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Some People may feel our title is a bit harsh, as we appear to 
be arguing that the University of  Oxford is promoting victim-
blaming. Some may feel this puts us in an unnecessarily antagonistic 
relationship with the university. Others may feel that we are not 
antagonistic enough, as they believe that the university has failed 
to support survivors and prioritize the fight against rape and 
rape-culture. In your hands you hold a collection of  stories from 
survivors of  sexual violence, who, in their own words, express a 
whole spectrum of  feelings from antagonism, anger, and frustration 
to sadness, guilt, and betrayal towards the university and its services. 
We have chosen the language of  victim-blaming because this is the 
common response of  the stories collected here. Silence, shaming, 
and victim-blaming are the primary sentiments that these stories 
articulate. This is an unfortunate reality – to say the least – and 
one we want to fundamentally alter.  We are keen to work with the 
university to make sure survivors feel supported and that sexual 
violence comes to an end. If  you feel yourself  particularly moved in 
any way to act by what you read here, our eyes and ears can found 
here:  ithappenshere@ousu.org

Who is this zine for?
The importance of  a public forum to hear stories of  sexual violence 
is undeniable. As one story in this zine explains, “It took until I read 
this blog [http://ithappenshere-oxford.tumblr.com/] for the second 
time that I actually took a deep breath and realised that so many of  
the things that have happened to me during my university career have 

A note on the title and text



5

been non-consensual … you become so desensitised to it all that you 
think it’s normal for other people to grab your body whenever they 
like. And it’s taken me a long time to realise that it’s not.”

Public discourse around issues of  sexual violence often disparages 
rape survivors from speaking out and sharing their stories/experiences. 
This reality results in the perpetuation of  a culture of  silence, where 
survivors are not able to speak-out and heal. If  we are to see a shift 
in the discourse around issues of  rape, we need a space to publicly 
acknowledge the voices of  survivors and this is why this zine exists. 
This zine is for the people who may have experienced sexual violence, 
abuse, or rape at Oxford University and to let you know that you are 
not alone. This for those of  us who may not realize we are survivors 
and may only come to this realization upon reading the stories of  
others. If  this thought slowly dawns on you or strikes you suddenly, 
please get in touch with the Oxford Sexual Abuse and Rape Crisis 
Centre (oxfordrapecrisis.net) at 01865 726295. 

This zine is also for the genderqueer people, women, and men (the 
majority of  perpetuators) who do not always fully understand when 
they are crossing people’s important boundaries or what it means to 
cross someone’s boundaries. It is for those of  us who still believe 
that rapists are men in ski masks hiding in the bushes – far from it, 
these stories indicate that rapists and abusers are fellow undergraduate 
students, post-grads, tutors, professors, friends, partners, dates, and 
they are often polite, nice, and friendly. Hopefully, by reading this 
zine, you will more fully understand that no means no, the importance 
of  checking for consent, that the lack of  physical resistance does not 
make actions consensual, and that the distress and shock felt by victims 
can make them afraid or unable to resist, among many other topics. 
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All those who bravely submitted stories for this project are survivors 
of  sexual violence.1 Each one of  them had their own response to 
violence, at the time and later on. Some survivors realised straight away 
something was wrong. For others, it took time before they recognised 
what had happened to them. For others still, it remains difficult to 
name their experience as ‘rape’ or ‘sexual assault’. Similarly, some 
survivors have come through their ordeal relatively unscathed, while 
others have experienced longer-term effects. There is no one way that 
a survivor of  sexual violence can be expected to behave. Different 
people experience trauma differently.

This zine is a public platform to help people understand the mentality 
of  survivors both in the moment and after the event of  abuse, and to 
help everyone realize the complex emotions that are associated with 
experiencing abuse. We recognize that many may read this and not 
really understand why the survivors did not want engage in sexual 
activity with people they may have previously seemed interested in and 
why their objections in some cases were not expressed more strongly.

For this reason, we want to clarify some things:

Rape Is Always The Rapist’s Fault
A number of  the stories involve a person agreeing to engage in some 
sexual conduct, but later trying to communicate that they don’t want 
to have penetrative sex. In other cases, the person agrees to have 
penetrative sex once, but then tries to say they don’t want to engage in 
any more sexual conduct after that. Is the person who demands and 
pushes for more sex committing sexual violence? 
Undoubtedly, yes.
1 We acknowledge that not everyone would identify themselves as survivors. The term survivor goes somewhat beyond the passivity and suffering 
loaded in the word victim; however, we recognize that this word is not ideal and are still searching for better language to describe these experiences. 
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Later we will talk about consent, but at this moment it is important to 
realize that many survivors find it difficult to accept that what happened 
to them was sexual violence. Too often survivors are suspected and 
blamed by friends, strangers, the police, and society at large, and for 
this reason blame themselves:

“Had just made a horrible mistake”
“A drunken mistake”
“It was no big deal” 
“He never finished, so it must not have been rape” 
“Perhaps I was unclear and gave him mixed signals” 
“How could this have happened? Both of  us were completely sober 
the entire time” 
“Maybe I was just this sore afterwards because I hadn’t had sex in a 
while”
“Must been acting like a tease”
“I felt like it was my fault for not saying I didn’t want to do anything 
like that more forcefully”
“I feel stupid when I push her away or ask her to stop” 
“I thought I would have been laughed at for pushing her away.”  
“Part of  me blames myself  for allowing myself  to be alone with 
him”

Many survivors who speak about their experiences will be met with 
disbelief  and judgment. Much of  this stems largely from a public that 
lacks education and understanding about the reality of  sexual violence. 
Too often people equate sexual violence with a stranger attacking 
someone in an alleyway. They think that if  it does not look like this, 
then it cannot be sexual violence - but this is wrong. Sexual violence 
takes many forms, and is often perpetrated by friends, colleagues, 
and acquaintances. Anyone can be a perpetrator, and anyone can be 
a survivor. Staff  and students at Oxford are not immune. Often we 
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think we are, and that makes it so much harder for survivors to make 
sense of  what has happened to them and to speak out.

Survivors are called “a tease” or are said to have been “asking for it” 
for whatever reason, like wearing a short-skirt or being previously 
flirtatious. This is victim-blaming. One reason people blame a victim 
is to distance themselves from an unpleasant occurrence and thereby 
confirm their own invulnerability to the risk. By labeling or accusing 
the victim, others can see the victim as different from themselves: 
Because I am not like them, they think, because I do not do that, this 
would never happen to me. Victim-blaming attitudes marginalize the 
victim/survivor and make it harder for them to come forward and 
report the abuse. If  the survivor knows that society blames them for 
the abuse, they will not feel safe or comfortable coming forward.

Victim-blaming attitudes also reinforce what the abuser has been 
saying all along; that it is the victim’s fault that this is happening. 
It is not the victim’s fault or responsibility to fix the situation; it is 
the abuser’s choice. By engaging in victim-blaming attitudes, society 
allows the abuser to perpetrate relationship abuse or sexual assault 
while avoiding accountability for their actions.

A person may be disappointed that a prospective sexual partner has 
changed their mind, or does not want to go as far as they do. However, 
this can never give them the right to take what they want without their 
partner’s consent. ’No’ always means ‘no’ and silence is not consent. 
We live in a society where sexism is both institutionally and culturally 
dominant. As a consequence, when one’s body is not respected, one 
begins to hate oneself  and doubt oneself. As one story stated, “I am 
a strong person and don’t usually let people walk over me, but it just 
goes to show the power of  sexual violence, it can be very manipulative 
and confusing.”
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This self-blame also affects women in a particular way, since gender 
norms indicate that it is a women’s job to please men and take care of  
their feelings. Women often carry the burden of  this emotional labour 
whether it is as a mother towards her children or as a lover towards 
her partner. In some stories we see how these strategies, whether 
conscious or not, silence women after they speak out, as one woman 
explains that she felt “guilty for making him mad” after refusing sex. 
In other story, the rapist was “annoyed and exasperated, making me 
feel as though I’d done something wrong”. This aspect of  patriarchy, 
which demands that women take care of  others’ emotional needs, also 
mandates that women remain polite and nice, lest they make a scene 
and be seen as ‘hysterical’, or coupled with racism, as they ‘angry black 
woman’. As one woman said, “the inner voice said to me ‘You’re in a 
social situation and not supposed to disturb anyone else. Don’t spoil 
people’s fun. Be nice. Look happy’”.

Some stories tell of  a how seeing counsellors helped. Yet, stories that 
identify Oxford counselling services speak about how counsellors 
often blamed victims, giving such advice as it “was a shame that I 
had not enjoyed it”.  Other stories tell of  how college officers were 
unapproachable and lacked experience dealing appropriately with 
incidents of  abuse: “it’s a pity you didn’t have it in you to just give him 
a hard squeeze”. Having a bad experience with counselling led some 
to leave “Oxford for good after finding that my mental health wasn’t 
really up to it without that level of  support”. Many survivors/victims 
do not pursue counselling or support at all.

We need to realise that it happens here. We need to listen to survivors 
and support them. We need to be better educated about consent and 
sexual violence. And we need to condemn victim-blaming, in all its 
forms.
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Creating an Anti-Rape Culture
Rape-culture is anything that normalizes unwanted, nonconsensual 
sex.  Rape culture is anything that makes rape seem like it is not really 
rape. “The problem is that because of  rape culture,” explains Jane 
Kirby, “many people can’t identify what rape looks like.”2

 

Rape-culture makes it increasingly difficult for people to speak out 
through various ways: lack of  information about what positive-consent 
looks like, lack of  trust in our bodies, disempowerment to speak out, 
the burden of  saying no rather than affirming yes. 

In the struggle against rape-culture and the empowerment of  those 
affected by heteropatriarchy it is not simply enough to say, ‘Well, I’m 
not a rapist’. That many people have not committed actual rape does 
not absolve them of  their complicity in the creation of  and support 
for rape-culture. To combat rape culture, we need to combat not only 
the institutions that uphold it but also the culture that maintains it. 

2. http://briarpatchmagazine.com/blog/view/this-is-what-rape-culture-looks-like

Young men are taught that rape means jumping out of  the bushes, attacking a 
stranger, and violently forcing her to have sex with him. While this can be true, 
they often don’t know that [in the UK, only 9 per cent of  rapes are committed 
by strangers] .... They might not be sure what consent really means. 

Because of  rape culture, young women sometimes don’t have this information 
either. This leaves them confused and humiliated when they are raped. Because 
of  rape culture, they may feel guilty, or like they asked for it—that they were 
dressed too provocatively, or weren’t careful enough. They don’t know that it is 
never their fault.
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Rape Jokes
You’ve never raped anybody nor would you.3 You’ve heard about 
triggers, PTSD, and how 1 in 5 women is a survivor,4 and you understand 
it. You do. But you can’t let every time someone gets all upset get in 
the way of  you having a good time, right? Perhaps you’ve heard that 
almost half  of  all the men in the UK men between the age of  18 and 
25 do not consider it rape to force a woman who has changed her 
mind to continue se, that almost 1 in 4 men claimed that it wasn’t rape 
even if  a woman had said “no” at the start. A further 1 in 4 said they 
would try to have sex with someone they knew was unwilling.5 You 
would never be one of  these men and we believe you when you say 
you wouldn’t associate with rapists and that rape is terrible. 

A lot of  people accuse feminists of  thinking that all men are rapists. 
That’s not true. But do you know who does think all men are rapists? 
Rapists do.

Virtually all rapists genuinely believe that all men rape, and other men 
just keep it hushed up better. What’s more, these people who really are 
rapists are constantly reaffirmed in their belief  about the rest of  men 
being rapists like them by things like rape jokes, which dismiss and normalize 
the idea of  rape – that is, perpetuate what we call rape-culture. 

If  1 in 6 men is a true rapist, and you have any amount of  social 
activity with other men, then it is almost a statistical certainty that one 
time hanging out with friends and their friends, you interacted with 
and spoke to a rapist. 

3. The following is text taken from comments on http://www.shakesville.com/2011/02/penny-arcade-open-thread.
html#comment-141696567
4 Rape Crisis England and Wales
5. Rape Awareness Survey: How Far Is Too Far?” Sky News. November 17, 2010. Retrieved October 2013; Opinion Matters (2010).‘Where 
Is Your Line?’ Survey Summary Report Opinion Matters pp. 3, 5 
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It’s very likely that in some of  these interactions, at some point or 
another someone told a rape joke. You understood that they didn’t 
mean it, that it was just a joke, and so you laughed. What happens in 
this event – in the moment of  laughter? That rapist who was in the 
group with you thought that you were on his side. That rapist knew that you 
were a rapist like him. He felt validated and he felt that he was among 
his comrades. In this moment you became the rapist’s comrade. In so 
doing, you help perpetuate the myth that all men rape and that all men 
want to rape – can’t help themselves but to rape. As one story explains, the 
rapist “proceeded to force himself  on me, telling me that it was my 
fault because he ‘got carried away’”.

If  that doesn’t make you feel sick to your stomach, if  that doesn’t make 
you want to throw up, if  that doesn’t disturb you or bother you or 
make you feel like maybe you should at least consider not participating 
in that kind of  humour anymore…. Well, maybe you aren’t as opposed 
to rapists as you claim.

Cultivating Consensual Sex
When we have sex, we often work with a heterosexist script that says 
men are the drivers, always desiring sex, and they will go as far as they 
can with a woman. According to this narrative, it’s the woman’s job to 
be the brakes, always guarding against men who will try to get as much 
as they can from her sexually unless she puts a stop to it. The burden 
of  consent is thus placed on the more feminine lover. This script 
harms all of  us: for more masculine people there is no space to have 
a full range of  emotions, to not want to have sex, or to feel anything 
other than sex crazed; for more feminine folks whatever happens is 
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their fault, since either they don’t say anything and silence is consent 
or they speak up and are seen as killing the mood, troublemakers, or 
prudes.

To this, we must wonder, what is so difficult in saying, “Hey, I think 
you are really cute, and I’d really like to make out with you, maybe 
more? What about you?” If  you are afraid to ask this question or 
something like it because you are afraid the answer is going to be no, 
then you have to come to terms that even if  you have never raped, 
you have internalized the ideology of  rape. We need to cultivate a 
culture that shifts the burden of  consent onto both parties, where sex 
is no longer silent, where yes means yes, and anything less than a yes 
is understood as what it is – rape. 

It is important to recognise that people respond to sexual violence in 
many different ways. Some people will immediately object and fight 
back. It is not, however, uncommon for a person to “freeze up” and 
do nothing. People respond to trauma very differently.

The English law is absolutely clear that a person can be raped, even if  
they do not resist the perpetrator. This is because consent is affirmative: 
it is the presence of  a yes, not the absence of  a no. Just because a 
person is not resisting sex, it does not mean they are consenting. It is 
even possible that a person who is actively participating in sex is not 
consenting: they may be acting out of  fear, in response to a threat. 
That is not consent.

If  you ever have any doubt about consent, you must make sure your 
sexual partner(s) is consenting. This can be as simple as checking that 
they are okay, or asking “do you want me to do this?” “How do you 
like this?” If  you are greeted with silence or hesitation, then you need 
to stop and figure out what’s going on.
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The need to check-in and reaffirm sex is crucial, otherwise we are 
taught to see not fighting back as a yes. One story shows how someone 
wanted to give “head, but didn’t want to have sex”, and so making 
sure we don’t assume that consent for kissing = consent for oral sex 
= consent for penetrative sex requires asking about major changes in 
activity: “Hey, I’d really like to go down on you, what do you think?” 
“Yeah! I’d love that” “Awesome!”

It is for this reason that we need to cultivate a culture of  positive 
consent. Sex is not a social contract with reciprocal obligations. “He 
seemed to think he was doing me a favour, which it was only fair 
for me to return”. Refusing sex does not require a justification or 
persuasion. Sex is not a competition or debate. You do not have to give a 
convincing reason for saying no, and neither should you need to know 
a reason in order to stop. By demanding a reason, rapists perpetuate 
self-doubt and sexist norms, whereby women feel unreasonable: “I’d 
already said no once and suddenly felt like I was being unreasonable 
to say no again.” 

Silence is not consent
“the suffering of  silence is often the price women have to pay in order to save face”

When we argue for dismantling rape-cutlure, we have in mind a system 
that teaches everyone to pay attention to their partner, and if  anyone 
looks uncomfortable, to stop and ask if  they’re okay, because sometimes 
your lover may not know how to say stop or articulate their discomfort. 
This means checking-in with your lovers, saying saying something like, 
‘Hey, this is really hott, what do you think?’ This means reaffirming 
both your desire and their desire to do anything sexual. This means 
understanding that everyone has the right to change their mind, even 
if  they have been saying yes all night – the moment anything less than 
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a yes is uttered, that’s it. It’s over. 

“I told him – multiple times – that I didn’t want to have sex.” 

It’s true that it is vulnerable to say, ‘Look, I’d like to make-out and 
maybe even have sex with you if  you’re into that’ because you may 
get rejected and rejection hurts, but if  hurt feelings are thought of  
as an excuse for possibly raping someone, then we need rethink our 
priorities.

Being drunk is not consent
Many of  the stories here involve drunk or otherwise intoxicated 
survivors - and often perpetrators too. It is a reality of  student life that 
many people engage in sexual conduct while under the influence. This 
might be common, but it is nevertheless a very high-risk activity. Do 
you really want to be a person who takes advantage of  someone else? 
Do you really want to run the risk of  committing sexual violence?

Too often survivors of  sexual violence are blamed because they were 
drunk at the time. But this makes no sense. Just because a person is 
drunk does not mean you have the right to do whatever you want with 
them. It is sensible to take precautions when drinking, but if  a person 
fails to do so that is not an invitation to be sexually violated. 

UK law makes it clear that a person who is intoxicated may not be 
able to consent to sexual acts, even if  they are conscious. This means 
that while it is possible for a person to consent while drunk, they 
may sometimes be too drunk to give effective consent. The difficulty 
is that it is impossible to draw a clear line between someone who is 
drunk but still able to consent, and someone who is too drunk to 
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consent. The only way to avoid a terrible mistake is to err on the side 
of  caution. If  your sexual partner is heavily intoxicated, then it simply 
isn’t right to have sex with them. You need to take command of  the 
situation and ensure that sex does not occur.

It is no excuse if  you are drunk as well. Being drunk wouldn’t get you 
off  the hook if  you punched someone, why should it excuse you in 
cases of  rape? You are still responsible for what you do while under 
the influence. When it comes to sex, extra caution should be taken if  
there is alcohol or drugs involved. 

Gray Areas and Blurred Boundaries
For consent to be meaningful and to matter it must be free and 
informed. A tactic rapists (and non-rapist)s use in order to support 
rape-apology and perpetuate rape-culture is the idea that these ideas 
of  what makes consent informed and free are complicated, difficult, 
and blurry. Yet, over and over again we see in stories of  sexual violence 
that people have been extremely intoxicated, asleep, passed-out, or 
drugged. There is nothing confusing about pushing someone off  
you, saying no, being limp, passive, or silent. These are all indications 
that consent is not given or in fact actively withdrawn. It does not 
matter how drunk someone is, they are never asking to be raped. Just 
as someone’s drunkenness never justifies their gay-bashing, it never 
justifies their rape. 

Sometimes survivors displayed resistance. “I remember at one point 
pushing him off ”; “I remember the sound of  my own voice saying 
‘stop’ more and more loudly”; “No”. There is nothing ambiguous 
or complicated here. For others, there was no resistance and their 
rapists understood their silence and passivity as consent. One person 
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explains, “putting up a fight is the depiction we see most frequently in 
films, but in real life when in utter terror we often freeze”. If  someone 
is not actively indicating their consent for sex, if  they are not saying 
Yes! More! Don’t Stop! Etc! then you need to check-in and see if  they 
are consenting to this sex. There are no grey areas, only a culture that 
believes in ‘blurred-lines’ and rape-apology.  

Friends Against Sexual Violence
The role of  friends is crucial both in preventing sexual violence and 
in supporting survivors. In some stories, folks left their friends alone 
in clubs without checking-in to see if  they wanted to leave, if  they 
were okay, if  they felt too drunk: “they said I had seemed fine, a little 
bit tipsy but capable of  looking after myself ”. In other stories, friends 
assisted in stopping the violence by checking-in: “Luckily one of  my 
friends had figured out there was something not quite right and had 
sent a guy friend to the room to check on me”. Perhaps you are afraid 
of  ‘killing the mood’ or embarrassing yourself, but again, making sure 
that everything is okay by asking not only reaffirms consent but also 
may possibly prevent or stop a terrible event.

In fighting rape-culture, you do not need to be friends. In being silent 
as a by-stander you become complicit in the violence that others 
create. “I felt unsafe, so I did not go home but stayed with the group 
of  people in the MCR”. Solidarity against patriarchy and rape-culture 
means asking others you don’t know if  they need a walk home or 
want someone to walk with them. As one survivor explains, “To 
by-standers: intervene. There were people in the house hearing the 
noises while I was being assaulted. They did not intervene because 
it felt awkward and they were not sure what was going on. It’s never 
awkward to step in when people have been drinking and things are 
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getting out of  hand. Don’t be self-conscious, just think that you could 
save your friend from a very damaging experience. And if  it turns out 
everything is fine, well, you were just showing you were looking out 
for them”.

When friends respond with silence, call an event of  violence a “gray 
area”, question, laugh, or doubt an experience, survivors are denied 
the truth of  their body’s experience and feel their doubt reconfirmed. 
It is friends who can and do perpetuate self-blame and guilt. “They 
just dismissed it as a shame, or a bad night, constantly asking in the 
days following whether he’d texted yet, not quite hearing me when I 
told them I didn’t want him to because even getting a message from 
him made me feel seedy, dirty, and used”. The sense of  isolation is 
exacerbated when survivors are dismissed by their partners as simply 
cheating: “she dumped me because she didn’t believe that I had my 
drink spiked, she considered it to be cheating”.

Yet, friends can offer invaluable support. One person said that 
“explaining the situation to friends helped me clarify things for myself ”. 
Sometimes survivors may joke about their experiences because they 
feel ashamed, but if  you think it is serious, make sure to ask them. 
Joking with a survivor who has just been raped that it wasn’t rape can 
contribute to feelings of  self-guilt and alienation. Sadly, many people 
either do not receive support from their friends or simply do not have 
a solid support network. “The friends who listened and supported me 
showed me how loving and caring a lot of  humans are and that my 
assaulters were the exception. And those ‘friends’ who deal badly with 
the news, stop being there for you, simply aren’t true friends”.
 
Sexual violence violates the mental and physical well-being of  
survivors and often causes trauma: “I also developed an eating disorder 
afterwards”, I “have been in hospital once for a suicide attempt because 
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of  this”, some survivors develop Post Traumatic Stress Disorder 
and others have dropped out of  Oxford. Sexual violence tears apart 
present and future relationships. As one survivor wrote, “It’s made 
me much less trusting, and when someone honks at me on the street 
or makes an inappropriate sexual comment it really shakes me up”. 
Thus, sexual violence most directly impacts survivors, but its effects 
reverberate through us all.

This is an atmosphere none of  us, survivors or not, want to live in 
and shows us how we all have an obligation to stop the perpetuation 
of  sexual violence culturally and institutionally. While sexual violence 
damages our communities, we must remember that these are stories 
of  people speaking out against the violence that others have inflicted 
onto their bodies and minds. 

These are stories of  survival.

These are stories of  continued struggle.
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The Institution of Sexual Violence
The discourse of  rape-culture often presents rape as if  it really is a 
cultural phenomenon, where the goal is to speak about topics such 
as the privilege that comes from being a man and invisibility of  
rape-cutlure to straight cis white men. In this, the goal of  upsetting 
rape-culture becomes the need to check one’s privilege, become 
aware of  its effects, and to fight one’s conscious and subconscious 
oppressive mindsets. It is indeed important to understand how we 
may perpetuate rape-culture through things such as rape-jokes, etc., 
but this is not going to end rape and the institutions that make, 
create, and condition people into becoming rapists.  Conceptually, 
privilege is best used when narrowly focused on explaining how 
structures of  power generally shape experiences. However, when 
we treat structural injustice as a personal problem, we inadequately 
address the point of  intersection between systemic power and 
individual behavior. As Andrea Smith writes in the context of  racism 
in “The Problem with Privlege”: 

The undoing of  privilege occurs not by individuals confessing their 
privileges or trying to think themselves into a new subject position, but 
through the creation of  collective structures that dismantle the systems that 
enable these privileges.  The activist genealogies that produced this response 
to racism and settler colonialism were not initially focused on racism as a 
problem of  individual prejudice.  Rather, the purpose was for individuals to 
recognize how they were shaped by structural forms of  oppression.

By making the end goal of  politics an awareness-building project 
about one’s privilege, privilege politics recenters antiracist and 
antisexist practice on whites and men and white male behavior, and 
assumes that racism, sexism, homophobia, and transphobia, etc. 
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manifest primarily as individual privileges which can be “checked,” 
given up, or absolved through individual resolutions. The way we 
speak about privilege often makes it completely dependent upon 
precisely that which it condemns: the benevolence of  those in 
positions of  power. 

According to this politics of  privilege, rape simply becomes one 
more “cultural phenomenon” and sexism a psychological attitude, 
instead of  a structural position of  dominance reinforced through 
institutions, civilian and police violence, access to resources, and 
the economy. Speaking of  capitalism, colonialism, and the police, 
as though they were somehow separable from racist exploitation, 
gendered violence, and the gamut of  complex oppressions facing us 
in this world, confines anti-racist and anti-patriarchal struggle to the 
sphere of  culture, consciousness, and individual privilege. Without 
focusing on fundamentally changing the material infrastructure 
which agglomerates power in the hands of  some (a process whose 
end result is now called “privilege”), the equalization of  “privilege” 
and the abolition of  these identity-based oppressions in class society 
is a liberal fantasy.

For these reasons, we want to identify structural barriers to ending 
sexual violence in the University and Oxford. Overcoming these 
obstacles will not end sexual violence, as Oxford remains connected 
to the rest of  society. However, this is a step in the right direction.

1. Advisor Training
 Harassment and stalking should be supported by harassment 
advisors, as they are a network organised by the Equality and 
Diversity Unit. There is at least one advisor in every college and 
department. While  this extensive support is a great idea, OUSU 
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has repeatedly come up against problems in this system. Harassment 
advisors (as well as welfare deans, chaplains and other members 
of  college welfare support), have no training to understand sexual 
violence. They are trained in listening skills and university policies, 
but do not have the capacity to support students through relationship 
abuse, rape or assault. 

2. Sexual Assault Referral Centre 
(SARC)
SARCs are specialist medical and forensic services for anyone who has 
been raped or sexually assaulted. They aim to be a one-stop service, 
providing the following under one roof: medical care and forensic 
examination following assault/rape and, in some locations, sexual 
health services. Medical Services are free of  charge and are available to 
women, men, young people and children. Unfortunately, Oxfordshire 
currently does not have a Sexual Assault Referal Centres and the 
closest SARC is the Solace Centre in Slough over an hour away from 
Oxford.  The local council is cut to the bone; there’s not chance of  a 
SARC in or near Oxford with current economic distributions.

3. Police Accoauntablity
The police have a history of  institutionalized sexism when dealing 
with rape,1 which often drag people through lengthy processes that 
can re-traumatize survivors. In addition, while studies have indicated 
that only 2% of  all reported rapes are false, their incidence is dwarfed 
by the prevalence of  unpunished sexual violence: Only 1,070 rapists 
are convicted every year despite up to 95,000 people (majority women) 

1.  http://www.theguardian.com/uk/2009/mar/26/metropolitan-police-sexism-rape
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who are survivors rape.2 This is to say nothing of  the fact that while 
false reporting is rare, police spend an incredible amount of  resources 
persecuting women for false reporting, regardless of  the truth of  a 
supposed false report: as Women Against War write, “the prosecution 
of  women for alleged false reports strengthens the myth that women 
frequently lie about being raped and discourages victims from coming 
forward”3 

Currently in Oxfordshire, there are only 16 Specially Trained Officers 
(STO) in the whole Thames Valley (which is larger than 3 counties!). 
One student has offered personal testimony of  being left alone in a 
police station for over an hour when she tried to report her rape in a 
tiny room with no water or access to facilities, while left her feeling 
ignored and alienated. An anonymous member of  the Women’s 
Campaign complained that when the man who coordinates the STOs 
across the region came to brief  the women’s officers about the process 
of  reporting rape, he argued at some length that within a marriage, if  
a man has sex with his wife when she is asleep ten times, then the 11th 
time isn’t rape if  she hasn’t complained about it before. 

When police lock up survivors for defending themselves, when police 
actively pursue alleged false reporters as opposed to rapitsts, and 
when police escape accountability when it comes to the murder (e.g. 
Mark Duggan), we need to ask ourselves, in the pursuit of  justice 
and peace, who polices the police? Police and prisons facilitate and 
perpetuate violence against us rather than increase our safety. We need 
to seek alternative strategies of  transformative justice, which attempt 
to provide people who experience violence with immediate safety, 
long-term healing and reparations, while holding people who commit 
violence accountable within and by their communities. 
2. http://www.independent.co.uk/news/uk/crime/100000-assaults-1000-rapists-sentenced-shockingly-low-conviction-rates-re-
vealed-8446058.html
3. http://www.theguardian.com/commentisfree/2013/sep/26/michael-le-vell-acquittal-rape-defendants
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4. Oxford Counselling
Counselling services has a waiting time much shorter than that of  
the NHS, with an average waiting time of  8 days. Whilst there are 
concerns about there being no sexual violence specialists within this 
part of  the university (along with every other department), this is a 
resource some students find invaluable. It is argued to have one of  
the highest rates of  clinical improvement in university counselling 
services in the country. That said, many people have varied 
experiences of  the counselling services, as this zine will testify. Some 
students point out that their counsellors have asked them to explore 
their sexuality or alcohol consumption to understand why they 
were raped. This type of  victim-blaming is unacceptable, especially 
given that people are in emotionally vulnerable states when they go 
to counselling. While some counsellors successfully help students 
get better after experiences of  rape or abuse, there is reason for 
considerable concern here and specialized training and support is 
crucially required. 

What kind of  mechanisms exists right now for holding abusers 
or rapists accountable?

Colleges
Colleges have complaint procedures for harassment and bullying, 
but as soon as this turns into stalking, harassment or sexual violence, 
the institutions have no policy and no procedure. This results in 
colleges more or less making it up as they go along. There’s very 
little best practice between colleges, and this means that when 
these issues do arise, even the best of  intentioned academics 
are left without guidance of  what to do. At times they do make 
good decisions, such as moving abusers into different parts of  
accommodation, but this is simply not enough. 
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Some colleges have passed ‘zero tolerance policies’ that allow people 
that experience harassment or assault at college events to re-establish 
that event as a safe space by having their attackers removed. Lots of  
activists around the university have started to make moves to bring 
this about in their own colleges. This means that students can push 
for their colleges to take harassment and assault seriously. 

Office of the Independent Adjudicator
The OIA is a non-governmental body which assess whether or not 
universities follow their own procedures, and treats student fairly. 
Whilst it cannot force institutions to improve from the outside, 
the OIA is useful in cases when students have been subject to 
universities not following the rules they set themselves. 

Do these structures work? Somewhat. 

Colleges can sometimes make good decisions to support survivors, 
but given the lack of  official policy, there is nothing but anecdotal 
evidence to work from. As a result, OUSU’s Student Advice 
Service ends up supporting students whose colleges have failed 
them. Students are generally left hanging by a university that won’t 
act on any forms of  sexual violence, for various reasons, such as 
legal ramifications.4 Students are left with virtually no support and 
feel that no one will be accountable for the experiences they have 
endured. Students that OUSU speaks to tend to say that complaints 
tend to go nowhere: after the student has felt brave enough to 
report, the department or college tend to seem disinterested. No real 
change seems to occur..

What kind of  policies need to exist?
4 Legal concerns do not seem to be an issues, however, when it comes to enforcing drug policies in colleges.
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1. Colleges and departments need to establish best practice policies to 
respond to sexual violence. It’s key to ensure that there is some guidance 
to their welfares provision.

2.Training for common room welfare and women’s officers. This 
year’s VP (Women) is running training for students in welfare positions 
in their colleges so that peer listeners, women’s officer, welfare officer 
etc can work with the knowledge necessary due to how widespread this 
problem is.

4. Support for students who need to travel to SARCs. The nearest 
one is in Slough, an hour away. It’s hard and expensive for students to 
get there. Colleges should prioritise travel support for students that need 
access to these emergency services.

5. Mediation resolution training for those who want to reach an 
informal resolution. Many students don’t want to speak out for fear 
of  social exclusion, graduates stay silent because of  concerns they’d 
damage their careers, and men are stigmatised as ‘unrapeable’ by a 
culture that sees them as sex-crazed and women as victims. Therefore, 
more informal procedures are required which suit students’ needs. 

6. A  Change in Culture: misogyny and lad-culture are far too 
prevalent. Consent workshops are a way of  establishing a better 
understanding of  sexual consent. Events that encourage people to treat 
women as sexual objects, like college ‘beauty’ contests, over-sexualised 
crew dates, and sports teams’ initiations that degrade women not only 
create a student body that disrepects the boundaries of  their peers but 
also support a rape culture that normalises sexual violence. 

We need the university to establish structures that empower students 
to take a more active role in creating the type of  in which university we 
want to study.
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I am a female postgraduate student in Oxford studying law, 
and have been here for coming on three years. In my second year 
in Oxford I was out for drinks with friends in what was a typical, 
if  overly boozy, night. We had spent the evening in a few different 
bars and as these closed—as they do relatively early in Oxford—we 
progressed to a house party out in Cowley. Finding this also almost 
dead we decided to head home and grabbed a cab together. We all 
lived in different places so on the way back into town I hopped out 
of  the cab on Cowley road, about one and a half  blocks from my 
house. At this point I was more intoxicated than perhaps I have 
ever been before. I still have difficulty accounting for how this came 
about; but that is how I was. From here my memory is very patchy. 
Text messages I sent to friends some 45 minutes later suggest that I 
was not yet home and was looking for something to do. I woke the 
following morning in the room of  a man I had never met, a fellow 
student. Enquiring how I had got there, he said that he had found 
me wandering around Headington complaining I was lost and cold, 
and so he took me home (so generous of  him). I have no idea why 
I was in Headington, which is some distance from where I was 
dropped, and I don’t know whether his account is to be believed. I 
remember some bits from the night before. I remember him having 
sex with me. I remember at one point pushing him off. In the 
morning, I think I was in shock. I woke, he had sex with me again. 
I knew what was going on but felt like I wasn’t in my body. I didn’t 
object. I got up, took a shower, and left. His parting words to me 
were: “don’t get lost”.

I walked home and went to bed. That night, I called a good friend 
and we went for dinner. I had decided that I had just made a 
horrible mistake, and had had a terrible one night stand: something 
that isn’t my style at all. When I told her what happened she hit the 
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roof. Even though I knew the law on rape, I hadn’t put two and two 
together. Recognising what happened to me for what it was—rape—
was and still is difficult. Despite knowing better, academically, I do 
blame myself  for becoming drunk enough for this to happen to 
me. I have to remind myself  constantly that regardless of  the state 
I was in, no one had the right to take advantage of  me in that way. I 
ended up taking a term off  university, getting extensive counselling, 
and—with the support of  wonderful friends—can now talk about 
what happened without it upsetting me as deeply as it once did. It’s 
definitely effected how I approach relationships and consensual sex. 
It’s made me much less trusting, and when someone honks at me on 
the street or makes an inappropriate sexual comment it really shakes 
me up. I’ve burst into tears at formal functions following a slightly-
off-colour remark. I still can’t believe that it happened to me. And 
I am even more shocked by the number of  people who, since then, 
have opened up to me and told me about their experiences of  sexual 
violence in Oxford. Undoubtedly, it happens here.
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Early in my first year I went back to someone’s room after a 
bop.  I was drunk, the drunkest I’d ever been.  And we had more to 
drink in his room.  Eventually, we had sex.  But afterwards, he kept 
touching me.  I remember lying there getting up the nerve to say 
“stop.”  I remember the sound of  my own voice saying “stop” more 
and more loudly.  He must have stopped at some point, because the 
next thing I remember is getting up and leaving, despite being asked 
to stay the night.  Because somehow I knew that that was not okay.

The next morning I talked myself  into believing that it was no big 
deal.  A bad night.  In the coming months I would describe it to 
other people as “not exactly consensual.”  I couldn’t bring myself  
to call it assault.  I told a few close friends.  Mostly, they responded 
with silence.    One called it “a gray area.”  I told someone on the 
welfare team that I wanted to go to the Dean.  They said they would 
make sure the Dean knew.  But nothing happened.  So I stopped 
talking about it.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about it, for hours on end, running over 
what happened in my head.  Trying to remember more.  Some days 
were completely fine, and those were the days when I convinced 
myself  I was just being hysterical.  But then there were the days 
where I constantly felt on the verge of  tears.  It got worse as time 
went on. I started to feel afraid when I saw people on the street who 
looked like him.  I would be upset for the rest of  the day if  anyone 
other than a close friend touched me.  And I couldn’t stop thinking.  
Logically, I knew I had been assaulted, but I felt crazy, stuck inside 
my own head.  I didn’t want to tell anyone else because I was afraid 
they would think I was crazy too.  
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Eventually, I got up the courage to talk to someone else.  And then 
I went to see a counsellor, and told her.  And now I’ve started telling 
more people.  It happens here.  It happened to me.  But I’ve learned 
that silence won’t make me whole, and I’m surving
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I am a female undergraduate. In my first year at the end 
of  Hilary term, a group of  about 10 of  my friends, including myself, 
went to a club. My friend got very drunk and was taken home and 
eventually my other friends left too, I do not remember this.

I do vaguely remember being downstairs in the club, alone, searching 
for my friends. The next thing I remember is being in a toilet of  
a college that was not mine and feeling very tired. Then after that 
I don’t remember anything until a brief  moment hearing talking 
outside my room and realising there was someone on top of  me, 
having anal sex with me. At the time I was too shocked to do 
anything and I can’t remember what I did or said. I then woke up in 
the morning to him touching me again. I was confused and asked 
him who he was, he answered nicely and joked that I was a little 
drunk, he left soon after and I was still in a bit of  a daze.

I put it down to a drunken mistake on my part, but when I think 
back to it, how could he not have realised how much of  a state I was 
in. He left something in my room and emailed me to ask me to bring 
it to my college. He was polite and friendly about it, so I believed it 
was me overreacting and thought clearly I must have been up for it 
at the time.

It wasn’t until I found 2 empty condom wrappers and remembered 
that I had had anal sex that I panicked slightly, I would never have 
agreed to that of  my own accord, especially with a complete stranger 
and I began to realise how much of  the night I didn’t remember 
and still don’t, anything could have happened to me in the gaps I’m 
missing.

I still haven’t told anyone else about this, I thought to blame my 
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friends for not looking after me, but when I asked them about it, 
they said I had seemed fine, a little bit tipsy but capable of  looking 
after myself. I feel I cannot even blame the guy for it, he saw me not 
fighting back as a yes, and no one had explicitly told him differently. 
I feel unsure calling it rape, because that sounds too serious, but 
after writing this I can see that it was, and I’m not okay with blaming 
myself  for it anymore.
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During my first term at Oxford, I went out a few times with a 
guy I met at a service group social event. We chatted over lunch with 
friends, went salsa dancing, sent flirty text messages. He was cute 
and one of  the more interesting, conversationally challenging people 
I had met at Oxford. After an early evening coffee, he walked me 
back to my room, where we kissed for a bit on my bed, before I had 
to head off  to meet a friend. He said he was exhausted and asked 
if  he could stay in my room to nap while I went out. This seemed a 
little weird, but I said yes, wanting to be nice. When I got back from 
my meeting, he was sleeping and continued sleeping for the next 
four hours. I did coursework, hesitant to disturb him and assuming 
he would eventually wake up and leave.

Late at night, when I was ready to go to sleep, I woke him up, 
suggesting that he head home. After some conversation, I agreed 
to let him stay for a bit. We resumed kissing, and things progressed 
from there. As I had earlier in the evening, I told him – multiple 
times – that I didn’t want to have sex. He kept asking why, pushing 
me to give some specific reason. Despite my insistence that sex was 
out of  the question, he began forcing himself  on me, advances that 
I kept verbally and physically trying to dodge, but that resulted in 
penetration multiple times. I remember thinking, “Is this what date 
rape is?” and wondering if  it would be easier and better for both of  
us if  I just gave in and consented to sex.
He was frustrated at my attitude and my lack of  adequate 
explanation for why I didn’t want to have sex, raising his voice and 
making me feel like I was doing something really wrong. I didn’t 
want this to escalate into a loud fight that would wake everyone 
living on my hall, and I worried that things could get loud if  I 
pressed him to leave. What would my neighbors think of  me? Tired, 
scared, confused, and feeling guilty for making him mad, I eventually 
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rolled over, trying to ignore him and his advances.

He slept, I basically didn’t, and I woke early the next morning to 
meet a friend for a workout, leaving him barely awake in my bed. 
By the time I returned, he had gone. I was exhausted for the next 
few days and wanted to do nothing but lie in bed, something totally 
uncharacteristic for me. I had a hard time admitting to myself  what 
had happened. “He never finished, so it must not have been rape.” 
“Perhaps I was unclear and gave him mixed signals.” “How could 
this have happened? Both of  us were completely sober the entire 
time.” “Maybe I was just this sore afterwards because I hadn’t had 
sex in awhile.”

Explaining the situation to friends helped me clarify things for 
myself. I needed to be reminded of  what I already knew. Passionate 
kissing never indicates consent. I shouldn’t need to give a reason 
why I said no. I said no many, many times—it was his fault for not 
respecting that. I should feel no obligation to get together with him 
again, even though he wanted to. 

Once I had talked through what had happened and my role in it, I 
started to feel more normal. This event’s primary impact on my life 
was to inspire me to ensure that this doesn’t happen to others, that 
my college and the university do a better job communicating the 
importance of  consent and what exactly consent means. I talked 
to welfare faculty at my college about what had happened, and the 
college is now going to have mandatory sexual consent workshops 
for all students during orientation. [follow up?]

I am a strong, confident, educated woman. I thought these kinds 
of  things didn’t happen to people like me. I was wrong. It happens 
here.
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I was in my first year and went out with my friends to a bar 
and got quite drunk. I met a guy I seemed to get on quite well with 
and we were talking about our mutual interests. He said we should 
go somewhere quieter we could talk. Yes, I was incredibly naive, 
but I thought he actually wanted to talk since we had so much in 
common. We went back to his room where we started kissing, but 
that is all I remember until I woke up and he was having sex with 
me. I was in pain (I was a virgin until that point) and I told him to 
stop, which after a few requests, he finally did. Luckily one of  my 
friends had figured out there was something not quite right and had 
sent a guy friend to the room to check on me. He threatened to 
knock down the door if  the guy didn’t open it so he did and I got 
my clothes and ran home.  
 
I was very confused about what had happened. At first I didn’t want 
to tell anyone because I was ashamed that I had lost my virginity 
this way. It didn’t click with me that this was assault until weeks if  
not months later. I assumed that I had said yes at some point since 
when I asked him to stop, he did. But then I realized that even if  
I had, I was clearly passed out at some point since I woke up mid-
sex and that is not okay. Furthermore, I was in so much pain that I 
could not sit down comfortably for almost a week, I bled enough 
to need a sanitary pad for a day or two, and there were bruises on 
my inner thighs. At the time I didn’t know this was unusual since I 
was a virgin and I knew pain was to be expected, but as more of  my 
friends lost their virginities under happier circumstances, I realized 
that these physical effects I had were not the sign of  consensual 
sex. I also developed an eating disorder afterwards which only a 
year or so later was I able to realize was a common effect of  the 
kind of  trauma I had experienced. For a few months after the event 
I slept around a bit. I think that I felt like that was the kind of  sex 
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I deserved and my body was the only valuable thing about me. At 
some point this changed and became a serious fear of  sex with a 
new person, no matter how kind and trustworthy. This extends to 
my friends who I have a lot of  anxiety about when they go home 
with a new person, even if  we knew them a bit in advance. 
 
Like I said, it took me a very long time to consider what happened 
to me to be assault, and even to this day I have a hard time calling it 
rape since I still deep down feel that I may have consented initially.
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Suffering in silence to save face
It happened to me when I was an undergraduate student. I had just 
broken up with a long term boyfriend and was feeling pretty bad 
about myself. Some friends and I decided to have a big night out. We 
went to a club with a big bunch of  people, some that I knew, some 
that I didn’t. We were all very drunk and a few of  us, including me, 
had taken ecstasy. We were all partying hard that night. When the 
club closed, a bunch of  us went back to my friend’s place. Another 
friend had brought her cousin and his girlfriend. By this stage I was 
starting to come down, so I lay down on one of  the couches in the 
living room and quickly passed out. The rest of  the group were 
either outside smoking or in another room in the house.  
 
I woke up sometime later and my friend’s cousin (the one with the 
girlfriend, who was standing outside, literally metres away from 
where we were) was also lying on the couch, virtually on top of  me. 
He was rubbing his penis against me and had undone my trousers 
and inserted his fingers into my vagina. I was startled. I woke up and 
said what are you doing? He just looked at me with disgust, stopped 
what he was doing and said to me ‘clean yourself  up’. He then got 
up and went outside to be with his girlfriend. 
 
I was horrified. I felt so cheep. Like such trash. I immediately told 
my friend what had happened, but she reacted in a really strange 
way. She said, ‘oh, what is his girlfriend going to say?’ I then felt 
like I was the person who had done something wrong. That I had 
‘cheated’ with him, despite the fact that I was unconscious at the 
time. I never told anyone or spoke about it after that night. In 
some ways in my head I guess I said to myself, ‘well, it’s not like he 
fucked you, he only fingered you so it’s not really rape’. I was also 
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too scared to tell anyone in case it came out that we had been taking 
drugs that night. I focused on all of  the things that I had done 
wrong, and I was terrified of  how people would look at me if  I told 
them. At the time I felt that in some way I deserved it because I was 
so reckless that night. 
 
Looking back now, I still feel ashamed. Not of  what I did, but what 
he did. But I understand why people maintain the silence. Most 
often it will be your word against his, and the suffering of  silence 
is often the price women have to pay in order to save face. This is 
wrong. And it should not happen here.
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I felt it didn’t count as rape  because I let it get too far before 
saying no and it didn’t last long.

I got drunk at a party in fresher’s week at another college and went 
to this guy’s bedroom; I knew we’d end up doing ‘stuff ’ and was fine 
with that, but hadn’t thought through how far I was prepared to go 
with him. I got with him and gave him head but wouldn’t take my 
underwear off  and realised I didn’t want to have sex, so I said no. 
I definitely didn’t say it coyly, as if  I was joking or playing hard to 
get, but neither did I say it loudly or angrily, and he didn’t stop. I still 
hadn’t taken off  my underwear and obviously wasn’t going to, so he 
just moved my pants to one side to penetrate. He didn’t carry on for 
long or go very deep, as I wasn’t ‘physically receptive’, shall we say, 
and I joked the next day with my friends that it didn’t count as rape 
because I wasn’t particularly upset by it and he had “only put a little 
bit of  willy in” - we refer to him as “four prod guy”. 

I don’t feel remotely traumatised by the incident, and I rarely think 
of  it - but it worries me to think what could have happened if  I 
hadn’t forcefully got up and left when I did. It also annoys me that 
I couldn’t help feeling guilty afterwards, because some of  my male 
(and one or two female) friends said that I shouldn’t have let it get 
that far, and said I ‘must have been acting like a tease’.
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During Hilary, I was out with some friends, one of  
whom has a girlfriend. I walked back to college with the group, and 
he pretended to go home but actually hid on the way to my room, 
revealing himself  once everyone else had left. I thought he wanted 
a chat so invited him inside, where he grabbed me and kissed me. 
I pushed him away. He started getting upset about his relationship, 
and I didn’t feel like I could make him walk home alone. So I let 
him share my bed, and spent hours fending off  his advances. I felt 
disgusted at myself. 
 
A week later, we were both out again. I thought he seemed upset so 
told him he could come over for a chat. I fell asleep waiting; he came 
in and crashed on the bed. I woke up to him trying to kiss me, and 
eventually I kissed him back. I was attracted to him, and he was so 
insistent that it was easier not to resist. He repeatedly tried to finger 
me, insisting I ‘wanted it really’, though I kept pushing his hands 
away and asking him to stop. A couple of  days later, I told him I was 
feeling vulnerable and confused by what had happened and asked 
him to leave me alone. He agreed to do so.  
 
Two days later, I got back from a bop, drunk. I woke up when 
he burst into my room without warning, got into my bed, and 
undressed me, even though I tried to resist. He undressed himself. I 
was kissing him, and trying to prevent him taking it further, pushing 
his hands away, and telling him to stop. He went down on me several 
times, though I asked him not to. He seemed to think he was doing 
me a favour, which it was only fair for me to return. He kept saying 
that I was ‘asking for it’, that ‘if  I didn’t want it from him I definitely 
wanted it from someone’. That he’d come to me because he ‘thought 
I would appreciate him even though his girlfriend didn’t’. He laughed 
my reticence off, saying, ‘I’m pretty sure no means yes…’ as though 
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the entire thing was some kind of  joke. After this, he repeatedly tried 
to have sex with me without any form of  protection. I kept telling 
him I did not want to. Eventually, he left. 
 
I felt like the whole thing was my fault. That I must have led him on, 
that this was punishment for kissing him, that if  I really didn’t want 
it to happen, I should’ve screamed or pushed him out of  the room. 
That if  I found him physically attractive and enjoyed kissing it must 
be my fault. That he was my friend, and friends don’t sexually assault 
one another. The next morning, I felt so dirty, used and disgusting 
I could hardly drag myself  out of  bed. I stayed locked in my room, 
feeling repulsed by what I had allowed to happen. It was not until 
I spoke to several people that I began to realise that it was not my 
fault. I stayed in my room for the majority of  the week, feeling too 
jittery to walk anywhere alone. What if  he was lurking somewhere? 
What if  he still thought the whole thing was just a joke? That I was 
still ‘up for it’? 
 
The sense of  panic and guilt I experience on seeing him and his 
girlfriend around college is fading. Trusting anyone sexually is almost 
impossible now; kissing sets me off  into a panicked frenzy. I find 
myself  making decisions on where I go, who I talk to, based on what 
happened. I don’t think he really understands what he did wrong. I 
hope that, somehow, this message will reach him: sexual violence is 
not a myth. It is not enacted solely by strangers in dark alleyways. 
It is very real, and it has very real effects, and ignoring those effects 
does not make them go away. It most definitely happens here.
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Until I came to university I’d never really had any experience 
with dating, let alone sex, so when in Hilary of  my first year I met a 
really sweet postgrad guy on a crewdate who didn’t try anything on, 
just asked for my number and gave me a hug goodbye I was really 
excited about something new starting. We texted a lot, and I now feel 
like I should have picked up on the warning signs; sometimes he got 
really drunk and would text very inappropriate things about seeing 
me without my clothes on etc. but for the most part he was very 
sweet and we arranged to meet for drinks.  
 
That went well, we spoke for hours, and I was excited to see him 
again. He invited me over for Valentine’s Day to cook at his flat. 
Without thinking it through properly, I agreed. I got all dressed 
up and went to his. When I got there I began to realise it wasn’t as 
romantic as I had made it in my head. He hadn’t asked his roommates 
to do anything else, and they were wandering in and out as we cooked 
then ate.  
 
After dinner, he said we should go to his room. I wasn’t so sure, but 
decided I would and we could talk before I left to go back to college, 
but he turned the tv on and sat on the bed, telling me to do the 
same. He started getting far more intimate than I was comfortable 
with, and was trying to undress me with the clear intention to make 
me have sex with him. I stopped, and told him I wasn’t comfortable 
with what he was doing and didn’t want to have sex. All he said was 
“Why?” I felt on the defensive and a little hurt he would ask, but told 
him anyway that I’d never had sex before. He was clearly annoyed 
and exasperated, making me feel as though I’d done something 
wrong. He said I should sleep over anyway and asked if  I was ok to 
do “other stuff ”. I said I wasn’t sure and wouldn’t make eye contact 
with him. I’d already said “no” once and suddenly felt like I was being 
unreasonable to say no again.  
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Predictably, a few minutes later he starts initiating “other stuff ” and 
goes down on me, despite me suggesting I was uncomfortable with 
that and felt things were moving far too fast for what I was ok with. 
After he’d done that for a while he started pushing my head down. I 
resisted for a while, trying to deflect him, but eventually tried to give 
him head. He was directing me through it and giving me orders. I 
felt sick at myself  and hated him for it. All I wanted to do was run 
away but I felt like it was my fault for not saying I didn’t want to do 
anything like that more forcefully.  
 
That was my first sexual experience, and the whole thing made me 
feel dirty and used. When I spoke to my friends about it I didn’t feel 
like they understood how shaken I was by the whole incident, and 
they just dismissed it as a shame, or a bad night, constantly asking 
in the days following whether he’d texted yet, not quite hearing 
me when I told them I didn’t want him to because even getting a 
message from him made me feel seedy, dirty, and used. I think they 
still don’t know how much it upset me. I still can’t tell if  part of  me 
still thinks it’s my fault or that I’m making a big deal out of  nothing. 
But no-one can tell me that these things don’t happen here.
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The voice in me told me not to tell
More than one year ago, I was at an exchange dinner in another 
college. The small talk during dinner went well, and we all went to 
the MCR after dinner to enjoy some port wine. Since the whole 
point of  the exchange dinner was to mingle, I sat down with a group 
of  graduate students I had never met before and began chitchatting. 
A male student, who was initially sitting on another couch, moved 
towards me during the conversation and decided to sit right next 
to me. I was not alarmed at first, as quite a number of  us shared a 
couch and we were all sitting quite close together. Gradually, I grew 
suspicious as I felt as if  his leg was deliberately touching my leg. I 
observed his facial expression for a while, but he did not seem to be 
paying attention to me in particular, so I turned back to the group 
conversation. The touching did not stop but became more and more 
deliberate. I feel sick to my stomach at this moment knowing that 
if  I said anything out loud or just stepped on his foot would have 
been enough to protect myself, given that we were surrounded by 
a large group of  people. But I only gave him a small nudge and 
said in a slightly accusatory tone: ‘What are you doing?’ Looking 
in retrospect, that probably made him think that I was flirting and 
encouraging him to go further. I personally do not agree with the 
logic, and I would not make another move if  someone said that 
to me, but I also see how a certain group of  people would have 
interpreted what I said as flirting. 
 
After a while, I suddenly realised that all the people I knew from 
my college had left the party. At this point he was deliberately and 
openly touching my leg with his hand. Some of  the people in the 
group began to notice that he was hitting on me and started looking 
at us as if  we were going to hook up. It did not bode well for me, 
so I made an excuse to leave and was hoping to get away from this 
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man as soon as possible. Unexpectedly, he stood up, and offered to 
walk me home as it was dark outside. I said no, but he insisted and 
put on his coat, ready to go any moment. I said no quite a number 
of  times, looking for every excuse I could find, but I realised that 
he was determined to leave the party with me. He whispered to me, 
‘You could come to my place if  you want.’ I said no, but he did not 
seem to get it. I felt unsafe, so I did not go home but stayed with 
the group of  people in the MCR. As people began to leave, I grew 
anxious, as I did not know any of  them personally and did not feel 
like I could ask for help. One thing led to another, he was kissing 
and touching me in the MCR in a rather forceful manner, and the 
more I struggled, the tighter he held me. He finally stopped as 
someone entered the room, and I slipped out as soon as possible. I 
took off  my high-heels and ran as quickly as I could towards home. 
I could still vividly remember how scared I was and how I constantly 
looked back to see if  he was running after me. 
 
I tried to block out this terrible experience in my mind, and at times 
I have even explained it away as ‘a bad kiss’, as if  my action was 
completely voluntary. But the memory keeps coming back, along 
with a strong sense of  shame. I still vividly remember the voice that 
was stopping me from doing something more drastic to get help the 
moment I sensed something was wrong. That inner voice said to 
me, ‘You’re in a social situation and not supposed to disturb anyone 
else. Don’t spoil people’s fun. Be nice. Look happy.’ I am sure that 
if  I showed my anger and raised my voice to let people know what 
was going on, even if  I did not know them personally, they would 
have helped me. But my reluctance to ‘spoil’ people’s fun costed me 
so much emotional energy and stirred up such sad feelings... I am 
still scared to this very day of  what could have happened if  nobody 
walked in the MCR late that night. I stopped going to social events for 
more than half  a year, and now I have become too scared and bitter 
to socialise with new people alone.
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I was in Camera with a friend, when a guy I know from 
lectures comes on to me. We end up back in mine, having sex. At 
this point, I’m quite drunk and falling asleep. Half  way through he 
tells me that the condom is ‘too tight’, so I go and get him another.
 
I can’t really remember anything else until after he’s left (I get him 
out, telling him I have a boyfriend), where I stumble back to bed and 
find the condom unused still in its packed.
 
I think the worst thing is the shame. I’m at Oxford, I’m a feminist, 
I should know better, be stronger, not drink as much. I’ve seen him 
out a couple of  times since then, and I just don’t look at him. I can’t, 
I’m too embarrassed.

Some drunk guy ran by me on Cornmarket and grabbed 
my breast, nearly knocking me over, as he and a friend laughed 
hysterically. Think it doesn’t happen in Oxford? Bullshit. It happens 
in Oxford, on one of  our main and well-lit streets while that street 
is full of  people, and apparently it’s still *funny*, to judge by the 
laughter

When I was a fresher I went on a night out. I got with a guy 
and said he could come back to my room on the condition that I 
wouldn’t sleep with him. He then proceeded to force himself  on me, 
telling me that it was my fault because he “got carried away”. I still 
have nightmares about it to this day, and have been in hospital once 
for a suicide attempt because of  this.
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There’s a girl in college who touches me up, all the time. 
Whenever we’re out together she’ll grope my arse or grind up 
against me or grab at my crotch. I push her away but she doesn’t get 
the message. Even around college she’ll try to grope me, and I have 
seen her do the same with others. Myself  and a friend have both 
told her how uncomfortable it makes us feel and asked her to desist, 
reminding her that what she is doing is sexual assault and is illegal. 
For some reason though, I feel stupid when I push her away or ask 
her to stop. I’ve read the law and I know that I have the right to 
complain, but I am not comfortable doing so. I think I can start to 
understand why female victims of  sexual assault, including rape, so 
often do not tell anyone, let alone the police. Timidity is not a trait I 
would usually put my hand up to, but on this matter I must (timidly) 
raise my hand. It is hard to call sexual violence by its true name. 
It’s particularly hard when the perpetrator is your friend, and very 
hard when you know of  her emotional fragility, and it’s very very 
hard when the touching makes you just a very little bit hard… male 
hormones fire regardless of  emotion, and it makes me feel even 
more awkward when looking her in the eye and firmly informing 
her that I’m not interested. It’s made even harder (my predicament, 
that is) by the fact that we got together ages ago - I hadn’t been any 
more keen on her then, but I was a Fresher and not very confident 
and she was all over me: I thought I would have been laughed at for 
pushing her away. 

Behaviour of  this sort is not often enough acknowledged as sexual 
violence. It’s not complained of  because men feel as if  they should 
be panting for pussy (any) all the bloody time. We’re not. Lad culture 
can hurt lads too.
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I felt like I couldn’t tell him he was raping me
During last Hilary term, I went to Camera with a couple of  friends. 
I hadn’t been out in a while and was really excited. Beforehand I told 
my friends that I was only coming out because I hadn’t had sex in a 
while and really wanted to go home with someone. 

In Camera, I ran into an acquaintance that I’d met at a formal hall 
the term before. Towards the end of  the evening I suggested that 
we go home together. We went back to his and chatted with his 
housemates a bit. After that, we started kissing and having sex. I 
don’t know why, but the sex was really painful, so I told him to stop. 
He didn’t.

I feel so stupid, because all I did was lie there. In my head I knew 
that I’d verbally retracted my consent, so him not stopping was rape. 
That was unambiguous. Still, I felt like I couldn’t tell him this, or say 
that I was really hurting. I don’t know why. While it was happening I 
remember thinking that I just wanted it to be over.

The next day I was unable to do anything because I felt really 
violated. I usually find one night stands really fun and empowering, 
but this time I felt completely voiceless. 

I still struggle because I blame myself  for not saying anything, even 
though I know that I told him to stop and he didn’t. But this isn’t my 
fault. It wasn’t a one night stand that I regret, it was rape.
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Victim, no. Survivor, maybe.
It took until I read this blog for the second time that I actually 
took a deep breath and realised that so many of  the things that 
have happened to me during my university career have been non-
consensual and that I am truly lucky that I have managed to blank 
so many things out or laugh them off  as a bizarre story. The first 
time I read the stories on here my response was one of  frustration, 
‘well of  course everyone goes through that, what’s the big problem?’ 
Then I read them again and realised that the big problem was both 
with what is happening and for me, with my blanking what has 
happened to me out and refusing to see it for what it is, most likely 
as a protective mechanism. 
 
I don’t want to be called a victim. I don’t want to be called a 
survivor. But I do know that I have experienced sexual violence, at a 
frequency that it has become part of  my life, part of  me. 
 
I’ve always had a very sexualised body. When that’s the case you 
get used to the creepy comments on the street, the men coming 
up to you in clubs and groping you, the College rugby team asking 
to ‘motorboat’ you and then saying that you are ‘lame and boring’ 
for refusing. So you sometimes acquiesce but more often or not it’s 
forced on you. And yet you become so desensitised to it all that you 
think it’s normal for other people to grab your body whenever they 
like. And it’s taken me a long time to realise that it’s not. 
 
But more than that I have so often ended up waking up with strange 
men in my bed, men I have no recollection of  them arriving or 
what happened next. Men who sometimes are freaked out when I 
say I don’t know who they are and what happened, and men who 
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sometimes laugh and say, ‘I know, you were really wasted last night’. 
The former I cannot class as rapists, for I know that when I am 
drunk I can often appear very lucid until the moment I pass out. But 
after, when I wake, I will have absolutely no memory of  that lucid-
appearing interval. So in that way, anything that happens probably 
appears consensual and I don’t feel any anger towards those guys. 
But sometimes when I am drunk I am all over the place and it is 
very obvious that I have little idea what I am doing. Usually my 
friends look after me but they cannot always be there and I know 
that really it is up to me to control my own behaviour and not get 
into such situations. But it is not up to random strangers, or guys I 
know, to take advantage of  such situations, to go home and sleep 
with me, knowing full well I have little control and ability to consent. 
That is predatory, sexually violent behaviour. 
 
The worst of  those instances occurred with a tutor. A visiting 
professor, twice my age, married with children. I got so drunk at a 
College dinner that I had no idea what I was doing. My glass kept 
being topped up and I really should have gone home sooner. But 
I stayed. And then I tried to leave. I left alone to stumble back to 
my room, but a 2 minute walk away. I left alone but he followed 
me back to my room. I have no idea what happened next, I don’t 
even think we had penetrative sex. But I don’t know. All I know is 
that I woke up, semi naked in my bed with that man. A man who 
when I said I had absolutely no idea of  the conclusion of  the night 
commented on how drunk I was. He commented on something that 
would have affected my ability to consent yet in no way apologised 
for what he was doing in my bed or the fact that he should never 
have been there. They say you get wiser as you get older. He was old. 
His behaviour was not wise.  
 
He then refused to leave my room. I had to beg him to as he made 
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me physically sick. He still refused. So I left. I left my own room, 
leaving him in there. Leaving a man who had followed me home, 
knowing full well I was completely drunk, who had ended up with 
me semi naked in bed, unable to give consent for what happened. 
I left him in my room and I went to a friend’s house. But what did 
I say at my friend’s? Did I cry and really think about the severity of  
the situation? No, I brushed it off  as a hilarious story. A story told 
in a way that made my friend howl with laughter. A story which 
hid all the mixed feelings I felt, laughter which smoothed over my 
concerns. 
 
I still don’t call myself  a victim. But maybe I call myself  a survivor. 

I am male. I met my first girlfriend at university. The first time 
we had sex I did not consent. We were naked, yes. We had been 
engaged in other sexual activity, yes. I had an erection, yes. But I 
wasn’t ready to have sex. She knew I was virgin. I knew she wasn’t. 
The move from fooling around to her having sex with me was so 
rapid, undiscussed and once it was happening I didn’t know what to 
do, what to say, or how to react. I just assumed this was how it went, 
that this was what I should want. I stayed with her for a year during 
which time I was squashed by sexual fears and sexuality as a tool of  
control. 

It wasn’t until I was seeing a counsellor after that relationship broke 
down that I realised how much it had damaged me, how much it still 
made me shake and question myself, how broken my relationship 
with sex had become. Luckily I later found the right counsellor to 
talk to and started to get to grips with that history. Years on I have a 
functional relationship with a woman and with sex.
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“So I was watching this documentary about rape” I told 
my friend when she came to visit “it said that if  someone doesn’t 
stop if  you want them to, then it’s rape. I think that happened to 
me… “ 
 
It was three months previously, Sunday afternoon, my then 
boyfriend was visiting from his university for the weekend. We’d 
already had sex multiple times, despite me not enjoying it and he 
penetrated me again. I was in a lot of  pain, I cried and told him to 
stop but he didn’t, all I could do was bury my face in my hands and 
try and block out the pain. Afterwards I cried my eyes out to my 
housemates but couldn’t tell them why I was so upset.  
 
It took a lot of  time, perspective and counselling to realise the whole 
relationship was abusive not just that night. I wasn’t raped once, I’d 
been being raped for months – every time I woke up with a penis in 
my mouth, every time he penetrated me refusing to wear a condom, 
every time I was in pain and wanted to stop. But I couldn’t see it at 
the time – I thought he wasn’t physically abusive when he stuck his 
finger’s down my throat to ‘improve my gag reflex’, just messing 
around, he wasn’t sexually abusive because I always managed to 
make him stop eventually. He couldn’t be a rapist – those were 
people in dark alleyways with knives, not a boyfriend who brought 
me flowers and looked after my friends when they were drunk. One 
of  the most difficult things has been coming to terms with the fact 
that I didn’t realise how badly I was being violated. I knew I was 
deeply unhappy but felt like I had no good reason to break up with 
him. You think that in a situation like that, you’d know instantly, 
you’d stand up for yourself, you’d report it, you’d leave. I didn’t and 
that still scares me. I am a strong person and don’t usually let people 
walk over me, but it just goes to show the power of  sexual violence, 
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it can be very manipulative and confusing. 
 
Everyone reacts differently to sexual violence, but for me it’s not 
something that goes away easily and has affected all areas of  my life. 
Initially there were months of  denial, knowing something was wrong 
but not pinpointing what it was, getting behind in work, crying in 
tutorials. 3 months in when I finally told someone I was reduced 
to complete inability to function, I cried every day and felt very 
isolated. 7 months in I developed PTSD; panic attacks, nightmares 
and I was completely overwhelmed. 10 months in and it manifested 
itself  in physical pain, I was hospitalised and since diagnosed with 
chronic migraines and a constant headache caused by emotional 
trauma. I had no choice but to leave Oxford to recover at home. 
18 months in the headache is still there and unresponsive to all 
treatments tried so far. And don’t get me started on how difficult it’s 
been to rebuild my sex life! I’m lucky, I’ve found a new partner who 
is incredibly patient and understanding but it’s very slow progress.  
 
It happens here – in clubs, in colleges, in your own house on a lazy 
Sunday afternoon with your friends just the other side of  the door.
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I offered to look after a visitor to my department and we had 
lunch together. He wasn’t flirty, just friendly, and I didn’t suspect 
anything. He and I went to his room to hang out. He then kissed 
me, and had sex with me. While I didn’t physically struggle or resist, 
I verbally said no. The whole thing left me very confused, and I 
still don’t know what to make of  it. Part of  me blames myself  for 
allowing myself  to be alone with him. I never thought I’d react like 
this - but I still can’t bring myself  to call it assault, even though it 
was not entirely consensual. When I approached my supervisor and 
various support networks on the issue, I got sympathy but no real 
advice, and I’ve not spoken about it since. It is no small wonder that 
students here keep silent on these issues.

Dubious Counselling and Leaving Oxford
After meeting my first counsellor at the student services and 
explaining to her how I was raped when I was younger, she then 
proceeded to suggest several times that perhaps my problems (i.e. 
the reason I needed to see a counsellor) were due to the fact that 
my mother is gay (which, incidentally, she isn’t, but that’s hardly 
relevant). This put me off  the counselling services for the rest of  the 
year, which in turn led to me leaving Oxford for good after finding 
that my mental health wasn’t really up to it without that level of  
support.
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Nobody deserves to be violated 
At my birthday party at my home, my then long-term boyfriend 
and a friend performed sexual intercourse on my conscious 
body. I was too shocked and vulnerable to fight or scream, I only 
weakly removed her hand from my genitals several times and 
eventually feebly asked them to stop squashing me. I got away from 
underneath them but was too transfixed to leave the room and they 
kept doing it staring me in the eyes. I was not asked for my consent, 
I never gave my consent. This was in the context of  a strictly 
monogamous relationship. 
 
My then-boyfriend said afterwards that it was a shame that I had 
not enjoyed it. When I went to the university counselling services, 
the woman I saw said a similar thing. (I now see a psychotherapist 
who offers me a far higher standard of  care then the counselling 
service could.) This made me feel guilty. It was through talking to 
a close friend and reading more about sexual assault online that I 
understood that if  you are not consensual it is sexual assault. That if  
you did not scream and fight it does not make what happened to you 
your fault. Putting up a fight is the depiction we see most frequently 
in films, but in real life when in utter terror we often freeze. 
Acknowledging what happened to you, realising that the assaulter 
will manipulate you and take advantage of  your shock to make you 
believe it was your fault when it never is - nobody ever deserves 
to be violated - is the first step in the process of  psychological 
recovery. 
 
Don’t be afraid to tell your close friends what happened either. In 
my sense, silence happens because you feel that what happened 
changed you, made you a different person, a victim. You are not 
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defined by the acts of  others. It is your abusers that have a problem 
not you. Those who love you and are close to you can offer true 
support. The event damaged my faith in humanity. It happened in 
a place of  safety and trust, my own home, my own birthday party 
attended by friends and long-term boyfriend. The friends who 
listened and supported me showed me how loving and caring a lot 
of  humans are and that my assaulters were the exception. And those 
‘friends’ who deal badly with the news, stop being there for you, 
simply aren’t true friends. Acquaintances, but not true friends, and 
you should not feel sad for losing them. 
 
To by-standers: intervene. There were people in the house hearing 
the noises while I was being assaulted. They did not intervene 
because it felt awkward and they were not sure what was going on. 
It’s never awkward to step in when people have been drinking and 
things are getting out of  hand. Don’t be self-conscious, just think 
that you could save your friend from a very damaging experience. 
And if  it turns out everything is fine, well, you were just showing 
you were looking out for them.
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House Party
I was hosting a house party, and everything was going really well. 
The drink was flowing and we were having lots of  fun, I had all my 
friends around me, except for my girlfriend who was doing a singing 
recital at the time; and couldn’t make it. We were both wary of  
another girl, who I had invited by extension of  the friendship group; 
she was totally into me and everyone could tell, but everyone also 
knew I had a girlfriend, so nothing would happen. 
 
She had approached me before about me and her, about how much 
she wanted to be with me, about how my girlfriend at the time 
didn’t treat me right. I was happy with my girlfriend, so I didn’t 
listen to her, and I told her to just forget me. After that conversation 
everything was smooth, and I thought she got the message that I 
wasn’t into her. 
 
As the night went on, one of  the last things I remember was her 
passing me a drink; I thought nothing of  it, I was already drunk and 
didn’t think to question why she was giving me one. Apart from 
vague blurs of  her on top of  me, the next thing I remember is me 
waking up, feeling a cocktail of  bad emotions, seeing her, in bed, 
next to me. I had my drink spiked. 
 
I said nothing of  it to anyone of  my friends that day, and it took me 
a year to admit it to my girlfriend; she dumped me because she didn’t 
believe that I had my drink spiked, she considered it to be cheating.  
 
Now, I have to be insulted and feel let down by nearly everyone that 
claims to be helping this issue. I am called a “survivor”, a term I find 
derogates and trivialises what happened to me.  
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The JCR Equal Ops officer at my college (a militant feminist) is 
unapproachable and ignorant; so wrapped up in female cases that 
they forget that men can even be affected by this sort of  thing. Even 
when I ask them to go to certain meetings of  other “survivors” I am 
turned away, or just ignored if  I repeatedly insist.  
 
The welfare team is inadequate; they lack experience, and they feel 
very unapproachable when I think about talking to them about it. 
I don’t want to be treated differently because of  what happened to 
me. 
 
I don’t want a counselling service, I’m happy just forgetting it 
and treating it as if  it never happened; but things like this keep 
on bringing up old scars and bad memories. Every time I’m told 
that I’m being unjustly misogynistic by the hard-core feminists I 
feel sick inside. Those same militants that dominate the issue with 
female related solutions; being coldly pushed forward on both sexes, 
ignoring the fact that men and women deal with sexual assault on a 
personal level differently. 
 
I am told that only 1 in 10 cases of  sexual assault are men, and that 
we should focus predominantly on female issues. One might think 
that this is just; but what it doesn’t take into account is the fact that 
men, in general, tell almost nobody about these issues, maybe one 
or two people they trust fervently, but they will never be included 
in the statistics that are quoted to guide policy by OUSU and by the 
university and college equal opportunities team. 
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Harassment Advisor
During Michaelmas of  last year, I was assaulted at a college event by 
a boy in the year above. We ran into each other on the dancefloor at 
a bop and he was really friendly. We hadn’t got on well in the past, 
but he apologised for being out of  line in the past and asked if  we 
could be friends. I was happy to move on so agreed and gave him a 
hug. Then I said something along the lines of  ‘I’m glad we can be 
friends now.’ He responded by grabbing my hand, rubbing it down 
his front and onto his crotch and saying ‘would that change if  I got 
my dick out?’ Shoving my hand down his underwear is assault, and 
whilst I know it’s not the worst thing that could ever happen, it really 
ruined my night. 

The next day I emailed the college harassment advisors to report it. 
I went to one to speak to them about what happened but had quite 
a frustrating experience. She blamed my reaction to the event, rather 
than what happened itself, and failed to signpost me on to any of  
the relevant people. Since then I’ve become aware that there were 
lots of  people she should have mentioned but didn’t. 
When I told her about what happened, and how angry I felt, she 
responded with something along the lines of  “it’s a pity you didn’t 
have it in you to just give him a hard squeeze.” This really upset me 
at the time – I know it was meant to be a joke, but I felt that what 
she said implied that my reaction was wrong, not what he did was 
wrong. Her approach problematised my lack of  witty response, 
which made me leave feeling a bit pathetic. I would hope that 
harassment advisors would be more supportive, but instead I felt 
made fun of.
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Sub-dean
In Trinity of  my final year, I brought a motion regarding the 
college’s policy towards sexual violence to my college SU. It was 
about sexual assault and harassment at college bops, proposing that 
anyone who experience this could ask for the person that assaulted 
them to be removed from that current bop.

The motion passed by a clear majority the first time, but then, at the 
next meeting, a boy who hadn’t been at the first meeting brought 
a motion to repeal it. Because my college has a joint representative 
body, graduate students can attend the same meetings as the 
undergrads in college. At this meeting, one of  the three sub deans (a 
graduate student in college) attended the meeting.

At the meeting he argued that no-one in his position would ever 
remove anyone from a bop without ‘visual evidence’ that a person 
had been assaulted or harassed. Beyond directing contradicting 
something a different sub dean said to me the week before, this 
approach is woefully under-informed. For example, if  someone 
shoved someone else up against a wall at a bop and touches them 
without their permission, there is no visual evidence. Sexual assault 
and harassment doesn’t leave visual evidence behind. He was in 
no permission [position?] to be a source of  welfare or disciplinary 
support at a bop if  he wants to demand this unreachable criteria for 
anyone that has experienced sexual violence. 

What is really worrying about this is that The Oxford Student 
discovered in 2011 that 60% of  women in Oxford have experienced 
harassment on a night out. This effects so many students but our 
welfare support in college have such a boneheaded approach they’re 
not in any position to react to this problem.
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Throughout most of my final year  I was moving on from 
three years of  an abusive relationship. After missing three essays 
in 6 weeks and crying during a tutorial in another college, my tutor 
that I’d had since first year got in touch to see if  I wanted to talk 
anything through. I really liked him and I’d thought about going 
to speak to him before, so ended up crying in his office for hours 
about how hard everything had been and how overwhelmed I felt. 

He ended up being a long term source of  support for me, and 
worked around the depression and anxiety issues that I’d been 
suffering. He let me change my thesis timeline with my supervisor, 
and communicated with her when I wasn’t feeling able to. 
He communicated with other tutors, in order to organise collections 
according to what I needed. When things were really hard and 
I wasn’t getting out of  bed or doing anything with my days, he 
checked in every day to see how I was doing and never made me feel 
like it was a burden for him. When I couldn’t work, he let me write 
finals practice essays in his office and talk through them with him 
even though it took up hours of  his days.

Most importantly, he let me come in and talk through everything 
whenever I wanted. He was one of  the biggest sources of  support 
over the whole year. He was one of  the few people that really 
understood what was so hard about moving on from abuse. When 
I blamed myself  for what went wrong, or felt like I was making the 
whole thing up he always talked things through in a way that I didn’t 
leave feeling broken any more. He really understood abuse. 

When I asked where he got so good at understanding it all, he said 
he went to the training run by OUSU for staff  on domestic abuse. 
OUSU ran this training because the Harassment Advisory Network 
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had no mandatory training for their advisors, and students were 
receiving bad support from those who were meant lot be helping 
them. Whilst very few advisors went to this training, staff  who 
cared about the issue did. I was lucky that my tutor went and had 
the knowledge to support me. The Equality and Diversity Unit is 
now making training mandatory for their harassment advisors, but is 
halving the training hours that OUSU used. I hope that this is good 
enough. I was supported really well when I needed it, yet it remains 
to be seen how well the Equality and Diversity delivers for other 
students suffering like me.
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