
In this issue the Thirdspace collective chose a theme of diversification with-
in the university environment. The reason for this theme developed out 
of conversations that have been taking place on campus, especially within 
advocacy work, that continually is shaped around the features of the aca-
demic pedagogy. The education that one receives is tempered in the waters 
of patriarchy and colonialism and is contaminated with the discourses of 
heterosexual-normativity, androcentricity, Eurocentricity, scientific racism, 
biological essentialism, whiteness, capitalism, Islam-aggression, mental and 
physical stigmatization and more. We wanted to address that the materials 
of classroom do not reflect the reality of the students. We all have different 
narratives and yet we are taught a monolithic narrative that erupts out of a 
single point on the globe. We further wanted to recognize that we do not 
need to all be the same to attain solidarity in the advocacy organizing that 
we do. We can be unified without uniformity. The university can reflect 
diversity in its pedagogy, not just in specialized departments or programs, 
but throughout.

We respectfully acknowledge that Thirdspace is 
produced on unceded 

Lekwungen, WSANEC, and Wyomilth Territories. 
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What is Thirdspace?

Thirdspace is a feminist, anti-racist zine produced through the 
UVSS Women’s Centre, at the University of Victoria, British 
Columbia, Canada. We welcome anyone from everywhere to 
volunteer and/or contribute writing and artwork for publication. 
We wish to promote all marginalized groups on equal ground. 
We are calling for submissions from within and outside the 
university. We encourage submissions in all forms that mobi-
lize against, racism, ableism, classism, patriarchy, homopho-
bia, transphobia, and colonization.

UNI <DIV> ERSITY - Thirdspace Zine 2015

Many of the submissions were created during a three day 
event held at the Student Union Building at the University of 
Victoria. The event had a diverse supply of media for people 
to engage in and we asked participants to create submissions 
with the question “What does gender mean to you and how 
does it intersect with other identities?” We had a large variety 
of submissions that are in the following pages. 

If you are interested in submitting to a future edition of the zine 
please send submissions to: 

<<thirdspace.zine@gmail.com>>
or to 

Box 3035, 
University of Victoria, 
Lekwungen Territory, 

Victoria BC, 
V8W 3P3.



Hands Up Don’t Shoot                          By: Michelle B.

#BLACKLIVESMATTER

Not all lives matter because we live in a society, a social and cultural world, 
where not all lives are valued the same. Indigenous persons and persons of 
colour are socially and culturally devalued by the forces of institutional rac-
ism. The voice that replies to #BLACKLIVESMATTER with #alllivesmatter IS 
the voice of racism! IPOC lives are not included in the proclaimation of ‘all 
lives.’ The most prevelant form of racism is the one who fails to recognize 
race; race is a construction, but race is real because race has real conse-
quences. 

Anonymous



GALS                 By: Amy Smith



By: Eulalia B.



Woman in Gold                    By: Smyrna Chuttoo



City Nights                      By: Cage Shai



Work by: Anna Lusk
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KoyeL. D. Chuttoo 

             Mauritian Chicken Daube  
        (‘Daube de Poulet’) 

 
Mauritius is a tropical island off the southeast coast of the African continent. Chicken Daube is a 

traditional dish in Mauritius made of chicken. The chicken is fried with onions, garlic, ginger and spices 
before being stewed in a tomato-based sauce flavoured with chillies. It is both a comforting home-cooked 

dish and a one-pot wonder. This dish originates from France where they make the classic Daube de 
Provence. This Daube is a stew made with beef braised in wine, but over time it has been adapted by the 
Mauritians to be made with chicken instead. It’s something you will find being cooked many Mauritian 

homes. It’s not as heavy as a curry, which many people might associate with Mauritian cuisine, so one plate 
is never enough! 

Serves 4 
 2 tbsp olive oil 
 1 small onion, 2 garlic cloves, 2 cm piece of ginger, 1 tbsp fresh thyme leaves, 1 red chilli and 1 tbsp coriander, 

finely chopped 
 1 cinnamon stick 
 1 medium tomato, chopped  
 400 ml canned chopped tomatoes 
 150 ml good quality white wine 
 1 tsp sugar 
 1 organic chicken stock cube 
 2 medium-size potatoes, quartered 
 450 g chicken thighs, deboned and skinned, cut into pieces  

 
Heat the oil on a large pan with medium heat. Add the onion and fry for a few minutes, next add 
the garlic and ginger, mixing it all up. Add in the thyme, chilli, cinnamon stick and chopped 
fresh tomato, and fry for another 2 minute before adding the chicken pieces.  
 
After the chicken is braised add in the canned tomatoes, chopped coriander, white wine and 
sugar, then crumble a stock cube into the mixture. Give it a good stir and let simmer for 5 
minutes. 

Add in your potatoes, cover and let cook on a low heat for around 20-25 minutes. If the sauce 
dries out, add a little water to maintain a thick broth like consistency.  

Check that chicken is cooked and potatoes are tender then season to taste and discard the 
cinnamon stick. Take it off the heat, garnish with fresh coriander and serve with rice or bread.  

  

 

 

 
 

 
  

      I want 
chicken daube  

 



Multiplicity                          By: Cage Shai



By: Nicole Oei
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Doodle Space





Lilly             By: Smyrna Chuttoo



The other day I made a list
Called my homemade first-aid happiness kit
Any time I’m feeling down I look at it
It contains anything and everything that give my spirits a lift
These last few weeks, my life’s been kinda hard
At this point I pretty much know it by heart
So here’s my little homemade
If you bear with me, it goes a little something like this:

Sunrises, puppies and kittens in sweaters
Childhood friends sending old school letters
Fairy lights, cotton candy and hot chocolate mugs
Coffee and tea and warm, cozy hugs
Those tiny little cacti
Those giant books of I-spy
Enthusiastic high-fives
The princess bride
Pretty much any kind of pie
Those colourful kitchen knives
1960’s beehives
Hummingbirds and butterflies
Sunny days with clear skies
Loud, roaring waterfalls
Fisherman’s friends and cherry halls
Really brightly painted walls
The smell of brand new basketballs
Listening to music and playing guitar
Going out at night just to look at the stars
Or Venus and Mars
Oddly coloured cars
Chocolate bars
Mason jars
Lavender as in the flower the colour and the smell
Roses and lilies and orchids as well
Going to the beach and collecting seashells
Formal attire and the word ‘lapel’
Really high heels
5 course meals
Baby seals
The colour teal
Calling vegetables ‘greens’
Or saying ‘legumes’ instead of beans
Acid wash jeans

Being 17
And anyone who agrees that Beyonce is queen
Aquamarines
The smell of sunscreen
Large trampolines
Drying machines

The dark-skinned boy who’s not afraid of his melanin
I love hearing jokes, riddles and puns
And the smell of freshly made hot cross buns
Ever since I was young I’ve thought rollercoasters are fun
And I love the moon and the sun

At the end of the day, I guess what I’ve learned
Is that in life, everyone gets burned
It will hurt, and you might cry
Maybe even wish you weren’t alive
Cartoons and comic books and glittered confetti
Honey roasted peanuts, big bowls of spaghetti
Batman, Michael Jackson and the Fresh Prince of Bel-Air
Really spicy food and braiding my hair
Elephants and Polar bears
Those fold up lawn chairs
Playing spider solitaire
Singing take me or leave me every time I run down stairs
My parents, siblings, grandparents and family
Like cousins and uncles and aunts and everything
All those little girls that dream of being president
The dark-skinned boy who’s not afraid of his melanin
I love hearing jokes, riddles and puns
And the smell of freshly made hot cross buns
Ever since I was young I’ve thought rollercoasters are fun
And I love the moon and the sun

At the end of the day, I guess what I’ve learned
Is that in life, everyone gets burned
It will hurt, and you might cry
Maybe even wish you weren’t alive
And hey, that’s ok
As long as you take time to remember the things that make it 
all worth it
The things in my homemade first aid happiness kit

Malaika Lwakila



Intersex                By: Daphne Shaed 



KICKED AROUND PUP
by THICK SKULL
What’s my body doing as I remember these things? 
Really bring yourself back to reality 
You panic as if you’re back in the moment 
But you’re not so don’t do that to yourself
The questions come 
And they hit like a brick 
It’s okay 
Not to answer 
You can hear the doubt 
And you feel like a freak 
It’s okay 
Not to answer 
They smell blood 
But whose? And on whose hands? 
It’s okay 
Not to answer 
It’s okay 
Not to answer to anyone
Kicked around pup 
Kicked around pup 
So fucked up 
Kicked around
Your body betrays you when it shows your scars 
Like a kicked around pup you bear your teeth and snarl 
Your strength feels crazy and it terrifies you 
But I want us to be proud of being survivors
What’s my body doing as I remember these things?
Really bring yourself back to reality 
You panic as if you’re back in the moment 
But you’re not so don’t do that to yourself



Tranny. A topic of debate in the world of language policing. When I tell you that I am a tranny 
I do so with the prerogative of self-authority. Let us first look at the arguments against the 
use of this word.

Firstly there are people within the Trans community that are arguing that the use of the word 
‘tranny’ is not appropriate. There is an historical element to this argument in that it referenc-
es the use of the word as a slur used by trans-aggressors doing harm. Further, that because 
of the derogatory use of the word ‘tranny’ that it is forever tainted with the bigotry of trans-
aggressions. The word ‘tranny’ therefore cannot transcend this status as a slur word. It is 
forever a pejorative and never an endearing term.

Secondly, the argument from other groups outside of the Trans community who make their 
argument as well meaning associates (or allies). This argument yields itself to the anti-
bullying arguments and is aligned along the same path as ‘tranny’ constituting hate speech. 
Therefore the use of the word is inherently wrong because it fosters hate towards the trans 
community.

Tranny             By: Daphne Shaed



The one common theme in the arguments against the word ‘tranny’ is that it is through a 
bystander lens. That is to say that, the arguments revolve around the use of the word ‘tranny’ 
as second and third person, a word that someone is called, an unwanted identity. Well, my 
birth sexing by the doctor was an unwanted identity but I do not advocate for the ban of the 
word ‘male.’ My assigned gender was an unwanted identity but yet I will not advocate for 
the removal of masculine gender identifiers. Why? It is not the words that are the problem 
but the intent behind their use. I am a tranny. It is part of my identity structure. I have been 
called a tranny on the street in a negative way, I have had that word yelled at me, I have been 
laughed at openly by bigots who assault me with such words. However, people also fre-
quently misgender me as well, and when I get called ‘sir’ I do not try to ban its use. Instead 
I use my energy to fortify my identity, educate others on trans issues, and most importantly, 
advocate for human agency.

Agency means we each grant one another the ability to choose our own identities and de-
fine ourselves. To say that ‘tranny’ should be banned or not used is to undermine the very 
agency that so many us have to fight for our entire lives. I struggle constantly to establish 
my womanhood, everyday, and in every space I occupy I have to create myself contrary to 
the ascriptions of others.

I advocate that the primary elements of the trans movement are about agency. Self-identity 
therefore is paramount. I have spoken about this in many workshops and lectures. A person 
can identify as anything they desire as long as it does not infringe on someone else’s ability 
to identify as they choose. Therefore, when people advocate that the word ‘tranny’ cannot be 
used they are advocating against the right to choose our own identity.

 

An important question to ask your self is who gets to police the identities of others?

 

Radical feminists have told me I cannot be a woman. In fact many people tell me I am not a 
woman, despite my knowing and identifying as a woman. It was language policing that led 
me to internalizing transgressions because I was denied and made to feel shameful about 
my self. It took so much to overcome that and become the person I know myself to be, that 
I cannot allow others to overwrite my identity because it constitutes a violation of consent. 
Consent politics and ideologies are important here because if we are to say that consent is 
a human right, then our identities are just as much subject to consent as are our bodies. We 
give others consent to use our self-authored identities and we must not allow others to dic-
tate how we define ourselves subjectively or how we construct our social selves.

We must allow people to assign their own identity structures and respect them with the same 
gratitude that we have for our own identities. Do not call someone by names they do not 
associate with, and if you are unsure then ask. Similarly, do not tell people what they can or 
cannot identify with, because the only authority over us is ourselves. I AM A TRANNY! I AM A 
WOMAN WITH A PENIS! AND I AM THE AUTHOR OF MY OWN SELF.





Body shaming. All of us are exposed to it. We are encultured to it, especially in 
the West. In our childhood we are instructed to cover up and hold a special place 
in our hearts to hold a wealth of shaming of our largest organ, our skin. The skin 
is criticized for shape, size, age, colour, and other morphologies. We are beings 
inhabiting a social form that embodies the individual subjugation of our neo-
liberal totalization. Bodies that fall outside of the established binaries are even 
further subjugated to the scrutiny of individual lenses that are filtered through 
the pop culture media tropes and institutionalized stigmas that repress, oppress, 
and again culminate in our hearts as shame. 

 A person breast feeding in public view is a public outrage. A large body in a 
bikini on a public beach is shocking. A body with varied ability or configuration 
of appendages an affront. A body that is not white is degraded. A body not meet-
ing contemporary aesthetics is ugly. A non-sexualized body is a waste. A body 
without gender is absurd. A transgender body is disgusting. An intersex body is 
freakish. 

The body is shamed for how it is used as well. Shamed for tattoos and peircings. 
Shamed for how we dress our bodies. Slut shaming is body shaming on how we 
utilize our body. Further, shaming extends to the body that has endured abuse, 
both from the act of abuse itself and the survival of abuse. The survivors body is 
shamed and implicated in cycles of abuse by institutional forces that are as vio-
lent as the assaults themselves.

 So on the trans day of visibility I decided that one method of addressing body 
shaming and my own shame of my body, besides writing about it, is to exhibit 
myself in a way that most people would find unthinkable. Some have said, after 
I exhibited myself at a feminist zine launch, that I am brave. I am not brave, I am 
giving presence in the absence of love and acceptance. I am consolidating my 
sensitive inner self with my vulnerable, but too often covered, physical body. My 
body will no longer be my shame!

#mybodynotmyshame #transeverywhere

Vulnerable Not Shameful
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Mrs. Johnson        By: Daphne Shaed

Mrs. Johnson was told all their life that they are a dick! They 
were told that men are dicks. However, Mrs. Johnson had 
an issue with this, and did not feel that they were a man. So 
they began disliking their dickness and engaged in self-harm. 
One day Mrs. Johnson decided that they could not take it 
anymore and decided that being a dick was not the same as 
being a man, that is an illusion supported by those in power. 
So Mrs. Johnson put on their best dress and left the castle to 
begin a new life as who they really are. Mrs. Johnson is cur-
rently living happily as a woman on Turtle Island.



By: Susan Lai





Unnamed                                             By: Jacqui Martindale

Draw something






