
W o m e n ' s  a n d  G e n d e r  S t u d i e s
2 0 2 1  A p r i l  N e w s l e t t e r

We remain closed for this semester. Be on the lookout for our virtual

programming! We look forward to opening back up as soon as we can!

Update from the Center and Department:

U P C O M I N G  C O N V O C A T I O N

aPRIL 15, 2021  @ 7:00PM VIA ZOOM

Moderator: Dr. M Shadee Malaklou 
Asst. Professor & Chair, Women's and Gender Studies
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Navigating Life and Sport as a Black Muslim Woman.
A very special Convocation with Olympian Ibtihaj Muhammad 

Join us for a conversation with 2016 Olympic bronze medalist Ibtihaj

Muhammad, the first American to compete in hijab. As a sports

ambassador for the U.S. Department of State's Empowering Women and

Girls through Sport Initiative and named one of TIME magazine's 100

Most Influential People, Ibtihaj is a self-described "change agent" and-

as Mattel describes her- "shero" to young girls everywhere. In

conversation with Berea College's own Dr. M. Shadee Malaklou,

Assistant Professor and Chair of Women's and Gender Studies, Ibtihaj

will speak with us about what it means to pursue what she describes in

her memoir as "an unlikely American dream," about how she navigates

professional sports as a celebrity Black Muslim woman, about her

feminist entrepreneurship as the founder of the modest clothing

company Louella, and about her first children's book, the New York

Times Best Seller The Proudest Blue: A Story of Hijab and Family. In it,

Ibtihaj insists- as Berea College does- that our differences are worth

celebrating, writing, "My hijab is part of me."



Gender Talk with Glen Coulthard 

Convocation with Ibtihaj Muhammad  

Friday Flick TBA

April 14 @ 12-1PM

Artist Lecture: La Chica Boom- Xandra Ibarra 

April 15 @ 7PM

April 16 

Live film screening: La Chica Boom - Xandra Ibarra 

April 20 @ 7PM 

April 21 @ 12-1PM
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H O W  T O  R E P O R T  S E X U A L  A S S A U L T
Criminal Report 

Institutional Report

On-Campus

Off-Campus

Berea City Police: 

(859)-986-8456

Kentucky State Police:

(859)- 623-2404

Title IX Coordinator:

Joslyn Glover

(859)-986-3606

Counseling Services: 

985-3212

College Chaplains:

985-3134

Green House 17 :
24-Hour Crisis Hotline:

1-800-544-2022

http://greenhouse17.org

Ampersand Sexual Violence

Resource Center:

Local Crisis Line:

 (859)-253-2511

www.bluegrassrapecrisis.org
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April is sexual assault

awareness month! 

PUBLIC SAFETY:

985-3333



in front of her art installation. Her work

consists of different arrangements of breast

castings of sexual violence survivors. A

survivor herself, Waller is empowering women

to share their story and raising awareness of

the popular, life-threatening issue. The bright

red “WE SAID NO” is meant to reflect both the

urgency of the issue and the blood shed by the

abused bodies of women. This piece depends on

contrasting colors and textures to show the

commonality of sexual violence as well as the

equality among survivors; we stand together.

We said (and continue to say) no.  Sarah

Everard was a 33-year-old marketing

executive from South London who went missing

in early March. After visiting a friend, she

made her way home, but she never arrived.

Police discovered her remains on March 10,

and arrested a police constable who

abducted, abused, and killed Everard while

off-duty. Her name has been echoed all around

the globe and serves as a symbol for the

everyday violence women face. 

BC STUDENT CREATIVE WORK

-Cora Addison
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This collage was inspired by the plight of

sexual violence against women and

marginalized genders. In light of the recent

news of the murder of 33-year-old Sarah

Everard, it felt necessary to include photos

from her vigil to depict the horrific violence

women are facing everyday. My work intends

to show the immensity of this issue, reaching

every corner of the globe and unifying

women under the same cause: a cry for help.

A cry for respect. The largest photo in the

center  shows artivist Ali Waller STANDING



It’s all about love: 

"The moment we choose to love, we begin to

move against domination, against oppression.

The moment we choose to love, we begin to

move toward freedom, to act in ways that

liberate ourselves and others." 

Pronoun pins available upon request. Email

saderholmk@berea.edu to request your pin today!

- bell hooks
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@wgsberea

supports gender

beyond a binary—

all day, every day.

check us out on Instagram!



 A young man sat at the counter of Eastport’s only coffee shop, waiting as the barista made his latte.

The door was propped by a rock, which let the cool air in against his cheeks.

 “I’ll have a chai latte, please,” said the man standing at the register. The young man looked at him

before sharp recognition widened his eyes.

“Mr. Monn, it’s so nice to finally meet you!” The young man stood up and held out his hand, which Mr.

Monn took.

“You must be Thomas Sullivan. You can call me Vincent,” he said while still shaking Thomas’ hand.

“Would you like to sit at a table?”

“Sure!” said Thomas. Vincent smiled and put his hand on Thomas’ shoulder, leading him to a nearby

table.

“Thanks again for meeting me. I’ve been a big fan of you for years,” said Thomas.

“It’s my pleasure, Thomas. Based on your letters, I could tell that you’re a very kind boy with a

beautiful intellect.” Thomas blushed as the barista brought them their brunch orders.

 “So how long have you wanted to be a writer?” asked Vincent. He had just finished his omelet, and

relaxed back into his seat.

 

“A couple of years now. A teacher I had really seemed to enjoy my poetry, and inspired me to write

more. I’ve only recently gotten into writing prose.”

“You already have quite a knack for poetry. Your poem, ‘Foggy Ten-Thirty’ was masterful!” Vincent

grinned, allowing his frighteningly white teeth to show, set against the foreground of his grey

beard. The contrast between his white teeth, deep grey beard, and tan skin made him very attractive

for a man of his age, in Thomas’ opinion.

Coffee Shop VirtusoCoffee Shop Virtuso BY Christopher Stuchell
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”Thank you, sir. It means a lot to me, especially coming from you,” said Thomas. He blushed heavily,

and bowed his head to try to hide it. Unlike Vincent, his skin was very pale, and so his blush

completely covered his face.

“Would you like anything else?” asked Sandra, the barista. Thomas shook his head.

“I’m alright, darling, but thank you,” said Vincent. Sandra brought the check a few moments later,

and paused to look longingly at Thomas.

“Thank you for coming to Jasper’s Coffee. I can’t wait to see you both again,” said Sandra. 

Vincent turned to Thomas as they walked out of the shop and said: “Would you like to ride back to my

house so that we can further discuss writing? I can take you home from there.”

“Yes, that sounds delightful!”

Thomas stepped out of Vincent’s Mercedes, onto the cobblestone drive, pausing minutely as Vincent

stepped out as well. They had listened to few Bach pieces as they made the short drive from Jasper’s

to Vincent’s house, which was just outside of the city limits. 

“It’s a wonderful place. This is where I spend my late summers and autumns, because I like to see the

leaves change. I go to Florida for the winter,” said Vincent. He placed a sturdy hand on Thomas’

shoulder and looked down at him with a smile.

“Indeed. It’s lovely here,” said Thomas, returning Vincent’s gaze.

Vincent again steered Thomas in the direction of the house, lightly grasping his shoulder the entire

walk. They entered the house through the large entry hall, and Vincent led Thomas slowly into the

den, where he lit the propane fireplace.

“Would you like any refreshments?”
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“Perhaps some water,” said Thomas, feeling parched. Vincent returned with the water and a glass of brandy for

himself.

“So tell me about the story that you’re working on,” said Vincent.

“Well, it’s about a young boy during the Great Depression. He’s forced to go to work, and he ends up dying in the

factory after falling from a balcony into the machinery.”

“So what’s the moral?” asked Vincent as he took a sip of his brandy. Thomas was surprised for a moment, before

answering.

“It’s sort of like the tale of Icarus, only that the boy’s hubris was caused by praise from the older workers, who

dared him to go to the higher parts even though he wasn’t ready. I know it probably doesn’t sound very good, but

it’s still in the works, y’know?”

“I think it sounds like a fascinating concept, especially from such a young author as yourself. You should be

proud of this wonderful ability that you are honing,” said Vincent. 

He leaned a little closer to Thomas on the tête-à-tête, and grasped his hand lightly. “I think you are quite the

wonderful person, Thomas. You are already a talented writer, and with the right tutorship, I believe that you

could even surpass my own success. Perhaps I could even help with your tuition costs. What do you say?”

“I-I would love to,” stammered Thomas. He, too, leaned the faintest touch closer to Vincent. His heart began to

beat at a rapid pace as he felt the warmth of Vincent’s hand enclose his own, and he hesitantly squeezed his

hand. Vincent smiled, and brought Thomas’ hand up to his mouth, planting a light kiss on the back of his hand.

Thomas blushed once more, a deep shade of scarlet, but this time he looked up into Vincent’s hazel eyes. Bravely,

Thomas wrapped his spindly arms around Vincent, and kissed him chastely on the lips.

“Well, Thomas, I believe that you are on the way to becoming an outstanding writer. I think we can both agree

that we should keep the closeness between us, and not tell anyone of it. It would not do for either of our

reputations.”

“Okay,” said Thomas. He looked vaguely downcast, but knew from lovers’ past that it had to be this way.

“You are so beautiful,” said Vincent. He brushed some of Thomas’ hair out of the way, and kissed him on the

forehead. “Thank you, Vincent,” said Thomas as he sank into Vincent’s embrace.
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DO YOU Want your creative work featured

in the next Women’s and gender studies

Newsletter? Submit your piece(s) to

Destiny Easley at easleyd@berea.edu. We

WELCOME submissions from faculty, staff,

alumni, and community members, too!!  

"Breakfast Cats" by Lilli Faulk "Jewel" BY Farm store feminist

extraordinaire  Tammy CorneTT 
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