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Welcome to the  
Hate Speech Monologues

By Michael Ignatieff

Ffirst of all, thanks to Peter Molnar. Thank you for putting this 
together. Thank you to the very brave individuals here. This is a 

statement on your part that this issue matters to you. You’re a genera-
tion that has had the misfortune of coming to maturity in a world that 
is full of hate. Hatred towards people of other races, other religions, 
other sexualities, other genders. Hatred of people of other classes, of 
other nations, of other immigration statuses. There’s simply no distinc-
tion between human beings that cannot become a source of hate. And 
if there’s anything that your education must strengthen you for, it is a 
passionate hatred of hatred, a passionate belief that hatred has no place 
in your heart or in your lives, and that’s much easier said than done.

I’ve known hatred in my own life, and it’s very hard to get it out of 
your system because it is very closely connected to fear. It’s very closely 
connected to emotions that are very difficult to control. But we believe 
that knowledge and reason and argument and listening and dialogue, 
even when you don’t want to, is the only reliably means we’ve ever de-
vised to overcome hatred.

So this is a moment when we all have to think about this stuff 
deep inside. Because hatred is always somebody else’s problem. Hate 
speech is always someone else’s speech; it’s never your own. And that 
stuff is tough. Part of what an education is about is taking deep respon-
sibility for yourself all the way down, taking responsibility for violent 
emotions, taking responsibility for hatred, and deciding once and for 
all, not in my house.
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About Michael Ignatieff: Ignatieff is an academic, author, and a 
former politician. He was the Leader of the Official Opposition in Canada 
from 2008-11 as the leader of the Liberal Party of Canada. He has pub-
lished 18 books, as well as screenplays and numerous articles. His memoir 
The Russian Album won the British Royal Society of Literature’s Heine-
mann Prize as well as Canada’s Governor General’s Literary Award, and 
his novel Scar Tissue was short-listed for the Booker Prize. He has held 
senior academic posts at Harvard, Oxford, Cambridge, and Toronto, and 
is currently serving as the President and Rector of the Central European 
University in Budapest.

The Central European University has come under existential threat 
from the Hungarian government, which recently passed laws designed to 
curtail the university’s independence and academic freedom. The London 
Reader stands in solidarity with the Central European University in Bu-
dapest in its struggle for academic freedom in the hopes that the institution 
will outlast its present obstacles and continue to empower marginalized 
voices throughout Europe and the world.
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Introduction
The Hate Speech Monologues

By Peter Molnar

How can we respond to a world seemingly filled with hate? The 
answer may only be with compassion and self-reflection, with 

awareness and understanding.
It is with great pleasure and humility that I get to introduce to 

you the wonderfully diverse, moving, and powerful personal stories 
and poems in this collection. Each of the pieces selected by the editors 
to appear in this issue of the London Reader were originally performed 
on the stage. They were written by the performers themselves based on 
their experiences. The writers come from all over the world, but they 
shared a stage together at the Central European University in Buda-
pest, Hungary, over the past five years. As the inventor and director 
of the ‘Hate Speech’ Monologues, I had the privilege of meeting with 
them and directing their on-stage performances; the stories they tell, 
however, are entirely their own. I asked the performers to look no fur-
ther for inspiration than their own encounters with prejudice in their 
lives. Some were seasoned poets, others had never written creatively in 
English before, but all had deep, cathartic stories to tell that found a 
platform in this performance. All together, the pieces they performed 
reveal and explore the countless confusing, painful, and scaring facets 
of hate in our everyday, global world.

This issue of the London Reader brings together some of the many 
powerful and compelling narratives and poems performed at the ‘Hate 
Speech’ Monologues in Budapest over the last five years. This is part of 
a celebration of the fifth anniversary of the ‘Hate Speech’ Monologues, 
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and it stands as a tribute to the power of stories to build connections 
and empathy and to stand up to hate. Amongst the nearly two dozen 
voices in this issue, this selection of monologues includes the story of 
a woman finding and then losing her LGBTQ community (“Hate in 
Florida”), the experiences of two women earlier banned from wearing 
their headscarves at Turkish universities (“Identity, Choice, and Hope” 
and “The Ban, The Hunt, and Back to Civilization”), a story of speech 
here in Hungary (“What Do You Want Me to Be?”), a collection of 
poems about three generations of women experiencing anti-Semitism 
and overcoming obstacles (“Herstories”), and many more. At a time 
when our world is seemingly turning towards hate, these pieces show 
that there is another way forward.

While hate speech has been causing a lot of controversy recent-
ly on university campuses in the United States, I initiated the ‘Hate 
Speech’ Monologues to try a new approach. The Monologues began 
in 2013 with graduate students here at CEU as an annual participa-
tory performance, but the idea of responding to hate this way was in 
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development for a long time before that. Many years ago, when I was 
writing my dissertation on free speech and public discourse, Robert 
Post, who is now the Dean of Yale Law School, asked me, “Why don’t 
you write only on ‘hate speech’? Because that topic is your passion.” 
And he was right. My passion has been the search for the variety of re-
sponses to so-called ‘hate speech’. In 2010, I organized an international 
anti-racist, anti-hate, pro-diversity slam poetry event simultaneously in 
New York and Budapest via a live Internet connection, and I wrote my 
first anti-prejudice, pro-diversity poem in English, titled “The Leaves 
on Beautiful Trees” to perform there. (This poem later became part of 
several performances of the ‘Hate Speech’ Monologues.) Since then, 
I have been, and continue to be, active in the slam poetry scene in 
Budapest, and many of my poems aim to turn prejudice into an appre-
ciation of diversity.

I began the ‘Hate Speech’ Monologues when I was teaching a 
graduate course on ‘hate speech’ and possible responses in the former 
Department of Public Policy at CEU. I have always asked participants 
of my courses to do something in real life in response to the issues we 
are discussing. I proposed as an option the creation of a theatrical per-
formance where people could present stories, poems, songs, or other 
artistic works in order to reflect on ‘hate speech’. In its first three years, 
the ‘Hate Speech’ Monologues were backed by my related course, and 
then in the last two years, I found the many wonderful performers 
deeply committed to respond to hate through talking to many hun-
dreds of students at the university.

My goal has been to create powerful artistic responses to hate. 
Here, I am referencing my chapter in the book I co-edited with Mi-
chael Herz on so-called hate speech, The Content and Context of “Hate 
Speech”: Rethinking Regulation and Responses (Cambridge University 
Press, 2012). The chapter is titled, “Responding to ‘Hate Speech’ with 
Art, Education, and the Imminent Danger Test.” It is no accident that 
I start the responses in the title of my own chapter with art. It is not 
only because of alphabetical order. Prejudice and hateful scapegoating 
may have some advantage in society because they provide a simplified, 
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emotionally-appealing framework for understanding what is happen-
ing in the world, and I strongly believe that the special, inspirational 
power of artistic expression is the best challenge to the psychological 
appeal of hate. Manipulative, scapegoating hatred can be countered by 
artistic speech, which can also have an emotional appeal and which I 
believe in its way is more powerful than demagogic speech and even 
propaganda.

When we hear hate and prejudice, it is our responsibility to re-
spond to it in the strongest possible way, as I discuss in my interview 
with Theodore Shaw, later in this issue. I believe that literature and 
other art, especially participatory art, are some of the most powerful 
ways we can respond in order to inspire people and also to encourage 
them to reflect on their own prejudice.

If anyone reading this is inspired to organize their own ‘Hate 
Speech’ Monologues, I warn that it must be one’s passion. It takes a lot 
of time and energy as it is about dealing with some of the most difficult 
stories, but it is worth it. Directing the ‘Hate Speech’ Monologues, I 
have had the pleasure of having countless conversations with many 
performers, each with their own story to tell. For every performer, I 
talked with many other students who considered performing, includ-
ing ones who began to build their story but had to withdraw due to the 
immense vulnerability it takes to share stories about their own experi-
ences with prejudices. But at the end of the performance, those who 
participated, from both the stage and within the audience, continue 
to tell me how much of an empowering and enriching experience it is.

There is an opportunity in every challenge. The challenge is that 
by not having a single pre-written script, the ‘Hate Speech’ Mono-
logues require enormous personal energy by all those who get up on 
stage to tell their stories. They have to expose their identities and their 
vulnerabilities as they describe their difficult experiences. The oppor-
tunity in this challenge is that because no script is provided, the words 
of this performance are the words of the performers. Every story is 
personal and unique, and that is part of the power and the credibility 
of the performances. It takes courage, passion, and commitment to 
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participate in this artistic response to the prejudices that surround us. 
But these stories help to develop connections, empathy, conversation, 
self-reflection and understanding, and that is hopefully a meaningful 
and powerful way to counter hate.

This issue also features a special interview with Ibram X. Kendi, 
an award winning American academic and author, whose recent book 
Stamped from the Beginning: The Definitive History of Racist Ideas in 
America won the US National Book Award for Non-Fiction. In this 
interview the London Reader asks Kendi about ‘hate speech’ within the 
context of the history of racism in the United States.

As with the interviews at the end of this issue, the best way to view 
these stories and poems is as a dialogue, an ongoing, diverse, conver-
sational reflection on ‘hate speech’ and prejudice and how to respond 
to them. These conversations unfold in all sorts of ways: between the 
stories and the readers and between the stories themselves as they move 
between countries, content, and context. This collection is a conver-
sation between you and me and all of the writers and speakers within.

The Monologues are not meant to be didactic, or preachy, but 
a conversation instead. The performers of the ‘Hate Speech’ Mono-
logues, including me, cannot act like we are ourselves free from preju-
dice, trying to open the eyes of others. No, we as performers must try 
to be aware of our own potential shortsightedness. As the contributors 
are very diverse, it brings together such a variety of viewpoints that 
there is a good chance that every cast member will see something new 
and have their eyes opened to some reflection on prejudice that they 
had not thought about before. These stories and poems show that we, 
as readers and performers both, have room to reflect on our own po-
tential internal prejudices.

I feel that these monologues are a wonderfully deep exercise in 
self-reflection for all of us, but there is no need for me to say so. The 
stories speak for themselves.
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About the Curator
Peter Molnar

Peter Molnar is a Research Affiliate on Freedom of Speech at the 
Center for European Neighborhood Studies at the Central Euro-

pean University (CEU) where he was one of the founding researchers 
of the Center for Media and Communication Studies in 2004. He 
is a former member of the Hungarian Parliament from 1990-98, a 
writer, slam poet, slam poetry director, voluntary radio host, participa-
tory theater director, and activist. While a member of the Hungarian 
Parliament, Molnar was a principal drafter of the Hungarian Media 
Law of 1996.

He co-edited The Content or Context of ‘Hate Speech’: Rethinking 
Regulation and Responses, which was published in 2012 from Cambridge 
University Press, and co-edited Free Speech and Censorship Around the 
Globe, which came out in 2015 from Central European University 
Press. Molnar has been cited in numerous publications, including the 
New York Times, the Guardian, the New Yorker, the Wall Street Jour-
nal, and Foreign Policy. Molnar was a German Marshall Fellow, twice 
a Fullbright Fellow and a Shorenstein Fellow at Harvard University. In 
2006, he drafted the Declaration for the Freedom of the Internet. He 
is a Laureate of the Rafto Foundation for Human Rights.

In 2007, the staged version of his novel, Searchers, in which the 
trees of Budapest are equal to people, won awards for Best Alternative 
Play and Best Independent Play in Hungary. He has been a slam poetry 
performer in English and in Hungarian since 2010, when he initiated 
and convened an anti-racist/pro-diversity slam poetry event with Inter-
net streaming between Budapest and New York. He has been also an 
editor of numerous slam poetry events, including a monthly series in 
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Golya Community Café since March 2015, in Godor Klub and Fuga, 
and just started a new series in the café of the prestigious Magveto 
Publishing House. In 2013 he invented and has since directed annual 
performances of the ‘Hate Speech’ Monologues, at CEU. Since 2013, 
he has hosted a bi-weekly radio show on responses to ‘hate speech’ on 
Radio Tilos (Forbidden) in Hungarian and in English.
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In Memoriam
Milán Rózsa

By Peter Molnar

Do you think that this person has strong self-esteem? He’s Milán 
Rózsa. He’s 25 years old in this picture. He’s an LGBTQ activ-

ist in Hungary, who stands for the rights of all other groups as well, 
and on his coat you can see a special flag that he combined from the 
three colors of the Hungarian national flag and the rainbow flag of the 
LGBTQ movement. I’m sure that many other nationalists wouldn’t 
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necessarily approve of that, but as you can see he’s wearing it self-confi-
dently with his warm smile, energy, and optimism. When he put these 
colors on Facebook, he added text, and the text again with his smile 
said, “Let’s create a country free of prejudices. We can do that. We can 
make it happen. It won’t happen by itself. We need to act, but we can 
do it. We can make miracles happen!”

That was his message. He was so brave. He told us that he was 
going to climb over the fences of the Russian embassy to hold up the 
rainbow flag in front of the door of the building to protest the perse-
cution of LGBTQ people in Russia. When I asked him, “Are you not 
worried that they may shoot you?” He said, “They won’t shoot me. 
They may push me to the ground or to the wall, but I am ready for 
that. I know what I’m doing.”

So with that self-esteem and energy what do you think? Where is 
he now?

He took his own life last fall, at the age of 26. He was very young, 
as most of you in this room. He took his own life. One can just wonder 
how much anti-LGBTQ speech and other prejudice he had to face 
during the 26 years of his life. It was not possible to mention it at his 
funeral so I mention it now at least, that he was gay. Before his death, a 
few days before, I met him at the end of the huge demonstration at the 
Buda side of the Chain Bridge. He smiled and asked me Peter, would 
you do a slam poetry for me? I will, Milan, I will. And I hope next 
time, we will have a chance to talk.
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Charitable Cause
The Rainbow Mission Foundation

The LGBTQ community in Hungary faces ongoing discrimina-
tion and homophobic attacks. In 2008 the Budapest Pride Parade 

was viciously attacked with bottles, rocks, petrol bombs, and hate. The 
Rainbow Mission Foundation, is working to counter that hate.

The Rainbow Mission Foundation is an NGO that works inde-
pendently from states, political parties, and companies, and has no 
paid employees. They work for visibility and equal rights for the les-
bian, gay, bisexual, transgender, and queer community in Hungary. 
They work towards a world that is free of oppression, where diversity 
is cherished, and where LGBTQ people are fully accepted by society, 
where homophobia, transphobia, racism, and sexism are met with con-
demnation. Their goal is to defend the LGBTQ community in Hunga-
ry. They do this by organizing cultural events to increase the visibility 
of the community and to draw attention to legal inequality and social 
problems. The Rainbow Mission Foundation was also an organization 
with which Milán Rózsa was heavily involved.

In keeping with the London Reader’s mission to give back to the 
community and improve the world around us, 10 percent of the revenue 
from this issue will be donated to the Rainbow Mission Foundation.

You can find out more or donate to the Rainbow Mission Foun-
dation at www.budapestpride.com
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Hate in Florida
By Elizabeth Joy Loudon

About the Author: Elizabeth Joy Loudon grew up in the United 
States, but she is earning her MS in Environmental Science and Policy at 
the Central European University in Budapest, Hungary. Her role in social 
change advocacy was recognized in 2015, when she was awarded the Mal-
donado Selfless Service Award, and the June Brooks Award for Activism.

Hate in Florida
By Elizabeth Joy Loudon

Shakira, Katy Perry, and Lady Gaga.
It was 2011, and there was a lot of great music.

I had never been in a club before. I was 18, and starting college. 
I’d moved 3,000 miles away from home. I guess that translates to 4,500 
kilometers. I dunno. I don’t speak kilometers.

Anyway, that’s a world away when you’re 18.
I didn’t know anyone. I didn’t even have a roommate. I wasn’t 

used to this. I’m a twin, so I’d always had a friend before. How do you 
make friends, anyway?

I decided that I would say yes to everything in life. If someone 
had a serious suggestion or invited me to go out somewhere, I had to 
go. This was guaranteed to get me out of my comfort zone—and rap-
idly, I hoped.

Two weeks into the semester, I attended the student organization 
info fair. I was determined to start some conversations, sign up for 
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every email list, and join some kind of community.
I was thinking maybe the gardening or skydiving or human rights 

clubs.
“Hi, I’m Elizabeth.” “What’s your club about?” “When do you 

meet?” “What events have you done in the past?”
After walking around and introducing myself to about a hundred 

people, I found myself back at the table for the Gay-Straight Alliance.
The people were nice and welcoming. And they gave out cupcakes.
I still identified as straight back then. But I could join, right? If it’s 

an alliance that includes straight people?
I talked to the members for at least an hour, and before I knew it, 

I was helping them pack up their posters, pins, and leaflets.
And then someone said, “Hey, some of us are going to a gay club 

tonight. Do you want to come?”
Well, I did have this “yes” rule.
“Hmm. Well, yes. Sure, I do. I don’t dance, but okay.”
We jumped into a little P.T. Cruiser and drove to Orlando.
Orlando.
Pulse, like the rhythm of the music. Pulse, like electricity. Pulse, 

like a heartbeat strong enough to be counted.
I spent a crazy Wednesday night dancing with my soon-to-be best 

friends.
Glamorous drag queens belted out the fiercest hits.
Chiseled men in gladiator costumes flaunted their abs and passed 

out jello shots.
Everyone was welcome. All genders were safe and free.
The night faded into glitter and three-dollar Long Island iced teas.
Shakira, Katy Perry, and Lady Gaga. 

***

Pitbull, Nikki Minaj, and Rihanna.
It was 2013.
I met Bek, and we started dancing.
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Then dating.
I wrote a poem about fighting with how I felt, in light of what 

society would think
It said:

Are we betting our souls?
Are our hearts full of holes? 

And what are our roles? 
If we let ourselves 

fall in love.
And I fell in love.
But society didn’t like it.
We got stared at when we were together in public.
For a long time, Bek’s family didn’t know we were together.
My family only found out when Bek changed her relationship 

status on Facebook. Welcome to the 21st century.
Being OUT as queer at school was something I wasn’t too worried 

about—that is, until three guys approached me on campus and handed 
me a double-sided leaflet. It said I was going to hell, and they said they 
felt it was their religious duty to prevent me from supporting “cultur-
al-Marxism, multiculturalism, homosexuality, peace, and tolerance.”

These things were against God, they said.
It put me on edge. I almost quit. I felt like they were going to 

attack me. I learned that activism can be dangerous, that wrapping 
yourself in a flag for a cause puts you and your identity at risk, even if 
that flag is a welcoming rainbow. But still, I kept trying to make the 
university more inclusive.

The Gay-Straight Alliance was my Florida family. How could I 
stop participating in the activism that gave me, and my community, 
purpose?

The seasons changed, and then came 2014. My girlfriend and I 
moved in together, started sleeping on a tiny living-room futon.

Every morning, our roommate would take long, loud, luxurious 
showers. His phone blared Rihanna. I will never forget the song. Dia-
monds in the Sky.
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“Shine bright like a diamond. We’re like diamonds in the sky. 
You’re a shooting star I see, a vision of ecstasy. When you hold me, I’m 
alive. We’re like diamonds in the sky.”

It was his anthem. He was queer, proud, and finally at peace with 
himself. His long hair and feminine fashion were just a part of who he 
was, and he was fine with this.

He put up with all kinds of abuse from people who called him 
names and treated him badly because of how he looked and acted.

When we went out, he would dance so passionately that the sweat 
would glisten on his forehead. He could be free and shine brightly, and 
nobody looked down on him.

He was having a good time blending in like caffeine in the blood-
stream elevating the pulse of the Orlando gay community.

It was 3 AM. Everyone was singing along.
Pitbull, Nicki Minaj, and Rihanna. 

***

Ivy Les Vixens, Aviar Tatem, and Luis Maldonado.
2016. I was on West Coast time. I woke up and my Facebook 

inbox was beeping at me.
Ariel Zieg marked safe at Pulse Nightclub.
Lexie Mucci marked safe.
Jorge Lanza marked safe.
What?
I started to follow the statuses, watch the footage.
My stomach churned.
I talked to Jorge, who was working at the hospital when the 

wounded started pouring in.
But what about the others. My friends?
My community?
The death toll kept rising as the day went on.
Forty-nine killed in the deadliest mass shooting in American 

history.
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America: Land of gun violence, home of the right to bear arms.
My country, where you can buy a concealed-weapons permit on 

Groupon.
Where guns sell like used bikes on Facebook.
I pledge allegiance to the flag of the United States of America, and to 

the republic for which it stands, one nation, under God, indivisible, with 
liberty and justice for all.

How could there ever be justice for this?
What liberty? Bullshit!
What God? After this? There can be no God.
Queer communities around the world looked on in horror.
People talked about staying home to protect themselves from 

copycat hate crimes.

Flash forward.
I visited the Pulse memorial. I brought a candle to light for the 

place that I once loved and the people who died within it.
I walked the wall of rain-soaked posters and rainbow offerings.
I looked up. One of the posters for the victims said, “Shine bright 

like a diamond, we’re beautiful. Like diamonds in the sky.”
I cried.
And cried. And cried.
The world feels less safe now.
And the new president is making policies that make it that way.
My friends didn’t die at Pulse nightclub, but we were just like the 

people who did.
Verbal and physical violence threatens us. Hate crimes are on the 

rise.
Every time I read the news, I think about
Ivy Les Vixens, Aviar Tatem, and Luis Maldonado.
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Looking Back on  
Hate in Florida
Participating in The  

‘Hate Speech’ Monologues
By Elizabeth Joy Loudon

Should I tell my story?
The task of coming up with a monologue is intimidating. It re-

quires a difficult exploration of personal and emotional connections 
to hate.

Unlike the Vagina Monologues, The ‘Hate Speech’ Monologues 
are authored by the event participants. This event has become a tradi-
tion, as the 2017 performance marked its 5th anniversary at the Cen-
tral European University. The format of the event is that most of the 
cast recite their monologues in three parts, moving in a round as if in 
conversation, each part lasting only about 90 seconds. While I origi-
nally thought that writing less than five minutes of text would be easy, 
it definitely pushed my limits.

I had agreed that I would perform a monologue. I knew there 
would be brave and talented people from around the world partici-
pating. At first, I feared sharing something in front of a packed venue. 
I agonized for weeks about what to say. All of our lives include many 
encounters with hate. This is one point that the audience is expected 
to learn from. The first task for me as a performer was to look back on 
my life. Should I speak about my experiences hating, of being hated, 
or of observing these totally opposing interactions? All of the answers 
to this question provide insight into ongoing the trauma of identity in 
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a globalised world.
Increasingly, I have felt that hate-fuelled violence is spreading. 

The current political atmosphere has polarized society. It has been dev-
astating for me to watch since this is something I have spent years 
trying to fight. For my monologue, I initially considered talking about 
the Black Lives Matter protests. This was part of my development as 
an activist, as I had sympathized with the cause. Yet I was still coming 
from the outside. Police violence hurt me, but not in the same way that 
it hurt members of the black community. Black people being murdered 
reminded them, the black community, about their own safety. And 
then it was 2016, and 49 LGBTQ people were killed, out on a night 
enjoying themselves.

I frequented Pulse as a college student from 2011 to 2015, so I 
know the layout of the nightclub. I watched survivors recount their 
stories, and I could imagine the horror as they tried to escape through 
the back patio. As a queer person, my first response to the tragedy at 
Pulse was: “Oh my God, these were my people.” Then, as I watched 
the story unfold, I began to think about how this attack was not felt 
only by people who had enjoyed Pulse. Queer people around the world 
were saying, “These were my people.” They mourned because 49 people 
died, and they were all part of their extended family. It didn’t matter if 
they knew them or not. How could I communicate this pain?

I built my story as a journey. I used the names of international-
ly recognized singers to introduce each monologue section, reflecting 
how periods of time in our lives are often marked by music as much 
as by days on a calendar. The first part was light-hearted, detailing my 
entry into Orlando nightlife. I hoped that the audience could empa-
thize with how I felt becoming part of an accepting queer community 
after my experiences with loneliness. After all, we have all found new 
communities after moving cities.

The second part of my story focused on the fear and vulnerability 
of falling in love, which everyone who has loved understands is a scary 
thing to do. I connected this anxiety with my own growing anxiety 
after being threatened on campus by a group of homophobic men. At 
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the end I stopped introducing singers and instead began introducing 
the names of my friends at Pulse Nightclub. The audience may have 
wondered if my roommate died in the massacre. He did not, but that 
wasn’t the point. The attack killed the spirit of being out and proud, 
which my room-mate and Rihanna’s “Shine Bright Like a Diamond” 
represented. Bullets pierced the illusion of safe spaces for millions of 
queer people. I believe that the audience came closer to this.

Members of a community challenge, care for, educate, and en-
courage each other. Opportunities to share stories are important and 
empowering. The experience of performing in The ‘Hate Speech’ 
Monologues inspired me as well when my classmates showed up to 
offer love and support. The people who gathered at Pulse were there 
for inclusion without judgement. I am grateful for The ‘Hate Speech’ 
Monologues, which included me and helped honour the spirit of Pulse. 
The ‘Hate Speech’ Monologues is Orlando Strong.
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Intolerance at Home
By Rodrigo Peroni

The London Reader’s Foreword: Intolerance can appear in the 
most unlikely of circumstances, even within the home, a space where people 
expect to feel the most at ease and safe from the conflicts of outside world. 
Unfortunately, what should be the most comfortable place can become the 
most painful. In this piece Rodrigo Peroni explores his personal experiences 
of coming out to his family.

About the Author: Rodrigo Peroni is originally from Brazil. He re-
cently completed an MA in Gender Studies in Budapest, Hungary and is 
now moving to London, UK where he plans to begin a PhD in Perfor-
mance Studies.

Intolerance at Home
By Rodrigo Peroni

Two years after I came out as gay to my parents, my aunt found 
out. In the openly sexist and homophobic society of Brazil, where 

fatal hate crimes against LGBTQ people happen daily, my parents 
chose to listen to me when I came out, and to talk things through. 
They opted for dialogue, but of course they came with a wide array of 
prejudices. I am still surprised at the variety of arguments they came up 
with to ‘convince me’ that I was mistaken and that I was opting for the 
wrong path in life: from claiming how unnatural being gay is to look-
ing for a psychological cause for my condition. Luckily, after a couple 



Intolerance at Home

The London Reader26  

of intense weeks of arguments and discussions, their larger concerns 
became my personal safety and success.

Two years later, however, it was my aunt’s turn. My father wasn’t 
ready to share my “secret” with anyone, but my mother was eager to 
tell her sister about it, so at a regular Thursday lunch at our place, she 
outed me.

***

I was fine with the fact that my mother told my aunt I am gay. 
What was not fine was my aunt’s reaction. We had a close relationship, 
and yet she could not tolerate that I was gay. Throughout the tensest 
lunch I’ve ever had, my mother stood by my side. Like me, she could 
not have foreseen such a strong reaction coming.

My aunt holds a post-doc and is a renown physician, and yet 
she said that she would find a psychiatrist to reverse my inclinations 
(even though it was clearly “too late” already). In all of her educated 
middle-class white privilege she could not find a way to accept the fact 
that I am gay. She kept on insisting that homosexuality is not normal.

So far, I could bear it; I had seen people react like this in movies 
and YouTube coming out videos before. However, I was shocked when, 
noticing that my mother was ‘resigned’ to ‘my condition’, my aunt 
pushed on to argue that I was condemned to die early because that is what 
happens to gay people.

In a violation of her medical ‘authority’, she basically sentenced 
me to death. I would die before I would reach 60. A slow and painful 
death. A death caused by the unnatural act of anal sex. The spectre of the 
HIV/AIDS panic haunted her and led her to believe in the old, and 
supposedly dead, medical stereotype of the ill homosexual that I would 
become. My anus became a grave, something that severed me from my 
bright and natural future.

***
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Something certainly changed between my mother and her sister 
after that Thursday’s lunch. It was clear that their relationship had been 
hurt profoundly because of a feeling of mutual disappointment. My 
aunt felt betrayed because my mother did not reach to her for advice 
when she first found out about me. And my mother could not forgive 
her for having caused me so much pain.

The truth is that my mother and I came out together at that 
Thursday’s lunch. And it was only then that I realized I could count 
on her. She loved me so immensely that she chose to sacrifice her rela-
tionship with her sister to protect me. There was hate in that coming 
out, but there was love too. And maybe my aunt’s prejudiced reaction 
was somehow fuelled by good-intentions underneath all of that hate. 
She showed me that she cared, after all. She was not indifferent. But 
her fear and prejudice, unfortunately, made empathy impossible, and 
instead gave way to hate.

Despite it all, we found a way to hold the family together. We 
chose to believe that our relationship would improve with time. And 
it is taking time, but we can see signs of change for the better. On the 
rare occasions when the subject comes back up, she’s tried to convince 
me that being gay is not normal. Now I wish I’d told her, “Well, I’m 
glad. Normal is boring.”
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Shoes
By Ruth Simister

About the Author: Ruth Simister is originally from the UK. Since 
graduating from the Central European University, Ruth has worked in 
education and public health in Ghana and the UK. In September she will 
be starting her PhD in anthropology, studying elements of communication 
during the recent West African Ebola outbreak. 

Shoes
By Ruth Simister

“ThaT’s so gay!”
What? My laugh? My walk? My shoes?

“That’s so gay!”
Really? You’ve got to be kidding. My shoes, my nice red shoes, 

actually have a gender? And so do other shoes? And my shoes actually 
feel desire—emotional, physical desire—for other shoes of the same 
gender? Really?

“That’s so gay!”
The idea of gay shoes might seem ridiculous, but it probably also 

sounds familiar to many people. A recent study, ‘The School Report’ 
by Stonewall in the UK, for example, found that ninety-nine percent 
of school students hear homophobic comments at school. There must 
be a lot of gay shoes out there. But I don’t need statistics to remind me 
of the discomfort and of my own silence when my classmates threw the 
word “gay” around at school.
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A teacher, a man who is gay, recently told me that his students 
guessed his sexual orientation easily because he was the only person 
who had questioned homophobic language at his school.

“That’s so... sad.”
But the same teacher also told me that his 10 year old son had 

come home from school one day and told him, completely without 
bother or surprise, that another boy had a crush on him, and that he 
liked him, but actually wasn’t looking for a relationship.

I hope that 10-year old boy will grow up with shoes that aren’t 
gay, but are just shoes, and that he can wear them how, and where, he 
wants, and that he can use them to stamp out hatred. 

Author’s Afterword: My contribution to the ‘Hate Speech’ Mono-
logues was inspired by research about what gay male teachers’ experiences 
across their careers, which I conducted for a course whilst at the Central 
European University. During my research I heard varying stories of ho-
mophobic discrimination, alienation from “mainstream” teaching, and 
rigid models of femininity and masculinity within classrooms—all of which 
impacted teachers as well as students. Despite a great deal of campaigning 
and education about LGBTQ rights, I was struck that the situation in 
many schools hasn’t improved since my own school days.
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Herstories
By Mariya Parodi

Author’s Foreword: The history of the women in my family inspired 
me to tell this story. It is a story of three generations of women. I was in-
spired by my mother and my grandmother and how they survived different 
forms of hate.

It begins with the Siege of Leningrad, one of the harshest moments ex-
perienced in Russia in living history, and I describe what my grandmother 
experienced during the siege.

The story then moves on to the next generation with my mother and 
the pain she experienced as a Jewish woman in Uzbekistan, before our 
family resettled to the United States when the Jewish community left the 
country.

My story ends with me as a young girl on the streets of Saint Peters-
burg, experiencing again that seemingly endless cycle of hatred and pain.

Right before I performed my monologue, I was doing research for the 
Hungarian Civil Liberties Union on how to counter hate speech online. 
I see the same issues come up with the organization I am working for 
now, as people are ready to paint with a single brush stroke those who are 
fleeing war and persecution simply because of their ingrained prejudices 
they cannot let go. It pains me to see it again and again because of how 
it hurts those individuals and communities, but also because of how we 
cannot progress as societies because of it.

In my free time, I work with Downtown Women for Change, a group 
focused on creating dialogue and civil discourse so that people can get past 
stereotypes and unite in conversation and hopefully engage empathetically 
by hearing each others’ stories.
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About the Author: Mariya Parodi is originally from Russia. After 
graduating from the Central European University, Parodi went on to study 
Humanitarian Action in the Sciences at the Paris School of International 
Affairs, where she met her husband, who is also a fiction writer. They now 
live in Forest Hills, Queens, where she works as a Communications Associ-
ate for the International Rescue Committee, a humanitarian organization 
which helps in crises worldwide and with refugees in the United States.

Herstories
By Mariya Parodi

Grandmother, because it started with you.
You were born in 1936. Before the War.
War. It is 1941. You are five years old. A child. Your father is called 

to serve in the army. The attack of the fascists was sudden. That is how 
you refer to them later on in your life. The fascists. If you ever do.

You do not speak much of those times.
Saint Petersburg. September. Shots. Shock. Slowness. No trans-

portation. All movement stopped. No life. Death. The army coming 
closer. Closer. To your city. Not theirs.

They surround your city. No food. No clothes. You are so young.
The attacks begin. The fascists start bombing cities. Your city.
You are so young.
Your people are hurt and killed. Your people are starving. Freezing 

to death. It is a cold winter. There is no heat. No warmth. Your home 
is a house of papers. Your widows are glued with newspapers. Your 
family keeps warm by burning newspapers, furniture, books. You are 
so young.

You live knowing the kerosene lamps.
You are so young.
The cold freezes the water in your pipes so there is no water for 

you and your family. You go to a lake with pans to get water, freezing.
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You are so young.
You stand near the window. Watching how airplanes with swas-

tikas fly by. You fear they will drop a bomb on you. You fear they will 
destroy your home. Bomb your home. Invade your home with their 
bombs. You fear death. You fear being handicapped for the rest of your 
life.

You are so young.
Your neighbour does not live in fear. She turns on the music, your 

neighbour. She tells you, “if you’re going to die, die with music.”
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You are so young.
They are dropping bombs close to you. You go down to the base-

ment and hide. Hide from the bombs.
Your elder sister, the one you love so much, volunteers at the 

fabric factory, at the very top floor. Once, they dropped a bomb into 
it. The fascists. Your beloved sister takes the bomb and throws in into a 
box filled with sand. The bomb explodes in the box. It does not harm 
the factory nor anyone in it. Your sister risks her life doing that. A bond 
forms between you that you never feel with your younger sister—a 
bond of war, of fear, of hatred.

You and your beloved sister. Your gums are bleeding. From mal-
nutrition. From the cold. From lack of food. From starvation. From 
lacking. From war. You are so young.

You tell me your people died from starvation or freezing to death.
You go to the hospital. To your people. You tend to the wounded. 

You sing for the wounded soldiers. You sing beautiful songs with your 
soft voice. You are so beautiful. You are so young. You sing. You even 
dance. To cheer them up. Seeing you, listening to you, you, my dear 
grandmother, they are happy again. They remember their children. 
Their sisters. Their wives. They have tears in their eyes as they listen to 
you. They want to give you something sweet, as an act of kindness, a 
gesture of thanks. They want to give you something sweet, but there is 
nothing sweet to give. No candy. No sugar. Nothing sweet for a young 
girl. You are so young.

It is 1945. Germany is defeated. The war is over. Your mother 
is the only one of her siblings to survive. Out of eleven brothers and 
sisters. All killed. With their wives. Husbands. Children. Your mother 
is the only one to survive.

***

Mother, your life has been like an ocean. Wavy. Stormy. Calm. 
Fluctuating

You, you were never young. Age 7. Uzbekistan.
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Like the photo says “ne boltai”. Don’t chatter. Don’t speak. Don’t 
talk. Don’t talk about politics. Say nothing. Don’t reveal. Don’t expose.

You awake in the morning. You go to school. Every week you 
listen to the school polinformation, an hour of political propaganda the 
schools feed the children. You could not say what your father told you. 
He listened to the BBC, to the Voice of America and he told you what 
he heard. It was illegal. Sometimes he could hear it well. Sometimes it 
would be scattered. You could not say what you yourself would often 
hear on his radio programs. In school, that would be an anti-Soviet act. 
You would be enemy of the state at age 7.

You, mother, who came from your mother. You were never so 
young.

You, age 7. First grade. You go to the bathroom. You, a woman as 
a child. You go into the bathroom. You look into the mirror. Behind 
you, below you, above you, all around you, you hear a voice, a human 
voice, that of a fellow girl, soon to be a woman. “Zhidovka. Look at 
that Jew.”

The words sting. She says other things but you are blocking it out. 
Your ears refuse to listen. Don’t. You feel your eyes stinging. Tears are 
coming. You run out. You see a teacher. Someone you could turn to. 
Someone you could confide in. Someone you could speak to. Someone 
who would lend a sympathetic ear. You tell her what they called you. 
She does not listen with sympathetic ears and kind eyes. She does not 
lay a hand upon your shoulder. She does not say a kind word. She does 
not tell you a funny joke to cheer you up. She does not smile. She does 
not tell you that you are beautiful. She does not tell you that you are a 
person. She does not tell you of your dignity.

She looks at you. Through you.
That is when you know you are different. You never forget. You 

are taught this lesson for life.
You tell your parents what happened. They prepare you. They tell 

you. You will be called names, vile names, again and again in your life 
because you are Jewish. They teach you. You are prepared.

You are strong, you my mother, born a woman, never a child.
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What a small place this large country is. A tiny Empire.
You wanted to be a teacher. You loved to read. To think. To anal-

yse. To lose yourself in the novels, the authors, the stories. You, who 
were confidant you would be a good teacher. You, to whom I owe 
my love for the spoken word, for language, for books. You, who were 
always a teacher to me. You, who encouraged me to read.

You mother, your philosophy is to not to do unto others, what 
you don’t want done to you. Your definition of a good person is some-
one who is kind. I try to learn from you, mother.

***

Me? I am 7. And I’m sitting in a park with you, grandmother, 
in St. Petersburg. A woman comes up to us. She is yelling words, 
grandmother. Words I do not understand. Words my mother did not 
understand.

Zhidovka, what does it mean? Why is she yelling? What makes us 
so different?

You, grandmother, strong and proud, stand up for us. You, grand-
mother, you were so young. You stand up for my mother, who was 
never young. And you stand up for me, who is still learning to grow.
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I am Not Sorry  
for Being Different

By Arman Heljic

Author’s Foreword: I was born into a mixed family of Bosnian and 
Herzegovinian, Romani and Montenegrin origins. The inspirations for this 
project were multifold. First, I was inspired by the courage of my friends 
from the Department of Gender Studies and Roma Access Program at the 
Central European University. I listened to their experiences and realized 
that the Hate Speech Monologues are important for raising awareness but 
also personal healing. By healing I mean the process of healing the inner 
wounds and traumas that hate speech has on those who survive it. I think 
the power of such a performance is in the transformation in my personal 
life after processing those traumatic experiences and sharing them with my 
community.

About the Author: Arman Heljic was born in Bosnia and Her-
zegovina. For the past 6 years he has worked on on projects relating to 
LGBTQIA and LGBT Romani rights in South-East and Central Europe. 
These projects included work in digital story telling, performance art, doc-
umentary film-making, and photography as means to preserve and promote 
culture and fight against social injustice and oppression.
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I am Not Sorry for Being Different
By Arman Heljic

When I was four years old, the war in Bosnia-Herzegovina start-
ed. The first aircraft dropped a bomb in the field where I used 

to run and play. The Yugoslav People’s Army was attacking my home 
town. This marks the start of the exodus. For the next 13 years I was a 
child with no home, no land, no language, and no field to call my own. 
At the age of five I arrived in Germany together with my parents. We 
were refugees there. The first word that I learned was, “foreigner”, or 
“ausländer”, “out-lander”, as they say in German. I learned that word in 
a school where I was the only non-German child. A school where they 
had swastikas framed at the entrance doors. I was very scared, and I 
was silent. But soon I learned many other words. “Stupid,” “worthless,” 
“Muslim-pig,” and many others. For the next 6 years I heard “Foreign-
ers out!” every single day on my way to school. We escaped bullets, 
tanks, knives, and snipers, in order to be free, but where I had arrived, 
words were bullets. Words were tanks. And the words became bombs 
that shelled the spirit of this six year old child.

I can still remember the joy when they deported us back from 
Germany to Bosnia-Herzegovina. We were on a bus trip back home 
with my mother and my sister, and we were at the Slovenian and Aus-
trian border and I asked my mother, “Can you tell me where we are?” 
And she said, “We are in Yugoslavia.” Little did she know that the only 
Yugoslavia that she would ever have again was in her memory, but I re-
sponded to her with joy, “Mom, finally, we’re not ausländers any more!”

***

It’s 1998. I returned to Bosnia-Herzegovina. I was 11 years old. 
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My happiness and joy for being back in my homeland was very short. 
Soon I started learning new words. “Faggot.” “Peder.” “Girlie-slut.” 
“Djevojčura.” “Weakling.” “Slabić.” I heard these words every single day 
for the next six years of my life. I always walked to school. I really liked 
walking. But sometimes it was really difficult. Sometimes they would 
beat me. They would beat me for being girlie. They would beat me 
for being a faggot. I was scared again. I was asking myself, will it ever 
stop? Sometimes the boys would surround me and toss me around in a 
circle, beating the last breath of air out of me, shouting, “Faggot! You 
should die!” or “Do you want to suck my cock faggot?” or “We should 
all fuck him.”

At those moments I wished I could die. But instead I learned 
to develop two pairs of eyes. I had to because I needed to know from 
where the next bottle, stick, stone, or brick would come. I needed to 
learn how to survive.

I was 13 when I returned to the town I grew up in. I went for a 
walk in the neighbourhood where my father was born. It was my first 
walk there since I was four, since my mother took me out of bed in the 
middle of the night to escape the war. I looked for the house he had 
grown up in. It was burned to the ground. I was thinking about the 
mixture of fear, sadness, and pride that I felt, as I was standing in front 
of that house. To get there, I had crossed the line of the division. I had 
crossed the line that divided the Serbs from the Muslims. I was really 
proud of myself. But my thoughts were interrupted by someone shout-
ing at me again, “Gypsy! Get out of here! You should all be burned and 
slaughtered!” I run again. I learned another new word, another new 
sentence, of hate.

***

Today I am almost 25, and I stand before you strong. Throughout 
my life I learned many, many words. My body learned how to take 
these words, assaults, and attacks of hate. But I didn’t give up. I learned 
new sentences of love as well as I was growing up. I learned that I will 
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never need your permission to be who I am. I learned that my love 
is stronger than your fear, than your fear of a faggot, a Muslim, or a 
Gypsy. I am here. I learned that I have a family who accepts me for who 
I am. That family is my chosen family. That family is the Roma, and 
my friends, who have similar, or the same struggles. We are here. We 
always have been here. And we always will be.
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What Do You Want Me to Be?
By Suad Skenderi and Elvis Shakjiri

Author’s Foreword by Suad Skenderi: The inspiration for this 
story is the intersection of identities, the constant struggle against discrimi-
nation in Europe, and the burdens we face in everyday life. Attending such 
a multicultural University we thought that we would not face discrimina-
tion, but on an otherwise normal night we faced something unexpected. 
We were faced with hate speech and were shocked to find that people saw 
nothing wrong with using such offensive language.

Slowly, but in a sadly predictable way we face a world in which hate 
speech is excused as freedom of speech and it is perceived as normal at all 
levels of society. Lately discrimination and hate have intensified to the point 
where minorities of all kinds have become more vulnerable due to the nor-
malization of racist language as it is seemingly approved by politicians, the 
media, and other power structures. As hate has directly impacted us and 
our community, it is our moral obligation, just as it is for all Roma, to fight 
against hate in every possible way. This sometimes includes new resources 
and innovative ways to challenge and tackle discrimination. 

About the Authors: Suad Skenderi and Elvis Shakjiri are both from 
Macedonia and studied at the Central European University in Budapest, 
Hungary.
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What Do You Want Me to Be?
By Suad Skenderi and Elvis Shakjiri

My name is Elvis Shakjiri, and I am a Roma from Macedonia.

“You stinky Gypsy… Get out of our country… Hitler should have 
killed you all!”

I shall not keep mute like my ancestors as they silently died estab-
lishing your fatherland. We fought for these countries just like every-
body else did. This is my country, my feet are standing on this earth, 
and I know that I belong here. I belong to Europe because I came to 
Europe before you called yourself a nation. After all my efforts trying to 
be a decent citizen—to dress well, to smell well and to talk smoothly—
you tell me that I am a Gypsy and that I do not belong here. Tell me, 
is this why Hungary segregates me? Why the Czech Republic rallies 
against me? Why Slovakia puts me in ghettos? Why Romania builds 
walls where I live? Why Macedonia disrespects me? Tell me, is it a sin 
from birth to be Roma or is it a lifetime struggle for dignity?

***

My name is Elvis Shakjiri, and I am a Muslim from Macedonia.

“Run for your lives, a terrorist… Fundamentalist… All you know is 
killing!”

Again and again you point a finger at me and tell me that you hate 
me, but the blame should be put on people who use my religion for 
evil and cruelty. NOT IN MY NAME! Blame the radicals, the outlaws, 
the bandits, but not me. Not my religion. Not my brothers and sisters. 
Was Avicena a terrorist? Was Muhammad Ali a radical? Would you 
say that Ibn Khaldun was a fundamentalist? You blame the terrorists 
and I blame them with you, but not my religion. It is people who use 
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the name Islam for their crimes that distort my religion, the religion 
of peace, love, and tolerance. Living as a Muslim Roma in Europe is 
crazy. I can’t go to the East, they call me a Gypsy, Zigeuner, Cigany, 
Cigan. And I can’t go to the West. They call me a terrorist, radical, 
fundamentalist.

***

And just when I lost all hope, I saw the perfect opportunity for 
a hate-free spot in Europe, at the Central European University. I was 
accepted to the Legal Studies Department. It was like a dream being 
there in one of the most prestigious universities in Europe, where I was 
taught by world-class professors in high-tech classrooms with friends 
from all over the world.

One night we were playing table football at the university dor-
mitories. It was a great night; we were winning every game, beating 
everybody. Our next opponents were a guy and a girl. We were playing 
well, but then we scored a goal and the ball bounced back out from 
behind the posts. I asked, “Are we going to count this?”

The guy we were playing against was confused, “I don’t know 
man. I think we shouldn’t because the ball is on the field.”

My friend Suad insisted that the goal should count because the 
ball had already gotten in, and that was when the girl turned to her 
partner and said, “Come on now, don’t be such a Gypsy about it. Let 
them count it.”

We were petrified. We couldn’t accept the fact that we had just 
heard her say that at our university. Suad got really upset and wanted 
to argue, but I just smiled and said, “Don’t you think that there are 
Roma students here at the university, and that maybe you might even 
be playing against some of them at this very moment?”

All of the sudden she became pale, but still kept her stance and 
said, “So what? Why is it so offensive if I call them Gypsies?”
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The Same Skin
By Sofaya Hussein

The London Reader’s Foreword: This monologue explores how 
your identity might change due to circumstances changing around you. For 
Sofaya Hussein, that happened after the invasion of Iraq. In charting out a 
few of her encounters with the prejudice of others, she explores how identity 
is often something others thrust upon you.

About the Author: Sofaya Hussein holds a Masters from the Central 
European University in Budapest. She is is originally from Luton, UK.

The Same Skin
By Sofaya Hussein

Let me tell you about the time I became a member of Saddam 
Hussein’s extended family.

In 2003 the Allied forces invaded Iraq. I was in my second year of 
high school. I’d never felt or considered myself different. I was as white 
as everyone else. And ashamed of my hair, I never wore it down. Yet 
something stood out. One day in Religious Education, a class which 
aimed at teaching difference and diversity mind you, when the teacher 
left the room, a classmate of mine, sat on the table to confront me, and 
asked me if I was a terrorist. Or perhaps he just threw the word at me. 
The whole class laughed and I, unsure of what to do and unwilling to 
grasp my difference, laughed too. Belittling myself was just easier.

Sometime later in drama class, I was sitting on the floor with 
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friends and chatting. Our drama teacher paced over and crouched 
beside me. But rather than scolding us for talking, he began to ask, “So, 
um, I was wondering… I wanted to ask whether you’re related to…”

At this point he’s stumbling. His hesitancy, his stupidity, was al-
ready clear. I knew what he was about to say, and yet I wasn’t ready to 
believe he would dare. “Well,” he continued, “are you related in any 
way to, you know, um, Saddam Hussein?”

In shock, eyes wide and my mouth hanging open, a million things 
to tell him ran through my mind, like how my surname, Hussein, is 
so incredibly common. Today I would tell him that Barack Obama’s 
middle name is Hussein. But instead, only 14 and faced with an igno-
rant teacher many years older, I just said no, and he walked away.

***

Now let me tell you of being in between. Of questions like “what 
are you?” or “how are you not like me, not British?”

Let me begin by explaining that I am British. I was born in Luton 
and raised in Ipswich in the UK. Growing up I’ve never lived anywhere 
else. I have a British passport, a British accent, but my name isn’t Brit-
ish. Neither is my hair, my nose, or my parents. My skin, I suppose, is 
British enough. It wasn’t until I got to sixth form and later to universi-
ty, that I began to realize that, as British as I felt in the inside, or how I 
claimed Britishness as my identity, that I didn’t project it. I’ve had the 
question phrased in so many ways, it’s difficult to remember.

“Where are you from?” they ask.
“I’m British” I tell them.
“Yeah, but where are you from?”
“Ipswich?” I reply, trying to guess what they want.
Where my home is? Where I was born? Where my parents are 

from? The most poorly phrased out of them all has to be the boy that 
asked me, “Yeah, but what’s in you?” In the end, despite the many, 
many variations, all they want me to admit, to confess, is my differ-
ence. “What are you?” “How are you not British, not like me?” I accept 
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that this is curiosity, but it’s a loaded question—politically and oth-
erwise. My polite tone and demeanour cannot distract from the con-
stant, frontpage headlines, which explicitly state that “we do not want 
you,” “why are you here?” and “go back where you came from!”

Despite my passing for a white Brit at first glance in the street, 
unlike others without fair skin, these questions serve as a mechanism 
to insist, to remind me, that I am the daughter of immigrants—those 
who do not belong. My dad, who is Egyptian, who’s lived in Britain for 
well over 20 years, uses such questions as an opportunity. When people 
ask, which they always do and usually before a minute of conversation 
passes, he tells them he’s Chinese.

***

And finally let me tell you about being my father’s wife. I hope 
that statement horrifies you, as it does me. People tell me I look like 
my mum all the time, but never that I look like my dad. I’d never 
really realized this until recently, when our relation to one another 
began to be called into question. One day around a year ago, on a trip 
into town with my dad—a day that he took off from work for some 
father-daughter time—he began talking with a man about switching 
cable services. When my dad and I walk together, I hold his arm. We 
are close, obviously so, and when I think about it, our affection is clear-
ly on display. After talking for some time, and with my dad undecided 
about the cable, the man remarks “Why don’t you go and talk it over 
with your wife.”

This question hit me hard. A mixture of shock and disgust at his 
insinuation. I glared at him, as my dad explained that I’m his daughter, 
not his wife. A few days before coming to Budapest, it happened again. 
In town with my dad we went to the bank and, waiting for someone 
to tend to us, after giving the bank my details, which specifies that I’m 
a Ms and not a Mrs, a clerk beckons to us to come with him with the 
words, “Please come this way, Mr and Mrs Hussein.”

Again! Why on earth did they think I’m his wife? Not only in 
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England, but in Egypt as well. I’ve been the wife, the girlfriend, and 
the foreigner in need of a tour guide or a translator. I think I’ve finally 
figured it out. These errors and mistakes are based on the one thing that 
marks our difference. Let me tell you, I look far more like my father 
than my Irish mother. It’s simply that we do not share the same skin 
colour.
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Everyday Hate Speech
By Sara Vitrai

The London Reader’s Foreword: Sara Vitrai’s anecdotes reflect the 
way that hateful speech can come up in everyday life, but she thinks that 
very few people harbour genuine hatred towards others. As a member of 
several minority groups herself, she believes the best way to combat hate 
speech is to tell stories, and, she adds, we shouldn’t forget to take it all with 
a bit of humour.

About the Author: Sara Vitrai is a freelance writer and educator, 
gender studies expert, and digital nomad, currently based in Budapest. 
She writes for The Gender Spot, a blog with information and advice on 
dating, sex, and non-normative relationships designed to make readers feel 
safe, accepted and happy. She is also currently working on a book which 
offers advice on non-normative romantic and sexual relationships.

Everyday Hate Speech
By Sara Vitrai

I  was talking to a friend of my Mother’s the other day, and the 
topic of hate speech came up. He said, “Well I don’t want to talk 

about that because it is such a hard and heavy topic,” and besides, I’m 
too young to experience or know what hate speech really is. A little of-
fended I replied, “Well no, I’m not too young.” “Did anyone ever call 
you a dirty Jew before?” he asked. “Well, no, not that, but I was told 
that I don’t have imagination because I am a woman”. This happened a 
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few years back when I was talking to the father of my close friend who 
asked me if I know why there are so few women chefs; and innocently I 
said, “Well, no, I have no clue”; and he said, “Well because you have to 
have imagination to be a good cook”. My Mom’s friend replies “Well I 
guess, if, if that’s hate speech too, then I guess you do know what it is”.

***

It’s not just me who experiences hate speech in my everyday life 
here in Budapest. I hear my friends telling me disturbing stories. The 
other day a Roma women stood up on the bus and offered her seat to 
an elderly man, who said, “I’m not sitting down where a Gypsy just 
sat!” But then another man stood up and said, “Oh yes you will. Sit 
down, or I’ll punch you in the face!”

***

Another anecdote I heard the other day was that a young Jewish 
couple were expecting a baby, and the baby was arriving on the Sab-
bath, the Jewish day of rest. On this day as a religious Jew you are not 
supposed to work or ask other Jews to work for you, so when the father 
called for a taxi to go to the hospital, he asked for a non-Jewish driver. 
The taxi arrived; they got in and started for the hospital. Then they 
heard the dispatcher from the taxi company calling the taxi driver and 
ask, “Hey, are you picking up the anti-Semites?”
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Identity, Choice, and Hope
By Fatma Deniz

The London Reader’s Foreword: With growing discussion of 
banning religious wear, like the Muslim hijab, in Western countries, it is 
worth considering the experiences of those who lived under a similar ban 
in Turkey. As discussed by Fatma Deniz in this monologue and Züheyla 
Izin in the next, the ban gave Muslim women like them a difficult choice 
between their religious identity and their dreams of going to university. 
Deniz’s monologue discusses her experiences as a hijabi woman going to the 
places she hoped to find the most tolerance: in cosmopolitan Europe and 
university campuses in Turkey.

About the Author: Fatma Deniz is an academic who was born in 
Turkey and is currently studying in Budapest, Hungary.

Identity, Choice, and Hope
By Fatma Deniz

It was my second day in Budapest. I was having trouble with the 
ticket machine and approached a young lady to ask for some help. 

“Excuse me. Can I ask something?” She raised her head, looked at me, 
and she was afraid of me. I saw the fear in her eyes. She could not even 
speak at first, and said, “I—I don’t know.” Then she escaped. She ran 
away. It was my first experience of Islamophobia. From then on, when-
ever somebody sat next to me on public transportation, I was happy 
because I knew that they were not afraid of me. Each morning, when 
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I opened my wardrobe, I did my best to choose light colours, even 
though I like wearing dark colours, because I didn’t want people to be 
afraid of me. When I was in high school, one of my male teachers said, 
“If I go out and make a mistake, people will think, ‘That man made 
a mistake.’ But if you go out and make a mistake, people will think, 
‘That that girl with a headscarf made a mistake.’” Back at that time, 
I did not know how true this was. The first thing people see in me is 
my headscarf rather than myself. People categorize me as a Muslim 
hijabi girl, treat me according to their own understanding of a hijabi 
girl. They are afraid of me, hate me, or humiliate me, and expect me 
to act as a ‘proper’ Muslim girl. They do not consider my own indi-
viduality and identity apart from my appearance. However, I do not 
represent Islam, Muslims, or even all hijabi women. I only represent 
myself, nobody else. I only represent my own understanding of my 
religion and my truth.

***

Some people believe that women wear a hijab because of force or 
pressure but not because they want to. Unfortunately, it may be the 
case for some women, but not for all of us. There are many women 
who wear a hijab by their own free choice. Even though we chose to do 
it, some people believe that it is against the liberation of women and 
must be prevented. In many fields it becomes a problem; for example 
women cannot wear their hijab in some international competitions or 
their prizes cannot be given. The reason is that it is against the libera-
tion of women. Instead of liberating us, these perspectives assume that 
we hijabi women cannot make our own free decisions. These people 
do not have any idea that they themselves are acting against our lib-
eration and putting more barriers in front of us. Wearing my hijab is 
not against my liberation or my free will. It is my own choice. On the 
contrary, I am sure my life would be much easier if I would not wear it. 
I have been a hijabi woman for a long time, faced all kinds of struggles, 
and I still wear it. This is my liberation, and this is my choice.
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***

The last part of my story is called hope. I would like to describe 
a real miracle in my life. For years in Turkey, it was prohibited to 
enter official places like universities while wearing a headscarf. In high 
school, I was studying hard for my future, but I knew that I would 
not be allowed on a university campus because of my hijab. In the first 
year of high school, I asked my father, why should I study so hard if 
universities will not let me in? His answer was simple but promising. 
My only duty is to continue to study, to do my best, to be hopeful, and 
to leave the rest to God. I continued to study, but the situation was the 
same the second year. I asked the same question, and the response was 
same. The third year, again, our dialogue was the same. However, in the 
last year, there was no need for me to raise the same question. The laws 
changed in Turkey, I was in the first generation who was allowed to 
enter university with a headscarf after a long time. It was a real turning 
point in my life.

After that time, I learned that whatever conditions I face, I do my 
best and remain hopeful.
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The Ban, The Hunt, and  
Back to Civilization

By Züheyla Izin

The London Reader’s Foreword: Following Fatma Deniz’s mono-
logue about the difficulties faced by Muslim women who choose to wear a 
hijab, this next piece by Züheyla Izin describes the experience of attending 
university in Turkey during the ban on headscarves, which was enforced in 
public institutions for over two decades until 2013.

Performing in the ‘Hate Speech’ Monologues was a pleasant surprise 
for Izin: “I had been unsure about participating at first, but afterwards 
I got so much great feedback from people, I realized that I had made the 
correct decision to be a part of it. People approached me and told me that 
they had been surprised because they didn’t know this part of the story 
about headscarves. They had only been exposed to the other side of the story: 
of women being forced to wear it.”

About the Author: Züheyla Izin was born in Turkey. She holds a BA 
in Sociology and International Relations as well as an Erasmus Mundus 
Masters in European Studies and an MA in Gender Studies from the 
Central European University. Züheyla is moving to Canada where she 
plans to begin a PhD.
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The Ban, The Hunt, and Back to Civilization
By Züheyla Izin

This is a story of a ban. It was 2006. The headscarf ban was still 
in force in Turkey, which basically forbade anyone from wearing 

headscarves in public spaces, the definition of which was quite arbi-
trary, including universities and work places. When you stepped in to 
one of those places, you had to take off your headscarf. If not you could 
be expelled from your university, or you could easily lose your job. It 
actually happened to thousands of women.

That year I started my education in sociology at one of the best 
universities of Turkey. At the entrance to the campus, you had to take 
off your headscarf. Since I didn’t want to take off my scarf in front of 
everyone at the entrance, which was very insulting, I would wear a hat 
on my scarf until I could find a bathroom, and then I would remove 
the scarf and just keep the hat.

I went to university by school bus. Entering the campus was 
always tense, as there were “hunters,” security guards who would enter 
the bus to check IDs and make sure there was no one wearing a head-
scarf. On the bus, I would put my hat on my scarf and try to be as in-
visible as I could, but on one of those days, a hunter saw me from out-
side through the window. He came in, split the crowd, and came right 
toward me—only because I couldn’t hide my headscarf well enough. 
They took my ID and made me remove the scarf in front of everyone. 
I still don’t remember the rest of that day.

***

One year after that bus incident. I was in a class with 60-70 peers 
waiting for the professor. Two security guards entered the class and read 
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my name from a piece of paper like a criminal. I got out of the class 
and saw my professor coming, she avoided me and went straight into 
the room. The hunters got my name because another professor had re-
ported me for wearing a ‘turban-like hat’. They started an investigation 
against me, and I was called to give my defence. It was such a theatrical 
scene. Nobody listened to me; they just insulted and humiliated me 
through their conclusions and assumptions on my beliefs and my life. 
I was suspended from the school for two weeks.

The fear of that day stayed with me. Whenever I heard boots ap-
proaching my classroom after that day, I thought that they were coming 
to remove me again.

***

I survived, and I outlasted the headscarf ban. It was abolished by 
the end of my studies.

In 2014 I was in Europe, in Poland. A country which is part of 
European Union. The EU is supposed to be a representative of liberty, 
freedom of speech, equality, human rights, bla, bla bla…

I was there for part of my Master’s, in a new city, with my map in 
hand, trying to find a place on the street close to the Jewish Quarter.

A group of men with shaved heads were approaching me from 
behind. I don’t want to label people by their appearance, but I was 
worried they were skinheads or neo-Nazis. The group walked around 
me as they passed, talking loudly in Polish.

Some had passed, but one who was behind me YANKED down 
my scarf and shouted at my face: “FUCK MUSLIMS!”

I was shocked! Speechless! Terrified! People who know nothing 
about me can do that to me?

I had to spend four more months living there, and I began to wear 
hoods or caps if I had to go out alone.

Since then whenever someone walks behind me on the street I 
get nervous. I feel like looking back and checking, walking faster, or 
crossing the street.
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And many times I’m just dreaming of crossing into another world 
where I don’t have to check behind me, where I don’t have to encounter 
all those terrified, annoying, curious, and sometimes abusive eyes on 
me, where I don’t have to explain and justify the choices in my life.
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Three Poems
By Aslı Karaca

Author’s Foreword: These poems grew out of the puzzle of inequality 
that I see all around me. The ethnic inequality in my own country and 
the personal and political tensions I have been facing related to it. In the 
first two poems, I reflect on the armed conflict in my country between the 
Turkish army and Kurdish guerillas and on the physical and psychological 
destruction that the conflict has caused. Some of the lines in the first poem 
were inspired by Udi Aloni’s movie Forgiveness (2006), a wonderfully 
humane perspective on the Palestinian-Israili conflict. 

I explore how it might be that ethnic, religious, and economic con-
flicts, and the fact that we can so easily have feelings of hate, is related to 
our separation from the earth. The second poem is dedicated to people who 
lost their lives on both sides and the non-sides in my country. And the third 
is about de-growth—the invisibility of nature that gives us life—as well as 
the on-going conflicts around us that we ignore.

About the Author: Aslı Karaca was born in Istanbul, but for the last 
seven years she’s lived between there and Budapest. She is currently working 
on a PhD at the Central European University on women’s politico-religious 
empowerment in Turkey and Egypt.
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Three Poems
By Aslı Karaca

1.  
Holes in the walls  
Of homes  
Of those  
I do not care to care for.  
Holes  
Lead to  
once-homes.  
  
Yours  
Is an escape  
A Twitter  
A Facebook  
Yours  
Is also a life.  
A life of shiny growth.  
Disconnected with connection  
Degraded by promotion  
Comfort of conformity  
Powerless against feather beds  
Self-love, self-hate  
Inside four walls, mortgaged  
  
Yours  
Is also a life.  
While there are trees somewhere  
a free river that is not yet bounded 
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and inside the river there is a human believing  
And there are holes in once-homes elsewhere  
and in Turkey and Kurdistan.

2.  
All the colours,  
Green yellow red  
You hate yourself  
In white and red  
  
All the letters  
Of Kurd, K R D  
You hate yourself  
As Turk, T R K  
  
All the words  
You share with ‘the other’  
So unfortunate  
That you don’t know yet  
  
All the gods  
You’re so scared of  
And all the prayers  
In the same mosque  
  
All the sins  
You thought you forgot  
But not your soul  
And not,  
your daughters  
and sons  
  
All the holes  
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Opened in the buildings  
and on the earth  
Lead to  
once-home’s  
  
All the possible roads  
Now you tend to escape  
Out of this violence craze  
It’s OK  
for the one god  
As the roads will call you back  
  
The ‘other’: Your colours…  
You hate yourself  
Not me.  
My letters  
I hate myself,  
not you.  
Your words…  
Forgive me.  
To our god,  
Lets ask:  
Will all the holes  
in our road  
lead to once-home’s?

3.  
Don’t suffer  
more than you have to  
Find your colour  
everyday  
amidst this blackout  
Where is your colour?  
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What is your colour?  
Find your colour  
everyday  
amidst this blackout  
this darkness  
of dark politics…  
dark war…  
military  
and police  
darkness on the face of the Syrian children…  
  
But there are colours in that darkness  
that is good  
like black earth  
It is going to embrace us one day  
do you notice?  
it embraces today  
when you eat from earth  
When you drink from earth  
Do you breathe the earth?  
It is earth  
giving the herb  
It is earth  
Curing things  
that disturb  
  
So don’t suffer more than you have to  
Find your colour everyday  
amidst this blackout.  
since life goes on  
and inside is the instinct to keep on  
Flowers blossom,  
they don’t hide their colours  
flowers want to open out  
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sprout  
come out  
not only here in Budapest  
the central European capital…  
but flowers  
want to open out,  
sprout  
come out  
also in the fields of war… 
If they do come out  
why not you?  
If they don’t hide their colours  
why do you?



The London Reader62  

Journey to the Refuge
By Yahya Al-Abdullah

Curator’s Foreword: I’ve written poetry in Arabic since I was 14. 
Living in Budapest and working as a volunteer with refugees and asylum 
seeker put me in a position in which I am exposed to a large number of 
stories. As a poet, I felt the urge to voice people’s stories because of the feelings 
of helplessness I come across sometimes, especially when people in Europe 
stereotype and stigmatize refugees. I wanted to put that into words.

The poem in the final section is dedicated to all the people who’ve 
risked their lives and made the journey. Some of them have made it. And 
some of them haven’t. And some of them are still stuck somewhere, in front 
of barbed wire borders and closed gates.

About the Author: Yahya Al-Abdullah is a Syrian-born second year 
MPA student at the School of Public Policy at the Central European Uni-
versity in Budapest. In his studies, Yahya focuses on migration and educa-
tion policies and on how education can facilitate the integration of refugees 
and migrants in the host communities. He was a lecturer of English at Isik 
University, Istanbul and holds a Master’s in TESOL from the University 
of Aleppo. Yahya has also worked as a volunteer teacher and teacher trainer 
for the Jesuit Refugee Service in Aleppo. His main passion, as an Aleppian 
in exile, is working on the collective memory of the city and its intangible 
cultural heritage.
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Journey to the Refuge
By Yahya Al-Abdullah

My name is Yahya, and the regular response I get when I intro-
duce myself to somebody new is, “What? Say that again.” And 

of course the second question, because it is a very ‘strange’ name, is, 
“Where are you from?” And nowadays, when I tell people I come from 
Syria, it is getting very, very interesting because the first response is, 
“Ah, you are a Syrian refugee!”

“Well, no.”
“Then can you explain to me what is happening in your country?”
“Well, of course I would love to explain to you and tell you what 

is happening in my country, but only if we agree on the very simple 
fact that five years ago Syrian people took to the streets in a peaceful 
revolution, demonstrating, asking for more rights, more human rights, 
more liberties, and more freedom. If you can understand that, then I 
am more than happy to explain the whole story to you.

Five years ago a dictator decided to kill the dreams of the whole 
nation, and change the revolution into a civil war, and the whole world 
was watching, and did nothing, and if we agree on that, I am very 
happy to go into details about what is happening in my country. Just 
one week after a cease-fire, in a country that more than 300,000 people 
have died in a bloody war, people took to the streets again in peaceful 
demonstration just one week after they felt secure again. And if you 
know that, and if you appreciate that, I’m very happy to tell you about 
my country, and the story about my country, but if you are not inter-
ested, well, maybe I can tell you a story about me in Budapest.”

***
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I came to Budapest in September, 2015, when the so-called Refu-
gee Crisis was at its peak. And of course I started going to the train sta-
tions to volunteer pretty much every day. And one day I was there and 
I saw one of my friends, Mohamed, who is studying in Luxembourg 
and came to Budapest just to volunteer. He was literally stuck between 
two big Hungarian guys. I looked at him, and I saw fear in his eyes, and 
I was like, there is something wrong going on. I have to go and help.

So I approached him and for some reason the Hungarian guys 
took me for granted that I am there for the same reason as them. So 
they started telling me, “Look at this! Look at those people! They are 
very dirty! They are here to destroy our country. They are here to make 
terrorist attacks against us! They are here to kill us! They are very bad 
people. They are Muslims.”

And I was like, “Whoa, whoa, wait a minute. What are you talking 
about?” And they went on, “We don’t want them here. We want them 
to go back.”

“Wait. These people don’t want to stay here in the first place. 
We are here to help them continue their journey. Your government 
is closing the border and not allowing them to take trains and public 
transportation to leave. Relax.”

And it was really difficult to communicate for some reason. 
Whatever I said, they just kept saying things like, “Bad,” “Terrorists,” 
“Killing us,” and “Taking away our jobs.”

I did not know this would lead until an older woman approached 
us and started talking to them in Hungarian. She looked at me and my 
friend and said, “Please, those are not nice people, and they are very 
drunk. It’s not going to get you anywhere talking to them. Just leave, 
and I will ask them to go away.”

I wanted to talk to them, to explain the situation of these people, 
but I did not see any other choice in that moment but to take my 
friend Mohamed and leave. The woman was saying, “They are drunk,” 
but there is a very famous saying, that goes, in wine lies the truth. What 
should I think about that?
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***

Journey to the Refuge

Imaginations are attacking the darkness of the dream  
It awakens the ideas of dark books in me  
Ideas that tempt the narcissism of the young man in me  
The spider’s web is shredding in the depth of my memory  
and all the rotten eggs are screaming the agony of abandonment  
They are still crossing the borders  
They spread. They expand in the depth of illness  
We do not know the way any more  
We lost our steps in it  
And the prophecies of those on the way have let us down  
The discernment of the wise does not work any more  
Neither does the squeaks of pens in old notebooks  
  
Sound tripped in the rise’s crater  
It rose to the the bottom of the well  
The well is behind the mountain  
The mountain is in the middle of the desert  
The desert is ascended by the storm’s pollen  
The weather is that of winter

 
Translation by Sara Ahmed
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Who is Afraid of Islam?
By Danish Ali Latif

The London Reader’s Foreword: Islamaphobia is on the rise in the 
West, and Danish Ali Latif has experienced it. He says that being brown 
and 25-years-old and having a beard has made him susceptible to many 
forms of abuse and harassment. Over 1.7 billion people in the world are 
subject to a growing form of prejudice, which is leading to increasing in-
tolerance around the globe. But Latif says that Muslims from his home 
country of Pakistan have even more reason to fear extremist violence; 
imagine fearing every day that the next phone call from your family could 
be the worst phone call of your life.

About the Author: Danish Ali Latif is a Pakistani-born academic 
based in Budapest working in political science investigating religion and 
terrorism. On the side, he is a budding photojournalist.

Who is Afraid of Islam?
By Danish Ali Latif

In the part of the world where I come from, we love to tell stories. 
I have a lot of stories to tell, but I’ll be honest, I’m not really sure 

whose stories these are.
Story number one. As a graduate school student, sleeping should 

be my favorite task. Why not? You get to sneak away into your sweet 
slumber and forget about your troubles-slash-deadlines for a few hours. 
However. It’s different for me. I dread sleeping. You know why? Because 
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I’m scared of what might happen back home, what might happen in 
Pakistan.

Story number two. The route my father takes to work is around 
4-5 kilometers, and on that route, there have been about ten terrorist 
attacks in the past decade. My father has been lucky. Really lucky. If he 
had been either a few minutes earlier or a few minutes later…

Story number three. It isn’t terrorism that’s all of my troubles. 
Even Budapest had its own unique surprises. Muslims have been the 
prime target of terrorism, but Muslims are the ones who are feared the 
most as well. Muslims are dying, but Muslims are feared. I don’t get it.

***

Story number four. I like taking photos. No wait, that’s an un-
derstatement. I live for taking photos. I was particularly excited about 
moving to Budapest because I wanted to do street photography here, 
indulge in the arts, right? But that soon changed. The first time I took 
my camera out and went into the street, I managed to get almost no 
photos.

Let’s just put it straight: White people don’t like being photo-
graphed by brown men. It doesn’t look right. They get scared. But I re-
member one thing that people usually forget. I did get a few photos—I 
did get a few portraits—and people forget that photographs reveal a 
lot. Most of all, they reveal emotions. It hurt when I realized that all 
photographs that I took—the portraits that I took—had expressions 
of fear, of discomfort. I don’t get it. What’s wrong with me taking a 
portrait?

Story number five. My roommate also hails from Pakistan, and, 
oh, am I proud of my roommate. I wish I could Muslim like my room-
mate. My roommate, the small guy, he goes out, and he wears—he has 
the audacity to wear—a shalwar kameez, which for those who don’t 
know, is a traditional Muslim dress, every day in Hungary, that too 
during a refugee crisis. His long glorious beard swaying in the wind, 
his white hat, his prayer beads, not to forget his crocks—he has to gel 
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in as well.
People must love diversity here. You know why? Because they 

can’t take their eyes of him. Everywhere he goes, they’re like... But as a 
photographer, I let my roommate carry on in his delusion that people 
are appreciating him. I know the expressions. They’re the same expres-
sions I saw. They’re scared. They’re uncomfortable. They don’t know: 
what is this Muslim?

Let me ask you this—1.7 billion Muslims; if that’s not loud 
enough, 1.7 BILLION Muslims—how do you stereotype them? More 
so, how do you live knowing that there are 1.7 billion people you are 
supposed to fear?

***

Story number six. This one is about Ahmed, a three year old Syrian 
boy running away from the bombs of the so-called ‘Islamic’ State.

Story number seven. This is about a Palestinian mother crying for 
her arrested son.

Story number seven or eight. This one is about the Muslims dying 
in Myanmar.

Story number eight or nine. This one is about Muslims dying in 
Kashmir.

I’m remembering another one; this one is about Muslims drown-
ing at sea. I think I’m remembering yet another, but wait… I’ve lost 
count.

Whose stories are these? I don’t know. Are they my stories? Are 
these stories of Muslims suffering? Or are these your stories? Your sto-
ries of hate? Your stories of prejudice? Your story. Your stories.

I’ll leave you with one last story. It’s a short one, but this one is 
scary as well. It goes something like this. Someone dies, but, “God is 
great. GOD is great. GOD IS GREAT!”

And the other version of the story—this is much scarier—some-
one dies, but, “Allahu Akbar. ALLAHU Akbar. ALLAHU AKBAR!”

One might be scary to some; the other might be scary to others, 
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but you know what’s scary to me, that both of them mean the same 
thing, and yet most of us don’t know that. And yet, we hate. There are 
stories about Hitler wiping out the Jews in Germany, about Hiroshima 
and Nagasaki being nuked by bombs. There are stories about the per-
secution of Blacks by the KKK. There are stories, endless stories, and 
might I ask, where were the Muslims when the colonial process was 
taking place? Where were the Muslims during the trans-Atlantic slave 
trade? Funny right. It turns out Muslims aren’t responsible for every-
thing that goes wrong.

Might I leave you with the message that I leave my Muslim 
friends with every day. We only come with a message of peace: As-sal-
amu alaykum.
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What Do You See?
By Zhuldyz Zhunussova

The London Reader’s Foreword: While Zhuldyz Zhunussova has 
studied abroad for several years, “What Do You See?” is her first poem 
written in English. She says that whether she’s visited Europe or the United 
States, people always try to fit her within their stereotypes; they can’t seem to 
comprehend how she can be an “Asian-looking, Russian-speaking, Muslim 
girl from Kazakhstan.” Falling back on stereotypes to understand the world 
is natural, but it can also be hurtful, and Zhunussova would like us to see 
the impact that it can have.

About the Author: Zhuldyz Zhunussova is obtaining her Master’s 
Degree in International Relations at CEU in Budapest, Hungary. Before 
coming to CEU, she completed her Bachelors in International Relations 
while studying both in Astana, Kazakhstan and at Pittsburg State Univer-
sity in the US. She has plans to work for an international organization on 
peace-building and conflict resolution.

What Do You See?
By Zhuldyz Zhunussova

Here I come! What do you see?  
Can you see the true nature of me?  
The first thing you notice is my eyes.  
Not the beauty of my eyes, but how narrow my eyes.  
Then comes this thought into your mind:  
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“She is the Asian!” Well, I don’t mind!  
What I mind is that after hearing that I am from Kazakhstan,  
You start mixing it with Afghanistan, Pakistan,  
Which would be OK, until you just say  
“Who actually cares about these ‘STANS’?  
Aren’t they same? Aren’t they nuts?”  
Then you proclaim we are part of Russia.  
OMG! Is it this a real discussion?  
“You live in the steppes, you’re ridding a camel,  
Your life is like a black hole in a tunnel!”  
Well, all I can say is I am sorry for you,  
Sorry for this ignorant path that you choose.  
Then comes the question of my religion.  
First of all, does it matter, in your vision?  
But I proudly proclaim: “I am a Muslim!”  
I can read in your face. You find it quite puzzling.  
You’re surprised, maybe shocked,  
And instead of giving me a warm smile,  
You look at my clothes, you see my behavior,  
And you add to it such a horrible flavor  
By asking me, “How come?  
There’s no way! You can’t be a Muslim.”  
But why not?—I must say.  
“You are not covered! You don’t wear a veil!  
And you always talk to a bunch of a males!  
You are not proper! Not true! Not at all!”  
But what does ‘proper Muslim’ mean after all?  
Is it the clothes? The scarf I should wear?  
Is it the frequency of my prayer?  
Or is it about my inner belief?  
Say it out loud! It will be such a relief.  
But there is no answer from you,  
You walk away having no clue.  
But next time you see me, you think you are teasing me:  
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“Terrorist! Terrorist! There is no doubt!”  
You leave me numb. You leave me crying.  
And you leave me without replying.  
But what can I say?  
For you, a “proper Muslim” follows a terrorist’s way.
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You Belong in the Kitchen?
By Diksha Mahara

The London Reader’s Foreword: Diksha Mahara’s mother has 
been a major source of inspiration for her, and in this piece, she reflects on 
the pressures that both her mother and she felt growing up in Nepal. Prior 
to writing this monologue, Mahara says she thought that her story was 
uniquely hers. After she performed it, however, many people told her they 
could relate to it on different levels. In this piece, she explores the pressures 
that are often placed on girls in the South Asian region, but she reveals the 
sorts of pressures that many people all over the world have felt growing up.

About the Author: Diksha Mahara is a graduate student from Nepal 
studying Economic Policy at the Central European University in Budapest.

You Belong in the Kitchen?
By Diksha Mahara

“If you don’t learn to cook, how will you feed your family when 
you get married? What if your husband doesn’t appreciate your 

habits? Cooking good food is a way to win their heart, you know.” 
These are the comments girls of my society receive when they show 
disinterest in working in the kitchen. Boys escape the misery of hearing 
the same.

In Hinduism, the Goddess Annapurna is revered for being the 
goddess of nourishment—and that’s one motivation to many women 
for working in the kitchen, excelling in the art of cooking, taking 
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care of the house, and following all the rules. The same rule book was 
handed to the ladies of my household for generations. As a girl who 
daydreamed and asked thousands of silly questions, one time I asked 
my mother what was her favourite room in the house—silly question, 
I know, but her answer wasn’t. In reply she said “The kitchen—since 
I am in there from morning to the end of the day”. I used to find her 
there most of the time even to the point that she would make me study 
at the table while she prepared dinner. My mother’s story is an allegory 
for the lives of many women in my society who have embraced the 
kitchen not to learn culinary arts by choice but as an obligation that 
tests their perseverance. Thus, they say, I belong in the kitchen.

Women in my life, as I have seen, have submitted their lives com-
pletely to become the perfect home-makers. They have millions of 
things to worry about—from attending to their children to managing 
household chores. They work tirelessly just to give their best and all 
they want in return is appreciation—but, Oh, how in vain. My mother 
had the same struggle—to look after a big joint family wasn’t a small 
job and she toiled immensely and forwent her chance of making a 
career because she chose to become the Annapurna of our family. I 
believe she managed to become the actual Goddess Annapurna over 
the years. But the thing I do not appreciate is the fact that she worked 
hard with the fear of others to get their approval and acceptance with 
an urgent compulsion to prove that she could be the Goddess too.

Over the years my sister and I learned to cook, and I believe we 
became perfect in any household chores that fell on us. I appreciate 
my mother’s role in building this ability in us. But you know what else 
changed? My mother’s perspective about learning these life skills. As 
we grew up she realized that she didn’t want her daughters to be bound 
within the walls of the kitchen. She wanted us to explore the world, 
which she couldn’t do herself, because she didn’t fight hard enough 
to escape the emotional trap that blinded her sense of freedom. I am 
forever thankful to these wonderful women, the powerhouses of their 
families, like my mother, who supported our successes and are now 
teaching us to fight even harder every day, because we deserve better 
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than just the four walls of the kitchen. And no, we don’t belong in the 
kitchen!
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A Cry for Home
By Jennifer Obado-Joel

Author’s Foreword: Since 2001, the Boko Haram extremist group 
in Northern Nigeria has embarked on widespread terrorists attacks against 
government offices, schools and the civilian population. Their most promi-
nent attack was the kidnapping of over 200 high school female students in 
Chibok. To date, this extremist group continue to conduct suicide attacks, 
killing scores of people (mostly Christians) in Northern Nigeria.

At the time this monologue was written in 2013, the Boko Haram 
issue was at its peak with increasing tension between the predominantly 
Muslim Northern Nigeria and the predominantly Christian South.

About the Author: Jennifer is a Nigerian-born PhD Student at the 
School of International Service, American University, Washington. She also 
heads the research and innovation group, Enyenaweh Research, with offices 
in DC and Lagos, Nigeria.

A Cry for Home
By Jennifer Obado-Joel

I am a southerner and a Christian, but I married Jeremiah, a Muslim, 
in Nigeria, a country highly polarized between the North and the 

South, between the Northern Muslims and the Southern Christians. 
My country is referred to as the mistake of 1914. What happened in 
1914? The British colonizers decided to make both the North and the 
South into a single country. Even today, we think it was a mistake. In 
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2010, my life changed forever. I lost my husband. He was killed by his 
cousins. Coincidentally Jeremiah’s mother was from the South, and 
she’s Christian. What that means is this, I was married to a Muslim and 
I have Christian in-laws.

But I am just a woman. In my country, being a woman is tough, 
being a widow is hard, and being a woman without a religion is even 
worse. I don’t have a religion because, it is said in my country, a woman 
has no religion. Like the tables and chairs of my husband, I am one of 
his possessions. So I took the religion of my husband. I do not have my 
own. I do not have a home, because to my family, I have turned against 
them. I am from the South. I was married to a Northerner, a Northern-
er who was killed, by his Southern brothers. But I am not allowed to a 
religion. I am simply a woman. But I am allowed the pain, the pain of 
losing my husband to his cousins, just because he is Northern and his 
cousins are Southern.

***

When my son grows up, what will I tell him? When he asks of his 
father, what will I say? Will I tell them his father was killed by his cous-
ins? Because he is a Northerner? Will I tell them his father was killed 
to honour a certain deity? Will I tell him that he’s a Muslim? Or that 
he’s a Christian? Will he be a Southerner? Or will he be a Northerner? 
There’s nobody now to teach him the good or bad. There’s no pastor to 
adjudicate this for him.

From the rainforest in Southern Nigeria, to the desert in North-
ern Nigeria, rivers of blood flow, inspired by a deity. Brothers killing 
brothers. And what I am, is a woman. Without a religion. I’m not al-
lowed to have one, but yet, I am the one left to nurse a son, left alone to 
guide him on becoming a man. I do not have a religion. I do not have 
a home. And now, I do not have a husband.

***
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Being a woman is tough. What is worse is being a Southern 
woman married to a Northern Muslim. In the ongoing religious con-
flict in my country, I often wonder, where will I suffer. Will I suffer 
fighting for myself? As a woman? Or will I suffer because I must fight 
for my son? Where will I suffer? Will I be fighting for religious identity? 
Or will I be fighting for ethnic identity? Will I want to raise him as a 
Hausa from the North? Or as a Yoruba from the South? I don’t know. 
Thinking about it, I’ve decided, I will raise him to be human. Whatever 
that means.
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Untitled
By Philippe-Edner Marius

Author’s Foreword: I was inspired to perform in The ‘Hate Speech’ 
Monologues when I realized that it could be an instrument with which 
to raise awareness about aggression and oppression of all forms, including 
hateful speech, and to poke fun at and ridicule members of our government 
who don’t care to address racism and sexism. Hate speech makes things 
worse for all kinds of speech. Because it often times has deadly consequences, 
there seems to be a reasonable need to prevent hateful speech by limiting 
freedom of speech and expression.

About the Author: Philippe-Edner Marius is a Hatian-American 
who lives in New York City. Inspired by the 2016 United States Presiden-
tial Candidacy of U.S. Senator Bernie Sanders, he is currently seeking a 
seat on the New York City Council. He performed the following pieces in 
2013.

Untitled
By Philippe-Edner Marius

When I grow up, I want to be white.  
Like Peter and Jesus,  
to have no problems, and  
to be pure and standard,  
and cultured. You know?  
I want to have culture. And human rights.  
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And I want to share my human rights with the  
rest of the world who got no rights  
and want to be whites.  
I want to expand culture to the world  
through music and force,  
through violins and guns,  
But first, I want to play the violin,  
as beautiful as white itself 

Oh yes. You hear?  
So pure.  
So Rich.  
So elegant.  
I want to be just that.  
Standard beauty,  
Standard English,  
Standard shit,  
Standard everything.

“They might have imagined that Philippe is violent, as the black 
man must be. But then they noticed that instead of violence, he’s got his 
violin. This fragile instrument, so European, so sophisticated.

“He’s black, certainly plays jazz. Although he also plays Mozart.”

What the fuck?  
You got all these folks in white skin,  
looking like garbage cans  
walking around Budapest,  
collecting garbage and shit,  
and all my life, I’ve been told,  
you act mad white,  
as though it’s a bad thing.  
Collecting garbage and shit,  
poor white man, trying to preserve his health.  



The Hate Speech Monologues  81  

Philippe-Edner Marius

Taking up space  
with no disgrace  
before its too late  
trying to make sense of  
all the mess that is the state  
of things.  
Is he white, if white is pure,  
can she be white, if she’s this poor,  
his shirt with holes, his holes show soles  
of the feet that have no soul, a criminal  
for being poor, this is Budapest, in  
EU, representing motherfuckers,  
to whom I say, “Fuck you,” who replies,  
“Fuck you too.”  
Just like race,  
It makes no sense,  
but that’s ok.  
I’m not here for hate.  
This is for my resume.  
No time to bullshit,  
collect all the shit  
that’ll make me shine in the future,  
with as little effort as possible,  
such is the stereotype of the nigger,  
and so far so good.  
I hate school. And here I have a full fellowship.  
Someone serious could’ve had it.  
Too late,  
I’m a nigger,  
I’m thief,  
collecting opportunities 

“Paul Robeson and my father were singing about human rights. 
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History, cut into the deep dark eyes of these two free men, sang ‘Ol Man 
River.’ Who got, blacklisted in the McCarthy era?

“Wait, how is it that the black man gets blacklisted?” 

The black man has always been blacklisted.

Why the fuck would I want to be white  
if I’ll have to keep up with a nigger  
who plays the violin and shakes hands with tony bennett  
you’re a faggot. But I’m a nigger who performed on stage  
at carnegie hall at age 11, on the violin, they gave him hate,  
reason for violence  
he fucked them up  
with a violin  
and now they hate him  
‘cuz now they’re 25  
and all they can do is chat on facebook and sleep late  
they talk behind his back  
‘cuz he’s a leader  
and if he hears them  
then he’ll delete them  
and they’ll be lost  
‘cuz he’s the light  
not ‘cuz he’s white  
but ‘cuz he shines.
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Why Do We Hate?
By Jacob Verhagen

The London Reader’s Foreword: This is a short and snappy piece 
that was meant to be a humorous illustration of the disconnect between 
academia and events on the ground regarding systematic prejudice. Re-
spoonding to the issue of hate speech Verhagen points out the power that 
our words have:

“Language is the means by which we construct our social world, its 
very performance has usage outside of the mere act of communication. Thus, 
hate speech is one of the most important issues any thinking person could 
grapple with. In our current world of ‘fake news’ where speech is treated 
with flippancy and indifference it is even more important that we address 
the issues that arise from the often explosive power of words and ideas.”

About the Author: Born in Edmonton, Alberta, Jacob Verhagen is 
a Canadian academic currently working as an English lecturer in Beijing. 
He has written and commented on various issues around the world. His 
primary focus is the connection between language and human rights en-
forcement.
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Why Do We Hate?
By Jacob Verhagen

Why do we hate?  
Well, we view the world in categories.  
We turn people into allegories  
and place them in the context  
of a bad children’s story. 

Ah, but why do we hate?  
Well it’s a natural way of being.  
It’s an instinct like fighting or fleeing.  
Hate is the social Darwinian way of dealing. 

Ah, but why? Why do we hate?  
Well, maybe we learn it from our surroundings,  
our friends, and family, or from the source of its founding;  
the TV radio internet compounding the information  
we’re told to resoundingly accept.  
But it’s a part of the false binary. A product of shady philosophy.  
Is hate due to social psychology?  
That seems to be a prominent position.  
A fiction that causes friction despite its contradictions  
that’s the ploy for the ambitions of politicians  
whose only addition to the discourse is superstition.  
It’s a story without end.  
So you know who is foe and know who is friend.  
But with my monopoly on knowledge  
and with intellectual polish  
using language normatively,  
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exploratory, and slightly decoratively,  
with research grants that are boundless,  
and a methodology that’s not too soundless,  
I will answer once and for all,  
why we hate. 

Guys, I’ve almost got it.  
Almost have it!  
A five point typology:  
on why we hate.
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Hrant Dink’s Dream
By Hayk Rasmussen Abrahamyan

The London Reader’s Foreword: In this piece, Hayk Rasmussen 
Abrahamyan explores the impact that major events can have on our lives, 
and how even little moments of human connection can begin to overcome 
over a century of hate.

About the Author: Hayk Rasmussen Abrahamyan is originally from 
Armenia. He holds a Masters degree from the Central European University 
in Budapest

Hrant Dink’s Dream
By Hayk Rasmussen Abrahamyan

Today I am going to tell you a story about a man who made a 
difference. A man whom I first saw on TV some 10 years ago. 

But before I tell you what was so unique about this person, first, some 
history.

In the beginning of the 20th century, one and a half million Ar-
menians were slaughtered by the Ottoman Empire, and the shadow 
of this terrific event is cast over any possibility of positive Turkish-Ar-
menian relations. Due to this struggle between our countries, the state 
propaganda tells us since we are children, at school and in the media, 
that the Turks are our enemies. The same thing happens in Turkey. 
Growing up I thought that no one could challenge this. But then this 
guy, whom I saw on TV, did just that.
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“I challenge the accepted version of history,” he said, “because 
I do not write about things in black and white. People here are used 
to black and white; that’s why they are astonished that there are other 
shades too.”

I was astonished, because I was told something different from 
what I’d been told all my childhood. I was told that Turkey was not 
my enemy. This person was Hrant Dink, a famous Armenian jour-
nalist, who was living in Istanbul. In Turkey. Where he published an 
Armenian newspaper. I learned that he had quite brave ideas about 
Turkish-Armenian reconciliation. He saw his role in this process, as 
an Armenian born in Turkey who considered himself a part of Turkish 
society. He was proud of both of his identities. He believed that change 
should come not through politics, but through a change in society and 
through a dialogue between societies—which was almost non-existent 
at the time—and moreover, through democratic societies, which are 
able to acknowledge the past, face the challenges of the present, and 
look towards a future together. I was inspired by Hrant.

***

Three years later, I heard that Hrant Dink had been murdered 
by a 17 year old boy who was a Turkish nationalist. I saw his bleeding 
body on TV, and I was shocked that he was the victim of hate crime. 
I knew that we had bad relations, but I would have never expected 
that we can still kill each other because of our nationality. I was full of 
anger; I was full of hate.

Hrant’s life in Turkey, as a representative of the Armenian mi-
nority, was never easy. He was convicted for his articles, he received 
numerous death threats, and he was urged to leave the country. When 
he was asked about the pressure on him, he said that he is like a pigeon 
in this society, who needs to be careful all of the time. He said that 
he moves his head side to side, looking around as fast as possible, in 
order to avoid danger. But he was not scared, he said, because he knew 
that no one shoots pigeons. But sadly, he was mistaken. They shot the 
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pigeon. They killed Hrant.
And do you know why he was murdered? Hrant had published 

an article about the adopted daughter of Kemal Ataturk, the founder 
of the modern Turkish state and the first president of the Turkish Re-
public. In his article, he claimed that this girl was Armenian. Of course 
many Turkish people found that insulting. For them, being called Ar-
menian was insulting. Their reaction was outrage, and Hrant was de-
clared an enemy, a traitor, a fascist, who was worse than even Hitler.

“Expel him!” “Look at that Armenian Traitor!” “Lock him up!” 
These are just few examples of headlines of newspapers that you could 
find on that day. You may say these are just words, but they are not. 
These are more than just words, these are hate words. And when the 
boy who had killed Hrant was asked why he did it, he said, “Because I 
learned from newspapers that Hrant is a traitor.”

Hate speech published in the media turned into a fatal hate crime 
on the street.

But what happened on the day of his funeral was unbelievable. 
Tens of thousands of Turks were out on the streets, paying tribute to 
Hrant. They challenged preconceptions. They said no to hate. They 
held up posters, on which was written, ‘I am Hrant,’ ‘We are all Hrant,’ 
‘We are all Armenians.’ They refused to hate.

Hate is not the answer. Solidarity is. And this answer was given by 
Hrant, and the change was made by his death. I saw these people, I saw 
the change, and something in me changed as well. At least that these 
people were not murderers; these people are not my enemies. These 
are the people whom I can address. These are the people to whom I’m 
ready to listen. These are the people with whom I can start a dialogue. 
A dialogue, which was begun by Hrant Dink. A dialogue he sacrificed 
his life for.

***

Seven years passed and I got accepted to university in Budapest, 
which meant not only academic opportunities, but also a chance to 
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get involved in a multicultural environment. A few months after I ar-
rived at the university, they held a cultural festival. At this festival I 
met a Turkish girl, and we had a small conversation. We talked about 
our life at university, but then our conversation easily turned to Ar-
menian-Turkish relations. I was really amazed by her knowledge of 
Armenian culture and history, and I was thinking to myself “What 
about me? Do I really know this much about Turkey?” And I realized 
how much this openness is necessary for dialogue.

I thought that even this dialogue, the one that Hrant Dink was 
talking about, even the small conversation between us, is part of a 
bigger societal dialogue—actually a crucial part of the dialogue. How 
many conversations like this are going on now? This is what really mat-
ters, and this is what will lead to a change. The change that was Hrant 
Dink’s dream was made real by us.
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Exiled in Yemen
By Sarah Ahmed

The London Reader’s Foreword: After reading different pieces in 
this issue of the London Reader about the abuse suffered for the simple 
reason of being a foreigner or a stranger, Sarah Ahmed’s piece, like Jennifer 
Obado-Joel’s, explores how even at home you can be an outsider. As the 
conflict in Yemen intensifies, so too does Sarah’s feeling of alienation. Yet 
even through the dangers of conflict and feelings of isolation, Sarah carries 
on with strength and determination, and shows us that even when it feels 
like everything is against you, all is not lost.

About the Author: Sarah Ahmed is a filmmaker, poet, activist, and 
academic from Yemen. She holds a Masters degree from the Central Euro-
pean University.

Exiled in Yemen
By Sarah Ahmed

I was born in 1988 in Yemen. Back then, Yemen was two Yemens. 
My parents came from the South. Aden was the capital of the social-

ist south. I was born and raised in Sana’a the capital of the North. The 
television said that my generation was the generation of unity, as the 
two Yemens became one Yemen in 1990. Four years later, when I was 
six years old, the northern power invaded the socialist south.

A few months later I was happy to be in school again. My mother 
made extra dessert for me to take to school for my friend. But when 
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I got to school and tried to offer her some, she wouldn’t eat it. She 
wouldn’t even sit next to me. After I insisted on asking why, she said 
that her mother had told her that a socialist southern mother doesn’t 
know how to raise a well behaved girl. I told my parents what she said, 
and my father said that I should forget about all it. North and south 
are only directions.

***

It’s March, 2011, and it’s my 23rd Birthday. Borders drawn by 
waves of colonialism are so thin, that my father was right, south and 
north are only directions. Each day I hold tight to my scarves, to my 
layers, a southern scarf, a northern scarf, a men’s scarf. All the binaries 
melt as the people are chanting, Ash-sha’b yurīd isqat an-nizam! “The 
people want to overthrow the regime!” The people are out together. 
It wasn’t the border dividing us. I go home and turn on the English 
speaking media. “This nation owns 60 million pieces of weaponry. 
They’re going to tear each other apart.”

We walk down the street the next morning, facing live ammu-
nition in peaceful march, with the same chant, Ash-sha’b yurīd isqat 
an-nizam! “The people want to to overthrow the regime!”

November, 2011. The US, the UK, the EU, the Gulf, the whole 
world, under the UN umbrella gives the tyrant, Ali Abdullah Saleh, 
our former president, immunity from prosecution, and I still make a 
choice, and I still wear my three scarves. I still melt my binaries every 
day, as I still chant, as I visit the graves of 10 friends I buried, one by 
one. The list of their names goes on and on. I pay my visits every week. 
I remind them and I remind myself of the promise, we are the 99%. 
As the arm trades go on. As capitalism goes on. As neo-colonialism 
goes on. As US drone strikes go on. We still chant, Ash-sha’b yurīd isqat 
an-nizam. “The people want to overthrow the regime.”

I still choose not to pick up a weapon. I resist. I stay alive.

***
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It’s March, 2015. It’s my 27th birthday. We wait for the electricity 
to come back to understand what is going on. The television says that 
Iran, Russia, and China are funding one side. The US, the UK, the EU, 
and 13 other countries are funding the other side. I don’t memorize the 
names of the sides; it doesn’t really make a difference, as my parents and 
I are trying to avoid the shattering windows from one room to another.

The next morning, I make fun of it. I make a choice. I make films, 
I don’t make war.

I make use of all the things that my father taught me. Especially 
his sense of humour. I learn to make fun of it all, when I can. But I also 
memorize my megahertz very well. All of them, Monte Carlo, Sultan 
Arab, BBC, just to learn where the next strike is going to be and where 
the last air strike was.

We are on the landlines every day. My grandmother tells me that 
my god-mother died as the militia cut the road in the south to the 
hospital. The buildings are shattering around me as the other side is 
attacking. And the feelings are also divided by experts who are catego-
rizing and dividing and telling you who you should feel sad for. And 
it’s very illegitimate, when you are a southerner living in the north, 
with family in the south, and you’re losing, on both sides.I still spend 
every night, rearranging the pictures on the wall, making space for new 
pictures of the dead.

Every morning I wake up, and I make film; I don’t make war, and 
I recite a poem, a poem of an old Yemeni poet:

Southerners in Sana’a
Northerners in Aden 

Yemenese in exile, 
and exiled in Yemen.
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Diversity
By Nilofer Khan Habibullah

About the Author: Nilofer Khan Habibullah is a global health and 
human rights activist, an accomplished writer, poet, voice actor, and sto-
ryteller. In 2015 she gave a TEDx Talk entitled ‘Healing with Poetry.’ 
She was a recipient of the Medical Journal of the Australia-Nossal Global 
Health Prize in 2013 for an essay she wrote on the lack of humanism in 
medicine and health; written within a week after her mother’s premature 
death due to terminal cancer. She was a semi-finalist at the Global Debate 
and Public Policy Challenge Budapest Forum in 2014, and was facili-
tator of a young human rights activists caucus at the United Nations on 
World Youth Day 2013. She holds a degree in medicine from the American 
Medical School in St. Lucia, and a MA in Public Policy from the Central 
European University in Budapest where she was also the President of the 
Student Union. Nilofer is originally from Saudi Arabia.

Diversity
By Nilofer Khan Habibullah

The next time you  
start to feel too comfortable  
sleeping on your old familiar pillow,  
toss it aside.  
And come join me on this long meandering road.  
All I ask,  
is for you to bring three things;  
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a mind that absorbs like a sponge,  
eyes that observe like a hawk,  
and a heart with plenty of room for acceptance  
of a world that stretches ahead of us, so broad.  
  
Our journey will be quite bumpy.  
Bounds of unknown sights, smells, and sounds  
waiting to be discovered,  
and yet,  
you and I will move towards the horizon,  
winking at us,  
just waiting to be discovered.  
  
During our journey,  
you will meet many who will be very different from you,  
and just like no finger of the same hand is of the same length,  
with those very fingers they will point at you and say,  
”Hey, you’re too tall for around here.”  
”Hey, you’re too dark for around here.”  
”Hey, why do you say to-may-toes  
and not to-mat-oes?”  
Some will ask if you believe in God.  
And a lot of people will ask you to take off your bloody head-
scarf.  
  
During our journey,  
you will meet strangers  
who you’ll be forced to trust,  
and that will make your stomach churn,  
because you think that you are letting yourself in to impending 
danger.  
  
During our journey,  
your tongue will meet tastes that never before reached your 
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tongue,  
your hands will meet textures that never reached your fingertips,  
and your eyes will feast on a kaleidoscope that makes you rise 
with agony and delight,  
all at once,  
and your feet will place themselves on land you are not familiar 
with.  
Twilight  
is approaching.  
  
We’ve been here for a while,  
you and I  
on this long, meandering road,  
and at some point, you and I, come to this bend,  
where you ask me to stop,  
so you can start to break the wall  
that towers within us all,  
and at this bend,  
you start to empty out your back-pack,  
and you throw out tangled tubes of racism and discrimination,  
broken glasses of fear,  
tangled bottles,  
and mangled metal,  
of fear and hatred,  
and at the same time,  
loosening the strings to your heart,  
so that you  
can feel more.  
  
During this journey  
you finally realise that your soul comes truly alive  
only when you break the habit of walking too slowly  
weighed down by prejudices from your past,  
your long past,  
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sun cast,  
shadow.  
  
During this journey,  
you finally realise that you can fly free,  
without any tears,  
only when we appreciate diversity.  
  
During this journey  
you finally learn to appreciate the beauty that is you,  
because everybody in the world is taken,  
and there’s only one person in the world like you.  
  
During this journey,  
you have chosen to follow the wind that keeps you growing,  
and you finally realised that home  
is not a place, but  
a feeling.

The London Reader’s Afterword: This poem by Nilofer Khan 
Habibullah describes the journey that we take as we leave home and go 
out into the world and have new experiences that can be frightening and 
unsettling but also exciting all at the same time. Hopefully it also describes 
the experiences that you as a reader may have had as you leafed through the 
pages of this issue of the London Reader.
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Interview with  
Theodore M. Shaw

By Peter Molnar

The London Reader’s Foreword: Theodore M. Shaw is a the Julius 
L. Chambers Distinguished Professor of Law and Director of the Center 
for Civil Rights. Shaw advised president Barack Obama while serving on 
the Obama Transition Team after the 2008 presidential election, as team 
leader for the Civil Rights Division of the Justice Department.

He has been a frequent guest on television and radio programs, and 
has published numerous newspaper, magazine, and law review articles. He 
also wrote the introduction to The Ferguson Report which was the De-
partment of Justice’s Investigation of the Ferguson Police Department 
following the fatal shooting of Michael Brown by the police officer Darren 
Wilson in 2014.

Mr. Shaw was the fifth Director-Counsel and President of the 
NAACP Legal Defense and Educational Fund, Inc., for which he worked 
in various capacities over the span of 26 years. He is also on the Board of 
Equal Rights Trust, a London-based international human rights organi-
zation, The International Center for Transitional Justice, and has served 
on the Legal Advisory Committee of the European Roma Rights Centre, a 
Budapest-based human rights organization.

Peter Molnar sat down with Theodore M. Shaw in New York to 
discuss both the topic of hate speech based on his specialist legal background 
and his own personal experiences with the topic.
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Interview with Theodore M. Shaw
By Peter Molnar

Peter Molnar: You have had extensive experience litigating civil 
rights cases. Let`s begin with some questions about the ways, if any, in 
which free-speech protections that cover even “hate speech” might have 
affected your litigating efforts. Do you think the way “hate speech” is 
“free” in the United States made it harder for you to litigate discrimi-
nation and segregation in any way?

Theodore M. Shaw: In fact, nothing comes to mind. Thinking 
over the many school desegregation cases I’ve litigated, the Voting 
Rights litigation, a capital punishment case I did in Louisiana many 
years ago, the housing discrimination cases that I’ve done—I’d have to 
struggle to think of an example of how constitutionally protected hate 
speech really interfered with my ability to litigate cases. My answer 
would have to be right now, “No.”

That does not mean that I have not been exposed to hate speech 
in my work. For example, I’ve done many school desegregation cases, 
and I took it for granted that some of the opponents to school desegre-
gation would say hateful things. And they did. I remember being at the 
Justice Department early in my career, and we would have to respond 
to citizen mail. Some of the mail that came in criticizing the school 
desegregation cases we filed was very racist and hateful. But I can’t say 
that that really got in the way of the actual litigation of the cases.

That noneffect may reflect the depth of the commitment in this 
country to an understanding that speech is highly protected and valued 
even if that speech at times is of low value or even hateful. So we’re used 
to that; we understand that; we work in that environment.

On the other hand, I can think of an example cutting the 
other way. The first case I worked on after law school was a housing 
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discrimination case. A leading elected official of Parma, Ohio said in a 
public meeting: “We don’t want Negroes in Parma.” That became an 
important piece of evidence in proving racial discriminatory intent on 
the part of city officials. Somebody could have said—I think they did 
say—that that was a statement protected by the First Amendment. Yes, 
it is. But that does not mean that it cannot be used to show discrimi-
natory intent on the part of a governmental official.

PM: You have spoken about the asymmetry in the situation of 
those who have historically discriminated and those who have been 
historically discriminated against. Many supporters of restrictions on 
“hate speech” emphasize that difference. They argue that racist and 
other “hate speech” puts discriminated-against and marginalized mi-
norities into a very bad situation. This is for several reasons, among 
them that such speech has a silencing effect and denies equal mem-
bership in society. In light of what you said, what about the counter-
argument that if we make a choice to live with “hate speech,” it might 
mean that discriminated-against minorities are further marginalized by 
such speech?

SHAW: I certainly know, believe, and understand that hate 
speech can marginalize minority group members and individuals and 
can do great harm. My gut reaction is that where that is true, I don’t 
want to see people marginalized and unprotected. The answer I would 
like to give is the classic answer: The antidote to hate speech is more 
speech. The truth is that counterspeech works most effectively when 
minority group members who are subjected to hate speech are not the 
only ones who respond to the hate speech. This is not a necessity, but 
it does make counterspeech most effective. In a society where the over-
whelming majority of people hold values that are inconsistent with 
those that are expressed by hate speech, one would expect that people 
would come to the aid and protection of the minority-group individu-
als at whom the hate speech is being directed. But that isn’t always true.

I remember—I don’t know if I’ve told you this story, Peter—but 
I remember being on the subway years ago in Brooklyn. It took me a 
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moment to get oriented to what was going on, but it seemed that there 
was a dispute going on. What was happening was that there were about 
four Caucasian adults who were screaming and yelling at two men who 
were orthodox Jews and were dressed in traditional orthodox Jewish 
garb. I don’t know what started the dispute, but they were screaming 
at them, and they were saying: “you’re filthy, you stink” and all kinds 
of other hateful things. And nobody on the subway car was saying any-
thing. And it came into my mind: What must these two men think? 
Do they assume that the silence of everybody on the subway car meant 
that the people were shocked and appalled at what was being said, 
to such an extent that they didn’t say anything because they were so 
shocked? Do they assume that the other passsengers disagreed with the 
people who were saying these things? Or did they feel like the people 
on the subway who were silent agreed, and didn’t say anything to the 
contrary. I thought to myself, what do I do? Do I get into a physical 
confrontation with these people? But I felt like I had to say something. 
All I could think of to say was, “Shame on you.” And they turned to 
me and they asked what I had said, and I said “shame on you”; it’s all I 
could think of to say. But I have often thought about that incident af-
terward, and thought about what those two orthodox Jewish men must 
have felt. Certainly they could feel marginalized. And a lot of damage 
can be done; when you think about the whole history of anti-Semi-
tism, you can’t begin to underestimate how much of an effect that can 
have. Similarly, Roma in Eastern Europe are marginalized. If someone 
is shouting hateful epithets at them, it’s one thing if people come to 
their defense and another if people are silent.

I guess what I’m trying to say, in an awkward way—and maybe 
this sounds too academic, maybe it is too academic—but I think that 
the deal ought to be that if we allow hate speech, if we tolerate hate 
speech, then the social compact ought to be that when people hear hate 
speech that they respond to it and condemn it, no matter to whom it’s 
directed, they have to respond to it. That’s the price I think we ought 
to pay for tolerating hate speech. If we are not going to condemn it, 
whenever we see it or hear it, then we need to rethink whether we 
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should tolerate it, because of the impact it has.
What does that mean in real life? I don’t know what it means 

beyond what I said; that is, to me as an individual. I would say that 
other individuals have the same obligation; whenever you see it, as 
uncomfortable as it may be, you have to condemn it, on the spot, right 
there. You have to let those minority group members to whom it’s 
directed know, you have to make clear, that it’s not tolerated, that we 
don’t agree with it, and so on. I know as an African-American man that 
that doesn’t always happen. But I think that that’s the way it ought to 
work. I don’t begin to suggest how it ought to work in other countries. 
I think certainly in the United States that’s how I see it ought to work.

PM: When you said “shame on you” on the subway, what was 
their reaction?

SHAW: They turned on me and started cursing at me. Now, it 
got their attention off of these two men for a moment. And perhaps I 
should have done more. But I got to the subway stop where I had to 
get off and they were still yelling. That’s what happened. Now, if they 
had gotten physical with these individuals, then I think it would be 
incumbent on people to come to their aid. Did my saying “shame on 
them” change the experience for these two men? I can’t tell you that. 

This interview was conducted on November 4, 2009, in New York 
City and originally printed in Content or Context of “Hate Speech”: 
Rethinking Regulation and Responses, edited by Peter Molnar and Mi-
chael Herz, 2012, from Cambridge University Press. It is reprinted with 
permission.
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Interview with Ibram X. Kendi

The London Reader’s Foreword: Ibram X. Kendi is a New York 
Times bestselling author and award-winning historian at the University 
of Florida. This August, he will become Professor of History and Interna-
tional Relations and founding Director of the Anti-racist Research and 
Policy Center at American University. His second book, Stamped from 
the Beginning: The Definitive History of Racist Ideas in America, was 
published by Nation Books and won the 2016 National Book Award for 
Nonfiction, leading Kendi to become the youngest-ever winner at 34 years 
old.

Kendi was born in 1982 to activist parents inspired by Black libera-
tion theology who came of age during the Black Power movement in New 
York City. While Kendi was in high school, his family moved from Jamaica, 
Queens, to Manassas, Virginia. He traveled further south and attended 
Florida A&M University, where he earned his undergraduate degrees in 
journalism and African American studies in 2004. After working for a 
time as a journalist, Kendi pursued graduate study, earning his doctorate in 
African American studies from Temple University in 2010. A year before 
graduating, Kendi began his career as Assistant Professor of African Amer-
ican history at SUNY College at Oneonta.

Kendi is a frequent contributor to the New York Times, the Huff-
ington Post, the Root, the Chronicle of Higher Education, and Salon, 
among others. Kendi is the author of the award-winning book The Black 
Campus Movement: Black Students and the Racial Reconstitution of 
Higher Education, 1965-1972, which was published in 2012 as part of 
Palgrave Macmillan's Contemporary Black History Series. He is the asso-
ciate editor of Black Perspectives, the popular online platform for public 
scholarship on Black life and thought. He is currently working on his next 
book, How to Be an Antiracist, which will be published by One World, a 
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division of Penguine Random House.
In exploring racism in America, Kendi's work often addresses the 

topic of hate speech and racism in public discourse and politics. In his book 
Stamped from the Beginning, Kendi explores racism in the life stories of 
five major American intellectuals. Kendi blends narrative with history in 
much the same way that The ‘Hate Speech’ Monologues do. By looking 
at the impact of hate speech and racism on individuals' lives and the ways 
in which they responded to it, Kendi bears powerful witness to the role of 
racism in the American public sphere.

We asked Kendi a few questions about his books, about hate speech, 
and about the history of racism in America. 

Interview with Ibram X. Kendi

The London Reader: Author and professor Paula J. Giddings has 
said that your book, Stamped from the Beginning, shows "how not only 
race but racist ideas are at the center of American thought."Do you 
think this could be part of the reason, in addition to the First Amend-
ment, that America, unlike other English-speaking countries such as 
Canada, Australia, New Zealand, and the United Kingdom, has not 
criminalized hate speech?

Ibram X. Kendi: I think that could be part of the reason. From 
the beginning of this country, racist ideas have been central to how 
Americans understand their racialized nation, to how Americans want 
the world to understand their racialized nation. These ideas blame bad 
people instead of bad policies for racial inequality. And so, for legis-
lators to criminalize hate speech, in many ways they would have to 
criminalize speech. But I think the main reason is that some of the very 
politicians that have had the power to criminalize hate speech have 
been running campaigns on the platform of hate speech. So why would 
they undercut their platform? 
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LR: Can you explain the concept of free speech in the American 
context to us? Has the fetishization of free speech in the United States 
been used to excuse or normalize hate speech or racism in general?

KENDI: Americans say they have the civil right to say nearly 
anything, even if it is filled with lies or hate. I actually do not consider 
hate speech, which is saturated with lies, to be free speech. Circulat-
ing racist falsehoods without warning has long been the occupation of 
unfree speech, which constrains constructive thought. Lies enslave the 
mind and harm human life. Today, in the United States, lies are called 
alternative facts.

LR: In order to grapple with its own unique violent past and ex-
perience of genocide, Germany has a dramatically different approach 
to free speech; Holocaust denial and Nazi propaganda are outright out-
lawed. From your experience, do you think any country's model for 
dealing with hate speech 'gets it right'?

KENDI: I think if Americans outlawed the worst aspects of hate 
speech, then that would be progress. For instance, we have so many 
Americans who deny that slavery was horrible, who deny that the Con-
federates were racists who fought the Civil War over slavery, who deny 
the existence of racial discrimination itself.

LR: In Stamped from the Beginning, you make the case that his-
torically racist ideas don't arise out of ignorance; rather, it's the self-in-
terest of the ruling classes that first leads to discriminatory actions, 
after which racist ideas are developed in order to justify these actions. 
This seems to explain some of what occurred in the 2016 presidential 
election in the United States, and with Brexit on this side of the pond. 
Could you comment on this?

KENDI: On both sides of the pond, you have people strug-
gling economically, you have people fearful of terrorism, and you have 
self-interested ruling classes refusing to look in the mirror at their 
policies, typically because they run on those policies and/or benefit 
from those policies. So instead they manipulate our struggles and fears 
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through racist ideas that convince us we should despise not them, but 
the problem people, those people of colour migrating to our country 
and communities. They are the ones taking away your safety and jobs 
and livelihood—so the intoxicating narrative goes that has left so many 
Westerners drunk on a false reality. 

LR: You’ve written quite extensively about the more devious side 
of racism that sits under the surface of an ostensibly post-racial society, 
or even within seemingly anti-racist actions that see the need to "save" 
African-Americans. Could you explain this for us?

KENDI: There are two types of racist ideas. Those rabid neo-Na-
zis or White nationalists, whom I call segregationists, who say Black 
people are inferior and incapable of becoming like superior White 
people. And then you have the well-meaning people who challenge 
those White supremacists and say Black people are capable of becom-
ing like superior White people. They only need a different environ-
ment since we are all created equal. These "assimilationist ideas," as I 
call them, claim inferior Black people can be civilized and developed. 
They can be saved from their cultural and behavioral inferiorities and 
pathologies. Both positions claim there is something wrong or inferior 
about Black people. Segregationists say Black people are inferior by 
nature; assimilationists say by nurture. Anti-racists, though, say there 
is nothing wrong or inferior about Black people. They say the racial 
groups are equal, despite their aesthetic and cultural differences. An-
ti-racists say all these equal people need is the termination of racist 
policies that cause racial inequality. All they need is equal opportunity.

LR: Do you see a place for the term "hate speech" within that 
context of racism hidden underneath a post-racial veneer?

KENDI: I do. I rarely, if ever, use the term "hate", let alone "hate 
speech". Under this post-racial veneer our desire is to not use the 
r-word, to find every which way to not call a bird a bird or a cat a cat. 
I call it racist when it is racist.
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LR: In explaining the election of Donald Trump after the first 
African-American president, you've said that, "To deny the forward 
march of racism is to deny the successes of American racists. We have 
paid less attention to the progression of racism that often follows racial 
progress: how the law, the lyncher, and the creditor replaced the master, 
the whip, and the slave patrol in locking black people into destitution 
to white exploiters," and that "both racist and anti-racist groups have 
made progress. Both forces—the racist force of inequality, and the an-
ti-racist force of equality—have progressed in rhetoric, in tactics, in 
policies." Is there a dialectical relationship of cause and effect here? Or 
is each just part of the long legacy of racism in America?

KENDI: America has a dual and dueling racial history: racial 
progress and the simultaneous progression of racism. Oftentimes, 
when anti-racist Americans broke down racial barriers, racist Amer-
icans erected ever more sophisticated barriers to maintain or expand 
racial inequality. And so, racist progress has oftentimes been the effect 
of—or followed by—anti-racist progress. It therefore makes sense that 
Donald Trump—the embodiment of racist progress—would follow 
the embodiment of anti-racist progress, Barack Obama.

LR: In a previous issue of the London Reader, (#cyberpunkNOW 
and the Dystopian Moment, Autumn 2016), William Gibson pointed 
out that new technology changes society in unpredictable ways. For 
instance, that the smartphone led to the disappearance of UFOs and 
a shocking increase in videos of police officers shooting black men. 
You've said before that, "If there is anything that police officers have 
killed for everyone, they have killed the post-racial ideal, the notion 
that race relations have healed and race is no longer a significant factor 
in America." It seems that this material change in society has had big 
implications for race relations. Do you think that social media, and 
comments sections, and the fact that we now interact facelessly from 
the other side of a screen, is having an influence on race relations as 
well?

KENDI: Smart phones and social media have allowed people the 
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world over to see what became coded after the fall of Nazism and the 
global marginalization of racism in the 1940s: the ugly progression and 
persistence of racism.

LR: How should we as a society challenge and oppose the racist 
forces underpinning inequality?

KENDI: We should take the anti-racist stand that says—and has 
never been disproven—that the racial groups are equal in all of their 
aesthetic and cultural differences. And in believing that the racial groups 
are equal, when we see racial inequality, we realize that discriminatory 
policies must be causing that inequality. And then through uncovering 
the powerful forces that benefit from those discriminatory policies, we 
realize that this is a power struggle. The race struggle is a power strug-
gle, and anti-racists need to strive to gain positions of power so they 
can implement policies that reduce or eliminate inequality.

LR: In Stamped from the Beginning, you track the history of 
racism in the United States and reveal that racism was prevalent to 
such an extent that anti-racist activists and even the former slave and 
leading abolitionist Frederick Douglass had internalized racist views. 
You’re now working on a book called, How to be an Antiracist. Can you 
tell us a little bit about this book?

KENDI: I plan to take readers on the journey of how I became 
an anti-racist, how I shed so many racist ideas over the course of my 
lifetime. And in the process, I shall explain what it truly means to be 
an anti-racist in all of its simplicity and complexity, for our time, for 
all time.

LR: Left with few other options, do you feel free speech can 
counter hate speech? Specifically, do you think art and literature can be 
a significant counterforce?

KENDI: It is hard for free speech to counter hate speech, or what 
I call unfree speech, when unfree speech is so powerful and persuasive 
and widely circulating. But despite these odds, I do think it is possible 
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to counter unfree speech with anti-racist art and literature. And yet, we 
should not forget that hate speech will continue to circulate so long as 
powerful people benefit from hate speech.

About Stamped from the Beginning: Some Americans cling des-
perately to the myth that we are living in a post-racial society, that the 
election of the first Black president spelled the doom of racism. In fact, racist 
thought is alive and well in America—more sophisticated and more insid-
ious than ever. And as award-winning historian Kendi argues in Stamped 
from the Beginning, if we have any hope of grappling with this stark real-
ity, we must first understand how racist ideas were developed, disseminated, 
and enshrined in American society.

In this deeply researched and fast-moving narrative, Kendi chroni-
cles the story of anti-Black racist ideas and their staggering power over the 
course of American history. Stamped from the Beginning uses the life 
stories of five major American intellectuals to offer a window into the con-
tentious debates between assimilationists and segregationists and between 
racists and anti-racists. From Puritan minister Cotton Mather to Thomas 
Jefferson, from fiery abolitionist William Lloyd Garrison to W.E.B. Du 
Bois all the way to the legendary contemporary anti-prison activist Angela 
Davis, Kendi shows how and why some of our leading pro-slavery and 
pro-civil rights thinkers have challenged or helped cement racist ideas in 
America.

Contrary to popular conceptions, racist ideas did not emerge from 
ignorance or hatred. Instead, they were devised and honed by some of the 
most brilliant minds of each era. These intellectuals used their brilliance 
to justify and rationalize deeply entrenched discriminatory policies and the 
nation's racial disparities in everything from wealth to health. And while 
racist ideas are easily produced and easily consumed, they can also be dis-
credited. In shedding much-needed light on the murky history of racist 
thought, Stamped from the Beginning offers us the tools we need to expose 
them—and in the process, gives us reason to hope.

Stamped from the Beginning was on numerous "best of" lists for 
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nonfiction in 2016, and was called "the most ambitious book of 2016" by 
the Washington Post.

Stamped from the Beginning is published in the US by Vintage 
Random House and will be released in the UK in July by Bodley Head, 
Penguin Random House.
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Previous Issue
#cyberpunkNOW

and the Dystopian Moment

// THE ECONOMY and climate are collapsing. 
Borders are being built up. Yet everyone is 
connected moreso than ever before. CEOs and 
squatters with smartphones are conjoined in 
the consensual mass hallucination. Relation-
ships are right-swiped, and exes hack each oth-
er’s accounts. Cryptocurrencies buy research 
chemicals on the darkweb. Social media pages 
become memorials to the dead. Hashtags spark 
revolutions. Mass surveillance is both the 
business model of the internet and business as 
usual in the perpetual war on terror. Is this 
cyberpunk? Is this dystopia? Who cares? This 
is #cyberpunkNOW

// The Autumn 2016 issue of the London 
Reader focuses on short stories, minifiction, 
and poetry that explores the deep-reaching 
personal, social, and political implications 
of technology on our lives and the world around 
us, re-examining society through the lenses 
of cyberpunk and science fiction. It features 
interviews with the founder’s of cyberpunk, 
William Gibson and Bruce Sterling, as well as 
sci-fi great Kim Stanley Robinson. The three 
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are joined by fiction and poetry from Ike 
Hamill, Will Cerbone, Benn Ward, and others, 
as well as artwork by Shinji Toya and Core246.

// In the style of Love 2.0, #cyberpunkNOW 
explores the ways technology is changing so-
ciety and the world around us.

// Read the issue: 
www.LondonReader.uk/cyberpunkNOW
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Previous Issue
Home

Stories of Identity, Belonging,  
Loss, and Migration

Home is the where the heart is, 
but the heart may be far from home...

IN THE 21ST CENTURY—in which nearly 70 million 
people are forcibly displaced and 244 million live outside 

their country of birth — home is a more elusive concept 
than ever, and it is one that is often entwined with feelings 
of loss. In this issue of the London Reader we hear from un-
der-represented voices from around the world as we explore 
themes of belonging, migration, identity, and lost homes. 
Through the photography, poetry, short stories, and writing 
of refugees, migrants, and others, we take you on an extraor-
dinary journey through the lives of people who are all, in 
their own way, trying to find “home”.

Home: Stories of identity, belonging, loss, and migration 
features an interview with two-time Giller Prize winner 
M.G. Vassanji and an interview and excerpt from author 
and aid-worker Saleem Haddad. The issue also presents an 
excerpt from Selina Siak Chin Yoke’s first novel as well as 
short fiction and poetry from Beena Nadeem, April Pierce, 
Qingfei Zhang, Eleanor Gall, Purva Ladge, and others. In 
addition to showcasing photography from rural Afghanistan, 



Read More 113 

The London Reader

Winter 2016 is a Special Extended-Length Issue that features 
the artwork and stories of Syrian children from the Akré ref-
ugee camp in Iraq, whose program will receive 10 percent of 
the revenue from this issue.

Read the issue: 
www.LondonReader.uk/Home
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Previous Issue
Love 2.0

Rewriting Romance 
in the Digital Age

As we check our smart phones after every ping, we fail to 
concentrate on any one thing for more than a few min-

utes. In an age where we turn the lens on ourselves more than 
towards our lovers, is it still possible to love each other? In 
this new millennium, where we right-swipe for the next date, 
look for love in online match algorithms, and check new 
messages both during dinner and between the bed sheets, are 
we still capable of loving? Or are we forever held prisoner by 
the short-lived act of falling in love, over and over again?

The fiction, poetry, and interviews in Love 2.0 depict a 
multifaceted vision of romance in our modern era. This issue 
features a new collection of minifiction by Arthur C. Clarke 
award-winner Jeff Noon and creative writing by April Pierce, 
Rob Hartzell, Shalini Adnani, Liza Dezfouli, Eleanor Gall, 
Kathleen Latham, Carter Vance, and more. Together they 
explore, challenge, and ultimately redefine the experience of 
falling in love for the 21st century. The issue also presents 
interviews with Jeff Noon and author, columnist, and pro-
lific tweeter Dana Schwartz and asks them their thoughts on 
writing and romance in the modern era.

In Love 2.0, nineteen different writers share their diverse 
stories and perspectives on romance and relationships in our 
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increasingly digital age. What does it tell us about love? And 
what does it tell us about ourselves?

Read the issue: 
www.LondonReader.uk/Love20
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Upcoming Issues
of the London Reader

If you enjoyed this issue of the London Reader, consider leaving a 
review on the Amazon storefront: 

Amazon UK: www.amzn.to/2fvO7Th
Amazon US: www.amzn.to/2gDSdG6

Your support will help bring readers and writers together through 
the pages of upcoming issues: 

Wish You Were Here
and

Words From Within

To ensure you don’t miss these great issues, subscribe...
• to the Kindle edition in the UK: www.amzn.to/2fvO7Th
• to the Kindle edition in the US: www.amzn.to/2gDSdG6
• or to the eBook or Print edition anywhere in the world: 

www.patreon.com/LondonReader

You can also share your suggestions, comments, questions, or cri-
tiques with the London Reader by emailing

 coordinator@londonreader.uk
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Wish You Were Here
Writing and Reflections on Travel

THE FREEDOM OF fitting all your responsibilities in a backpack; 
the mixed anxiety and excitement of your airplane taking off; the 

swelling contentment of watching the sun set into a foreign sea. Wish 
You Were Here will feature the stories of world travellers  —  stories of 
following the call of the road, of coming of age by going abroad, and of 
losing yourself to discover yourself.

Words From Within
Stories of Mental Health

“CHEER UP,” you say, because it seems that easy.
“Please, understand,” I ask, but it’s just as useless when it’s not 

words but weights that I’m feeling.
How can you tell someone what it’s like when bedsheets become 

manacles or bedsides become clifftops? Those suffering from depres-
sion, anxiety, or other mental difficulties have often turned to stories 
and artwork to communicate what the dictionary fails to define. When 
one’s thoughts don’t make sense, sometimes only fiction can make sense 
of them. Words From Within will lay bare the experiences of living with 
a mental health diagnosis through the anecdotes and imaginations of 
those who suffer and those who love them.
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Print Subscriptions
of the London Reader

WE HOPE you’ve enjoyed reading this digital issue of the London 
Reader as much as we did putting it together. If you would like 

to further support the contributors and collaborators of London Reader, 
or if you’d like a new print issue of the London Reader mailed directly 
to your home four times per year, think about becoming a Premium 
Print Subscriber through our Patreon campaign.

For just $13.99 per issue you receive...
• A new book-bound print issue of the London Reader mailed 

direct to your home four times per year
• A digital copy of each new issue in PDF format
• Access to subscriber-only preview content online
• And you will be supporting the contributors and collabora-

tors allowing them to continue producing the kind of that 
writing you love to read. 

Become a print subscriber today at
www.patreon.com/LondonReader
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Submissions
Open Call for Creative Writing

THE LONDON READER is looking for submissions that fit specif-
ic themes for upcoming issues. Deadlines are ongoing and will be 

listed at www.LondonReader.uk/submit
At this time, there is an open call for creative writing in the fol-

lowing categories:

• Writing and reflections on travel for Wish You Were Here
• Stories of mental health for Words from Within

Email your submissions or submission pitches to 
coordinator@londonreader.uk

Submissions can be any length, from 140 characters to 10,000 
words, but pieces are weighed in favour of shorter works. Visual art that 
can be favourably viewed on a smartphone or tablet is also considered. 

Place “SUBMISSION” and the issue you are submitting for in 
the subject line, and please include a personal statement in the body 
of the e-mail describing what inspired you to write your submission. 
Indicate whether you have been published before and whether the sub-
mitted pieces have been published elsewhere.
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CoDe:Word Novels
Open Call for Manuscripts

CoDe:WorD is pleased to announce that we are launching a new 
publishing arm of the Cooperative Design: Word (CoDe:Word) ini-

tiative. We will be publishing novels in a wide variety of genres under 
the CoDe:Word Novels imprint. There is now an open call for com-
plete manuscripts. Manuscripts will be reviewed and selected by the 
cooperative and then be workshopped by a group of published authors 
and editors with years of publishing experience. When we are all satis-
fied with the manuscript, we hand it to our content, copy, design, and 
layout editors while we work with you to produce a novel of the highest 
standards. Only then will it be published under the CoDe:Word Novels 
imprint.

Look forward to future issues of the London Reader where we 
will feature excerpts and more information on upcoming CoDe:Word 
Novels.

For submissions, please include only a plot summary and the first 
chapter. Please email submissions or enquires to: 

Coordinator@LondonReader.uk
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CoDe:Word Editing
Editors and Designers for Hire

The Coopertive Design: Word (CoDe:WorD) initiative offers edit-
ing services from its team of professional editors and desginers. 

CoDe:Word’s editors and designers with years of experience work to 
the highest standards of the publishing industry. By using CoDe:Word 
Editing’s professional editing services, you will be sure that your En-
glish-language work will be polished and ready for submission or 
printing as per your needs. While we specialize in creative writing and 
industry articles, we offer editing services for a variety of media, in-
cluding scholarly, scientific, technical, and medical texts. Our editing 
services are available for industry, university presses, and commercial 
publishers.

For quotes, please contact:
Coordinator@LondonReader.uk



This issue of the London Reader brings you heart-break-
ingly personal stories of the experience of hate from around the 
world. From stories of escaping genocide or mass-murder, to 
dealing with hate in the home, the classroom, or on the street, 
the Hate Speech Monologues deals with the ugly realities of 
prejudice in the wider world, but it carries with it the hope that 
hate can be overcome. 

Each of the pieces selected for this issue of the London 
Reader was originally performed on the stage. They were written 
from personal experiences and presented by the writers. These 
storytellers come from all over the world, but shared a stage 
together in Budapest as part of the original ‘Hate Speech’ Mono-
logues. This issue of the London Reader presents some of the 
most powerful and compelling narratives and poems performed 
at the ‘Hate Speech’ Monologues in celebration of its fifth-year 
anniversary. This issue stands as a tribute to the power of stories 
to build connections and to stand up to hate.

Drawing on their own personal experiences of hate and 
discrimination, this issue features personal stories and poetry 
from: the award-winning poet and TEDx Talk speaker Nilofer 
Khan Habibullah; Mariya Parodi, Communications Associate 
for the International Rescue Committee; Elizabeth Joy Loudon; 
Philippe-Edner Marius; Sarah Ahmed; Ruth Simister; Jacob Ver-
hagen; and more.

This issue also features interviews with Theodore M. Shaw 
and Ibram X. Kendi on hate speech and racism in America.

The London Reader: Summer 2017

The
Hate Speech
Monologues
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