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I’ve recently entered into two new phases of my life. The first is the life of 

a performer. I spent years training in theatre, mostly in a backstage 

capacity. I broke through the frustration of sitting in the wings and jumped 

onto the stage in 2012, where I’ve remained ever since. Currently based in 

Chicago, I have been fortunate enough to perform solo theatre plays, 

stand-up comedy, poetry, and performance art all over the country.  

The other phase I find myself engulfed in is the much-delayed feminist era 

of my life. My female-ness was never a source of shame to me, but until 

now, I never felt a sense of pride or protectiveness. Perhaps it is due to my 

age and autonomy, or perhaps it is because of the current political 

climate, or the growing misogyny of the media, but I suspect my emerging 

feminism has most to do with my rise as a performer.  

I now feel a direct responsibility to be a representative of female culture. I stand on stages as a woman, 

sometimes talking about my experiences as a woman or creating art relating to issues that are generally 

more affecting to women. I speak to the issues of body image, hopeless romance, and self-esteem 

struggles, not only because they affect women, but because they affect me personally. But I have struggled 

with worries that some of my work might be “too feminist” or even not feminist enough, because, as I said, 

I sometimes heap the pressure of standing for all of feminism onto my little shoulders. 

The world of stand-up comedy is especially engineered towards this pressure. More often than not, I am 

the only woman in a comedy line-up, or one of two, with the rest of the performers being men, generally 

white and generally twenty-something. In smaller comedy scenes, there are invariably less women going up 

on stages, because there are less comics to choose from. But after less than a month in a community like 

Chicago, any line-up with so few women is just being lazy. The women here are incredible, sharp, and 

plentiful. Being one of the only women on a show causes the audience to pit you against the other woman, 

to refer to you as “the girl one,” or be introduced as “the lovely,” “the beautiful,” or some other indicator of 

your looks, while the male comics are described as “hilarious,” “funny,” and other relevant-to-the-setting 

terms. There are plenty of us ladies who are going to the microphones, ready to challenge the stereotypical 

image of a comedian: white male in tennis shoes. That’s why I’ve loved shows with an all-female lineup at 

Women Writing for (a) Change in Cincinnati and a women-run group Just Dickin’ Around in Chicago. The 

inclusive shows create a safe environment where women are not singled out as the “other.” 

These shows are also freeing in that the feeling that I am representing all aspects of being a female 

comedian dissipates. I don’t have to worry about misrepresenting feminism or comedy or all of womankind, 

because unless there’s been a worldwide lady vote, I have not been elected spokeswoman for females 

everywhere.  

And on I go, a feminist performer and comedian who is first and foremost a human. As important as my 

femaleness is to me and to certain aspects of my work, I love standing in front of an audience of differing 

genders, races, religions, backgrounds, etc. and connecting on a human level.  


