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Exegesis 
Sometimes I struggle with how much my research actually bleeds into my everyday life. As a very vocal feminist who studies violence against women and the implications of the tradwife movement for public understandings of gendered abuse, I often feel caught in the trap of needing to defend my personal life. When, really, my own personal relationship should be able to remain private. Yet considerations of positionality and reflexivity are essential for truly appreciating the nuances of lived experience, the contours of research, and the dynamics of power. So, researchers examining crime and victimisation do need to reflect on the impact their personal identity may have on the research journey.  
Does this place a lot of pressure on researchers to truly embody their research? Sometimes, yes.  
Would it be odd for a Green Criminologist to make no effort to recycle at home? Probably.  
Or a cybercrime specialist to have no virus protection software on their personal devices? Most definitely.  
How about a burglary expert never locking their front door? Without question.  
It certainly makes sense in some areas, but when we consider the emotional toll our research can take, it feels like either an unspoken rule we are constantly trying not to break or a cloud hanging over our heads. I research and write about traditional marriages, and it leaves me feeling very vulnerable and open to scrutiny about my own relationship.  
In this poem, I wanted to illuminate the reality of what it can be to study victimisation; it can be affective well beyond the research process. I still worry, and twist myself in knots, wondering if I am some sort of massive hypocrite or traitor to feminism for engaging in tasks of domesticity that knock on the door of tradwives.  
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1 am ot a tradwife because sometimes |
wear modest vintage dresses.

7 years ago. men could take a photograph
of me under my skirt and not face justice.
Tam nota tradwife if | prefer my husband to take

the lead during intimacy.

4 years ago, he could sirangle me unwillingly but
claim | consented to mask the abuse.

1am nota tradwife because | sometimes ask my
husband before | make a purchase.

When Il years ago. he could withhold my credit card
from me, it wouldn't have been legally classed as abuse.

Iam nota tradwife because | prefr a more
natural look to make-up.

Even though 16 years ago, | could have been
fired from a workplace legally if | refused to
'wear heels.
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1 am not a tradwife because | make  EZ

i | my husband’s lunch every day for . digt,
g work.

Bur 35 years ago, it was considered a
legal impossibiliy for my own
husband o rape me.

ma
am nota tradwife, even though 1doall o furnas e
of the cleaning after work. despite
earning more.

b mauris.
o a
Tactually feel lucky that 43 years ago, | ‘

could be paid less than him just because
he was a man.

I am ot a tradwife because my husband mainly ‘
manages our finances.
!

51 years ago, | couldn't even open my own bank account
‘without his permission.

Tam nota tradwife because | took my
husband's name.

69 years ago. | couldn't even control
decisions about my own body.
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Lam not a tradwife because my
husband does not identify as a,
Feminist/

ici

98 years ago. | would be on the
suffragette picket lines, fighting for
‘women's right to vote.

4 5
I am not a tradwife, even though | take’ """

% 5 la fames ac
anidepressantsto cope with my PTSD. ", /'
i mauris.

15 e my s e Tt
had me sectioned. to an insane asylum ‘

due to my Flashbacks.

| am ot & tradwife because | grow my own |
Fruit and make my own jam. ‘

166 years ago, my husband would have been |
able to conirol everything | owned: Even me. |

I am not a tradwife because | love to bake. |

Whenever my cake sinks in the middle or my |
brownies are a bit overbaked, | remember that 169 |
years ago my husband could legally beat me with a
‘Wooden spoon. and that would be my fate.




