


 
At this stage I had just finished writing up my PhD, but I couldn't bear to email my supervisor 
to organise submission. I would’ve had to apologise and grovel to get their approval to hand 
it in, and as I knew how awful and manipulative he was, it would have only lent more 
credence to my supervisor and their ways. After all this effort, my heart and head had been 
broken on the rocks of the continuous, unfettered manipulation, bullying and harassment of 
junior academics: an unjust system in an increasingly tenuous industry. It was also an 
incredibly isolating lesson to learn that those who did try to complain are immediately 
ignored or discredited.  
 
I hate this system of power and privilege- how it is so toxic, despite the veneer of academic 
respectability. A lot of academic knowledge and expertise is derived from older, white, 
hetero, racist men who rarely want to concede that their knowledge is lacking, much less 
wrong, and certainly not by a young woman with a dissenting view- we are always deemed 
their inferior, by experience and by position. But those in leadership positions (up to the 
Dean level) knew all about these claims, they were complacent in their duty of care, and 
therefore are complicit in this culture of harassment and bullying. 
 
 




