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Hi everyone!

Thank you for picking up our BL Women’s Week Arts
Magazine!

As part of BL Women's Week 2021, | wanted this
magazine to be something students could take part
in that would be a bit different to the online events. As
many of us are missing being together on campus as
a BL community, | liked the idea of students working
together on a project to celebrate BL Women’s Week
- and for even more students to be able to receive a
physical copy.

This magazine is the collaborative work of so many
students - everyone who sent in submissions and self-
portraits, and the brilliant magazine team who have
worked together with me on this project

| hope that you enjoy seeing these amazing
submissions and self-portraits as much as | have.

Have a wonderful BL Women'’s wWeek!

Emily Brandon,
BL Women's Rep 2020/21
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We are so excited to share this project with
you, featuring artwork by BL students on the
+ theme of ‘Women's Week'. We received so

many amazing and varied submissions for

+ this magazine, and the submissions printed
here were voted into the top ten by our

+ Jjudges. You will also find lots of wonderful

self-portraits by BL women later on in the
zine. We hope you enjoy this magazine!
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I was reflecting on how to express how | see myself in a self portrait and decided to use only
the bisexual colours (pink, purple & blue] to draw myself. Being a queer woman feels like
such an integral part of my identity, and these two things feel inseparable - maybe because
the intersection hetween these communities is the space where | feel most safe and able to
express myself freely, without judgement. The more I've embraced my sexuality, the more
I've been able to let go of patriarchal ideals and he more openly myself.
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represents tranquility to me




My women are kind women,

Cradlle you in their arms,

Pat your back and hum softly women,
Let you have the last grain,

Taking nothing for themselves, selfless women,

My women are strong women,

Made of steel and talc,

Fashioned from the flesh of their own women,
Carrying a generations weight,

Bearing the tragedy and hope of the next women,

My women are courageous women,
Surrender all they know,
Leave their homes for a stranger and new women,
Be the outsider, but not outside,
Cautious of what they might do to us women.

My women are forgotten women,
Stripped of their rights,
And reduced to nothing but the name ‘women’,
Told to sit still, accept the reality,
Because that’s the only place for women.

But my women are fierce women,

They are smart women, relentless women.

Not afraid to stand up women,

And reclaim the status they should have received for
women.

So tell me where the world would be if it was without
women?
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SARAH CHOUDHRY (MBBS3)
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| held yourhand and for the first time you didn’t hold it back,
IIookegluponyourslleepmg{faceandfortheflrsttlmeIbegantocrack,
| kissed your hair and told you how proud | am tobe your son
And everything bhave achieved in ife is because of whatyou've done,
My gratitude to you is ynwavermgl if to heaven youshould go,
And no matter how much time pasls(es will always love you, this | pray
you know.
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I wrote this for my mother when she was critically ill in hospital and the

consultants had told us to start preparing for her funeral. Fortunately,

she was transferred to St Thomas’ in London where they were able to

save her life, but she was left disabled due to severe fibrosis of her lungs.

I just wanted to convey the impact a woman has on her child, by bringing

them into the world, raising them and shaping them into the people they

are today. How that love between them is unconditional and eternal. How it
can never be repaid, and ultimately how important and respected the role of
a good mather should be to society... at least this is how | feel towards my mother

YASSAR MALIK (MBBS2 MALTA)



I'm losing myself

| know that cause when | look myself
in the mirror, | don’t see me anymore
| see other people

| see hits of everyone of my friends
| see reflections of every sin I've ever committed
Every inch of my skin and every corner

of my body is a different personality My shoulders carry weight that’s not mine

My eyes got replaced by hazy clouds My friends’ baggage is pushing them
they see the world different now Can’ down further so  slouch
People come and go in front of them an't carry myself the same anymore
life appens but I'm not paying attention | “EEXh?.“S?d’ hf]ad dOW“d
they’re hollow, rid of every piece of my identity yes fixed on the groun

; My legs have been places that I've never seen
{‘i",{e",‘v:’n“{{‘v'i?,g rt%&sgfeagﬁiiﬁhsl#ence My feet have treaded over oceans I've never swam in
| used to be vocal, an advocate, They can no longer support my weight
But now all | say is, “I'll be there in a minute” ~ For they don’t recognise who I've become

my vocabulary has been rid of the word no. My brain now wanders aimlessly

" With no end goal in sight it gets lost
Wel;acnadr? dﬂ:'iﬁ;;‘ivr‘l,(etggvs;‘rrﬂgﬁnymore I now think about experie_nce,sq’ve never had
They reach for people I've never touched s&“dy topics 'l,"e never Iﬁarnctl
They throw up signs I've never understood NOW songs I've never hear

they forgot how to hold on to my morals | look harder at the mirror

one thing is still the same though

My heart still beats the same

It feels the love it always felt

It cares for people it always cared for

There’s a trace of me in there
| know there s
I (jiust_ have to find i
And bring me bac

NOUR ELATTAR
(MBBS 1 MALTA)







PARA NANL.. HAYAH FARID

A Gesso and Gouache portrait of my Great Aunt, Para Nani. She passed away ..
unexpectantly last December, leaving a hole in our family that can’t he

filled. She was a loving sister to my grandfather, a devoted mother and =~
grandmother, and a woman who dedicated her life to the education of
Pakistani girls. An unsung Angel.
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the struggles it has encountered and the change it has made, thus
in turn reflecting the struggles | have encountered to hecome who |
am today. | combined images of Iraq from the war, with images taken

\ of my sisters and | on the balcony overlooking in search for hope and
peace in our new, but old and historic country.
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This acrylic painting | made represents my hbniexfcountry;f Ivral'j and 4
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