‘Ware the Wolf 
 
‘One day incels will realise their true strength and numbers, and will overthrow this oppressive feminist system. Start envisioning a world where WOMEN FEAR YOU’ 
 
Elliot Rodger [known in the incel community as The Supreme  
Gentleman], who killed six people and himself.  
 
‘I want to see a man beaten to a bloody pulp with a high-heel shoved in his mouth, like an apple in the mouth of a pig.’  
 
Andrea Dworkin, radical feminist [in a work of fiction]
 
 
 
5th June (I’m guessing. If anyone knows, they aren’t telling me.) 
 
I write this sitting in a dusty attic at the top of the house. Cleanliness is a symbol of patriarchal suppression, so we don’t really bother with it much. Plus it’s easier just to live with grime. The leak up here has been sort of fixed, so instead of a torrent of water, it’s a trickle. I nearly didn’t tell anyone about the leak because I suspected it would cause a lot of fuss and shouting, and waving of tools and not much fixing, and in the end that’s what happened. Still, it’s better than it was. I haven’t mentioned the mice to anyone either. They’ll only kill them, and there will be a big debate afterwards about the sanctity of life and whether it’s wrong, just for once, for women’s needs to take precedence over something else. Claire killed a rat last week, with a hammer. I don’t know why, it wasn’t in the house or anything. I was watching her from the window. She was bending down over the rat, and when she smashed the hammer into it, the blood squirted out. I could see the red, even through the dirt on the window. I didn’t tell anyone. 
 
Anyway, these are some other things we believe in the Community: 
 
-Perpetuating the myth of maternal instinct harms all women  
 
-We want to dismantle male privilege and sex distinction. Obviously the first is problematic, what with us currently hiding on an island, and the second is irrelevant, because there is only one sex here. Luckily we have eliminated patriarchy here and are liberated from an unjust society. Apparently. Though it’s hard not to notice that while some people are trying to coax vegetables to grow and attempt to repair crabbing lines, other people are mainly painting huge labia on the walls or hanging from hoops and chanting. 
 
-We all contribute in our own ways. I’m recording the start of the feminist uprising, which is important. I’m also recording it here, for me.  Both recordings are true, but different. In case truth turns out to matter one day. Plus when it gets too cold up here, or someone remembers that I’m here and comes to shout at me about my privilege living in a male-free world, I chop wood. I’m pretty good at that. The axe was here when we arrived, it’s big and blunt and heavy, but I’ve got used to it now. 
 
If I write about the house, I might make it sound grander than it is. So one must remember the leak and the dust while reading this. It’s big, very big. Which is lucky, because there’s quite a lot of us, but mainly the sociable people like to be jammed in the rooms downstairs, and the unsociable ones like to be marching about the island. 
 
What people here do all day: 
 
-Talk. Talk and drink tea. Nettle tea, because there isn’t anything else. 
 
-Trudge around in the rain trying to find food. We’re all hungry, all the time. We don’t mind, because at least we’re free. 
 
-Trudge around in the rain trying to find wood to burn. We’re cold a lot, because there isn’t a lot of wood on the Island and it’s always wet. Because it’s ALWAYS raining.  
 
Apart from the shouting and the massive labia on all the walls and the cold and being hungry all the time, the Island is okay. It smells sweet from the heather and salty from the sea. 
 
My Dad freaked out when we left, because he thought my Mum was nuts and was totally overreacting when the Incels took over. He wasn’t exactly a fan of the In-Reb, but I couldn’t help noticing he didn’t seem exactly sad either. He wanted me to stay, in case living with my Mum and a group of angry women made me weird. The last letter I had from him was before we left the mainland, after the Ownership Laws came in and you stopped seeing women out alone. That was when we realised the Community was too conspicuous and we quietly took over the Island. No-one seems to care yet, when we left the mainland men seemed to be pretty busy enjoying their new freedom from feminists, and I guess most women had other priorities. Anyway, the letter was obviously meant to be reassuring. He had my best interests at heart, and wanted me to be brought up in a normal home and he was sure the new laws about the distribution of women would be administered fairly and with compassion. He himself had been distributed a woman he was sure I’d like, as she was only a few years older than me. I’m 16, so 2 years over the age when the distribution starts, and for the first time I properly understood that however he might originally have felt, the In-Reb was working out pretty well for him. My Mum burnt the letter in the Freedom Trash Can.  
 
I am the youngest person on the Island. Obviously there’s no babies, although sometimes I hear people sounding rueful about wanting one. They are rueful very quietly though, because maternal instinct is a myth and if Claire hears anyone having it she makes us all have a meeting so she can explain that to us. I have seen Daisy try to argue with Claire and it wasn’t successful, she started crying and then spent a few days telling everyone how bullied she felt and then no-one spoke to Daisy for weeks, apart from to make loud comments about betraying the spirit of sisterhood. I’m glad I’m not on the mainland being ‘distributed’ though, so I try not to think too much about Claire.  
 
 
 


8th June  
Today, a boat arrived. I watched from the attic window. I am allowed out of the attic, I wouldn’t want you to get the wrong idea- but it’s peaceful up here. I watched the tiny boat come drifting into the harbour, a ragged sail hoisted and a small red figure at the back of it. Her name is Mary, and she says she escaped from a home in Glasgow and someone told her about us. She wasn’t sure we were really true until she saw Claire, standing on the pier, beckoning her in to the dock.   
I watched Claire embrace her, and lead her up to the house. Mary seemed worth leaving the attic for, so I sat on the stairs and watched and listened while she told her story. I put my hands over my ears when she started showing her bruises. I’ve heard that story so many times. I know some men must be kind and gentle, but we never get women turning up talking about them. 
I took my hands away from my ears when I realised people were cheering. Mary was explaining how she’d punched her husband in the nose and left him unconscious, broken out of the house by smashing down the back door by kicking it, and then hot wired a car. I think I love Mary. 
 
Claire told Mary not to worry, that she is safe now, that we will look after her. Claire says that it’s lucky that Mary has come here. 
 
10th June 
Things people say about Mary: 
 
-She’s brave and strong and clever. She understands how to use the radio equipment that Claire found in a shed, and says it will be easy to make it work again. She has taken over looking after the hens, and they love her and follow her around adoringly. 
 
-This is the beginning of the feminist uprising. If one woman can find us, then more can. 
 
-Why can’t Daisy be more like Mary, and do less moaning and take more positive action (that was Claire. Of course). 
 
 
 
10th July  
Things Mary says: 
 
-Women never could go out safely at night. Even before the In-Reb.  
 
-The leak is easy to fix if you have the right tools (and Mary does). The radio needs to be turned to channel 16 to raise the Mainland. If we are sure we want to. 
 
-I needed warm clothes and a proper meal. She has given me some of her old socks and her smallest jumper and takes me fishing. Her jumper is red, like her coat. She tells me that her grandmother gave it to her. We row around the bay-head and catch fish and cook some of them on a fire and take the rest back to share. My hair has stopped falling out and I’m not cold all the time now. 
 
This afternoon, Claire was banging on Daisy’s door, saying she wanted to come in. I went to find Mary. She was collecting eggs for my Mum. I held her basket. I told Mary that sometimes living in the Community scared me. I told her that sometimes they weren’t as nice as they seemed. Mary nodded, as if she was listening, but she was watching Claire walking towards us. I didn’t hear what Claire said to her, but I watched Mary’s cheeks turn red.
 
Last night I watched Mary come in, her red coat dripping, a basket of eggs over her arm. Before she pulled her hood back, Claire beckoned to her from Daisy’s bedroom door. She looked different, softer, smiling. She was wearing make up. Her eyes were huge and her mouth looked too big. Her hair was tied back, with one of Daisy’s ribbons. I wondered where Daisy was. 

Mary stood still for a moment. I could feel my heart tight in my chest. I wanted Mary to remember what I had told her, and to know that it was Claire that I had been talking about. I wanted her to come upstairs. Claire reached out and took Mary’s hand, and pulled her close. I closed my eyes until I heard the bedroom door shut behind them. 
 
 
 
12th July 
Things people say about Mary now: 
 
-She is a liar. 
 
-She has men’s genitalia. She used to be a man. She has come here to take advantage of us. Especially the children (that’s me, by the way).
 
-If we keep her, we could make her impregnate some of the Community (Daisy). No-one is discussing how we could ‘make’ her, not in front of me anyway. Or what will happen to her if we don’t keep her. 
 
I’m scared to go near Mary, and scared of what will happen if I stay away.  
 
13th July 
Things that happened last night: 
 
-Claire was crying, there was shouting, and I heard something smash. I heard Mary scream. 
 
-I knew I should go to into the kitchen, and help Mary, but I couldn’t. It felt as if everything was happening to somebody else. I wanted to go and stand beside her, but I ran outside. My legs were shaking. I ran to the woodshed. It felt safe in the gloom. 
 
-I heard Claire’s voice, outside, nearer, shouting. Something thudded against the wooden wall of the shed. Through the cracks I the wood I can see Mary’s red coat, pushed up against the wood. I hear her gasp in pain. In the dim light, I watched as something seeped under the wall. I touch it and put my fingers to my mouth. It smelt sharp, like metal. I tasted it, to be sure. The axe gleamed at me from the woodpile.

Claire’s body was as tough as oak. The axe was slippery with blood when I finished. Mary looked at me, her mouth shining red and wet, her red coat torn. 
 
Nobody knew what to do with Claire’s body, or where Mary had gone. My Mum wouldn’t look at me. I hid outside while they shut the windows and locked the doors. I wasn’t worried about being outside all night. I like outside, and I was pretty sure I could get in the toilet window. Then I went to the radio shed. I turned the radio on and turned the dial to 16. I said my Dad’s name, into the darkness again and again, like a spell. 
 
When the darkness didn’t reply, I climbed in through the window and came upstairs. My knees are cut, and my hands have blood on them, but I don’t know if it’s mine.  
 
18th July 
I am sitting in the mouth of a small cave on the bay-head. The Incels found the Island because of my radio transmission. 
Through the drizzle, we are watching the Community boarding a boat, the biggest I’ve ever seen at the pier. I can’t tell which one is my Mum. Mary has given me her red coat and is crouching behind me gutting fish. Later she says we will light a fire.  
 
 
 
 



Themes 
I wanted to write about incels because their ideas seem to equate to a type of conspiracy theory- the ideas that feminism needs to be overthrown and that men deserve to have sex with women both seem obviously irrational, but the incel movement rationalises its position using some of the techniques that we’ve looked at in this module. Reading the forums was depressing and scary, but also made me feel compassion for some of the young men. I’d like to write more about them when I feel more able to cope with reading some of the forums!
I was also interested in the way groups of people seem to be able to claim to have certain beliefs while acting in ways that contradict them. I think we are all guilty of that (I am furious that Extinction Rebellion protests might affect my daughter’s flight to Australia, while theoretically being in favour of environmental protests to encourage government action; I drive for thousands of miles a year and simultaneously believe that cars are dangerous and polluting). 
After the talk at Hay about kidnapping and the instability that happens when no one group is clearly in charge, and the stability that comes with totalitarianism, I wanted to think about groups which are theoretically the opposite of totalitarian and how they work in practise. 
I’ve also met quite a lot of people who have believed internet information on living off-grid and have some alarmingly optimistic views about how it would be. Luckily, most of them have contained themselves to explaining how living off-grid works rather than actually trying it, but I think it’s another example of generally unchallenged mis-information. The women in the Community are all based on my experiences of groups where everyone is theoretically equal, but it’s obvious that some are actually far more equal than others.
Some of what we’ve looked at in the module came down to fear and how it can be exploited. One example I see of this is over the rights of trans people. It seems that there is a lot of fear and misinformation on the internet about this, and I wanted to think about fear can override rationality. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]While I was writing this, I was a bit dubious about the violence, but this morning heard about two gay women getting attacked on a bus, and saw photographs of them splattered in blood, so I guess I was naïve thinking that people don’t routinely get attacked in our society. Although it was men who attacked them, and not a group of women. (I think writing this, and reading about the history of radical feminism, has definitely made me feel furious all over again about our society). 
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