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Event #1

Ahhhh well, don’t expect much from me because we’re already missed  my 
expected deadline of publishing the zine within 48 hours of the program 
completion. Hey, don’t blame it on me, blame it on the flu, and the fact that we’re short on staff. 

Now let’s get on topic! So, ScrawlTrawl, what is it? It’s a [hopefully] monthly 
event organized by alternative art space LASANAA [not an acronym!] and 
HRB [Himalayan Readers’ Book Club]. 
Over at the book club we always did a lot of book discussions and author 
events, but we wanted to have people create some of their own things too, 
and over at LASANAA we wanted to find ways of getting people interested 
in literature and reading, and using that as a creative source. So BLAM! 
We put them together and SCRAWLTRAWL! 
But wait, does it mean anything?
Scrawl: doodle, scribble, random writings/drawings
Trawl: a wide, funnel shaped fishing net dragged by a boat 

So we’re-a trawlin’ far and wide to help people express themselves in 
new ways, and have a fair bit of chat over tea and biscuits while we’re at it.



Every couple of months we’re 
going to focus on a particular topic, and have our 

SrawlTrawl Events revolve around that. We’ll share texts about 
the subject at hand, discuss that in our meetings, and then write 

or draw something based on that. And then we’ll compile everything 
together to make a webzine, just like this one you’re reading! 

So what did we discuss over at ScrawlTrawl#1???

Well, keeping in with Feb/March theme of gender issues, for the first event 
we chose 3 feminist poems.
The program was attened by a bunch of folks, whose names you’ll find on 
the next page:



Achyut Koirala
Kurchi Dasgupta

Vijaya Tamla
Ambika Rai

Aparna Singh
Ashmina Ranjit
Bigyan Rimal
Erika Aryal

Mausham Shakya

Narayan Khadka
Prakash Ranjit
Raj Maharjan

Samyak Moktan
Sugam Singh
Sujata Gainju
Sujit R. Chhetri

Supriya Manandhar



[The following are points I ripped out of Narayan’s minutes of the 
meeting]
We started off with general introductions and poem recitations, and after 
each poem we did a brief overview, with background of the author and 
context of the poem. Girl (pulished 1983), by Jamaica Kincaid, a carribean 
author, was a kind of short story/poem hybrid that depicted a conversation 
between an older woman and a girl, in an instructional tone that evocatively 
conveys a web of restrictions. ‘Helen of troy’ (1995) by Margaret Atwood, 
referencing the legendary Helen over whom the Trojan war was fought, has 
a narrator who speaks of wresting power out of a context where she might 
otherwise have merely been a victim of circumstance. ‘Vagina Sonnet’, 
written in……..surprise! 1975!, by Joan Larkin, erstwhile pioneer in lesbian 
feminist publishing, wonders if ‘vagina’ is suitable for use…… in a sonnet, 
of course.
So let’s have them poems.





Girl
Jamaica Kincaid

Wash the white clothes on Monday and put them on the stone heap; wash 
the color clothes on Tuesday and put them on the clothesline to dry; don’t 
walk barehead in the hot sun; cook pumpkin fritters1 in very hot sweet oil; 
soak your little cloths right after you take them off; when buying cotton to 
make yourself a nice blouse, be sure that it doesn’t have gum2 on it, because 
that way it won’t hold up well after a wash; soak salt fish overnight before you 
cook it; is it true that you sing benna3 in Sunday school?; always eat your food 
in such a way that it won’t turn someone else’s stomach; on Sundays try to 
walk like a lady and not like the slut you are so bent on becoming; don’t sing 
benna in Sunday school; you mustn’t speak to wharf-rat boys, not even to give 
directions; don’t eat fruits on the street – flies will follow you; but I don’t sing 
benna on Sundays at all and never in Sunday school; this is how to sew on a 
button; this is how to make a button-hole for the button you have just sewed 
on; this is how to hem a dress when you see the hem coming down and so to 
prevent yourself from looking like the slut I know you are so bent on becoming; 
this is how you iron your father’s khaki shirt so that it doesn’t have a crease; 
this is how you iron your father’s khaki pants so that they don’t have a crease; 
this is how you grow okra – far from the house, because okra4 tree harbors 
red ants; when you are growing dasheen5, make sure it gets plenty of water 
or else it makes your throat itch when you are eating it; this is how you sweep 
a corner; this is how you sweep a whole house; this is how you sweep a yard; 
this is how you smile to someone you don’t like too much; this is how you 
smile to someone you don’t like at all; this is how you smile to someone you 
like completely; this is how you set a table for tea; this is how you set a table 
for dinner; this is how you set a table for dinner with an important guest; this 



is how you set a table for lunch; this is how you set a table for breakfast; this 
is how to behave in the presence of men who don’t know you very well, and 
this way they won’t recognize immediately the slut I have warned you against 
becoming; be sure to wash every day, even if it is with your own spit; don’t 
squat down to play marbles – you are not a boy, you know; don’t pick people’s 
flowers – you might catch something; don’t throw stones at blackbirds, because 
it might not be a blackbird at all; this is how to make a bread pudding; this is 
how to make doukona6; this is how to make pepper pot7; this is how to make 
a good medicine for a cold; this is how to make a good medicine to throw away 
a child before it even becomes a child; this is how to catch a fish; this is how 
to throw back a fish you don’t like, and that way something bad won’t fall on 
you; this is how to bully a man; this is how a man bullies you; this is how to love 
a man; and if this doesn’t work there are other ways, and if they don’t work 
don’t feel too bad about giving up; this is how to spit up in the air if you feel 
like it, and this is how to move quick so that it doesn’t fall on you; this is how 
to make ends meet; always squeeze bread to make sure it’s fresh; but what if 
the baker won’t let me feel the bread?; you mean to say that after all you are 
really going to be the kind of woman who the baker won’t let near the bread?

1 fritters: small fried cakes of batter, often containing vegetables, fruit, or other fillings
2 gum: plant residue on cotton
3 sing benna: sing popular music (not appropriate for Sunday school)
4 okra: a shrub whose pods are used in soups, stews, and gumbo
5 dasheen: the taro plant, cultivated, like the potato, for its edible tuber
6 doukona: plantain pudding; the plantain fruit is similar to the banana
7 pepper pot: a spicy West Indian stew
 



The world is full of women

who’d tell me I should be ashamed of myself

if they had the chance. Quit dancing.

Get some self-respect

and a day job.

Right. And minimum wage,

and varicose veins, just standing

in one place for eight hours

behind a glass counter

bundled up to the neck, instead of

naked as a meat sandwich.

Selling gloves, or something.

Instead of what I do sell.

You have to have talent

to peddle a thing so nebulous

and without material form.

Exploited, they’d say. Yes, any way

you cut it, but I’ve a choice

of how, and I’ll take the money.

I do give value.

Like preachers, I sell vision,

like perfume ads, desire

or its facsimile. Like jokes

or war, it’s all in the timing.

I sell men back their worse suspicions:

that everything’s for sale,

and piecemeal. They gaze at me and see

a chain-saw murder just before it happens,

when thigh, ass, inkblot, crevice, tit, and nipple

are still connected.

Such hatred leaps in them,

my beery worshippers! That, or a bleary

hopeless love. Seeing the rows of heads

and upturned eyes, imploring

but ready to snap at my ankles,

I understand floods and earthquakes, and the urge

to step on ants. I keep the beat,

and dance for them because

they can’t. The music smells like foxes,

crisp as heated metal

searing the nostrils

or humid as August, hazy and languorous

as a looted city the day after,

when all the rape’s been done

Helen of Troy Does Countertop Dancing
Margaret Atwood



already, and the killing,

and the survivors wander around

looking for garbage

to eat, and there’s only a bleak exhaustion.

Speaking of which, it’s the smiling

tires me out the most.

This, and the pretence

that I can’t hear them.

And I can’t, because I’m after all

a foreigner to them.

The speech here is all warty gutturals,

obvious as a slab of ham,

but I come from the province of the gods

where meanings are lilting and oblique.

I don’t let on to everyone,

but lean close, and I’ll whisper:

My mother was raped by a holy swan.

You believe that? You can take me out to dinner.

That’s what we tell all the husbands.

There sure are a lot of dangerous birds around.

Not that anyone here

but you would understand.

The rest of them would like to watch me

and feel nothing. Reduce me to components

as in a clock factory or abattoir.

Crush out the mystery.

Wall me up alive

in my own body.

They’d like to see through me,

but nothing is more opaque

than absolute transparency.

Look—my feet don’t hit the marble!

Like breath or a balloon, I’m rising,

I hover six inches in the air

in my blazing swan-egg of light.

You think I’m not a goddess?

Try me.

This is a torch song.

Touch me and you’ll burn.



‘Vagina’ Sonnet
Joan Larkin

Is “vagina” suitable for use
in a sonnet? I don’t suppose so.
A famous poet told me, “Vagina’s ugly.”
Meaning, of course, the sound of it. In poems.
Meanwhile, he inserts his penis frequently
into his verse, calling it, seriously, “My
Penis.” It is short, I know, and dignified.
I mean of course the sound of it. In poems.
This whole thing is unfortunate, but petty,
like my hangup concerning English Dept. memos
headed “Mr./Mrs./Miss”–only a fishbone
in the throat of the revolution–
a waste of brains–to be concerned about
this minor issue of my cunt’s good name.
 



Hmm, nice, aren’t they?
Well, before I begin anything else, I’m going to make it a point to state that I am aware of at 
least one person ‘boycotting’ our event due to………..*drumroll please !*………..’FEMINISMS’! 
I’m certain there were others who were put off by the ‘feminist poems’ tag on our facebook 
event page.
Sure have our work cut out, eh?
So after the recitation of ‘Girl’.....Vijay remarked on the use of metaphors to demarcate 
girlhood and boyhood. Aparna concurred, adding, that it spoke about the sort of issues 
that lend to a restrictive sort of self-questioning and self-doubting. Bigyan picked out the 
line ‘….don’t throw stones at blackbirds’…stating that it was a example of how the system 
prevented them from even thinking or distinguishing. Sugam observed how, although this 
was the embodiment of the dominance of a patriarchial system, it was an older woman 
foisting it on a younger generation, and helping to perpetuate it.



Also prominent in the poem is this pre-
defined notion of being a ‘slut’, which 
the primary narrator repeatedly warns 
against. 

Moving on to ‘Helen’, Prakash elaborated 
on the reference: Helen of Troy was a 
beautiful woman over whom the Trojan 
war was supposedly fought, and legend 
also states that she was the daughter 
of Leda, a mythic figure who was raped 
by Zeus in the form of a swan; the 
protagonist relates herself to this character as a means of empowerment; 
it is implied that she is a bar dancer, or in a similar profession, where she 
is routinely objectified by men and ridiculed by women; but from this 
metaphor she draws power, ending with ‘Touch me and you’ll burn.’
Ashmina remarked on how if the woman were made to dance like a puppet, 
all is well, but the moment she shows a mind of her own and dances for 
herself, suddenly, red alert!, it’s wrong. Maushaum Shakya added that 
the protagonist had accepted the reality of her trade and turned that into 
medium of self-expression, turning tables on the way (pun intended), and 
showing that she was no lesser than anyone else.
“Try me”

‘Vagina’ Sonnet exemplifies how it’s easy to talk about male sexuality 
but not about female sexuality. The participants were in agreement that 
though we were all discussing it at the event, we’d have to think twice 



about reciting it at a public square or even at home. Achyut stated that 
some of the poems lines (or the jist of it) were also in Rajendra Thapa’s 
novel ‘Khelauna’. Kurchi took up the literary aspect of the poem as well, 
stating how the author had ‘reclaimed’ the sonnet form, as a woman.
We went ahead and threw open the floor for general discussion after 
that. Interesting points to note were..............

• The biasness of language itself, and how that helps to reinforce 
gender stereotypes

• The notion of ‘slut’ (negative) for girls, and ‘playboy’ (positive) for 
boys

• Looking down on all forms of femininity, and how boys are 
automatically labeled gay, or inferior, if they have any feminine 
traits.

• The whole idea of ‘pure’ vs ‘impure’, whether in the case of body 
parts or biological functions (we’re looking at you, menstruation)

• That it is questionable how many perpetrators of sexual harassment 
actually realize it is harassment.

• Cases where the victims of rape were questioned more vigorously 
than the rapists themselves, and where the victims had to live with 
a lifetime of trauma while rapists were absolved after serving their 
(generally not too long) sentences.

• Sexual assault on males and how society perceives this, again, 
colored through the all encompassing great hegemony of patriarchy 
and male ‘macho’ culture.

• Society is really hung up on what clothes girls wear. The future of 
humanity rests on  the length of your skirts, ladies.



And now presenting the work...

‘course, we talked about a whole bunch of 
other stuff too, but I guess from next time on 
we better make it a point to make an audio 
recording. Putting together stuff from memory, 
especially after sleeping off illness for 2 days 
straight, is HARD WORK.
After two hours of discussion came the drawing 
bit, where everyone made something neat (or 
not so neat) on a piece of A4 paper each (we 
can’t afford bockingford or fabriano yet).



Sujit R. Chhetri



Another one by Sujit R. Chhetri



And yet another one by 
Sujit R. Chhetri



Mausham Shakya



Prakash Ranjit



Ambika Rai



Ashmina Ranjit



Sugam Singh



Erika Aryal



Bigyan Rimal

If, She was not called Female
What would they call?
If “Slut” was not a slang
What would “Female” mean?
We emphasize the creation
But what about the creator
Or,
What about the Protocol used to create?
Are questions generated abruptly?
Or,
They were always there?
Or,
It is just that time has come.
Whatever it is,
Please,
Feel Free to talk
Feel Free to discuss
And
More importantly,
Feel Free to contemplate
On what you were not aware.



Bigyan Rimal



Supriya Manandhar



Narayan Khadka
[please view the image for his specific location]



Aparna Singh



Raj Maharjan



Samyat Moktan



^_^

PTO.... this isn’t the last page!



about LASANAA
LASANAA is a non-profit art trust established in 2007, dedicated 
to providing a platform for experimentation, exploration and 
free expression. 
LASANAA is an alternative art space seeking to revitalize 
the Nepali art community through continuous sharing and 
discourse.  The credo of LASANAA is to bring people together to 
allow learning through exchange.
At LASANAA, art is not a supplement to social progress but 
integral to it. 
Social reform through artivism (art+activism).

www.lasanaa.org 
www.facebook.com/groups/LASANAA/
info@lasanaa.org
9843108383
9851026155



about HRB
Begun in 2005, The Himalyan Readers’ Book Club is devoted 
to promoting reading and writing culture in Nepali society. 
Through critical analysis of books of various genres, and regular 
talk programmes as well as workshops on creative writing and 
reading, HRB helps develop public speaking and communicating 
skills through interactions, as well as a greater appreciation for 
reading.

himalayanreaders.wordpress.com
www.facebook.com/himalayanreadersbookclub
himalayanreaders@gmail.com
9851076996



jk. 
well, actually we WOULD love to have feedback, of course. How’d you find 
ScrawlTrawl? Liked any work in particular? Please write to us if you have 
any questions and/or comments, whether happy or angry.

Looking forward to a ‘reader’s comments’ section in the next issue. I’d sure 
hate to have to type up fake reader’s comments, that’s a lot of work and I 
don’t look forward to it, so get busy with those emails!

Email us at info@lasanaa.org or himalayanreaders@gmail.com

and be

on these pages



and stuff

Editor/ Graphic Designer
Supriya Manandhar

Proof Reading
Ambika Rai
Ashmina Ranjit

Minutes
Narayan Khadka

Photography
Bigyan Rimal
Ambika Rai

Many thanks to all the contributors and participants



on the next 

episode of 

ScrawlTrawl...



11 am, Saturday, March 23rd 2013

@LAH/LASANAA, 27 Jeetjung Marg, Thapathali [Martin Chautari Premises]
Please register beforehand on our facebook event page

http://www.facebook.com/livearthublasanaa/events

Join us for a 
fascinating

ScrawlTrawl#2
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 characters in Hindu mythology: Radha,Kunti , Sita, Draupadi




