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‘THOUGHT ITSELF IS A MONSTER’
Gilles Deleuze (1925-1995)

 

Portrait of Gilles Deleuze (1987

Gilles Deleuze was born in 1925, married translator Denise Paul Grandlouan at age 
31, and jumped out of a window in 1995. Often seen as difficult, or even downright 
impossible to read, Gilles Deleuze’s work is to be experienced. Its obscurity is part 
of its purpose. Deleuze turns philosophy into a creative act, akin to art or science. 

Where science creates explanations for why the world took one path over 
another, philosophy instead creates concepts that engage with and elaborate the 

many possibilities inherent in the world. Concepts are not simply ideas or thoughts, 
but tools and weapons to be used in changing life.

Deleuze focuses on multiplicity – objects are always and already multiple, they are 
combinations of lines and speeds existing in time, always in a process of becom-
ing something else, not just “things” in static space. The first line of A Thousand          

Plateaus, written with Félix Guattari, captures this; “Since each of us was several, 
there was already quite a crowd”. To say that A Thousand Plateaus was written by 

“two people” ignores that each author was already multiple people.
Deleuze and Guattari implore us to make maps, not tracings. Maps are made by 
interacting with the world and highlight points of entry and escape, they can be 

scribbled on, redrawn, torn up- they are a type of performance. Tracings, however, 
attempt to make a constantly changing world appear stable and static, they claim 
to be reality and neutralise the world by reducing it to arbitrary universal laws. By 
mapping, we can finally break from thought modelled on hierarchies and the State, 

and find entirely new ways to think.







I f  i t ’s  a b o u t  YO U  a n d 
YO U R  p o i n t  o f  v i e w
YO U R  c a r e e r
YO U R  f a m i l y
YO U R  c h i l d r e n
YO U R  e d u c a t i o n
YO U R  f r i e n d s
YO U R  w a y  o f  l i f e
YO U R  l i b e r a t i o n

I t ’s  n o t  c o m m u n i t y  i f  w e  a r e  a l l 
w a t c h i n g  o u r s e l v e s  o n 
t i n y  s i l v e r  s c r e e n s







So you’ll call my tears from 
beneath my mundane grief and run 
them into the ground. See, I know 
they scare you too. A tireless 
desire to perform wets the air 
that rubs cheek against wall, 
before warning the mirror to stay 
mum or be seen. Every day is so 
familiar I forget tomorrow is 
different.  And the night is 
kind- the kindest yet- but I have 
never reincarnated before the 
sun’s return.  She reminds me of my 
mother, disguising the silence of 
my father with an impossible light, 
a tender display. I have felt the 
beauty of the moon, and fixate 
on its distance.  And though I 
know my idealism put me here, I’ll 
wait for his smile.  Cursing young 
hopes each night ‘til then, and 
hug them to this daughter’s frame.   

Mouth full of ash 

And it was at that point that I 
realised I am bored with my self. 
Chasing itself in introspection. 
Never tiring; never really 
accepting. I am tedium. These 
formations- constructs- are 
static. The pen did move. Then 
the will existed. He takes a 
breath - and persists. Do I head 
towards my self? Here's to hoping 
the end has no name. Undefined. 
Undiscovered. This way, 
protected. That way sanity lies. 
Mouth full of ash. Pronounc-
ing 'is'; sweeping the past into 
piles. Visible but not tangible. 
At any moment annihilated to make 
way for the sigh.



Left on canal street 

When it feels necessary 
Brokeback mountain shit 
Take whatever you want and leave 
meaning in the daytime 
She found her intriguing 
In a sense not worth analysing 
Beneath the fluro lights 
Of shallow encounters 
A fanciful disturbance 
Brought nostalgia out the woodwork 
More vivid now in fruition 
Strings untangle 
As she leans into her other world

The only one here with a heart

How much energy must I sacrifice
or give up to the completeness of 
things?
Cold air jitters around me
as a child regretting its rage, 
throwing up objects 
in their metallic sanctimony; 
they have lived and died 
before I learned.  
To know the quiet of a thing made 
whole, 
I am always more ignorant than 
before.   
And, this way, I will forever go, 
to the realm of liquid, 
dustless forms.  



Sounds of that past season 
hum a faint and sickly lullaby 
Taunting me as I look upon these 
drained remains.
Winter has smothered you and I 
She has eaten colour 
and left this blank canvas, 
this eternally cold plain
in which I float, lucid through an 
ashen fog 
Something conjures me 
And as I sway in sleeps palm, 
I return somewhere warmer.
I am reborn beneath these sheets.





T h e  p l a c e  I  g r o w  u p  i n  i s 
S H I T - - - - - I  a m  g o o d  a t 
s o m e t h i n g - - - - - I  d o  g o o d  t h i n g s - - - -  I 
m o v e  t o  L A- - - - -  I  s i t  o n  m y  m o n e y  a n d 
t a l k  a b o u t  h o w  I ’ v e  m a d e  i t

T h e  p l a c e  I  g r o w  u p  i n  i s  S H I T -

- - - - - -S H I T - - - -S H I T - -

- - E v e r y t h i n g  i s  S H I T - - - - b u t 
I  a m  g o o d  a t  s o m e t h i n g - - - - - a n d  I 

B L E E D - - - - - I  u s e  i t  t o 

B L E A C H  T H E 
S H I T.



The idea of art being an expression of self is problematic.
Capitalism has turned us all into individuals. 
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sent to mental hospitals, work camps and military service.            

The idea of an individual expressing themselves goes against a 
tyrannical system that demands collective conformity to one 

  political ideal. Here art which expresses itself, says “Fuck You”, 
faces two problems:
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i)The CIA decided to exhibit Jackson Pollock’s work abroad during the 
Cold War because it was the perfect reflection of the 

Western Capitalist man; free to express himself, do what the fuck he 
liked, as long as he served the system in some way. He could critique 
the system all he wanted in his New York apartment with his mass pro-
duced oil paints, beating up his wife.These foreign exhibitions made 

Jackson Pollock an 
international sensation and the USA became the leader of the free 

world. In Soviet Russia, abstract art was banned. 
Abstract and avant garde artists were                                          

Pain is political
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Not individual 
Not individual 

1) If it wants to be free and expressive and continue 
in this way, it must be sold to the art market, which 
turns it into a commodity. It’s no longer a reflection 
of the human condition, but a nice picture on someone’s 
wall. That someone is probably part of the social or 

political elite, who gets to decide 
aesthetic and social trends because Daddy’s got a lot 
of money in the bank. You hated these people to start 

off with, now they own you.



2) If it wants to be individually expressive and appeal to a lot of 
people, it has to be socially legible. Think advertising boards and 
propaganda posters, day time TV and magazine covers. The problem 
with this is that you are conforming to the exact same structures 
you wish to destabilize. The authority of education doesn’t let you 
speak to those who went to a different school to you. Class divide. 

(ii) 

There is a mental health crisis amongst the younger generation in 
the UK. You only need go to any university halls of residence in 
Manchester to see that. At my time in university in Manchester, I 
witnessed a nineteen year old boy trying to throw himself out of 
a four story building, a young boy hung himself in MMU Briarfields 
halls, a young boy jumped off a flight of stairs in UOM Richmond 
park, killing himself, several UOM halls of residence gained a 
reputation for near fatal drug overdoses, many students living here 
were either selling drugs from the dark web to pay off debt, or in 
some cases were addicted to the likes of fentanyl, amphetamines or 
class As, there were also cases of on campus rape and sexual 
assault. Almost everyone I knew, at some point, was on NHS 
antidepressants and had never even been put on a waiting list to 
receive therapy, or if they did, the waiting list was up to 18 
months. You can’t usually last that long when you’re in a critical 
condition. The UK education system, NHS and government are not 
dealing with this “crisis” sufficiently, and young people are dying.
There are both social and institutional factors to consider within 
this.

NHS: Due to severe financial cuts and privatisation within the 
National Health Service, quick fixes are used to treat long term 
mental health illnesses. Medication such as sertraline is given to 
young people in order for them to function in a work or educational 
environment and GPs can tick off a cured box and get on with their 
day. This does not alleviate the problem but enhances it. Many young 
people with addiction issues are put on dangerous medication they 
soon become dependent on instead of criminalised drugs. 

Government: Due to the UK electorate mainly consisting of the older 
generation, it is their voices and concerns that are debated in 
parliament, in order to keep two parties in power. Within this, 
outdated views on mental health continue as the norm. “Teenage girls 
have a fad of diagnosing themselves with depression and anxiety” and 
“Why would you try to kill yourself? What a reckless thing to do, 
you don’t understand your privilege”,  mental illness is an 
inconvenience, a fault in the works.
 
Capitalism has expanded into the realm of education, making it     
something that maims and castrates young adults, who are at the most 
vulnerable points of their development.The educational institution 
is a bankrupting force of isolation, completely separate from 
community.

P A I N  I S    
P O L I T I C A L

N O T            
I N D I V I D U A L



Community is where disciplines come together to fuck and create a 
Utopic baby that has dissolved all      hierarchy. The knowledge 
to create, the power to conceive and impregnate - to make a utop-
ic babies- is instead sold. It is put in fancy journals, discussed 
over Pinot Grigio or whatever the fuck they drink, high end divorce, 

elitism, cannons, hierarchies, 
careers, money, greed, a new starbucks on campus, or a new loan, or 
a new way to make it flashy and nice and something you want to buy as 

a passport into the job 
system, the hamster wheel. Also, they create something called 

“Time”. It’s all about do this do that, instead of think about it, 
enjoy it, eat it, feed, grow. If there are no hierarchies in 

education then the 
politician, industrial worker, lawyer, electrician, filmmaker, 
musician, journalist, teacher, writer, chef, bartender, artist, 

anthropologist, makeup artist - will all be seen as equally 
contributing members of society. Instead of taking knowledge, 
academia, theory to its full potential- social and political 
reformation- it is instead turned into a commodity that will 
eventually make you homeless or addicted to NHS medication. 

The Anti-Psychiatry Movement, pioneered by R.D Laing in the 
twentieth century, believed madness and mental illness to not simply 

mean 
breakdown but breakthrough. The man or woman who is said to be 

deluded, ill, mad- may be, within their delusions, telling the truth 
of a divided self that has been severed and mutilated by the social 

and political forces and structures they operate within. 
Mental illness can tell us a lot about the states of being and 

thinking that are tolerated within our society, and how these states 
of thinking and being can be driven to addiction, self mutilation 

and suicide with the pressures of inequality, segregation, 
categorisation and commodification which are our everyday realities 
within the UK. Expression of self fragmentation is an expression of 

the violences and pressures of a competitive and exploitative 
society.

Self expression in art, usually seen to be the result of personal    
turmoil, divided identity and mental illness, then, can perhaps 

serve a larger, social purpose than individual prestige and money. 
Giving “self expression” a social and political context perhaps is 
the way forward. The “self expression” here, I soon realised a year 

after producing this work, is not unique. Thousands, if not 
millions, of young people in the UK experience what I have been 
through as the result of a system who yells at us to bleed for 
money. Limiting your expression to your own sphere of existence 

promotes individualism over community, something that is 
constructing a hyper-individualist society that works to serve an 
elite few. You should not cast your art as something     personal, 
but as a way to project the social spaces and power structures that 

caused you, and many others in the same position, to bleed. 
 



I slip out of sleep
not knowing

I was entering a nightmare

— with him inside of me



aya
HE TOLD ME that we were going to the selva alta, the high 
jungle, to find her. We travelled two hours upstream in 

Don Orlando’s narrow, wooden boat. Two rough planks connected 
either side of the length of the boat, making uncomfortable seats. 
I preferred to sit on the floor. I liked how close to the water 
this made me. Without the boat, I would be chest-deep in water. 

As we journeyed to higher ground, the water sunk below the brim of 
the earth, giving way to the emerging roots of ancient trees which 
connected the Land’s edge to the riverbed beneath. Thick, bulbous 
limbs stretched eternally with a reach deeper than the eye could 

see. Deeper than I entirely.

***

We were walking now. The sun was high. Still quite drunk from my 
morning serving of masato – a thick, inebriating stew made from 
fermented yuca – I chewed on freshly cut sugarcane. At some point 

Don Orlando began to fall behind. I thought he was relieving 
himself after all the masato. There was only one path, so I kept 

going. 
Shortly after, I was slightly perplexed to see he’d reappeared 
ahead of me. He walked towards me, bearing a small wreath. Its 

ringed continuity of thin brown vines, coiled and inter-weaved into 
tight knots, was broken by two ornate orange flowers, entwined in 
the crown at opposite points of the circle. He placed the wreath 

over my head. 
“This way you will be safe from the chullachaquis,” he said, taking 
care to align the striking orange flowers with my temples. He told 
me not to lose sight of him again, or else a brujo (a malicious 
sorcerer) could take him and use the jungle to lead me astray.

His hands were still holding the wreath around my head. He looked 
at me intently, willing me to understand. I held eye contact and 
nodded assuredly. Satisfied, he turned around and kept on walking. 

I followed, wondering if he himself – the figure that had 
mysteriously appeared in front of me out of nowhere – was, in fact, 

a chullachaqui.

***

The barely trodden path eventually gave way to pure, unadulterated 
rainforest. We persevered, travelling, it seemed, in no particular 

direction. Don Orlando used his machete to cut through the 
obstructing jungle shrubs where necessary. Having lost track of 

time, I can only say with certainty that we reached the end of the 
dense undergrowth some time after entering it. 
Don Orlando pointed and breathed, “Ayahuasca”.

Before us was a small clearing. And there she was. Though not 
entirely evident at first glance, she was, at a second, everywhere. 
Branch-like and coiled, the ayahuasca vines stemmed from the ground 
and clung to surrounding trees, shooting up in determined, upward



spirals towards the jungle ceiling, clawing franticly for the 
light that streamed through the canopy. In the centre of the 

clearing was a fallen tree trunk, anarchically engulfed by her 
thick tendrils. I pondered whether the death had been peaceful, or 

if this violent consumption had been the cause of its demise.
 Don Orlando began to carefully clip the lianas at ground 

level, detaching them from their root base. He then proceeded to 
unwrap them from their ample support network of trees, branches 
and shrubs, and began to hack them into sections of equal size. 
Soon there was a thick bundle of the vines, joined together by a 

strong, ribbon-like leaf.  He also uprooted a handful of 
sworshaped yucca leaves. 

 “To ward off the bad energies during the ceremony”. 

***
Before leaving 

the selva alta we 
stopped at Don 

Orlando’s parents’ 
house. His niece 
served us masato 
while Don Orlando 
conversed with his 
father in a dialect 

I didn’t 
understand.

***

On our downstream 
return to the selva 
baja we ran out of 
petrol; the rusty 

propeller came to a 
halt. The 

ceasing of the en-
gine’s hum gave way 
to a wild cacophony 
of jungle life. We 
had no choice but 
to trust the cur-
rent to deliver us 
to our destination, 

at its own pace.
 “Why did you 
choose to become a 

shaman?”
He didn’t have to 

think about the 
reply: ‘I didn’t.’ 

He drew a deeP 
breath and seemed 

submerged in even deeper thought, mentally deconstructing the 
complexities of his shamanic heritage.
While he sat in contemplation, I turned my attention to the water. 
I understood then why this section of the Amazon is known as la 
selva de los espejos, the jungle of mirrors. The dark colour and 
unmoving stillness of the water creates a mystifyingly truthful 
imprint of the world above it. I looked down at my mirage, breaking 
as I did so its perfection by plunging my hand into the water.
After a long pause, Don Orland was prepared to talk: “My uncle was 
a shaman, he chose me. The jungle chose me. I was nine, I didn’t 
have a choice.” He turned to face me. 
“Alis, at first I didn’t want to. I tried to fight it. When that 
didn’t work I said to my uncle, ‘OK, but I only want learn how to 
do good, not evil.’ I told him ‘I don’t want to be a brujo, I want 

to help people.’”
***

It was my third and 
last ceremony with 
Don Orlando. And this 
time it was just us. 
His wife and children 
were asleep. We sat 
opposite each other 
on the floor of his 
family home. I was 
facing the river. 
Moonlight streamed 
thick and silver 
through the pane-less 
windows. 
Don Orlando placed a 
hand-rolled tobacco 
cigarette in front of 
me and lit his own. 
It had begun.
After some time smok-
ing in silence, Don 
Orlando poured the 
glass. I put my ciga-
rette down. I took a 
deep breath. Holding 
the glass with two 
hands, i drank. by 
this time i was used 
to the way in which 
the black, viscous 
mixture, the aya-
huasca cielo (of the 
sky) rested on the 
pit of my stomach, 
fumes rising up like 



smoke on a wet woodfire, through my chest and into my throat. It dif-
fused outwards into my limbs, permeating my being. This was my big-
gest serving yet. I closed my eyes and focused on opening my senses 

to her while resisting the urge to vomit.
 Don Orlando began to chant sonorously, shaking the fan of 
yucca leaves in reassuring, rhythmic beats. The sweet aroma of agua 
florida (holy water) mingled politely with the smell of spent tobacco 

in the air, as he sang:
“Ayahuasca, lianas del cielo-oooo, madre Ayahua-aasca, Ayahua-aasca, 

abre tu alma desde-e el ci-ie-eelo-oooo.”
As quickly or slowly as the sickness came, it went. She was in my mind 

now. My soul was burning with knowing. Time passed. 

***

When I opened my eyes I was lying on my back. I had been flying over 
a nearby section of jungle canopy on the wings of a red and white 
butterfly. I looked at Don Orlando. He was sitting against the wall, 

beneath the window.
 “Como te sientes, Alis?”
 I replied, “I feel it. I feel good. I feel her.” 

He nodded, satisfied. 
Suddenly, I felt the urge to know him bubbling in my stomach. “Where 

is your Mother, Don Orlando?” 
I saw pain shoot across his face, setting into his features like a 
grey sky carrying a storm. But his eyes were the same. The pain was 

always in his eyes.
 He replied, “My Mother isn’t here anymore.” I paused,

wondering if I wanted to know. “What happened?”
“It was Mother’s Day. We were all celebrating together at her home in 
the morning. She was wearing a white dress with red flowers on it. 
She looked beautiful. Then she left to see my Father’s side of the 
family for lunch. My wife and I were to join them in the afternoon. 
When we got to my paternal grandmother’s home, she wasn’t there. They 
thought she was with us. Nobody knew where she was. I was worried. 
It wasn’t right. I went back onto the boat and started travelling 
through the villages, calling her name until it was dark. I didn’t 
find her. I went back to my family. As I was mooring the boat, I saw 
something white glistening downstream. I ran across the river edge 
towards it. And that’s when I found her. She was lying face down in 
ankle-deep water. It was her dress glittering like diamonds in the 

moonlight. She was dead.’
 “Why did it happen?”
 He continued, “At first I didn’t know. After she died, I 
kept taking Ayahuasca in order to speak with her. It didn’t make 
any sense. She had no injuries. She could swim. She was healthy. I 
was desperate. Whenever I saw her, she could never say anything, she 
would just cry, weep. A never-ending river of tears. That’s when I 

knew how she died.”
“How did it happen?” I asked.

He looked at me, thoroughly defeated. “Brujos.”



 

The simplest defence of “THEY” as a valid gender-neutral, singular 
pronoun is that it has been used that way for centuries. The second 
defence is that there is no natural correlation between the English 
language words “HE” and “SHE” and people’s bodies. As of yet, no 
Latin-script markings have been found within the human genome.
However, this glosses over a curious quirk of the English language: 
that the pronoun “THEY” operates simultaneously as both singular 
and plural, traceable as far back as the first complete English 
language translation of the Bible. When the 14th Century Wycliffe 
Bible writes ‘each one in their craft is wise’, it is a pre-modern 
pre-empting of contemporary philosophy and biology’s preoccupation 
with the plurality of the human.
   Estimates of the number of non-human cells, mostly gut microbes 
without which we could not survive, in the human body range between 
30 trillion and 400 trillion, with proper “human” cells ranging from 
15 trillion to 724 trillion. The false (yet popular) claim that human 
cells are outnumbered 10 to 1 ignores the real existential gulf, that we  
actually have no idea how much of us can be categorised as “human”, 
if any such categorisation is even possible. 

This unknowable plurality stretches from within our bodies 
to outside our bodies, bodies which have been several since 

before Homo sapiens speciated from our ancestors. If 
human beings cannot live without shelter, water, and food, 
they are inseparable from the dirt that food grows in, the 

rivers that carry water, and the slaughterhouses where lives 
mass-produced by humans are ended. The life of the hu-

man is inseparable from the trees they climb, the deer they 
kill, the bacteria that grow on them, and the words they 

say. The sheer number of factors involved in the life of the 
human is uncountable, making the human itself

 uncountable and unknowable.
If the human cannot be separated from the environment 

they crawl in, or from the trillions of organisms who crawl 
inside them, the division between singular and plural 

pronouns breaks down. The transphobic insistence that 
“THEY” can only be plural is an insistence that “HE” and 

“SHE” can only be singular. Denying that “THEY” can 
apply to one person is denying that humans are plural and 
multiple, a violent reduction of the human down to a single 

object, regardless of their gender.
It is easier to control one “HE” than to control hundreds 
of trillions of synchronised living beings, a nervous system 
firing in all directions, chance encounters in the street, lan-
guage shifting over thousands of years, and the decisions 

people make when they use that language every day.

THEY



PLUTO-SATURN

Over two thousand years ago, priests in ancient Babylon watched the 
skies for messages from the Gods that would foretell trouble for the 
empire. Over thousands of years, this practice slowly transformed 
into one of the most popular (and often dreaded) first date questions: 
“What’s your sign?” Today, the Instagram astrology meme account 
notallgeminis has almost double the number of followers than 
Babylon had citizens. Common answers to astrology’s popularity 
include that it acts as a source of meaning and comfort in a harsh 
world. However, it is often quite the opposite: being born under a 
certain sign is a meaningless coincidence, and all the signs are equal-
ly flawed. From Aries through to Pisces, everyone is secretly emotion-
al, traumatised, romantically doomed, and potentially violent.
   It is precisely this depressive trend in contemporary astrology that 
explains its popularity. There are no rational, causal effects between 
the position of Mars in the sky at the moment you are born and your 
sex life. There are also no rational, causal effects between the science 
of ecology and Brazilian president Jair Bolsonaro’s continuation and 
intensification of deforestation of the Amazonian rainforest, or
 between the economic understanding that wealth inequality is 
harmful and continued devasting global poverty. 
   Astrology does not offer comfort and meaning. Astrology brings 
the stars down to Earth, but that Earth consists of working a 
numbing nine-to-five job, being ghosted by sexual partners, getting 
drunk, not turning up to lectures, anxiety, depression, and painful 
ecstasy when something finally goes right. Trump is president and 
Brexit won the referendum. The only thing more irrational than the 
idea that a Pluto-Saturn conjunction will bring forth radical 
political change is living under a society that needs such radical 
political change.

If astrology “made sense”, it would cease to be as popular. Neurosci-
ence, cognitive psychology, and psychoanalysis all provide compel-
ling models for describing human behaviour in a rational, modern, 
and scientific manner. It is precisely for this reason that very few 
people have ever read a cognitive science textbook. In contrast, 
astrology travels within the unpredictability of human life and the 
brutality of power. “Rational” approaches to the individual, politics, 
and the human have been failing for decades. Knowledge of the 
human genome has increased, but the treatment of the humans that 
genome is carried in has gotten more and more dire through eco-
nomic inequality, the harsh treatment of migrants and refugees, and 
ecological collapse going from a potential threat to a lived reality. 
State and cultural repression has destroyed activist movements, 
academia has become increasingly orthodox, and once radical art 
movements have been co-opted into the art industry.
   The successes of rationality against these trends are quickly ab-
sorbed into the irrationality of power. Power contains its own logics, 
the patenting of medicines fulfils the pharmaceutical industry’s own 
logic of constantly acquiring more wealth, for example. But from 
the perspective of the marginalised outside of that power, such logic 
is impossible to understand, and all that is seen are huge prices for 
medicines and cuts to the NHS. Astrology, and other “irrational”, 
marginalised practices, provide a way of conceiving of the unknow-
able, mysterious, occult nature of human power, from within that 
sense of mystery itself. 
   Maybe the joining of Pluto and 
Saturn in the sky in 2020 will coincide 
with shifts in global politics, maybe it 
will not. However, often forgotten in 
contemporary astrology is the key 
principle of ancient Babylonian 
astrology: when the skies read doom, 
there will be a ritual that can be done 
to prevent the worst from occurring. 
Action overrides the Gods.





DADDY FOUCAULT: 
THREE THINGS YOU CAN LEARN

 

WE ARE ALL SUBMITTING BECAUSE THERE ARE POWER 
STRUCTURES EVERYWHERE IN EVERYTHING WE DO.

The place doesn’t 
really have a 

culture it’s a land 
full of people 

trying to figure 
out who THEY 

THEMSELVES are. 
Their culture 

becomes the media. 
The mentality 

suddenly becomes 
“I’m going over 
there don’t fuck 

with me.”

1. Power shouldn’t be thought as oppression, it’s not 
a big man putting restraints on you so you can’t move 
about freely. Power relies on your participation, it 
says it can tell you things you didn’t know about 
yourself and let you have a better lifestyle.

2. It is important, when seeking social advancement, 
not to categorise yourself. By saying you are a WOMAN/
HOMOSEXUAL/BISEXUAL etc, and ascribing characteristics, 
ideologies, states of being, even colours to those 
identities, you are following the workings of a 
hierarchical power structure which controls us by 
identifying and categorising us. The key is to avoid 
categorisation when making yourself visible.
 
3. By seeing yourself as separate from power because 
you are marginalised, outside the problem, you have 
denied you are very much in it. You have the power to 
say “NO”, you have power.



SCUM is a DIY collective based in South 
Manchester consisting of artists, photographers, 

filmmakers, poets, writers, and academics.

1. SCUM has no single agenda, except for our 
belief in the power of collective expression.

2. Young creatives need to support each other, 
especially in this world that refuses to pay us 
to do the things we need to do to stay happy.

3. Collectively, our work covers gender, 
sexuality, mental health, environmentalism, and 

many other topics.

4. In dealing with these issues, we do not 
restrict ourselves to one political stance, 

social group, or movement.

5. Our bodies, lives, and identities are not 
concrete states of being, we are inseparable 

from our experiences, the world we inhabit, and 
the technologies we use.

6. Life is a cosmic spectrum; our work takes 
part in this cacophony of change.

STUDIO SCUM 
7. We use the algorithmic and profit-driven 
platforms of today’s world to our advantage, 

promoting a diversity of opinions and practices 
to push youth forward.

8. We strongly believe the internet should be 
used as a revolutionary space to promote ideas 
and practices which have historically been kept 

inaccessible to the wider population.

9. The Northern art scene is overshadowed by 
London, and many creatives in Manchester and 
other cities are not getting the exposure or 
funding they deserve, because they’re not 

economically advantaged or socially privileged.

10. We need more diversity within creative 
exposure. The British experience is not limited 

to a particular area.

11. Our generation is a social experiment, 
dominated by an increasingly dire political 

situation. Our work is unequivocally against the 
racism, transphobia, homophobia, misogyny, and 
other restrictions that define this experiment.

12. SCUM exists to systematically desystematise. 
The price of failure is not restricted to the 

art gallery.

MANIFESTO



@studioscum 


