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Protest Magazine
Issue One: Mercy



A group anthology & portfolio made by and 
for marginalized women

Protest Magazine

Community sustained and focused 
on the cultural, feminine point of 
view. You don't need permission to be 
here.



Mercy Issue
 A focus on recovery & regeneration
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Editor’s Note
I moved from my home city to live in New Orleans about three years 
ago. I began to learn the magic and healing properties of the basic 
elements soon after. It feels more like a remembrance to me now, it’s 
as if my subconscious already knows what my conscious mind has to 
learn. I know to keep plants by my bed to feel grounded, water is for 
purifying, fire is for renewal, smoke is for cleansing. Now I remember 
to incorporate plants and herbs into prayer, ancestral reverence, and 
music to maintain my peace. I don’t know why we’re discouraged 
from incorporating natural elements into our lives in non-superficial, 
non-commercial ways, but we are. I suppose a woman who can heal 
and validate herself is dangerous to people who want to control her. 
I remember my grandmother and her mother had power they didn’t 
always bask in- both spiritual and earthly power, you know? But I 
remember their power and fully embrace it as my own, I inherited their 
strength and because of them, I will always be strong. Occasionally I 
just need to remind myself this is true. 

For me, healing has been a cycle of remembering and letting go. 
Acknowledge fears and anxieties, then let them go. Remember old 
times, let it go. Remember mistakes, learn from them, let them go. 
Make peace with letting go. Women in this issue write and illustrate 
their individual processes of letting go healing.

Here you’ll find a reminder from Leotha that we are the experts of our 
minds and bodies- any aid we receive for healing (or any activity) should 
be treated as a collaboration. We have the power to recover. Jenny’s 
artwork embraces darkness, femininity, and growth. Zynb’s prose asks 
us to embrace multiplicity in every part of our being and in every place 
we go. The Mercy Issue reminds us to collaborate with nature, take our 
meds and routine social media breaks, and sleep well. The world has 
been a scary place for women for some time, take care of Self and be 
soldiers for each other.



About Jenny Oh
Jenny Oh is the artist for the Mercy Issue. Jenny is 

known for creating artwork that depicts women's bodies 
in motion. Her pieces for Mercy continue to focus on 
the woman form. The paintings are set against black 

backgrounds and accented with bits of plants and 
flowers. It's the perfect representation of  the darkness 
that comes before healing and the vulnerability needed 
in order for us to grow and recover. Solidarity and body 

awareness is important to Jenny. She advocates for 
women living with endometriosis and is often creating 

artwork for the cause. 

Grace is a multidisciplinary artist, visual designer, and spiritualist. 
She believes at the core of every project should be a human 

connection and a powerful purpose. With this in mind, Grace 
consults the tarot for advice and direction as femme people push 

forward despite constant attacks on our identities. 

Using cards from Mystic Mondays, a tarot card deck she 
designed and created herself, she shares the channeled 

information in a Message for Women. 

About Grace Duong



N   A   D   I   A  

“I don’t eat meat in front of men.”

I looked up at the girl I was having lunch with from behind the 
large, unwieldy burger I had just taken a bite from. We were both 
freshman at the American University of Sharjah in the United 
Arab Emirates, two people who had been thrown together be-
cause of overlapping bus schedules.

“What?”

“I don’t like to eat meat in front of men,” she repeated, her face 
deadly serious. “It’s just not nice.”

I laughed. Even with her straight face, I couldn’t imagine that she 
wasn’t joking. For one thing, it was such an obviously pointed, 
tactless comment to say to someone who currently had burger 
grease dripping down her hand. For another, it was insane.

But she was not joking. No, instead she was gazing upon me 
with arms crossed and a look on her face that wasn’t so much 
upset as it was waiting for me to express gratitude for having my 
unseemly ways corrected. It was a look that said, “You’re wel-
come. I hope you will conduct yourself in a more ladylike way in 
future.” 

As far as I know, she does not eat meat in front of men to this 
day. 

Living in Saudi Arabia made me a feminist, 

E L D E M E R D A S H
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N   A   D   I   A  
E L D E M E R D A S H

This kind of enforced femininity, this elaborate façade created by 
women for men, for society, was something completely foreign 
to me for one simple reason: I had spent the last five years in an 
all-girls’ school in Saudi Arabia. 

I usually don’t talk about the time I spent in Saudi Arabia. 
Especially in this country where it’s associated with not just 
oppression and tyranny but with extremism and violence, Saudi 

but not in the way you would think.
is a landmine I’d rather avoid. But it’s an awkward part of my 
life to skip. I spent what many would classify as my formative 
years – 10-15 – in Riyadh, the capital city. I got my period 
and learned about sex in Saudi Arabia. I embraced and 
subsequently shed a dozen or so political identities in those 
years. The friends I made in Saudi Arabia are still some of my 
closest friends today.

It is also the reason I am a stout feminist.

That is a fairly recent development, one that didn’t truly 
come into fruition until I graduated from college and moved 
back to the United States, more than five years after I’d left 
Riyadh. 

There is no better motivator towards feminism than living 
in Riyadh, but not for the reasons many in the West would 
imagine. It was not the enforced abayas, the long black 
gowns women are required to wear whenever they’re in 
public, or the inability to drive (I couldn’t get a license any-
way, and abayas are actually pretty convenient to wear when 
you’re in a hurry) that today makes me want to rage against 
the patriarchy. It was the complete absence of boys in my 
world. 
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Get Mercy

https://www.protestmagazine.com/shop

