, Prime Minister. First idea is of a woman being stalked at night, menacing music and just as he is about to strike, we can get you to say, something along the lines of  ‘Women have no fear under Doyle’s government. Execution for rapists is the only punishment.’ Cut to a warm suburban semidetached bedroom scene and a couple who’ve been married 10 years. ‘He’s worked hard all week; his only thoughts are to make life comfortable for you and the children. Is it right to deny your loyal husband some warmth and passion after all he’s done?’ We’ll then cut to the wife, whose seen having a ‘change of heart’ and the government strapline of : Stranger rape: execution, Marital Sex, a loving institution.’ Then, ‘The Doyle government values Marriage. Women value their husbands.’ What do you think Prime Minister?”

“Sounding good Chris. Loving the strapline there. It’s all about planting the idea, getting half the people to believe it, and Bob’s your uncle it’s law and welcomed in no time! Get the geezers to work on it pronto. Now my second new idea is a ‘ole new revolution in education. I’ve thought for a long time; we need separate gender schools. Boys will do S.T.E.M subjects like maths, science, engineering and we’ll add politics and of course P.E in there. For gals, we’ll go with basic maths and English until 11, but then sole focus on the old cookery, needlecraft, secretarial skills and of course P.E. We don’t want gals getting fat, do we?” Cheap laughter echoed around the room. “This will not include ROOTERS at all. They will stay workin’ on simple tasks in the warehouses alongside their parents. The ROOTER young slags will be assigned to either the warehouse or sex industry at fourteen, but they definitely won’t be schooled at all. The public have no appetite to see them educated. Now give me some ideas on an ad, Chris.”

“I think focus on the feminine here, and appeal to parents. ‘Doyle wants the best for Britain’s girls, a wonderful education to set them up for life. Doyle values our girls, and girls value their families.’ We’ll have lots of dreamy, wispy photography, soft edges, blurred focus, show girls in floaty school dresses in small class sizes, happily chatting over needlework, and then busily preparing dinners in the ‘domestic science’ classrooms. D.S will appeal more than ‘ cookery’ classes to parents. Its all in the wording and framing. Healthy life as always, depicted by girls playing the traditional sports of netball and tennis maybe.”

“Great stuff Chris. Now get to work. I want ads out within a fortnight and on all TV, billboards etc.”

[bookmark: _GoBack]I listened in horror. When Doyle came to power under the final public election before he and his government abolished elections altogether, he promised to eradicate homelessness. He did that by doing a back-handed deal with Nile warehouses to build adjoining dormitories. The homeless were rounded up and in return for a bed in the huge public dormitories they have to work twelve-hour shifts, 7 days a week in  the warehouses. They receive only their bed and food and £10 per person per week for ‘expenses’ and Nile pay no tax. Doyle eradicated homelessness within a year to near universal plaudits.

He then went on to abolish the aristocracy by allowing Prince William to go into exile at Balmoral in Scotland in return for his freedom and he created four classes of people. There are the ROOTERS. In essence these are the underclass, the homeless who are all sent to work in the Nile Warehouses as slave labour who pack and ship parcels for Nile Ltd all over the world. Girls who are deemed pretty and athletic looking will be sent to work in the Government’s sex industry at fourteen. Then there are the STRIVERS. These people are your once traditional working class and they are allowed to work as cleaners, shop workers and skilled factory workers and prized jobs are the new Government gold mines recently found in North Wales. The WILLOWS come next, your old middle-class, whose jobs include teaching, working for the state as lawyers, and jobs in medicine. Finally, there is the PLATINUM class and these are specifically government workers who are loyal to the Doyle regime and can be anybody from ad men to people like me. I’m publicly loyal, and privately a member of F.E.M.

The trouble is my time working as Doyle’s P.A is coming to an end. I am fifty in six months’ time. All women in the Willows and Platinum classes under Doyle’s state law, must retire at 50 and be put to work in the state nurseries for their pensions, looking after younger women’s children, well only those belonging to the Platinum class. F.E.M’s main aim is to overthrow Doyle and restore women’s rights in a new female led government. If anyone gets to hear of my membership of F.E.M it will be seen as traitorous and punishable by execution like most things under Doyle’s one-man patriarchy. The two new initiatives he has announced, are just the slow drip, drip erosion of women from society. Marital rape being decriminalised will see more coercion by husbands of demoralised women. Once Doyle has decriminalised Marital Rape, the next step for him will be all rape. As he has no opposition in government since he got rid of elections, he has sole power of the state media machine. Just as governments did many years ago with anti-immigration posters, Doyle swamps the media with the message and ultimately the new law he wants to see enacted. 

Once he puts girls into single sex schools learning nothing but cookery, washing, and sewing whilst having to be super fit so they can marry young and produce the next generation of Doyle’s fascists, there will be nothing stopping him. I must contact F.E.M comrades immediately. I must stop Doyle. I MUST…I….

               ______________________________________________________

“Prime Minister. Boss. Arianwen.” My P.A is gently calling me, shaking me awake.
“Sorry Caroline. I….” I started to come to slowly, out of my nightmare world of Eddie Doyle.
“ The plane’s about to land in Cardiff, Prime Minister. Our first point of call is the new centre of engineering for Women, then we’re off to join the campaign for more working-class women to be given financial aid in our party to enter parliament, lunch with the First Minister of Wales and finally a talk to a girl’s sixth form about careers in politics for women. A full day ahead, as you like it Boss.”
I realised that I was coming home, back to Wales as the first female leader, the first female Welsh leader of my party, and now just a month post-election, as Prime Minister. I shouted to Caroline, “ We have a lot of work to do. I won’t let Eddie Doyle be our future!”
“Eddie who Boss?”
“Exactly. And that’s where he stays.”

    _____________________________________________________________________

In my story above, women, especially educated women, are seen as a threat in a far-right patriarchal society. We are already seeing this currently in the U.S.A under the Trump regime. In my story, I wanted to get across how, in order to get a law into the public realm as acceptable, it must first be persuasive as a good idea by the advertising agencies. Once the ad’s either on TV or on billboards and seen by masses, many people will be persuaded it is a good idea as it drip feeds into their subconscious thoughts. When the idea is given roots it then becomes acceptable and makes it a lot easier for a government like Doyle’s in the story to make it law, however implausible it may seem. The public have to be eased into an idea, coaxed, gently persuaded and there is a whole barrage of imagery and words capable of doing this. By using persuasive language in the marital rape scenario where Doyle needs women to see sex as a conjugal right of their husband, he firstly has to tap into the greater fear of the stranger rapist and put the onus of that man being the real ‘threat’ to women and not their spouse. In the segregated schools he must get his ad-men to appeal to parents using typical female stereo-type ploys such as soft airbrushing of the school scene, a focus on small classes, girls happy in dresses and playing sport; all the while reinforcing the message ‘This type of education is what your daughter needs. The Doyle government cares deeply about your daughters’ while in reality Doyle is eroding women and girls rights.

 Doyle wants total patriarchy and women ‘in their place’. To do this he has to persuade the public bit by bit it is a good thing for women to be wearing skirts, cooking, looking after the home etc whilst men work, in a non-threatening manner. Educated, thinking women are a threat to Doyle as educated women would come together and  overthrow his government, so he must make them subservient but by stealth.
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