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Abstract 

The purpose of this report is to document, assess, and reflect on my personal experiences 

and development as part of my journey through creating and performing an 

autobiographical show at the Edinburgh Festival Fringe. As an inexperienced and naïve third 

year student nervously preparing to embark on a professional career in the theatre industry, 

taking a solo show to the Fringe would act as my first tentative step towards my future 

goals. I conducted thorough research into the procedures involved in performing in a venue 

during the festival and listened carefully to every piece of advice that came my way. As a 

result, I put on a successful run of performances, which were widely praised and led to 

subsequent work. The subject of the piece was very personal and explored internalised 

misogyny in relation to my own life experiences. The development of this piece also 

required considerable research, which had a deep impact on my own perceptions and 

produced a long-lasting effect with regards to my relationships and the way in which I 

interact with contemporary culture. I hope to continue exploring and questioning different 

perspectives on a range of social issues throughout my life. 
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Chapter 1 – Introduction 

‘Feminism’ is a word that can scare people. It is a word that has been twisted, pushed, 

pulled, tweaked, and re-shaped into something new by each generation. It is a word that 

continues to evoke different images, impressions, and reactions depending on the context 

within which it is uttered. It is a word that I never thought I would use to describe myself. 

Over the course of this project, I traced my journey from internalised misogyny to 

externalised feminism and conducted detailed research, using a range of resources, so as to 

dissect my experiences and to understand them within the wider context of the gender 

debate. I then assembled these experiences with the information to create an 

autobiographical solo performance piece, which I then took to the Edinburgh Festival Fringe 

in August. 

1.1 Origins 

Ever since I learnt the term ‘internalised misogyny’ and realised how it applied to me, I have 

felt the need to examine and explore the subject further. It was exciting and useful to have a 

term that so neatly explained the way I had felt towards men and women prior to becoming 

a feminist and I wanted to know more. I hoped that by gaining a more in-depth 

understanding of my own experiences, I might be in a better position to inform others and 

to undo the unhelpful messages peddled to us by the media and ingrained in hegemonic, 

patriarchal structures. 

1.2 Objectives 

My central objectives were: 

 Firstly, to create a performance piece that presented my own experiences of 

internalised misogyny with the hope that this would resonate unexpectedly with 

audience members who might have had similar experiences and add to a dialogue 

for change. 

 Secondly, to move outside the safe sphere of university and into the unfamiliar 

territory of professional theatre. 

My sub-objectives included: gaining familiarity with the necessary procedures involved in 

putting on a show such as booking the venue; organising travel and accommodation; and 

coordinating publicity, while making connections within the industry and increasing my 

credibility as a performer. 

1.3 Background Information  

The term ‘internalised misogyny’ can be applied to a range of behaviours among women. In 

this case, I am using it to refer to women who believe or agree with negative stereotypes 

regarding other women and think that they should stick to traditionally feminine roles, such 
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as housekeeping and teaching, because they are unsuited to pursuits considered to be more 

masculine, such as politics or business. 

For my own part, I was raised with three brothers and grew up believing that women were 

inherently inferior to men. However, I also believed that I was the exception to this. I never 

doubted that I was equal to (or even better than) any man and said things like, ‘I don’t 

understand women’, ‘Women are just fundamentally not as funny/intelligent/able to lead as 

men’, and ‘I’m not like other girls’. In light of what I know now, this was a fairly unsurprising 

perspective given that my views of other women were based on a false premise. My mistake 

was not that I believed I was equal to men, but that I believed other women were not. I 

confused human traits with male traits and treated them as though they were synonymous. 

I accepted male subjectivity as objectivity. 

When I arrived at the University of Warwick, these beliefs were challenged and irrevocably 

reversed. The Theatre and Performance course had a significantly higher number of female 

students and I soon discovered that they were all extraordinarily talented and interesting 

individuals; completely counter to my previous beliefs about women. I began to examine 

constructions of gender more closely and increased my understanding of patriarchy and 

how this had affected my experience of femininity. The unravelling of my prejudices opened 

my eyes to the structural exaggeration of biological disparities between male and female 

people, and the friction this causes – both between the sexes and within them. 

As a result of this, I became a staunch advocate for gender equality and have continued to 

educate myself while discussing my ever-developing views with others. Feminism is said to 

be in its fourth wave now (Cochrane), but there is still relatively little scrutiny with regards 

to internalised misogyny and the way in which it affects relationships between women and 

contributes to patriarchal dominance. This is why I felt a strong need to use my story in the 

hope that it might feed into wider discussion and alter perspectives. 

1.4 Limitations 

In carrying out this project, I was perhaps at a disadvantage compared with other companies 

travelling to the Fringe, because I had decided to work alone, whereas many other groups 

would have had people allocated to specific jobs and would have been able to share 

planning and preparation tasks more evenly. Although I did have help from my husband and 

other family members who were visiting the Festival, the solo nature of the project made 

publicising my show more difficult as I had limited time and resources. I also think I might 

have benefitted from a director who could have acted as an outside eye and given advice on 

the staging and pace of the piece. By and large, I believe I managed to compensate for these 

setbacks in this instance, but it is certainly something to think about with regards to future 

projects and possible collaboration. 
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1.5 Structure and Scope of Report 

For this report, I have structured the process into three main sections: Development, 

Preparation, and Performance. The Development section explores the research, writing, and 

rehearsal of the performance piece itself before evaluating the problems I faced and how I 

dealt with them. The Preparation section outlines the necessary actions taken prior to the 

Festival, such as arrangements for the venue, transport, and accommodation, as well as 

publicity. The final section examines my experiences in Edinburgh and the overall reception 

of the piece. I have split the report in this way because these were the three distinct areas 

of my methodology, which will hopefully allow the reader to understand the different 

processes and the way in which I divided up the project. I will then finish with my own 

personal reflections and conclusions. 

Although my research was extensive, I will only mention what is relevant to the project and 

the information that shaped the final piece. 
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Chapter 2 – Development 

During my degree course, I devised a lot of performance pieces and gradually refined my 

development process so as to increase efficiency and ensure that the final product was 

thought-provoking and aesthetically appropriate. This process mirrors the common 

approach to academic essays, which starts with an initial period of intense research, during 

which I look at and make notes on a variety of sources. As the research progresses, I tend to 

pick up on specific themes and my focus narrows until I feel ready to consider what shape 

the performance might take. Then I write a rough plan for the script and decide on the tone 

and the staging before I start writing. It is simple and effective, and avoids the temptation to 

rush into writing without allowing proper thought and consideration for the subject matter. 

It also means I can create a consistent structure for the piece in advance, rather than 

working it out as I go along, which means it tends to feel more polished once the first draft 

is finished. 

2.1 Research 

Once I had completed my final degree assignment at the beginning of June, I was able to 

begin my research in earnest. I used a mix of online media, articles, and books, as well as 

discussions with family and friends, and furiously scribbled notes everywhere. I struggled to 

find academic articles that specifically tackled internalised misogyny, but I did find several 

blogs and informal debates on the internet (including one actually titled ‘I’m Not like the 

Other Girls’) which provided a useful base point if not a detailed analysis of the concept. 

Instead, I realised I would have to use more general feminist theories and try to apply these 

to the idea of internalised misogyny and my own experiences in order to draw my own 

conclusions. 

The most useful source I read was Simone de Beauvoir’s iconic text The Second Sex. 

Although written in 1949, her descriptions of female childhood and the psychology of 

adolescence sharply resonated with me, and her exploration of the feminine reaction to a 

masculine rule was still startlingly relevant. It all felt so familiar. It was helpful to have my 

own muddled thoughts and ideas on particular issues explained more clearly, especially in 

passages regarding ‘othering’, such as, ‘[Woman] is defined and differentiated with 

reference to man and not he with reference to her; she is the incidental, the inessential, as 

opposed to the essential. He is the Subject, he is the Absolute – she is the Other’ (16) and 

‘man is defined as a human being and woman as a female – whenever she behaves as a 

human being she is said to imitate the male’ (76), which I had not really been able to put 

into words before. Without using the term, she explained different kinds of internalised 

misogyny and helped me to understand why I had responded to certain incidents in my own 

life the way that I had, particularly regarding issues such as virginity and the importance of 

female purity. I was able to really identify why I had learnt to reject other women as 

companions and how I had come to believe that men were more intelligent or funny in a 
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world that encourages men (and discourages women) to be intelligent and funny. I could 

not get through more than a few pages at a time without writing down some new ideas for 

the show. 

2.2 Writing 

After a few weeks of this research, I was ready to start work on the script. I have always felt 

a little apprehensive when faced with a blank page, so instead of diving straight in, I spent 

time thinking over how I would want to stage the material, which would help give the text 

some shape and lead to a possible opening. Over the course of my research, it had become 

clear that an autobiographical approach would be the most appropriate way of sharing my 

ideas without being preachy or inaccessible. I had used personal stories as a vehicle for 

exploring themes in the past and had found that presenting very honest material can create 

a powerful connection between the audience and performer, which can often have a long-

lasting impact. By putting forward my own flaws and mistakes, I allow and encourage the 

audience to privately acknowledge their own and to perhaps question their behaviours. 

I then wrote a detailed plan; selecting the relevant moments and memories from my life 

that in some way related to internalised misogyny and my changing relationship with 

femininity. These ranged from what it was like to be a tough, boyish girl at primary school, 

to an unattractive, flat-chested teenager at secondary school, to a hyper-feminine, 

bleached-blonde, and busty woman at my first university; examining how others viewed me 

and how I viewed myself. This plan created a basic structure for the piece and filtered out 

irrelevant or uninteresting details. 

After careful consideration, I decided that a plausible occupation during this kind of 

confessional monologue would be to pack clothes into a suitcase. In this way, I would be 

able to use particular items to illustrate specific points or moments, such as a bra or a dress, 

which were significant to the story. Clothes can often play a big role in the performance of 

femininity and how women interact with one another due to strong pressures from society 

regarding what may or may not be appropriate to wear. It was also a very practical idea 

because I would be travelling to Edinburgh by train and would have limited storage space, 

so being able to carry all of my set and props in one suitcase would be especially 

advantageous. Furthermore, I enjoy using a simple, paired down aesthetic in my work as it 

focuses attention on the spoken word and avoids unnecessary fuss or self-indulgence. The 

act of picking up, folding, and placing would create a gentle background rhythm for the text. 

This then gave me the impetus for the start of the performance, since I could begin by 

commenting on an item of clothing that did not fit me anymore. From there, I used my plan 

to thread together different anecdotes so that they seemed to follow a natural pattern of 

thought. Due to my thorough research and structuring, the writing process was fairly fluid 

and I finished the first draft within a week. In order to keep the piece roughly forty-five 

minutes long, I kept a close eye on the word count and made sure it was approximately 
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8000 words, as I knew how long this would take to perform from previous work. The style 

was largely in my own voice; writing as though I was telling these stories to anyone and 

dropping in subtle references to the central subject without making them explicitly part of 

the narrative. It is not until the burst of feminism towards the end that I allow the text to 

directly tackle internalised misogyny and link my personal experiences to the wider context. 

In this way, the audience would not feel endlessly bombarded with the message and the 

piece would be more effective overall. 

2.3 Rehearsal 

Once I had finished making small edits to the text, I read it aloud to my husband to gauge his 

reaction and get an initial response to the work. The piece met with his strong approval and 

so I felt I could start memorising and rehearsing the script. Despite being more than 8000 

words, I am relatively confident with learning large chunks of text, so this only took a few 

days. I then spread all of my clothes out in a room and began speaking the monologue while 

packing up the clothes. I was a little stilted at first, but regular practice helped smooth my 

delivery and I became more comfortable with the pace and emotional structure of the 

piece. Although the space was not ideal, I knew my venue in Edinburgh would be similarly 

minimalistic, so it would not be too difficult to adapt. The important thing was not to over-

rehearse because I wanted to maintain a naturalness and spontaneity. It was a vulnerable 

script rather than a dramatic one so I had to resist over-doing it, otherwise I would risk 

losing that all-important connection with the audience. 

2.4 Problems Encountered 

One of the biggest obstacles I faced during the development process was my own creative 

block. This occurred for two reasons; the first being that I had just finished an intense period 

of performance exams and critical essays to complete my degree. This meant I had already 

devised and performed three other pieces in a short space of time and once they were over 

I felt incredibly drained. It was difficult to find inspiration and to begin a new creative 

project without any kind of break after an exhausting final term. This was not helped by the 

second reason, which was the terrifying prospect of performing in Edinburgh and moving 

into the professional sphere. I knew it would be very different to perform in front of a group 

of strangers compared with an audience of my course friends, and I was worried that my 

creative perspective had become too academic, which would not necessarily suit the public. 

This made me doubt a lot of my decisions and I often questioned whether I was really ready 

to take this step. Fortunately, I had a lot of reassurance and support from friends and family, 

which helped me to overcome my insecurities and push through my creative fatigue. In the 

future, I would definitely take prior activity into consideration when planning projects and 

possibly make sure I have time to recover before starting something new. 

Another problem was that I was unable to preview the show as planned because of delays 

to the research/writing process, so that by the time I was ready to perform term had ended 
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and there was neither the space nor the audience available. This meant my very first 

performance was to be in front of an Edinburgh audience, which left me feeling 

underprepared and unsure of whether I had made the right artistic decisions. Thankfully, my 

parents and siblings were also coming to Edinburgh and promised to be at the opening, 

which meant that I would have friendly faces to turn to if I faltered or lost confidence. 

*** 

Although the development process was not entirely smooth going, I managed to build up a 

good foundation of research and a well-structured plan, which facilitated the writing. I 

produced a script which I believed would have a powerful effect on audiences and would 

provoke discussion due to the intense honesty and vulnerability of the content. Despite 

emotional/mental setbacks, I completed the performance preparations in time and felt as 

ready as I could be for my first show. 
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Chapter 3 – Preparations 

Although I had oodles of experience with creating a range of performance pieces, I was 

considerably less familiar with the other roles involved in putting on a show in a real venue 

with a paying audience. In order to overcome my naïveté, I used as many of the resources 

provided by the Fringe Society as I could. These included guides to venue selection, publicity 

campaigns, typical costs, as well as general advice about putting on a show at the Festival 

Fringe (‘Downloads’). I also attended their Roadshow, which gave me useful tips on how to 

prepare for the Fringe, what to avoid, and what to bear in mind. Through careful research, I 

managed to stay on top of arrangements and deadlines, and felt more confident about the 

whole process.   

3.1 Venue 

One of the first decisions I needed to make was choosing a venue. Fortunately, the Fringe 

website provides a list of all the available official venues at the festival; complete with 

audience capacity, typical financial deals, stage and lighting facilities, and the kind of act the 

venue is looking for (‘The Fringe Guide to Choosing a Venue’). This allowed me to whittle the 

list down according to my own specifications, as I was looking for a low capacity space with 

a straight hire deal, minimalistic staging, and a desire for solo performance shows. I made a 

provisional budget of £1000, since this was the recommended price for a show like mine 

(‘The Fringe Guide to Doing a Show’ 12), and began emailing and applying to the venues 

that fit my criteria with details of the proposed performance. Within a day or so, I received a 

phone call from TheSpace Company and they made me an offer for £600. This was a very 

suitable space with an audience capacity of forty and a very central location just off the 

Royal Mile, which specialised in new writing. I knew that Warwick students had performed 

in this particular space in the past and saw that it was a very reliable and supportive venue 

company, with prominent involvement and success at the Fringe. Since the offer was very 

reasonable and the space seemed exactly what I was looking for, I decided to accept and 

signed the necessary contracts. 

One slightly unexpected cost required by the venue was liability insurance, which was 

compulsory for every performer. They offered a cheap and reliable company called 

Wrightsure, which would provide specialty insurance for the Fringe for a discounted price. I 

looked through the packages and selected the most minimal cover, which cost £74.99. 

The venue was very supportive in the lead up to the festival and sent out regular emails to 

update us on what we needed to be doing and when we needed to do it. They provided 

advice on press releases and publicity, with banners for the flyers and posters. They also 

offered a much cheaper printing deal than the one I had previously chosen, since the venue 

had special discounted prices through a company they were partnered with. This seemed 

like a much better option, especially as the printing company would also take care of 

delivery to the venue for the start of the festival. 
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3.2 Marketing 

After paying the registration fee, my show was publicised in the Fringe catalogue and on the 

online website. I simply had to provide the basic details of the show, including the venue, 

the dates and timings, as well as the copy description and show image. The copy description 

and image were slightly tricky to produce as I had not begun the writing process and was 

still not completely sure what form the show would take. In the end, I adapted the opening 

section for my funding application and stated the intention of the piece as a way of drawing 

in an audience without unintentionally misleading them: 

‘Susie used to hate women. Growing up with three brothers, she had to fight tooth and nail 

to prove that she could do anything they could. She was teased for being shrill, for being 

weak, for being stupid, for being a girl. She grew up saying things like: ‘I don’t understand 

women’, ‘I think like a man’ and ‘I’m not like other girls’. Through a selection of serious/silly 

and personal/public stories, she will trace her journey from a misguided misogynist to a 

proud feminist, and explore how internalised misogyny and patriarchy can affect us all’ 

For the image, I played around with a few ideas before ultimately settling on a Barbie doll. I 

felt this product signified so many different things about female childhood and feminine 

expectations, as well as the possible rejection of such tropes. I took a variety of shots and 

ended up using just the Barbie’s head clutched in my fist: 

 

It was a very simple shot because the thumbnail space was small both in the catalogue and 

on the webpage, so I wanted something that would be eye-catching without being too 

cluttered. For the poster and flyer design, however, I knew I needed something a little 

bolder and more professional. Without the necessary skills to create the kind of image I 

wanted, I turned to one of my colleagues, who had produced many impressive theatre 

posters for Warwick drama societies. As I had saved money on printing costs, I decided to 

offer a small fee for his time, which worked out at £50. It was money very well-spent, as he 

took my Barbie idea and twisted it into this daringly colourful design, which was sure to grab 

the attention of theatre-goers: 
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I was sent details of press representatives, so I wrote a press release that followed online 

guidance on structure and format. I then emailed a copy to every reviewer I thought might 

be interested in a show like mine. I knew it was a long-shot, but I figured there was little 

harm in putting myself out there and maximising my chances of being noticed. 

3.3 Living and Transport Arrangements 

Making the necessary living and transport arrangements proved to be a relatively 

straightforward task. I knew a group who were renting a student accommodation block 

during the week I would be in Edinburgh and I was able to join them, thus keeping costs low 

and affordable. Unfortunately, I then had to book an extra two nights in another student 

accommodation building for my husband and me, because I needed to arrive earlier that I 

had previously thought in order to set things up and begin publicising the show. I found the 

cheapest option I could and kept close to my revised budget, as outlined during my funding 

interview. Due to room arrangements, the cost of putting my husband and me in a double 

room was equal to the cost of me being in a room by myself, which is why I have included 

the cost for both of us in my financial breakdown. 

I had also booked the train to Edinburgh multiple times in the past and so it was very little 

hassle to arrange tickets. The only change from my proposal budget was that I would be 

going from Coventry instead of Leamington, but this made the ticket marginally cheaper. 
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3.4 Problems Encountered 

Increasingly, online media is becoming an important part of theatre campaigns. Initially, I 

had intended to make full use of this through Twitter, Facebook, and my own show 

webpage. However, over the course of the project, it became less and less relevant to the 

style and subject of the performance. I had planned on creating a Twitter account that 

asked for people’s everyday experiences of internalised misogyny (in the style of the 

‘Everyday Sexism’ profile), but quickly realised that people had very different views on what 

internalised misogyny referred to and that their experiences of it could not be neatly 

summarised in 140 characters. Instead, I turned the account into a platform for publicity 

and began following feminist accounts that related to my piece. I sent poster images and 

information about the show and these were occasionally re-tweeted to reach a wider 

audience in advance of the festival. I did use Facebook as a way of letting people know that I 

was performing and set up an event page which allowed people to confirm that they would 

be attending, but I struggled to think of a way in which a show webpage would help sell the 

show to a broader collection of people, since the only ones I would be able to share it with 

would be through Facebook and Twitter anyway. I also did not know what kind of content I 

would be able to put up on it that would be relevant to the piece and so I ultimately 

scrapped the idea. I am currently considering creating a webpage for my own personal 

writing profile though, as this would help my credibility and the progression of my solo 

career. 

*** 

Due to thorough research and by making the most of any available learning opportunities, I 

was able to negotiate the necessary preparations for the Edinburgh Festival Fringe while 

avoiding common mistakes.  I gained experience organising travel, accommodation, 

insurance, poster/flyer printing and distribution, and venue arrangements, which will be 

useful knowledge to have during the next stages of my career and when applying for jobs. 

Although I did not make the most of all the possible online options, I used those that were 

appropriate for publicising this kind of show. Everything was in place and I simply had to 

wait for August to arrive.  
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Chapter 4 – Performance 

My time at the festival itself was a mixed experience with many ups and downs. It was both 

demanding and rewarding, and I learnt a great deal about the performance industry and 

myself over the course of the trip. Overall, the show was a success with reasonable 

audience numbers and positive reviews, as well as complimentary feedback from several 

spectators. 

4.1 Publicity 

My husband and I arrived on the train into Edinburgh on 1st August. After settling into the 

accommodation, we picked up our flyers and posters and began our Edinburgh publicity 

campaign. This involved asking local shops if we could put posters up in their windows, 

sticking up posters on the Royal Mile, and handing out flyers to passers-by. We quickly 

became very uncomfortable with these techniques, because it felt as though we were 

forcing ourselves on people. I dislike marketing and boasting about my own work, as it feels 

big-headed and sometimes seems like I am trying to trick people into coming. We also found 

ourselves targeting young women who we thought would be more likely to see the show, 

even though the piece was not necessary aimed at them and would perhaps benefit a wider 

demographic. We felt dispirited when we saw other companies plaster lots of their posters 

over the top of ours and it often felt as though the Fringe was really a ‘who can shout the 

loudest’ competition, rather than a community of artists all in it together. We felt isolated 

and grew disheartened by the deceptive tactics employed by other companies, such as 

advertising star ratings from previous shows as though they were for their current show, or 

using absurdly exaggerated language. 

As a result of this, we gradually cut down how much we directly flyered the public and 

instead chose to exchange flyers with other Fringe performers and companies (as this felt 

more fair and mutual), while placing piles of flyers in the different TheSpace venues around 

the city. Thanks to the bold and intriguing design, we found the flyers themselves actually 

sold the show better than we could. In the end, we filled to at least half-capacity or above 

for every performance, which was quite remarkable for a first-time solo show at the Fringe. 

Not only this, but we were told we broke the venue record when we had thirty-seven 

people in for one performance, because they had never had a show sell so well before. 

Nevertheless, in the future I would like to explore other methods of publicity that might 

overcome some of the difficulties we experienced. 

4.2 Performing 

Surprisingly, this was the most nerve-wracking show I have ever had to perform. This was 

partly because I could not be sure if there would be any audience out there before I walked 

on the stage, but it was mainly due to the intensely personal nature of the piece and the 

direct connection I had to form with the audience. It was a very intimate space in which to 
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share some of my most intimate experiences and I felt incredibly vulnerable throughout 

each performance. There was always the possibility of rejection and I often convinced 

myself mid-way through that the audience hated it. I could not see their faces clearly in the 

gloom, and so it could feel like silent condemnation. Fortunately, by the time I reached the 

end this fear turned out to be completely unfounded as the applause was enthusiastic and 

members of the audience regularly stayed behind to congratulate me – some of whom were 

in tears. I was particularly flattered when stopped on the street by strangers who had seen 

the show and wanted to tell me how much it had affected them and made them think 

differently about certain issues. On one occasion, I received a message from a teacher who 

had found me on Facebook, which said how glad she was that she had brought a group of 

her students along and how the show had triggered interesting discussions on the subject 

matter in relation to their own experiences. I was very pleased to hear this as one of the 

main aims of the project was to contribute to discussions and to resonate with the 

experiences of others. 

4.3 Critical Response 

I was keen to invite members of the press to review my show in order to gain professional 

credibility, so, in addition to emailing press releases, I attended the Fringe press day event in 

Edinburgh to speak to as many potential reviewers as I could. As a result of this, I had five 

reviews published during the week by media representatives who had come to see the 

show. These reviews were overwhelmingly positive and ranged in star ratings from three to 

five, which I was very pleased with. Some minor criticisms related to their desire to see 

more theatricality in the piece, which was understandable given the very simple staging and 

delivery of the performance. This is something I would consider exploring in future 

performances of the show, although I worry that making it more flashy or dramatic would 

result in a loss of the honesty that has made it so appealing and relatable. I would want to 

be careful because such a change could fundamentally alter the purpose and effect of the 

piece. Otherwise, I was very happy with the critical response, which was supportive and 

encouraging of my work. 

4.4 Other Shows 

In previous years, I have attended the Fringe as a spectator and would usually have a full 

schedule of shows booked months in advance at established venues by seasoned 

writers/performers. This year, I decided I would take a different approach and try to support 

younger companies in smaller venues. I booked to see all of the other shows by Warwick 

students, so as to support my friends, which conversely meant that they came to mine, 

which was a lovely way of mutually helping one another. We also made full use of TheSpace 

venue’s socialising events, which allowed us to meet other companies and make friends 

with a variety of people. We then booked to see their shows and, once again, discovered 

that this prompted them to come and see mine in return. Although this meant that the 
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quality of theatre we saw at the Fringe was not as consistent as in previous years, I really 

enjoyed the reciprocal viewing and sharing that happened between the companies we 

connected with. 

4.5 Problems Encountered 

In terms of what I had planned in my proposal, I was unable to use audience feedback forms 

due to a lack of time and because it would have gone against Fringe convention. However, I 

did get a chance to speak to many audience members personally and I was pleased with 

their responses nonetheless. It would perhaps have been useful to have more detailed 

feedback, but this largely came through the reviews. 

*** 

Looking back, although the experience involved a huge amount of work and constant 

energy, it really did pay off in the end. Despite personal issues with publicity, we managed 

to achieve impressive audience sizes through an eye-catching flyer/poster design and 

personal interactions with other companies. The performance itself went relatively 

smoothly, as I managed to cope with the emotional demands, and it had the appropriate 

effect on the audiences; creating an intimacy within which connections could be made and 

debates sparked. It was well-received and has provided me with a collection of reviews that 

I can use to give myself credibility with future work. 
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Chapter 5 – Conclusion 

5.1 Personal Reflections 

The Lord Rootes Memorial Fund is ‘intended to encourage personal development’ (‘Lord 

Rootes Memorial Fund’) and this has been at the centre of this project from the very 

beginning. My early research led me to insights that transformed my perspective on 

significant events in my past and allowed me to acknowledge factors that affected much of 

my adolescent life. I discovered clearer ways to express previously vague and instinctive 

feelings and felt more confident putting forward points and arguments related to 

internalised misogyny. What was once an indistinct recognition of my problematic 

relationships with other women was now an articulate understanding of how I had formed 

particular negative opinions and why these were invalid. Since then, I have had many 

meaningful discussions with friends and family, which have often led to mutual opening up 

about issues that have been suppressed or ignored. I now know how to move forward and 

to encourage a change in behaviour in myself and others. Although I have called myself a 

feminist for a few years now, I finally feel as though I have made a real break from my 

misogynistic past and can accept and move on from the associated guilt. 

In terms of my professional career, this project has dramatically expanded my knowledge 

and experience of the arts industry. Through invaluable financial support, I was able to 

independently navigate through the complicated process of putting on a successful show at 

the Festival Fringe. Whereas before I still felt as though I was inside a protective university 

bubble about to burst, I now have a much firmer footing and know where I need to go next. 

5.2 Further Developments 

In the wake of the Festival Fringe, I received an email from someone in Stratford-upon-

Avon, who had read the reviews and was wondering if I would be willing to write a piece for 

a Homelessness Awareness night in October. I agreed and, after taking a short break, I 

began researching issues surrounding homelessness and vulnerable people. Using a similar 

development process, I wrote and performed a twenty-five minute short story at the event, 

which was highly praised by those in attendance. I am hoping to pitch the story to radio 

stations. 

Not long after this, I submitted I’m Not Like Other Girls for Shoot Festival in Coventry. The 

organisers were impressed by the reviews, as well as the proposed style and content of the 

piece, and decided to accept it to be performed alongside seven other local artists on 22nd 

November 2014. The festival was a great success with strong attendance from the local 

inhabitants and I was honoured to be part of it. Once again my show had a powerful effect 

on many audience members, who came to speak to me about it afterwards. 
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I am hoping to work on a film version of the script, which would then be available to an even 

wider audience and would act as a recorded copy of the performance, which I could then 

use as an example of my work. 

5.3 Summary 

Looking back at my main objectives, I think I can be confident in saying that I achieved them 

to the fullest extent. Although I did not always strictly adhere to my proposed methodology, 

I managed to research, devise, and develop a dynamic and emotionally powerful 

performance piece on the subject of internalised misogyny, which I then successfully staged 

at the Edinburgh Festival Fringe. I faced challenges head on and emerged from the collisions 

feeling stronger and even more prepared for the next. 

5.4 Recommendations 

My main recommendations to anyone attempting a similar project are very simple and 

obvious, including trite suggestions such as: stay organised and prepare a long time in 

advance; do not over-exert yourself and know when to take a break; and, finally, be kind to 

everyone you meet. This last one is the one I value the most and one that I hope to apply 

throughout my working life. During my time in Edinburgh, even when we felt at our lowest, I 

still tried to treat those we encountered in venues or on the street with warmth and 

politeness, which really helped the atmosphere during tense periods. At the end of my 

performance run, my husband and I bought a pack of fudge and a pack of humbugs, which 

we then took to every TheSpace venue in Edinburgh to offer to Front of House staff. It was a 

small gesture, but it was important to show our appreciation for their help and effort, and 

to see them as people who might just want a sweet, rather than employees being paid to do 

a job for us. 
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Accounting Statement 

 Proposed Budget £ Actual Expenditure £ 

Travel Costs   

Train Return from Leamington Spa 
to Edinburgh with Railcard:  
89.75 

Return from Coventry to 
Edinburgh with Railcard: 
83.65 

Subtotal 89.75 83.65 

Living Costs   

Accommodation Shared Accommodation  
5 nights: 
285 

Shared Accommodation  
6 nights: 
323.33 
Student Accommodation  
2 nights: 
296 

Food and Sundries £10 x 6 days: 
60 

£7-8 x 9 days: 
69.07 

Subtotal 345 688.40 

Performance Costs   

Edinburgh Festival Fringe 
Registration Fee 

Full Run at Full Rate: 
393.60 

Full Run at Discounted Rate: 
295.20 

Flyers and Posters Online Theatre Print  
1,000 x double-sided flyers:  
120 
50 x A3 posters:  
51.48 

ZedPrint  
5,000 x double-sided flyers 
and 50 x A3 posters: 
95 
Artwork Design: 
50 

Venue Hire 1000 600 

Insurance N/A 74.99 

Subtotal 1565.08 1115.19 

Grand Total 1,999.83 1887.24 

 

Actual Total Expenditure: £1887.24 

Difference:  £112.59 

Copies of receipts have been submitted separately. 
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Appendix A: Script 

I’m Not Like Other Girls. 

Audience enters. They find a stage littered with clothes, a single chair, and an open suitcase. 

The background music fades and the performer enters holding a summer dress up to her 

body. It is clearly too small. 

During the piece she picks up, folds, and places the scattered clothes in the suitcase. 

This will probably have to go. Every bit of me is just a little too big. My arms, my tummy, my 

hips, my breasts. I’m kidding myself with about half that pile over there. But, you know, it’s 

hard to accept going up a dress size. Even when I go through shops, I still look for several 

sizes too small and then turn my head the other way as I “accidentally” pick up the wrong 

one or I say loudly, ‘Oh, no my size is sold out, I guess I’ll have to try on a bigger one’. 

I’ve been trapped in dresses before. I’m sure I’m not the only one. I squeeze it on, over the 

shoulders, scraping past the bust and I think ‘Yes! Amazing! Look at me!’ and then I look at 

me and I look ridiculous and I try to take it off and I start to sweat because the zip really 

does only go down to there and I tug it one way and the other and the seams strain and I 

maybe hear a tiny tear that I choose to ignore and after about ten minutes of calling out to 

the shop assistant that ‘I’m fine and I’m just seeing how it looks from every angle’, it’s finally 

lying, defeated, on the floor, and I’m pink and panting and I make a mental note that the 

dresses in that particular shop must not be sized properly. 

I suppose I should be glad. It’s womanly. I’m woman shaped; something I desperately 

wanted to be during my flat-chested teens. I think I first noticed I was flat-chested, that I 

could be categorised as flat-chested, that I lacked something that I hadn’t lacked before, 

when, age 12, my friend Emily announced to the boy I had a crush on that I was probably 

the most flat-chested girl in the year. Yeah, she was a great friend. At the time I laughed and 

said, ‘so what?’, but it was the moment that I started thinking that maybe I didn’t deserve to 

be called a girl, a woman, or something, and I began avoiding mentioning my gender, or 

anything that might suggest that I was claiming to be feminine. 

This wasn’t really helped by the fact that this was also the year that I decided to shave my 

hair off to raise money for an orphanage in China. Now you may think, ‘wow, what a brave 

person to have done that just before becoming a teenager and going through one of the 

most self-conscious periods of her life’, but really, when I think about it now, it was a kind of 

deceptively noble self-sabotage. If I made myself deliberately unattractive then no one 

could fault me for it, do you know what I mean? I made it so I didn’t look like a girl because I 

had chosen not to look like a girl. It stopped it from being something that was happening to 

me, I think. I was accused of being attention-seeking a lot at the time by a couple of boys in 

my class and, if I’m honest, I probably was. I enjoyed being noticed by the whole school, 
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being on the radio, in the papers. It was a splash of the dramatic and I was already a bit 

addicted to being different, doing the unexpected. 

Maybe that came from being raised in the middle of three very noisy brothers. One of the 

first interactions I can remember with them was encouraging my two older brothers to 

compete for my affections. They would perform all kinds of tasks and favours and at regular 

intervals I would announce a change in my order of preference, just to keep them on their 

toes. My dad thought this was unhealthy and banned me from playing favourites. That was 

a great move. My brothers went from adoring to antagonistic in about sixty seconds. No 

longer a princess in their eyes, I was just a rubbish younger sister who cried and squawked 

even when they hit her gently. 

Fortunately, at this stage, the only difference between our relative strengths and abilities 

was determined by our ages rather than gender, so having a younger brother proved 

invaluable in my development as a fighter. We used to play a game we called Power Rangers 

Fighting Game, which involved all of us stripping down to our underpants, placing a duvet 

on the floor, and fighting each other to the death…or thereabouts. I was scrappy and 

determined. I used to have a pre-fight ritual in the bathroom where I would spit on my 

hands, rub it through my hair and shout motivating slogans at myself in the mirror, like, 

‘COME ON!!’ I was usually able to beat my younger brother, an achievement which 

validated my involvement in the games. 

I saw myself as tough and never doubted that I was the equal of any boy. I wasn’t afraid of 

mud or insects – I kept worms and slugs as pets. I chopped off my Barbie’s hair and sliced off 

the limbs of my teddy bears so as to sellotape them back on in my doctor’s surgery, before 

rushing out to build a den in a nearby field. We would play pirates together and I would 

always play the cabin boy, who I knew, from Captain Pugwash, was the smartest. I collected 

Pokemon cards and played Golden Eye. I wore hand-me-downs from my brothers and grew 

increasingly frustrated with my hair, which was always tangled and in the way. At school, I 

would challenge all the boys in my class and chased them round the playground, not to kiss 

them, but to give them a proper beating. I was proud to be proclaimed the toughest girl in 

the year. 

Then, in year five I got glasses and started wearing my hair in pigtails and settled into being 

unattractive.  I was underweight and self-righteous and pale and pedantic and wore the 

wrong clothes and sucked up to teachers and didn’t know who the Backstreet Boys were 

and was really just not at all cool. I was past the age where I could reasonably wrestle with 

boys and so now, whereas previously they had begrudgingly given me their respect, they 

were free to treat me with disdain, to sneer at me while courting my friends. I became 

ashamed and afraid of my feelings, my secret attractions, lest I be found out and mercilessly 

teased. Teased for being so presumptuous, to think that they would ever be interested, that 

they even saw me as a girl. It wasn’t too farfetched to think so – I remember one of my 

overweight friends being mocked for weeks and I became even more protective and careful 
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and adamant that I didn’t fancy anyone, ergh no, of course not. I remember retreating from 

games like ‘Spin the bottle’ because I couldn’t stand the idea of seeing the boy’s face drop at 

the prospect of doing something with me.  I remember I started justifying myself, my 

reasons for not playing, more and more ridiculously, to the point where I snootily 

announced that it was a form of prostitution and I would have nothing to do with it. 

That was at secondary school actually. In case you were thinking I was saying that sort of 

thing aged nine. Yeah, so, basically, anyway, what I’m trying to say is I didn’t develop 

friendships with boys for several years after I realised I wasn’t what they were after. I didn’t 

have much trouble making friends with girls, although I think, and this is going to sound 

really bad, even though I cared for them a lot, I usually thought I was better than them, on 

some level. I don’t think this was really helped by my dad and my brothers who would 

always pick out some flaw in whatever female friend I brought home because they were fat 

or slow, or fussy with their food, or something and I think this got into my head a little and I 

would always see that flaw from then on and be a little bit ashamed of them. That’s awful 

isn’t it? I actually stopped bringing friends home, but that was also because in year seven I 

invited Emily over for the first time and it was so excruciatingly awkward because we didn’t 

really know each other well enough and we couldn’t play children’s games like I had with my 

primary school friends and I had such a horrible time that I only invited people over for one 

or two sleepovers after that. 

Oh, but, actually, even those had to come to an end because, oh, this one time, I had a 

sleepover with Emily and this other girl, Becky and we did a really bad thing. So, to set the 

scene, in my year 9 class (although we were kind of all basically friends) there were the 

typical three female friendship groups. The ‘cool’ girls who knew about make-up and 

magazines and things, the ‘loser’ girls who had weird laughs and lunchboxes, and the ‘in-

between’ girls, which was my group, with Emily, Becky, and Jenny. This was all fine and in 

balance, until one day this girl Lydia had a falling out with her group, the loser group, and 

decided to ‘upgrade’ to my group. This fundamentally couldn’t work because we were a 

group of four and desks were set up in pairs. She was also quite clingy and used to hover 

just next to you wherever you went. She was actually really cool and funny and clever and I 

secretly really liked her and had a lot of fun with her whenever we were together, but I felt 

threatened by her academically and so I relished having bitch sessions with the other 

members of the group. We sniggered as we figured out new ways to exclude her or ensure 

that we wouldn’t be paired with her, and made crude cartoons of her and her weird hair 

and weird interests.  

This reached its peak during a special, uncharacteristic Saturday night sleepover at my 

house. We were staying in this shed thing that my dad converted into an office space, and 

we got hysterical over being allowed to stay up and eat loads of sweets. We left several 

prank calls on Lydia’s answer phone and then went on a classmate’s website, where Becky 

(who was the most mental at this point) wrote a frantic, expletive-ridden post about how 
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much we hated Lydia and her weird hair and weird interests and wished that she would stay 

the fuck away from us. 

The following Monday, Lydia decided not to come to school. We were summoned to the 

Lower Head’s office and interviewed individually. We all broke down and were fully 

repentant for what we had done but the damage was irreversible. The teacher asked me if I 

wanted to be expelled and I said, ‘no’ and so I wasn’t. The one thing I can feel vaguely proud 

of is that I told the teacher that I was the ringleader and that Becky and Emily hadn’t wanted 

to do any of it, that I was fully to blame, but it doesn’t really change any of the rest of it. We 

wrote Lydia apology letters, but she switched classes and we didn’t see much of her after 

that. 

Looking back, I went through quite a busy transition from age 12 to 13. I shaved my hair off, 

momentarily destroyed the emotional integrity of another girl, realised I was flat-chested, 

and fell in love. I fell in love with a boy in my class called Will who hated me. He was in an 

on/off relationship with my friend Becky, which meant he was forced to spend a lot of time 

with me; during which he would draw illustrations of all the ways he wanted to kill me. I 

thought he was wonderful. He was skinny and charming and funny and dangerous, but he 

looked at me and saw a shrill, whiny, weird bespectacled girl who looked like a boy. And 

when I say I was weird, I mean I was pretty weird. One time I went a whole lunchtime 

pretending to be blind and feeling people’s faces (without their permission), and then I went 

round the class saying I was giving birth to twins and got them to vote on their favourite 

names for them.  

In year 10, things got a little easier. My hair started to grow out again and I got contact 

lenses and our classes were all mixed up so we were with new people and Will had been 

through an interesting summer texting all the girls he could, asking for phone sex…including 

me! It was really strange. I didn’t know what to do at the time. Here was the boy I had 

decided to be in love with asking me to talk dirty to him while I was away at a Christian 

Theatre summer camp. I was too prudish for any of that though. I was waiting for marriage, 

obviously. It’s a good thing I didn’t because it was all bollocks and meant that he was the 

only one who embarrassed himself. We were still in the same class though and I was still in 

love with him. I made it my life. Looking at him, thinking about him, writing his name in 

secret places, taking home sweet wrappers he’d dropped, dreaming of the moment when 

he would realise that I was actually super cool. 

Then on the 23rd February 2004, it happened. He was made to sit next to me in a Maths 

class and suddenly it just clicked! I couldn’t believe it. His hatred evaporated and we spent 

the whole lesson laughing and messing around and teasing the poor boy sat on the adjacent 

table, firing paper clips around the room. I was glowing and could not stop smiling for the 

rest of the day. Over the next couple of years our friendship became stronger and stronger 

and we would spend every lunchtime together, making fun of everyone else. I continued to 

hide my feelings of course. I couldn’t. I was too ugly. It would ruin everything. I couldn’t. I 
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became more distant with Becky and Emily and Jenny, my old group. Everything became 

about Will. I didn’t even mind when we persecuted Jenny. Told her she was fat, even though 

she was like a breadstick. Threw her rucksack down the stairs. We laughed, we laughed at 

everyone; especially the girls. I re-shaped myself. I was laid back, relaxed, wild, free, all of 

that. What was the point of being offended by anything? What was wrong with racist jokes, 

sexist jokes, jokes about disabled people, jokes about rape, jokes about everything? They 

were thrilling and unexpected. They broke taboos and made us feel like we were the ones in 

control. 

Then at the end of year 11, Will left the school. He was restless and on anti-depressants and 

wanted to go to college instead. I remember his last day. He hugged me for the first time 

since we’d known each other. He also insisted that various girls let him touch their breasts. I 

remember he cornered Emily in the locker room. I was there. She was laughing. He was 

scrambling over her trying to grab at them. He got on to her back. She was shrieking with 

laughter. I joked that I didn’t know which one of them to help. They both laughed. 

Eventually he got a satisfactory feel and we all panted the event away. Thinking about it 

now, I suppose that was a kind of sexual assault. Maybe? I don’t know. I don’t know if I 

should feel bad about it. It was fine. She was fine. It was a joke. 

I told Will I loved him. On MSN I think it was. I wasn’t brave enough to tell him in person. We 

didn’t talk much after that. More because he was interested in his college friends and 

wanted to distance himself from my school as much as possible, rather than because of 

what I said. He told me he still liked me. I would text him weird, bursting messages every so 

often, but I knew that we probably wouldn’t see each other for a long time. I didn’t know 

what I would do during my lunchtimes now. I resolved to spend them working. I would work 

all the time. I would start doing my homework on time. I would hand in my coursework on 

time. I wouldn’t have friends. I didn’t need them. I was in love. All I needed was love. My 

dad told me I should be a doctor. Ok yeah. I would be a doctor. I would go to the best place, 

Cambridge, Oxford, the best place, I would go there and I would be a doctor and then I 

would be able to support Will. I would send him money. I would keep him alive and ok and 

that would be my life. This boy, man, he would be my life. And that’s pretty much what I did. 

I mean, I didn’t totally cut myself off from people, I still interacted with everyone in class 

and had fun and made jokes and had friends, but no close friends, I never saw anyone 

outside of school or during lunchtimes, during lunchtimes I would work. 

I decided to cut my hair short again. Oh and then I got breasts. Ha, bet you were thinking 

about the dramatic irony here, because I kept saying I was flat-chested and obviously (picks 

up large bra) I am not flat-chested now. I didn’t even get a bra until quite late actually. It 

used to make me so self-conscious in the changing rooms because everyone could see each 

other. Everyone could see what the other girls had got. My friend Emily was well-endowed 

early on and we could all see. She was a woman from the age of 11. But I had to come up 

with new and inventive ways of slipping off my school shirt and slipping on my P.E. top 
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without anyone noticing I wasn’t wearing a bra. Eventually it got to the point where I cut up 

one of my vests so it looked like a crop top and wore that. My mum noticed what I’d done 

and realised that it was time for her to get involved. She took me for a fitting and I finally 

had a set of bras. One plain white bra and one plain white sports bra. Size AA. It was such a 

relief. But then, of course, I had a new problem, because nothing was growing. I couldn’t 

deal with this. I was losing the puberty race by quite a margin, so, like many good losers 

before me, I decided to cheat. I folded up a few sheets of loo roll, the old cliché, and 

moulded them into the shape I wanted. Nothing big, nothing dramatic. Just enough to 

create a shadow. 

This took the pressure off for a while, but the illusion became increasingly difficult to 

maintain. I remember going on a German Exchange trip in year nine and that, at the time, I 

had just made a deal with God that if I never ate chocolate again then he would give me 

breasts. Yeah, it’s in the Bible somewhere… Anyway, during the trip we were scheduled to 

go to a water park. This had me panicked. I obviously couldn’t wear the tissue under my 

swimming costume because it would just go soggy and I would be humiliated. So I…so I 

constructed this, this thing, under my costume, using sanitary towels. Honestly, I used the 

sticky side to attach them to the material and arranged them into a suitable shape. I figured 

they were absorbent so that would solve the water problem. I tried it on and, although it 

looked a bit peculiar, it was better than the alternative, it was better than people seeing the 

unnatural shape of my body. 

That night, I couldn’t sleep. I kept worrying about the pads falling off and everyone seeing 

and then a small part of me piped up and told me that my chocolate deal wasn’t really with 

God. It was with the devil! Seriously, that is what I thought. Something about this revelation 

made me think, ‘right, that’s it! I am not going to care about how big my breasts are 

anymore. They are what they are and it doesn’t matter what anyone else has, this is what 

I’ve got’. So first thing in the morning I ripped out the pads and ate a big chunk of dairy milk. 

I stopped stuffing my bra and just felt a lot better about things. 

I don’t know when my breasts actually started to grow and I don’t know how quickly they 

grew. I mean, you probably don’t want to know by this point. But I just carried on wearing 

my (now greying) AA sports bra, which must have grown with them somehow. All I do know 

is that, in year 12 of sixth form, I saw a picture of a girl with a decent rack and suddenly 

realised it was me. I thought maybe it was about time I went up a cup size. I couldn’t bear 

the idea of looking at bras on my own, but I plucked up the courage and went to Next and 

quickly grabbed a load of B cup bras and rushed into the changing room only to find I 

couldn’t do them up. I was spilling out. I didn’t understand. Finally, my mother took me in 

hand again and we went to Bravissimo for a proper fitting. Turned out I wasn’t a B cup. I was 

a double D. I couldn’t believe it. I was a little in shock. This didn’t make any sense to me. I 

was going to have to rethink myself. My body. I started looking at other women’s bodies 
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differently. No longer envious, but proud. I started comparing myself favourably. I had 

status. I was still not great facially, but at least I had something. At least I had this. 

In the end, my obsessive work ethic, endless placements, and practice interviews paid off 

and I had my place to study Medicine at Magdalen College Oxford. Over the summer before 

I was due to start I finally met up with Will again. It all happened through incredibly bizarre 

and unexpected circumstances, which I am not yet in a position to disclose here, but the 

main things that came out of it were: I had my first kiss and I started wearing make-up. 

I noticed a change almost immediately. Boys started to notice me. Boys started to talk to 

me. Boys started to be interested in what I had to say. I was now worthy of their attention. I 

now had something to offer. When I arrived at Oxford, I was helped with my bags, I was 

escorted to where I had to go, I was given advice, and all from boys who seemed to want to 

do it; they weren’t just there out of obligation. I was subdued and flustered all at the same 

time for about two minutes and then I took it into my stride. I made it me. I became me. I 

was excited. I forgot about Will. 

That first week was one of the most exhilarating in my life. I went out every night (even 

though I don’t drink) and had about two hours sleep for the whole week. I talked to 

everyone. Girls and boys, but it was the boys, men, who gave me a real thrill, made me think 

I’d really achieved something, that I’d made it. They were funny and charming and 

handsome and interested in me, for the first time. It wasn’t that they were all romantically 

interested, I think it was more that I was worthy of their time, their efforts, worth the risk of 

getting to know me. 

I quickly lost interest in girls. I remember a couple of us discussing our favourite people in 

the year and thinking how strange it was that my top ten only had one female on the list 

and I remember thinking something like, ‘oh that’s probably because I get on with boys 

better, that makes sense, yes, I just like boys better, that’s just me, other girls can stick with 

girls, but I’ll stick with boys’ and that’s basically what I did. I started to forget that I’d ever 

had female friends, I started to think I’d always been this way, or at least, I’d always wanted 

to be this way but had only just been given permission. 

I also felt free to be as weird as I liked. In part because it was Oxford and there’s a higher 

concentration of eccentricity there as it is and in part because I was a pretty girl being weird, 

which was more acceptable somehow than an ugly girl being weird. I started a nudist 

society. I wrote this A4 manifesto about it and pushed it under everyone’s door, explaining 

that I just wanted to try it out, to see if we could do it safely and non-sexually, and that I 

didn’t agree with sex before marriage and so it was obviously just for the fun of it. I’ll admit 

that I didn’t get the most enthusiastic response and even for the ones who wanted to join; 

we just couldn’t find the time to meet and so it became more of an initiation thing. They 

would have to come and knock on my door naked and then, in return I would go and knock 

on their door naked and then we would have both seen each other naked. Which 
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was…good. It was supposed to make them feel liberated. I even printed out membership 

cards.  

I only had male subscribers in the end. 

During the first term, I had my first proper boyfriend. His name was James. At first I wasn’t 

really interested. I didn’t find him attractive or as exciting as all the others, but he was 

persistent. We wrote to each other over Facebook and he sent me small presents and 

played catchphrase, where he would draw a picture and leave it in my pigeonhole for me to 

guess the phrase. I remember we watched a film together and had fun and then I was lying 

there and he was kissing the back of my neck while I stared into space and I thought ‘ok, 

fine, yeah’ and turned around and kissed him back. And then he was my boyfriend and I got 

used to the idea and then we decided we were in love and then he started pressuring me to 

have sex with him and I was all ‘no, I want to be married first’ and then he was all ‘oh 

please’ and I was all ‘maybe you should marry me then’ and then he broke up with me and 

we became close friends instead. 

My relationships after this seemed to follow a similar pattern, only a lot quicker. I think I got 

it down to an hour at one point. Either they’d find out I wanted to wait for marriage and 

would give up straight away, or they’d try and coax me into it and I would resist and then 

either I or they would end things. 

During this term, I’d also realised that I didn’t really want to do Medicine after all. Well, in 

fact I realised that within the first week and then spent the rest of the year figuring out what 

I would want to do instead. I remember someone asked me in summer term what was the 

most important thing in the world to me and I answered immediately ‘theatre’ and I felt 

puzzled because I wasn’t doing theatre. And then I dropped out. 

It must have been around this time that I started wearing summer dresses. Every day. All 

the time. And then I started panicking that people would see me in the same dress too 

many times and so I started buying a seemingly endless number of them and only wore 

them twice. It was a bit absurd, but I liked the way they made me look and feel and the way 

people would comment on them and me. I was moulding myself into a hyper-feminine doll. 

I’d dyed my hair platinum blonde, I’d started wearing eyeliner and blusher and lipstick and I 

was wearing these beautiful dresses that emphasised my cleavage and my waist and my legs 

and I liked having a safe protective shell of appearance within which to do my business. I 

liked it when men leered at me in the streets, when they asked me to come home with 

them and I kept walking, when I had a stalker who would appear on the same corner every 

time I walked by. It made me feel valid, like I was wanted in the world, like I was some kind 

of treasure. I didn’t even stop wearing them in winter. I wore these dresses in the middle of 

snowstorms. I was suddenly immune to the cold.  

In the meantime, I had worked out that I wanted to work in theatre – as an actor, a writer, a 

director, anything, and so I joined all the societies in my local area. I remember living at 
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home with my parents and reading the Daily Telegraph and seeing the daily woman on the 

front and I remember saying things to my parents like, ‘Feminism has caused most of the 

problems in modern society’. I remember thinking women were selfish for having divorces, 

for sleeping around, for getting jobs they weren’t capable of carrying out to a high enough 

standard. I remember feeling confused about the fact that I wanted to do things in the 

world, that my parents wanted me to do things in the world, but I also wanted to have 

children and be a housewife, and that my parents wanted me to have children and be a 

housewife. I occasionally worked as a teaching assistant in schools and I would look at the 

number of female teachers and I would shake my head and I would think, ‘that’s why the 

primary school system is screwed’, ‘children need male role models’, ‘they won’t look up to 

them’, ‘women are too fussy, too strict, too nice’, and so on. I think at one point I even said 

that women should be grateful for beauty pageants because it was a chance for at least one 

of their qualities to be recognised. This wasn’t me being mean or patronising; this was just 

me accepting the facts, accepting the differences, the scientific differences.  

Of course, I was different, of course, I thought more like a man, of course it was just the 

product of being brought up in a male dominated household. I could be funny or clever or 

laid back or fun or in control or anything because I was special. Men weren’t better than me, 

they were just better than women. 

Picks up shorts. Moves to sit on chair. 

In the summer of 2010, I met a boy called Tom. He was an artist. He was exciting and I liked 

him a lot. We had an adventurous night together, which made such an impression on me 

that I wrote a monologue about it. However, as I said before, once it was clear I wasn’t 

really going to sleep with him, he lost interest. I figured maybe we could be good friends – 

that way I would still get to hang out with a brilliant guy and maybe something could 

happen sometime in the future. I was in a play at the time called She Stoops to Conquer and 

we had a two day break between a set of performances, so I thought I’d use the time to go 

to London and visit Tom. I messaged him about it, but he didn’t really reply, so, in a spirit of 

madness (and because it had worked once before), I thought I’d go anyway and just turn up 

at his house. I knew where it was from the last time I’d been there. It was opposite where 

George Orwell used to live. I just had to look for the plaque. So I got the train and then the 

tube over to Leicester Square, just to hang out and see if Tom texted me to say where he 

would be. I had a lovely chat with some street dancers and enjoyed the hot buzz of the 

summer night. It got to 11pm and I still hadn’t heard from him and I knew that I would miss 

the last train if I didn’t go home but I didn’t want the trip to have been fruitless so I got the 

tube over to Camden and decided that if I didn’t find his house then I would just hide out in 

a club or something until morning. I walked up and down the streets with occasional flickers 

of recognition, but no solid leads. I was tempted to message him saying it would be his fault 

if I was raped or killed or anything, but I thought maybe that would be a bit far. I rang but it 

went straight to voicemail. I remember I stopped by a tube map and tried to see if there 
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were any familiar names on it when a man approached me. He was over 60 and Jamaican 

and dressed head to toe in black leather and was handing out little white tickets for some 

deal to passers-by. He told me the tube was shut. ‘Oh, no, I don’t need the tube; I’m just 

trying to find somewhere’. He asked me where I needed to go and said he knew where it 

was and that he would show me and I said, ‘no, no, that’s ok’ but he began insisting that he 

would show me the way. I figured I would humour him and let him show me (even though I 

didn’t think he knew the place) because he looked fairly harmless and I always wanted to 

give people a chance and be nice and treat them like a human being even if they seemed 

super weird. So we started walking together and chatted about all kinds of things and we 

discovered that his birthday was 24th July and mine was 26th, and he was excited that we 

were both Leos and said he would send me a birthday card. We talked about our plans for 

the future; about how I wanted to go into the theatre and how he wanted to set up an arts 

space in London and that maybe it was fate that we had met. We got on a bus and I 

thought, ‘I don’t remember getting on a bus the last time I was here’. I should say that I was 

suspicious of him, I kept saying to him that I should not be letting a stranger guide me like 

this and he was saying that I should be grateful that he was going out his way that we 

needed to get the bus because he was too old to walk and I was too polite to say no, to walk 

away, to run away. 

Eventually we arrived outside a building. I remember something orange about it. He told me 

his offices were upstairs and he just needed to check on his computer that we were going 

the right way. I told him I would wait outside. I wanted to wait outside, but again he said 

that was silly, too dangerous, I should be grateful, that he wasn’t ‘interested in the pussy’, I 

remember those were his exact words. I could sit in the kitchen if I wanted. So I agreed and 

went inside and looked directly at the security camera as we went in, you know, just in case 

he killed me. And then I sat in the kitchen as the minutes ticked by and he kept leaving the 

apartment or something and I remember looking at the clock and thinking to myself that I 

would leave when it said ten past two or something, but, of course, at nine minutes past he 

came back in. He told me I could watch TV for a bit, he was sorting things. I went in the next 

room only to find that, obviously, it wasn’t just a sitting room, it was his bedroom. I perched 

on the edge of the bed and stared at the TV screen. It was playing a news clip of this mother 

who had been able to tell, just from a photo of a dead soldier’s hand that it was her son. It 

seemed to play over and over again as the screen flickered a kind of pale green colour. The 

man came back and he seemed a little out of it. I asked him to get me a taxi. He took £20 

from me and said he would arrange it, but instead he came back and took out some strange 

white lumps and started to melt them on a pipe. He started asking me why I was so tense, 

so nervous. I didn’t say much. He asked me if I was a virgin. I nodded. He got excited, ‘How 

can you be a virgin at nineteen? How is that even possible?’ I was frozen. He left for a 

minute. I got up to leave but he came back and shut the door and locked the door and took 

my purse and my phone out of my hands and told me he was going to give me an 

experience and told me that I should relax. I pulled away but he grabbed my arm and with 

surprising strength he threw me down and slapped me and told me not to make a sound 
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that he would cut me up if I made a sound. So, I started to cry and pulled myself into the 

tightest bundle I could. He said he was going to make me streetwise. I was wearing this 

beautiful summer dress with shorts underneath so that I could run around without worrying 

about my dress blowing up in the wind. I remember the terror I felt as he started pulling off 

my shorts, as I realised that he was going to get them off. He ordered me to open my legs 

but I couldn’t move so he broke them open. I remember saying the Lord’s Prayer over and 

over in my head and I remember getting stuck on the bit where it goes ‘forgive our 

trespasses as we forgive those who trespass against us’ and I remember forgiving him for 

raping me while he was raping me and I remember forgiving him for killing me, which I 

thought he would do next. And, I remember thinking, ‘At least I can really make rape jokes 

now’ 

Afterwards he said he hadn’t done anything wrong. I stared at the wall as he talked to me. 

He talked to me for what must have been hours about his childhood and his upbringing and 

how his wife had died and how he was in prison for a while and his magic powers and he 

performed a ceremony over me to give me strength and he told me I belonged to him and 

that I should stay with him and that he loved me that he loved everything about me. I told 

him things about my life too and tried to return everything to normal. I knew I had to be 

normal. I needed to get out of there somehow and so I brushed away the trauma and was 

normal. I asked if I could have a shower and cleaned him out of me. I let him watch me put 

on my make-up. He told me I was beautiful without it. It was sometime around 7am now 

and so I asked him to help me get a bus and told him my plans for the day and he took me 

to the bus stop and got on the bus with me. I stared at the pole in front for the entire 

journey and when we arrived at where I needed to be, I stood up (stands up) and said ‘It 

was nice to meet you’ and left. 

Continues to fold clothes. 

I spent a few more hours trying to find George Orwell’s house. I texted Tom, but got no 

answer. I went up and down on the tube and tried to get some sleep. I couldn’t cry or break 

down because I was in public. I decided to go back to Leicester Square. Toy Story 3 was 

showing so I went to see that. I walked past a TGI Friday so I had a meal there. I felt like a 

child again. I was grasping at having control over myself. Tom finally got my text and called 

and said he hadn’t had his phone with him until now and apologised and asked how I was 

and persuaded me to call my parents. I called my parents and they persuaded me to go 

straight to the police. 

I was actually treated very well by the police. They were surprised at my normality, but they 

all believed me. I was chipper and chatty and honest about everything that had happened. 

Maybe it’s because it was in London and I was white and educated and middle class and 

polite and confident.  I was swabbed and tested and gave statements and, although a little 

shaky about things at times, I was able to pull it in. I would be different, unusual, my 
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favourite things. My dad and I broke down a little together but then we fell into a good 

rhythm with jokes. All of the jokes. 

I remember realising then that virginity was a made-up thing, that it was invented, that it 

was mine and that I could give it away or take it back if I wanted to. No one else could take 

it, could own it, not without me saying so. It wasn’t as irreversible as I had been led to 

believe. It wouldn’t change me as I had been led to believe. It wasn’t really anything to do 

with me. This isn’t to say that I understood or understand what virginity is or what it means, 

but simply that it is not what I had been led to believe. 

The case went to court that January and I bossed it. I know that sounds like an inappropriate 

way of putting it because a man’s life was in the balance and it was a horrific act and 

obviously I was just being honest about things, but the defence lawyer kept trying to catch 

me out and I outdid her every time. I actually quite enjoyed the whole experience and didn’t 

mind that it went on longer than it was supposed to. My favourite memory was when I got 

to the bit outside the building and the judge said, ‘sorry what was that last word’ and I said, 

‘the pussy, your honour’. The one part that did surprise me was when they played CCTV 

footage of my going into his building and I saw my cleavage and I thought, ‘woah that’s too 

much cleavage’. No one at any point during my trial made any comments about what I was 

wearing when it happened, but I was a little shocked. (Moves to pick up coat) One of the 

first things I did afterwards was buy a big coat. I could feel the cold again. 

It was now 2011. I had applied for and been offered a place to study Theatre and 

Performance at The University of Warwick. During that summer I had struck up a 

relationship with the brother of someone who lived next door to me at Oxford. I had 

decided before anything happened that I would quite like to marry him and within an hour 

of our first kiss he told me he would quite like to marry me and it was all very convenient. 

We would wait a couple of years though and, in the meantime, I left for university for the 

second time. 

I was a little apprehensive about my course. I had been told that, while there were 

approximately 40 students, roughly ¾ of them would be female. Who would I make friends 

with? How would I create high quality pieces of theatre? I remember walking into the 

department building on the introduction day and sitting on the sofas outside the studios 

and seeing Emer McDaid; a fiery Irish-woman with red hair and dungarees. She was sat on 

the back of one sofa and she was being funny, exuberant, outspoken. I was mesmerised. She 

was talking to Lily, who was loud and bold. Throughout the day I just kept encountering 

interesting, dynamic, confident women. They were individuals. They were their own person. 

They were nothing like the simple, demure, mirror-like construction I had built up in my 

head. They had not been silenced. 

Now all of this, everything I have said so far, none of it was anywhere nearly as explicit or 

clearly laid out or understood as I have made out. It was a dull kind of blur at the back of my 
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mind. Yes, I did say that women weren’t funny and that the most intelligent woman could 

never be as intelligent as the most intelligent man and that they didn’t have a place in 

politics or positions of power and that I thought more like a man, but it wasn’t until I 

actually began looking at feminist discourse, exploring the constructions of everyday life, 

that I realised and recognised that I had been being sexist and, more importantly, that I had 

been wrong. My course worked on the basic premise that we are all performing all of the 

time and that any aspect of life is relevant to the creation of theatre and consequently I was 

able to take modules in subjects as diverse as the history of pantomime and the study of 

exile and immigration. At the end of my first year I had to write an essay on the 

performance of food and eating rituals and somehow it led me to Germaine Greer’s book 

The Whole Woman, and I know there are problems with Greer and radical feminism and 

transphobia, but this book led me to other books, other places. These opened my eyes to all 

the ways in which women were still being screwed over. How women are shaped by the 

world. How they are silenced, how they are moulded, how they are encouraged to be the 

image I had created in my mind. How they are reduced to objects, props in the lives of men. 

How their subjectivity is routinely taken from them in world narratives. How patriarchal 

structures have led to a world that favours male traits. How there is no fundamental rule 

that means that these are actually any more valid than female traits. How women don’t 

seem funny because they are discouraged from making jokes, because we are discouraged 

from laughing at them, because bell curves distort the whole picture. How they are not 

listened to. How their mistakes are shouted louder than their successes. How they are fed 

by media messages to focus on their appearance and not their studies or their other 

interests. How they are trained to think of men as their destiny and their love life as the only 

story. How they see more men on television, in film, doing the important jobs, taking on the 

typecast roles of power, of influence. How female friendships are side-lined and limited to 

‘women’s channels’ and chick flicks. How being human is more synonymous with being 

male. How women like me can believe all the lies, the messages that tell us that women are 

inferior. How women like me can decide to undermine other women, to vote for men, to 

disparage female workers, to criticise their choices, to repeat the lies, the messages to our 

friends, our families, our children. How women like me can internalise misogyny. 

During following, puts on big, zip-up hoodie. 

In my second year, I took a module on performing masculinities and, after reading one of 

the recommended texts, I decided to dress and act as a man for the duration of the course, 

which would last ten weeks. I re-styled my hair, I took off my make-up, I bought a new 

wardrobe and I became Jack. Jack was a bit of a dweeb really. Not fully through puberty, he 

was skinny and had a high voice and wore glasses and used too much gel and wore clothes 

from Tesco. But he was still a boy; recognised as such in the street, in shops, in pubs. He 

took long, slow strides. He sat with his legs apart, taking up space, space that he’d earned. 

He checked out girls. He tried grinding on a girl in a club once, but she didn’t seem to enjoy 

it all that much. He thought that they were beautiful. Once, on the bus, he saw a tanned 
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brunette with frayed denim shorts that showed a glimpse of a perfect bum cheek and he 

thought how he would like to pin her down, hold her to the floor while he tore into her. 

How she wanted it. How he could never get it. How he could get it. How he deserved it. He 

walked through the streets late at night with a swagger that said I am safe and if you try 

anything then you won’t be. Men, men he didn’t know, would call him ‘mate’, would make 

sure he was being served, would treat him with a subtle kind of respect, would leave him 

alone, would hurry away when they saw the pretty engagement ring on his feminine finger. 

Takes off hoodie. 

It was a pretty draining experience, but I have never seen people perform gender in the 

same way since. Yes there are differences, it’s in our DNA, it’s a whole chromosome, but we 

smother it in all this unnecessary extra gloop that has nothing to do with it. We say that this 

difference is better than this difference. We allow one small advantage to dominate, to take 

over, to get more credit that it merits. We forget that it’s all made up, subjective. 

And we’re told ‘it doesn’t matter’, ‘it’s silly’, ‘it’s not important’, ‘calm down, dear’, ‘lololol’, 

and it’s funny, and weird, and sad because the fact that feminism is often seen as not 

important or worked up over nothing is because of the patriarchal viewpoint, the belittling 

and undermining of women, which is the thing that feminism is fighting against. It’s 

important because it’s about lives, whole lives, and that’s all any of us know. It’s as 

important as anything is. 

I am like other girls and I am not like other girls.  

Same as you. 

Performer exits the stage as music plays.  
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Appendix B: Reviews 

Rob Collins for EdFringe Review  

***** 

I’m Not Like Other Girls is undoubtedly one of the gems of the festival, intriguing and 

mesmerizing from the off. The set is simple, consisting of a single chair and a suitcase, and 

yet there is an undeniable sense of chaos, with clothes littering the floor. This feeling is 

confirmed by Sillett’s understated arrival on stage, appearing with no warning and little fuss, 

going straight into the extended monologue that comprises the show. 

From the start it is frantic, yet never rushed, as we are plunged into her world and the bright 

lighting that illuminates both Sillett and the audience further heightens the sense that, more 

than an audience, we are her confidants. Over the next 50 minutes, Sillett takes us on a 

chronological journey through her life story, from early childhood memories of school and 

university up until her feminist revelation, covering in particular her experience of a sexual 

assault that sparked her interest in feminism. 

It is a testament to Sillett’s writing and performance that the perfect tone is struck 

throughout and whilst there is a huge amount of detail in the story, it never once drags. The 

opening section covering her childhood is both touching and brutally honest. Sillett is frank 

about both her perceived flaws of body and image, (without ever sounding self-pitying), and 

more serious incidents of bullying other girls to advance herself in the eyes of the boys she 

likes. This reluctance to set her self up as any sort of moral arbiter is key for the second half 

as it allows her to make her points about feminism without ever sounding preachy or self 

interested. 

It has to be said that Sillett’s performance itself is nothing short of extraordinary. She 

exudes both a resilient confidence and a clear vulnerability, comfortable in front of her 

audience yet never overly so, and the honesty with which she tells her story is endearing 

and extremely moving. 

Rarely have I seen a piece of theatre that so successfully combines a political agenda with 

such evocative personal testament and the fact that this was all condensed into fifty 

minutes is a feat in itself. Sillett has created an exceptional show here and I cannot 

recommend it highly enough. 
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Sarah Gilbert for EdFringe Review  

**** 

In a society masquerading as liberal and equal, here in terms of gender and body image, one 

often feels the intense need to define and redefine the self. Immerse’s one-person – not 

one-woman, not one-man – spoken word piece carries us through a first person account of 

an individual struggling to achieve a conception of self, mind and body in surroundings that 

continually seem to undermine her. 

The voice of the piece moves from a position of naive vulnerability, forced to define herself 

by one of two genders and their associations, into one that accepts that individuals may 

only be self-aware in terms of themselves. Told from a position of hindsight, the women 

directly addresses us, the audience, from her bedroom. Ridden by misogyny and 

determined to disassociate herself from her sex, Susie grew up saying things like “I’m not 

like the others”, “I don’t understand women”, but by the end of the piece, no closer to a 

solid understanding, accepts the arbitrary nature of categorizing people who are, ultimately, 

individual. 

And this is what I found most striking about the performance. Even from the position of her 

so-called ‘realisation’ as an apparently self-aware adult, Susie remains inevitably trapped 

within this struggle, feeling a perpetual need to justify herself against hypothetical 

judgement. In fact, even from this position of hindsight, the very act and existence of this 

performance is clearly another attempt at self-justification. Through the convincing and 

personal acting and staging, this is what resonates most – and subtly so. The words’ 

intimacy carry with them a sense of rawness that transcends ‘textbook’ and ‘pamphleted’ 

feminism, reaching into the depths of a person who they themselves do not know what to 

believe. 

Does asserting one’s gender and body, perhaps through ritual, dress and sexuality, 

undermine or emphasise a woman’s power? Would a woman taking on supposedly ‘male 

assets’ be a taking control or a relinquishing of it? I’m Not Like Other Girls calls all of this 

into question, though rather than coming across as self-righteous, is presented in as though 

from the mouth of a young girl astride her mirror, her packed out bedroom filled with the 

imaginary applause of those who have listened and accepted the rawness of her honesty, 

that in reality she would never feel able to express. 

My only criticism would be of the combination of staging with the script. Each effective in 

their own way, the script to me seemed too well thought out for the spontaneity of a girl 

folding away the contents of her wardrobe. That being said, the metaphorical impetus of 

the staging was undeniable: pack away your clothes, your cloaks, your preconceptions. 

Ironically, though, the performance had me won over before it had even started. 
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Amy Squirrel for A Younger Theatre  

*** 

As a self-declared ‘weird girl’, Susie Sillett always found it difficult to relate to other women. 

She is special, she is different. She’s not like other girls. 

As Sillett calmly and methodically picks up clothes from her floor, the methodical, 
unrelenting way she folds and puts them back down becomes a steady, almost hypnotising 
metronome, over which she delivers a calm and confident monologue. I’m Not Like Other 
Girls offers a series of glimpses into the desperately awkward experience that is female 
puberty: sexual self-discovery, body anxiety, falling in love, and everything in between. 

Sillett divulges mortifying secrets without flinching. At first we smile nostalgically at tales of 
school, of the ‘popular crowd’, of stuffing her bras with tissue paper; or we get a little 
choked by the hatred she flippantly displays for her own body (a hatred with which many 
women will be sadly all too familiar). Then we become angered by the way Sillett describes 
her deeply entrenched internalisation of patriarchal values as though they were fact. 
Feminists in the audience will want to scream out at the smug ignorance with which she 
details her reasons for believing that women just are weaker, sillier, inferior. 

But when we hit Sillett’s eureka moment, it is all the more refreshing for having been 
delayed by so much internalised misogyny. 

Frank, illuminating and delivered with bitter clarity, I’m Not Like Other Girls is at times a 
deftly funny portrayal of teen angst, and at others a dark nod to the way our society treats 
its women: to the impossible standards to which women are held, to the violence they are 
subjected to, and to the ways in which they are punished if they fail to conform. Outcasts, 
losers, oddballs, or any girl who has ever said, “But I just prefer hanging out with boys!” will 
relate. 

 

Althea Stentiford for Fringe Review  

‘Recommended Show’ 

A young woman appears in front of us on the small intimate stage and begins to tidy up a 

large pile of clothes that are scattered everywhere. She chats to us causally, as she picks up 

each garment folding them and placing them in a pile. She begins by telling us about her 

childhood as the only girl in amongst three brothers. Brothers that she manipulated, fought 

with, equalled and outsmarted. 

She was one of them - collecting insects, playing computer games, climbing trees - a regular 

tomboy. With pigtails and glasses she finds her way in school and accepts her place, not as 

one of the pretty girls but as one of the clever girls. Becoming aware of the awkward 

reactions she gets from boys, she changes her image to what she considers to be a neutral 
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look. She avoids those teenage games that challenge her femininity and require her to be 

confident about her looks. 

She learns to hide her teenage crushes deep within friendships until university. Now 

blossoming into a young woman, she experiments with her image and ideas that ripen her 

individuality and lead her into more adult relationships. She travels to London to surprise a 

boyfriend and, whilst there, she finds herself in a situation that robs her forever of her 

coveted innocence. Sillett is a young attractive woman with short cropped blonde hair, who 

deftly creates a friendly atmosphere - you could easily imagine that you are sitting on the 

end of her bed whilst she delivers this monologue. At times she’s very funny and she sets 

herself a calm balanced pace of delivery that allows her to gently feed the anecdotes in. As 

she talks of her childhood, she’s wistful and naïve, and you can imagine her in the family 

home fighting her brothers and standing up for herself. Her detailed clumsy experiences as 

she familairises herself with her first bras is an enlightened moment that any woman can 

relate to, and brings a knowing smile to my face. Where she shows great insight is when she 

analyses her own complacency at how she had perceived other women to be. Her sweeping 

generalisation that feminism caused more problems than it solved and why that is, comes 

out of the mouth of a girl who has much growing up to do. She describes her belief that 

other woman were not like her, telling how she thought like a male and was therefore 

superior to other women, but its not until she experiments with gender roles that her 

understanding of what it means to be a woman and a feminist is realised. This is a 

thoughtful piece of writing and Sillett is clearly pushing herself to rise to the challenge of 

performing this solo. She has appropriately set her tempo and breathes life into a credible 

piece of work. 

The audience is quick to laugh at the amusing moments in her life (of which there are 

plenty) and she wins them over into her way of being. I particularly enjoy her understanding 

of her student self and, having found clothing she feel best suits her, she sports it regardless 

of the weather, enjoying its reaction. You could hear a pin drop as the horror of her London 

experience unfolds, and it’s the respectful quiet of a friend revealing that she made a series 

of mistakes that could happen to anyone. 

There’s no accompanying soundtrack or clever lighting to assist her and she holds the 

audience’s attention by being utterly believable in her delivery. 

My only criticism is that she allows the audience laughter to die naturally before continuing 

with her story. Early on in the performance there is the most terrific thunderstorm outside 

and as we sit under the rooftops of this central hotel venue. It adds to the sense that a 

lesson is about to be learned by someone who was needing to learn it. A powerful and 

moving piece for all. 
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Jenny Williams for Broadway Baby  

*** 

Susie Sillett has always disliked women, she explains. It comes from growing up in a 

household of men, where she had to fight for attention and to keep up with the others. She 

charts the journey of her young life for us over the course of forty minutes, explaining her 

personal journey, from fairly determined misogynist to proud feminist. 

Sillett’s story is very simply told. Delivered as a long, chronological monologue, it is like we 

are new acquaintances visiting Sillett at home and have asked Sillett to tell us about her life. 

She picks up clothes from the floor and packs them away in a suitcase as she speaks. There 

is a quiet confidence in her presence onstage and she is clearly comfortable in front of an 

audience, putting them at their ease. At only one point does her story get emotional enough 

for her to need to stop folding her clothes and take a seat. But even then, there are no 

histrionics: Sillett quietly draws the audience in with her soft, poised voice. The small space 

is advantageous, offering a helpful intimacy to the show.  

Whilst this simplicity of performance is very powerfully utilised, some sections of Sillett’s 

story could have stood to be more theatrical. Forty minutes is a long time and whilst Sillett 

mainly managed to hold her audience’s attention, there would have been ways to further 

enhance the production. Overall, the show has a fairly consistent, thoughtful mood to it and 

it would have been desirable for the audience (and performer) to be shaken out of this 

mode now and again. […] 

Generally, this feels like a fairly fresh, new show. Sillett is an intelligent and confident 

writer/performer well worth watching, and with further development, I am certain I’m Not 

Like Other Girls would be a highly successful production.  
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