
Actually, it has only been since the last three years 
that I consider my gender as fluid and complex.

Before that, I always assumed that being something 
else than the norm is "less than the norm".

I rarely get to express this, as many others who 
haven’t, to any figure of authority, or love in my life.

I could point to the fact that I have never seen 
anything else than a cis man and a cis woman in every 
kind of media in my childhood.

That, change has never been easy. Learning to 
understand gender again is a bit like learning to walk 
without legs, metaphorically obviously. But if there 
isn’t manhood, womanhood, nor even queerhood, 
what would I be?

When I think about gender, the closest concept is my 
body.

Even though I am aware how society contorts and 
obscures its value, I can't help but shake the feeling 
that without society my body doesn’t have value.

A central aspect of my body and gender is my weight. 
I've been drastically losing and gaining weight ever 
since adolescence. Particularly, I always felt at home 
when I am chubby and round, but I feel I don't fit into 
anywhere. When I'm too skinny I feel that I can 
perform because I fit in with the image of what boys 
my age should be. When I'm healthy and fit, I 
showcase and perform the gender that attracts what 
other girls want.

I feel like what I wanted wasn't gender but, instead, a 
capacitor for love.

I'm quite comfortable with my body now. I don't 
understand gender, which means I need to know and 
learn more; a good thing.

Yet, I also have to be aware that this does not mean 
others' claims to gender are invalid; it is just that I am 
building my own gender. Can a single being form a new 
genus? Perhaps.

Going into love, I feel quite safe being with my 
girlfriend and she also feels safe with me too.

I once asked her whether she would still love me if my 
body was female; she didn't know how to answer.

These few days I came across something interesting 
though. I think the importance and relevance of 
gender have always been, at least in heteronormative 
white culture, undermined and trivialized because 
how our overarching systems of thought and justice 
perpetuate itself in the umbrella of stability and 
strength.

I heard a young man rallying against LGBT saying that 
"I have the right as a citizen to hate you".

On the surface that seems appropriate as it supports 
the underlying assumptions of what freedom should 
be within our current understanding of justice. One 
could even argue by a parity of syntax that his 
statement supports women's right to their bodies 
because they reserve personal opinions over who gets 
to decide on her body. But that is at most a 
misunderstanding of grammar, and at worst a reason 
to marginalise millions of citizens.

So I think it is a question of how we can come to terms 
with past structures that have forced and trained us 
to accept that we are "used" and "excluded" by others 
instead of that we depend on each and everyone's 
mind. Before I can be a person, I have to exist in my 
fellow human's minds through language. That I don't 
have to accept exclusion and competition as a core 
part of my identity. Or rather, we live through the 
willingness of others and ourselves to interpret one 
another as having good motivations.

Cao Nguyen Huy Hoang

This can be a polarising subject, which makes it even 
more important to discuss!

Let me just start by saying that only in the last few 
years I started to question a set concept of gender. By 
no way am I fully educated, nor have I arrived at a final 
conclusion (if there even is such thing). It is very 
possible that in two years from now I will arrive at a 
different understanding of gender. I think I want to 
approach this week’s value from a personal angle, 
because I don't feel entitled to speak for someone's 
experience. I can only speak from the perspective of a 
cis white gay woman. Growing up I did not identify 
with what society expects a woman to be, so I 
behaved and dressed more in a boy-ish way. To me 
stereotypical boy things were always more attractive 
- including woman . For a while I was trying hard to 
distance myself from anything that is considered 
feminine, because femininity was associated with 
weakness. Of course this is bullshit. There is no preset 
how a boy or a girl should behave, dress, express 
themselves and so on. I am just talking about what 
society told young me about what it means to be a girl 
or a boy. It took me quite some time to appreciate my 
femininity and sometimes I still can't fully embrace it. 
But on the days I can I feel super powerful. I like that 
being feminine nowadays makes me feel empowered 
instead of weak. Being in a queer relationship with 
another woman means constantly being challenged 
with ideas about gender expression. Society still has 
this idea that one "embodies" the man and one the 
woman, which is not only missing the point of a 
lesbian relationship but also refers to an outdated 
gender binary. You have all these labels like Tom Boy, 
Butch, Stem, Stud, Lipstick Lesbian, Chapstick 
Lesbian, Femme the list goes on. All of these labels 
rely on a gender binary and have something to do with 
gender expression. It is already in the names Tom Boy, 
Femme. I went through a transformation yesterday. I 
made a whole celebration out of it in fact. My 
inspiration was Jo Calderone and Pulp Fiction. I think 
you can definitely tell. I did not expect the effect 
transforming into this character had on me. The more 
pieces I added to the look, the more I started feeling 
myself. It felt like discovering a part of myself that 
usually stays below the surface - a part that I didn't 
know how to outwardly express before. I think 
everyone has their own interpretation on what these 
images say about gender.

" She wants to look like a man"

" She is wearing masculine clothing to feel powerful 
and untouchable"

" She wants to present androgynous"

" She wants to pick up girls"

All these interpretations are true and also false. I 
think if it says anything about gender to me it is

that it is whatever you want it to be.

And I don't care if people find it complicated that there 
is no binary. It is pretty easy in my opinion to live and 
let live."

Sarah Kirchner



When I think about my heritage, it’s more than just what meets the eye- 
surely, the image of women in straw conical hats and áo dài is iconic and an 
obvious answer to whenever one is asked to describe Viet culture, but it is 
overplayed. My Vietnamese identity comes from things that can be so 
mundane and easily overlooked, like the way we dress on the daily, the 
interior of our houses, the values we seek. It’s passed from one generation to 
the next. As the recent generation, however, we’re not taught a lot about our 
own culture, apart from what’s obvious and superficial, without anyone 
truly, deeply understanding why we do what we do. This is my attempt at 
becoming more aware of ways that I can honor our values and traditions. 

Traditionally speaking, Viet culture is a familial one, and it is a patriarchy, 
where our principles are shared based on the gender roles of the household- 
from grandmothers, to the woman, to her daughters, and from the man to 

Van Nhi Nguyen

his sons, and so on. With that being said, it is normal for older people to 
assume that as Vietnamese women, one is expected to know her way around 
traditions and customs, how to maintain a home for herself and her children. 
I want to explore that idea by photographing my grandmother at her house. 
For me, she and the way she takes care and decorates her dwelling embodies 
the idea of our heritage and our people- everything is well-kept, subtle but 
stands out. 

I often think about how modern and western- centric ideology are overtaking 
our own, preventing young people from truly appreciating our own heritage 
and culture. Not being able to slow down, take a break from working and the 
daunting idea of providing enough for oneself have prevented us from 
learning about our heritage, and how to conserve and thrive within the 
contemporary world.

My name is Catherine, I'm Belgian, the only one in my class. I live in Antwerp and go back and forth to my 
parents outside the city. Right now I'm trying to get through lockdown by keeping busy. I walk a lot and 
spend a lot of my time making music besides my studies. 

I have to be honest I'm having a very hard time dealing with our way of life now. This project might come 
at the right time to give us all a big boost to create and experiment.

found myself really relying on my mother and father in these times. Even though I like being 
independent, this whole situation brought us even closer. Sometimes I feel like I went back in time to 
when I was a teenager living at home, when family was pretty much my life. I'm very curious to hear how 
the dynamic with your family might have changed or how it is now.

I took an image today of my family. Very simple and real. I captured my parents' evening ritual. We live 
in a very clean and cold house interior wise. I feel like my parents kind of merged into one over the years. 
They're even matching in what they wear to go to bed. 

It says a lot about how we all live together. We have our little routines and especially in these times I 
value them a lot. They give me structure that I really need now. 

Catherine Smet



At first, when I learned that we were to take pictures concerning Faith, the only thing I thought of was 
religion. I wonder how and when the word Faith becomes so intertwined with doctrines. One day though, 
when I was pondering what I could do to portray my view of Faith, you know, my usual way, which is 
critical and sometimes humorous, I told a friend the assignment and she surprised me with her 
response: “This should be easy for you.” When I asked her to clarify, she said that it should be easy 
because she thought there has always been an optimistic trust in everything I do. I found her answer 
interesting and enlightening. After all, faith is not only within religions and other systems of belief. Faith 
is also in our everyday life, imbued in our visions, coloring our worldviews and guiding our actions. 
Different people have different faiths in our different individual belief systems. For me, my faith is in the 
value of the human connections we make along the way. There is just so much I can learn and feel from 
people as they come in and out of my life, or especially when they decide to stay, that as long as I can 
keep meeting them, I am happy.

I guess that is part of a reason I started making pictures. The photographs are evidence of a connection, 
however fleeting. Also, it is exactly thanks to the act of taking pictures, of being a photographer that I get 
to meet, to talk, to witness the lives around me without being viewed as a creep (lol). Ok, I have to admit 
that I am a creep sometimes. But still, it’s my optimism, my belief, my faith that as long as I try my best 
to be sincere and honest with the people I meet, talk, and photograph, I will continue to be rewarded 
with their valuable attention, their humanity.

The picture I have chosen for this last assignment directly and indirectly relates to Faith as I have 
discussed. Firstly, it is a picture I am extremely grateful to have been able to take. It validates my hope 
for connecting with others through photography, even if the feelings the photographs evoke in me is 
difficult to describe. Secondly, the child sleeping in his mother’s arms is so peaceful it can only come 
from a place of trust, of faith.

Minh-Hoang Nguyen
I come from a small country in Europe, an even smaller 
town in eastern Slovakia. Growing up in such a city means 
doing things that everyone in the same city does. Dress 
more or less the same, have the same interests, listen to 
a similar style of music. 

There are about 4,000 inhabitants in this city, most of 
them strongly religious and, as usual, I became a strong 
religious at a certain age of my life. 

I read the Bible during the Mass in the church, I used to 
visit the church very often, I served in the church, and I 
was also for a time in the club of young people who met 
every week and freely discussed about God. 

As we already know, topics such as gender, marriage, 
sexual intercourse, I learned more or less with the help of 
the Bible and what the pastor said, which according to 
God is right. So my attitude that time was very simple, the 
couple is a woman and a man, sexual intercourse is to 
take place after the wedding, and if God has united love, 
then only he, no courts, no lawyer can take it. 

In this city where I grew up, people liked to make fun of 
other sexual orientations, pointing people at them, 
pointing fingers at them and making fun of them, 
sometimes it caught me or other people, for example at 
school. 

After moving to the capital, where I studied and worked, it 
was during this job that I met a person who was a 
homosexual, that friend helped me acclimatize to work 
and integrate me into the team to make it easier for me to 
work, I can say that he became one of my best friend, at 
the time a few years ago but also in the present. 

I started to understand that people in my town live in a 
kind of a bubble, but this bubble is wrong. So I was wrong 
too. 

In recent years, things specifically on this topic have 
moved faster and faster, and I think in the right direction. 
I like the direction it is going. 

In my photo we can see 2 cherries, but one pair. The 
couple will still be made up of two people, and whether 
it's a woman with a woman, a man with a man or a man 
with a woman, or anyone with anyone, it doesn't matter 
so much, it will still be a couple holding, supporting each 
other.

I chose the fruit of the cherry because they have been a 
symbol of gender, virginity, etc. since the 16th century, 
according to the quality of cherries in the season, it was 
known whether, for example, many children would be 
born and other “mystical” concepts. 

In today's century, with more current issues such as 
sexual abuse or sexual rape, cherry is also a symbol of the 
fight against sexual abuse, as cherries can be  picked, 
busted, broken, copped, gotten and cracked. I hope this 
problem disappears and resolves faster than I think. 

Fruit itself, may suggest passion and desire, sexual 
desire; like the apple in Eden, fruit is a sign of sensuality, 
as well as being a key link in the cycle of botanical 
reproduction. On the other hand I see two beautiful 
cherries, shining, gently touched by the sun, soft, full of 
joy and holding together.

Eduard Michalko



I still remember you telling me about your personal photo project with a prostitute and her child. Just the picture 
of her embracing her child would be, in my mind, a great example of intimacy, so I think you've already got an easy 
pass for this week's assignment. Talking about prostitution, something really interesting came into my mind a 
few days ago. Sorry for being overly philosophical and metaphysical and analyzing this too much, but here I go. 
Imagine the act of prostitution. It's something commonly known as very intimate, but to both parties involved, 
there's no personal connection or feelings entangled with the action, even though they physically can't possibly 
be closer to each other. So comes my idea, that you separate intimacy into two parts, one of the mind and one of 
the body. Most photos I've seen concerning this value have been physically intimate, where two or more people 
are in contact or in a skin-to-skin kind of way (no word for it haha). What if we somehow try to capture the same 
idea, but more in a spiritual kind of way, completely lacking the bodily or fleshly part of it. Like how a couple in a 
long distance relationship would communicate or satisfy each other's sexual needs, or how a widow casts their 
mind back to the time they had with their departed spouse. Such would be such a delicate and subtle, yet 
powerful way to encapsulate the meanings and implications within the word "intimacy". So what do you think 
about this? We are all exiled from our childhood. When we see a child, we are brought back to our own past, to all 
the happiness and greatness of a time forever gone. We struggle to get a glimpse of this past glory amidst 
mundane routines. The occasion intimacy we encounter during our adult life is but a pale imitation of a departed 
parent's embrace or of sitting in the back of a once intimate cousin's bicycle.

Ha Huy Anh Pham

Dear Pham,

I can understand by what you between the split between the body and mind. However, I don't believe physical 
intimacy could exist without the mind present. Let's take the example of the prostitute. I see it as a complete 
dissociation from her mind when she is with a client. You're not present, it's a job, and I think you get in that mindset. 
And then again, she could maybe only touch her baby's father's chest or hand, and a bigger sense of closeness can 
exist. Same with your example of long-distance relationships, right? To fulfill your need of being close to the one you 
love, you have to try and find other ways to make it palpable. Whether it's a 5 hour phone call, 
a ritual of telling each other what you had to eat, sending nudes, or looking at pictures, you do it knowing it is for 
someone in mind. And this mind has a great power. I. never really understood those people who would fall asleep 
with others talking on the phone, until I realized it's a form of intimacy that's created. You stay connected. It's also like 
being so comfortable with someone that you can be silent with them, and you can enjoy that Silence. 

Think about times like now when the pandemic has forced us all to find alternate ways of connecting. I always had 
my mother and sister, or my friends to rely on for those brief moments of intimacy, that would recharge me with love, 
and then I could go out and face the world again. I already told you about how after my parent's divorce, my mother 
accepted we smoke a cigarette together for the first time. And ever since then, that's our ritual. Whenever me, my

sister or my mother have a bad day, or our morning coffee, or an argument, everything would end with the small little 
question of "Do you want to go out for a cigarette?" It was our remedy, our moment of closeness, whether we talked 
for hours, or we simply sat in silence.

I believe that the pandemic also made miss that. I don't lack intimacy, I live with the person I love, I talk to my friends, 
but I do miss that cigarette with my family, or with strangers. Remember when you told me about the safety of 
strangers? I think that intimacy is also found there. In asking questions, finding out small quirks of people, if you dare 
to look. When a person is comfortable and vulnerable around you.That’s what I tried to show in my photograph as 
well. Intimacy is about trusting half blind. It’s about opening up, being naked without an insurance of good outcome. 
Half in, half out. It's the same when taking a picture of someone. Intimacy isn't only found in the vulnerability that the 
subject has being in front of the powerful machine, but also in the way they see themselves in the picture. Whenever 
I show someone a portrait, or someone takes one of me, there always seems to be a small sense of surprise or 
confusion. You're faced with an image of yourself you don't normally see, and after all you are the person you see the 
least in your own lifetime. And there's a kind of intimacy created within yourself, like an image from the past looking 
up at you. After all, we have photography to thank for even the fact that we can share images, and people can see us 
and we can reflect and hold memories until our death or.. until we become just another family member our future 
great great grandchildren won't remember the name of.

Daria Oprean



Last week I had the opportunity to go to the National Hospital for Tropical Diseases, which is a 
place of treatment as well as a covid 19 test center in Vietnam. After visiting the test results room 
- where, after conducting an analysis of the patient's samples, doctors will report whether the 
person has covid 19 or not. This made me think about the definition of safety a lot. My definition 
of safety is the familiar feeling of coming home, the comfort of meeting my friends or having a 
steady job. But more broadly, what makes a society safe? In the current epidemic crisis, "safety” 
is somehow decided in rooms like this

Kien Hoang

In terms of family, I am primarily referring to my 
parents. For me they form a constant in life that 
conveys an emotional value and represents an 
exclusive bond. The relationship with my parents is 
difficult to define. Basically, it does not consist of 
exceptional circumstances. My parents live 
separately and I have neither a particularly close 
nor stressful relationship. In this respect, I looked 
back a generation and, in conversation with my 
mother, dealt with the extremely difficult 
childhood experiences of my parents. Despite very 
formative discrepancies, they succeeded in the act 
of reconciliation. By going through this healing 
process, a new bond arose and, in a certain way, 
paved the way for me. So, I'm interested in this 
special interpersonal relationship and the 
intergenerational process on an emotional level 
within the family line. Now, I want to translate the 
meaning of reconciliation and this inner release 
within a collage made from personal archives.

Moritz Broszat



"Have you heard?

“Times change, people change, situations change, 
relationships change... the only thing constant is 
change.” - unknown

For me, Time is the most powerful thing in the 
world. I can't do anything but compromised with it."

Nguyen Thanh Hue

Dear Hue, Heritage is of great importance to me 
and my artistic practice. For my graduation work I 
reflected and investigated my own identity by 
looking into the past of my mother. Because how 
she raised me deeply influenced who I am. 

Now I am continuing to investigate my heritage by 
diving into the archive of both of my parents and 
persisting on discovering my roots. 

My Grandmother (my mother's mom) is from the 
Sioux native American Indian tribe. Unfortunately, 
she passed away shortly after I was born. I would 
have loved to know her better. Luckily my mother 
kept letters and photographs of her through which 
I feel I have come to know her. I would have loved to 
ask my grandmother more about her childhood, 
her beliefs and rituals. 

I love sharing traditions from heritages together 
with my friends. Learning about each other's roots 
and sharing traditions from different cultures. 

Oxiea Villamonte



Freedom is a power that not everybody can handle, and because we have emotional and morality, we 
humans create rules to help us to control our actions. Moreover, remember that without rules or common 
sense, people cannot live together because we are going to become crazy with our imagination and desire. 
We can see that even the animals have their own rules.

Thus, would we never be free? My answer is yes! because of human existence, we would never be free from 
the rules/regulations, there would be always a restriction. However, this idea does not bother me anymore 
because I accept the fact and choose to free my mind out of that.

Personally, in the last few months, I trapped in negatives thinking without knowing about that, and things 
around me went out of track. However, around two weeks ago there is a moment which has changed my 
mind and I would remember that day forever. That was early morning when I just woke up and the sky seems 
like to about to collapse, it is just terribly beautiful. At that moment, when the time feels like does not exist 
anymore, there was just my camera, myself, and a song called Deja Vu by Roger Waters was played along, I 
feel freer than ever.

I realized that to feel free, we should appreciate every single moment that passes our path.

Let the positive freely approach us in the first place!!!

Dat Vinh Tran

Freedom is something that nowadays can be 
interpreted in many ways starting from the way we 
behave, having the option of choice, the freedom of 
speech or simply the way we travel. If I were to look 
back at my family, how they grew up, the society 
they were born in and what options they had, I 
could say that I’m grateful to have the freedom of 
choosing my options, the education I want to 
follow and the person I intend on being. Getting to 
my youth and having the curiosity of exploring 
more places, I would have to face a barrier of trust 
and safety towards my parents. I am thankful to 
them because they trusted me since then, they let 
me explore what life means, how scary some 
experiences could be and get ready for a long 
journey called life. Having this opportunity made 
me grow up independently, where to achieve goals 
or have a certain lifestyle, I had to work hard and be 
integrated into society, where people could be 
mean or just not treat you equal because of who 
you are.

Furthermore, I keep seeing more people 
restraining their children from doing different 
activities, being afraid that something could 
happen to them. This is true in a way, especially 
that we live in a world where danger could occur 
anytime, where trusting people is getting 
questionable and doubtful. I still believe that is 
very important to educate our children freely, to let 
them face different situations from a young age 
and let them build a strong character and 
mentality in this way.

Through this image I would like to portray this 
feeling of restraint freedom, where children are 
curious and willing to explore or discover things, 
are not allowed to have this experience because of 
various aspects and fears. While working on this, it 
remembered me of my childhood, of the exact 
same feeling of wanting to be out there with all the 
others, engaging in all kinds of games and 
adventures.

Robert Sasarman



“We have witnessed a lot of events along the long history that took place as a voice for women’s rights. 
Luckily I have grown up and been on my way becoming a woman without any noticeable unfair stigma 
from the society or at least from people around me. Therefore, I have never really thought of gender 
seriously. It is just some fleeting thoughts occasionally turning up when I see unfair occurrences to 
women happen in the news or from the stories I am told.

However, I am totally impressed by the idea that came up when I and my friend talked about the LGBT 
topic. My friend said that why we did not see each other simply as their ‘human being’ and love the way 
they are. It is no need to classify people into genders when it is love. They are just the way they are. Those 
words to me were truly beautiful so I think I will take photos based on this idea.”

Trang Minh Hoang

“Gender is a theme that I am particularly interested 
in. As a woman of color, I have felt my gender not 
only as a defining part of my personality, but also 
as a burden. Misogyny and xenophobia intersect in 
a way that has made me question everything about 
my behavior, my looks, my body and my interests. 
Latina women are perceived to be submissive but 
jealous, sexy but prude, silent and loud. And 
neither is never enough. This image has never been 
me, but I always lacked representation, so I never 
fully understood what it meant. I learnt to imitate 
mannerisms from the woman around me, and tried 
to blend and assimilate. But let's be real, I was not 
like the women in my environment.

I have been called many things: Tiny, cute, exotic, 
mulata*, monkey, half breed… All meant to 
dehumanize me, sexualize me or take away my 
womanhood. Being mixed means I am never 
enough feminine in their eyes, because my body 
and skin are not the standard they want me to be. 
The world has these images in their minds of what 
we are meant to do, how we are meant to look and 
what we are supposed to say, and you are 
punished in a way or another for deviating. 

I have never fully questioned my gender identity, 
but I have thought about how I perform it. I like to 
challenge the ideas that have been impose on us 
about how a woman is like, and every morning I 
consider carefully what kind of woman I want to 
show that day.  Gender norms are constricting and 
I believe that the only way to get rid of them, is by 
playing around them. I personally prefer to blend in 
the background than to be out there, but I admire 
those who challenge gender expectations and dare 
to be their own self without following the norm. 
Binarism should be left in 2020 and we should 
embrace a more neutral society, where everybody 
is whatever they want to be. 

*Comes from the Spanish or Portuguese term for 
‘young mule’. A mule is a hybrid mix of a horse and 
a donkey. This term is derogatory in its use to 
depict people of mixed race or people of dual 
descent, most often of an enslaved Black female 
and a White man; mixed race women were often 
more privileged than the enslaved from Africa but 
still treated as second-class citizens; the term 
‘mulatto’ was commonly used in the 18th century 
but is now considered derogatory and 
unacceptable today.”

Ana Lucía Fernándes


