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Note from the Editors
In this issue the Thirdspace collective chose a theme of intersection-
ality. The reason for this theme developed out of our own experienc-
es and discourses around feminism and other forms of activism and 
philosophies around equity and social justice. Thirdspace is funded 
by the University of Victoria Students’ Society Women’s Centre. We 
should keep in mind that the education one receives is tempered in 
the waters of patriarchy and colonialism, and is contaminated with 
the discourses of hetero-normativity, adrocentricity, scientific rac-
ism, biological essentialism, whiteness, capitalism, Islam-aggression, 
mental and physical stigmatization and more. 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 there are many different intersecting identities that contribute to 
folx experiences with systemic oppression and violence. This needs 
to be acknowledged in a University setting and in the larger society. 
The university can reflect diversity in its pedagogy, not just in spe-
cialized departments or programs but throughout. Society can learn 
to recognize intersectionality in the ways that it affects all of us. 



What is Thirdspace?
Thirdspace is a feminist, anti-racist zine producd through the 
UVSS Women’s Centre, at the University of Victoria in Brit-
ish Columbia, Canada. We welcome anyone from everywhere 
to volunteer and/or contribute writing or artwork for publi-
cation. We wish to 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 mobilize against, racism, ableism, classism, patri-
archy, sexism, homo-antagonism and trans-antagonism, and 
colonization.

Intersectionality - Thirdspace Zine 2016

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.



Untitled by Sophie Wendling.
Thursday Aug. 29th, 2014. On the plane to Vegas with mum.
Scattered floating bits of cloud are scudding across a blue backdrop. Glowing 
blue lakes wait underneath them, reflecting the filtered sun. This feels like a 
good way to begin. My mum just patted me on the shoulder, which I’m inter-
preting as a sign of reassurance from the universe. The sun helps too. I don’t 
know why rain gets such a bad rap. It’s just as important for growth as the sun 
is. Without the rain, all life would float away into desiccation. My ”rain” comes 
in the pressing weighty form of guilt and fear and grief slowly filling my stom-
ach until it gets so very heavy that I cant hold myself up anymore. But I am told 
I wouldn’t notice my happy nearly as much when it is present, if it weren’t for 

the rain. (And I repeat this to 
myself, as though this makes 
the weight bearing any easier. 
I can’t really use the term 
bearing. It’s not bearable. But 
somehow I do bear it! I am 
impressed with myself. I am 
resilient. This is what I tell 
myself.)

Peace is settling over me. It’s 
not washing, but settling, a 
little at a time. This is how my 
emotions seem to come to me 
lately. They don’t hit me in 
great waves, they settle, like 
sand into the bottom of an 
hourglass, until the oncoming 
grains of emotion outnumber 
the previous ones. 

       ...continued
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I’m currently trying to learn to control this solid dripping of emotion-bits, but 
when the guilt starts its slow descent into the pit of my stomach it often over-
whelms me. Fear catches me in its vice grip, squeezing grains of guilt, anguish, 
and anxiety down my throat and into my gut. And suddenly a balance is 
thrown and I’m loaded down with despair. I’m a packhorse, carrying all the 
world’s darkest worries on my back. I’m trying to explain all of this to myself, 
and trying to get it down on screen in the most descriptive way possible. I feel 
as though maybe if I can get my thoughts down permanently before they can 
slip right back from where they came I’ll be able to catch them and hold them 
down as I interpret them. (How violent I am with my own thoughts! poor 
things.) I already feel as though I’ve missed a thousand of my most exquisite 
thoughts, a thousand opportunities to learn more about and maybe begin 

understanding myself. I often 
feel as though I will never get to 
know myself. It feels like the 
worlds hugest task, and it will 
likely take more than one life-
time to complete. As I can really 
count on but one single lifetime, 
I feel like I might already be 
short of time, even though I 
have only just begun. 

The task of getting to under-
stand myself in the slightest also 
feels tragically Sisyphean. As 
soon as I get somewhere, and 
understand (cocky, I know. I 
doubt that I really understand it. 
But it feels nice to pretend to be 
in control sometimes) why I do 
a thing that I do, my dynamic 
self changes and I’m right back 
at the bottom again. 

              ...continued
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Can you understand how this could overwhelm a person? When the figura-
tive sun is out, this task is somewhat appealing. Moving somewhere, maybe 
forward, and voyaging bravely through life sounds kind of fun and adventur-
ous.  But this voyaging takes strength, and weapons, and a kind of cunning 
that I am mostly unsure of possessing. Let me go back to the figurative sun. To 
me, the rain is more powerful I think- (and can I just say that all the thoughts 
that I am putting down here are opinions of the moment. I am not even sure of 
them, and they are supposed to be MY opinions! What does that say about a 
person? I thought I was self-assured… perhaps not.)
From up high is this plane everything looks like a fantasyland. Those moun-
tains below me could easily be concealing hobbits on their way to mount 
doom, that cerulean lake over there looks as though an entire colony of sea 
monsters inhabit it. Dotted in and around the craters and light that makes up 
the earth below me are innumerable living, pulsing things that I have never 
met and probably never will. This incredibly exciting thought is one of the 
things that keeps me on this earth. There is so much to see and wonder about 
that I ask myself how I ever get anything normal done with such FANTASTIC 
possibilities and FAN-
TASTIC unknown 
enveloping me like 
this. The grains that 
are filling my stomach 
are light and colour-
ful, more like rainbow 
bubbles sliding down 
my throat. I wouldn’t 
give this feeling up for 
anything. The bubbles 
fill me up until I am 
lighter than air, and 
floating up, high, high 

Untitled by Maxwell Wickstrom.up into perfect happi-
ness.

                ...continued
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The ocean to my right has me in awe. I often dream about WHALES, beautiful 
sleek inky black whales that find me floating in a never-ending ocean and they 
sweep me up and bring me with them. I don’t know where the whales are go-
ing, but I am overjoyed to be going with them. Maybe we’re going nowhere. But 
I am safe and      happy with the whales, I have no restricting need to breathe, I 
feel no fear for the safety of my earthly body.

Death is appealing in many ways. I feel like there must be SO much freedom 
in death. No body is containing you in a physical shape; you get to occupy as 
much or as little space as you want. You would finally be able to know closeness 
as you’ve never known it before. You don’t have to keep to your own body or 
given space, you can share with as many souls as you want. Can you even pic-
ture that? Having NO space to call yours, not even the inside of your body. Be-
ing intertwined with every life that’s ever ended. Having the molecules and bits 
of their energy mixing with your own into a huge galactic energy stew. 

The other day I thought about drowning myself. Drowning in the all-encom-
passing ocean would be a place I would love to die. So many beautiful things 
have died in there before me, people and otters and birds and stepped on crabs 
and starfish by the thousands.  I feel very connected to the ocean. It breathes 
when I breathe; it’s as constant as my heartbeat (this is sometimes depressing). 
It’s very reassuring to think of its permanence, too. It was here SO long before 
my birth and will be here so long after. When my thoughts have stopped spin-
ning, the ocean of my death, and all the connected water, will contain the en-
ergy I released in dying. 

I don’t know why that’s reassuring though, why do people love old things so 
much? Is it the longevity we admire, the hardiness? The permanence that we 
just don’t seem to have? All of the « permanent » marks we’ve made on the 
earth can really be erased by a sizeable tremor from our planet, our great works 
can be erased with a fire, or a bomb, and enough deaths that all the minds 
which held the great work within them are also erased.                 
                ...continued
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We might be jealous of the long-standing earth, jealous and maybe hurt, be-
cause though we know we need the earth with every fibre of ourselves, we also 
know that the earth doesn’t spare us a thought. The earth doesn’t care if we’re 
here or not. 

Death in water would be perfect. The incredible tranquility and peace that wa-
ter brings when it blocks everything from your senses COUPLED with your 
physical senses cutting things off from their own end is my idea of heaven, I 
think. Levitating in those streamy beams of water and light and plankton, with 
your hair and last thoughts swirling around near your ears. Goodbye bubbles 
popping from your lips. Completely, wonderfully alone, in that deep green light 
that can only mean peace, new worlds.

No Cares by Phil Gerigscott.
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Introduction to PATRIARCHY HURTS EVERYONE by Molly Kat.
Boots is a twenty-eight year old, cis gendered, queer as fuck woman. She grew 
up in the suburbs of New York City, briefly attended art school after graduat-
ing high school, then went on to get three degrees in literature, creative writ-
ing, and rhetoric. She spent a summer at Cambridge University studying po-
etry, and after earning her Masters she got to design her own college course. 
Studying political discourse and literary theory in the institutions of intellec-
tual pursuit lead her to the conclusion that she must disengage from the disci-
plinary systems at play. She is a Jane of all trades; the past few years she's been 
moving closer and closer to what her ideology tells her is how she should live. 
She splits fire wood, builds things, educates, does manual labor, dissects the 
gender binary, dismantles patriarchy, hosts workshops, edits, paints, gardens, 
work trades for gatherings and festivals to eliminate the paper money middle 
man, hitchhikes and rides her bike, lives in her van; she barters and collabo-
rates. 
She is a teacher and an activist, an artist and a mediator, a healer and a writer. 
She is a part of the communities movement, the radical self reliance counter 
culture, she holds herself accountable for her actions and inactions, and be-
lieves in the positive potential of destruction and collapse. She had a rough go 
of it in her earlier years and has a soft spot for all things damaged. She refuses 
to contribute to systems of oppression and the suffering of humanity rubs her 
raw at every turn. Incapable of hardening against the cruelty of the world, she's 
made it her life's mission to alleviate it as much as a human is capable of in her 
short lifetime. She volunteers, works with kids, explains to other white people 
how racism is a systemic oppressive force, and thinks fierce love is revolution-
ary. She moved into the woods a little over two years ago to live in an Ecovil-
lage in the mountains of western North Carolina and heal wounds she didn't 
know she had. She felt like a magnet in her chest was about to rip her open, 
like a homing device was somewhere and summoning her, so she moved out 
of her hut and bought a van.
            

              ...continued
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Now she follows the magnet, the compass that points to some unfathomably 
wonderful life. She refuses to make plans, and refuses to make decisions from 
a place of pain, fear, or emotional poverty. She has no money, no job, she's 
homeless, and she's never been happier. She has family all over the world and 
places that feel like home. She cries when she needs to, dances her butt off, sings 
when things get dark and overwhelming, and reads poems out loud in a way 
that makes everyone drop what they're doing and sit in a circle around her. She 
refuses to accept the world in its hopeless broken state. She is a vulgar, crass, 
beautiful little punk who hits the ground running and is getting more and more 
comfortable with being a potent catalyst. Her first book, Lucy, a novel in prose 
poems, will be out this year from Red Orchid publishing.

             ...continued
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PATRIARCHY HURTS EVERYONE by Molly Kat.
That offspring song, the one that says to go on Rikki Lake, always reminds me 
of rollerblading on Saturday mornings with my mom and my siblings in that 

weird old building. She loved to do low key, cheap, or free things. My mom was 
thrifty before it was cool. My dad never came to these sorts of things with us, 
as if any semblance of poverty hurt him. He hated crowds, hated the beach. I 
wonder how many men are this way, large and powerful and scary, and inside 
of their head is an unflinching fear they cannot acknowledge. Men are not al-
lowed to be hurt, to feel things, to express sadness in our culture. We are all 
wounded, our feelings get hurt, our childlike natures disintegrate and leave 

cracked but hardened foundations of stone in their place. To deprive ourselves 
of feeling what hurts us, to be untrue and live inside of an idea of how we must 
behave, how we are to comport ourselves, and for that performance to be con-

trary to our nature but police us from inside of our own minds, that is hell. I am 
amazed at how many conversations I have lately, defending men to other men. 

You are not a monster. Our culture 
is sick. You drank the kool aide. But 

the beautiful thing, the best thing 
about life, is that we can choose to 
be different, to reinvent ourselves 
and be the person we want to be. I 
remind myself all the time that the 
stories I tell about myself are just 
that: stories. And I am the author. 

Sometimes it hurts to rip pages 
out. Sometimes rereading the past 
entries is horrifying and I am filled 

with dread and guilt. 

 ...continued
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Sometimes I am not proud of who I’ve written into existence, but that doesn’t 
mean stop writing. Women are looked at differently. Women are oppressed. 
But that doesn’t mean that men have it easy. The patriarchy hurts them, too. 
In different ways, yes, and it’s not a competition. Men are oppressed by patri-
archy. There is this idea of what men need to be, and what women need to be, 
but women are allowed to be soft, to heal, to cry. We are demonized for it and 
called emotional or unstable, but we are not stripped of our femininity. 

Our femininity includes feeling; it is labelled as weak and that is a fucking prob-
lem, but our identity is not stolen leaving us naked and broken awaiting the 
wolves to descend. Men are not allowed to feel. Crying is not masculine, and to 
do so renders them immasculated. What a brilliantly devised hell. To heal from 
the very thing that ails you steals your identity, is barred from the definition 
of that which imprisons you. Masculinity does not include growth, emotional 
honesty, and sadness. To exist outside of the accepted definition, to deviate, is to 
be other than, other than male. 

And in a culture that rewards and applauds this normative definition of mas-
culinity (being strong in this lopsided, fictitious manner), where standing out 
and not because you excel in the rat race of dick length competition after dick 
length conpetition makes you bad and wrong and shameful, how the hell does 
this change? Ideas of femininity and masculinity need to be healed. We are a 
spectrum, people. It is never a binary, an either or. It is always all of it and none 
of it, simultaneously. We are all feminine and masculine, and also, these are 
words that fell from our mouths, not the heavens. We invented these terms, we 
assigned them meaning. They are a discourse. And also, when we speak words, 
when we orate ideas, we speak them into existence. 

 ...continued
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Like saying “I do” on your wedding day, our words change the world. It’s never 
either or. It’s always both, and simultaneously neither, plus a fuckton of other 
ideas you can’t even fathom. We can stop drinking the kool aide whenever we 
want, but first we have to see the glass in our hand. Then we have to figure out 
how to put it down, like an infant trying to figure out how to control the limbs 
it just realized it has. 

And those times you were on autopilot, you pull into the driveway and don’t 
remember anything past where the Taconic turned into the Sprain; sometimes 
you’ve got a straw in your mouth and a red stained tongue and you can’t re-
member how it happened. When this is the case, forgive yourself, laugh it off, 
and put the fucking cup down one more time. Don’t worry about whether or 
not it’s the last time. 

Don’t say things like never. Don’t count days. Don’t keep track. Just keep forgiv-
ing yourself and trying again. Cry if it hurts, talk about how it feels to be you. 
Be honest. People appreciate it, and if they don’t, maybe you’re surrounded by 
assholes and need some new friends, or maybe you’re being an asshole or lying 
to yourself. Forgive yourself for being an asshole and get back out there. (Note, 
I am aware of body shaming and how the term asshole as insult is a negative 
thing to reinforce, and also, the colloquial use of this term packs exactly the 
right punch to exactly the right place for my intents and purposes. 

I also say cunt and pussy. Does this make me a bad feminist? No, and fuck you! 
It makes me a little bit of an asshole, and a hypocrite, because if you use those 
words in a way that I don’t like, I’ll judge you as a worthless douchebag {again a 
problematic insult rooted in female bashing and the idea that women are lesser 
than. But what if these terms are more insulting because of how powerful wom-
en are, and… No, no ray of sunshine here. It’s fucked} but I like the way I say 
the word cunt.  

                ...continued
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You deserve by Sara Maya Bhandar.
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Maybe I’ll tattoo it on my bottom lip so that word is always ready to come out of 
my mouth. On the inside, don’t worry, I’m still mostly horrified by Face tattoos, 
for myself and other white crusty kids. But I get it, I even respect it. Boy, what a 
tangent! Girl, what a tangent?)

Here i am 
 
I was laying on my back at the party, upstairs on the dance floor, four am, at the 
darkest hour of the night. The stripper pole was cocked out to one side, and I 
traced the psychelic drawings on the molding with my eyes. I looked up into the 
mirror on the ceiling and gazed at myself, objectively, without judgment. There 
was a pink covered Neruda collection above my head, some stuffed animals 
peppering the floor, and me. My hair in a high ponytail, the sides of my head 
shaved, my road colored vest on. I look like an action figure, like I’m ready to 
spring up and swing a maul, or machete, or pick axe. 

And this is what I do most days. The first thing I thought was, my mom would 
be proud of me. I always wanted to grow up to be a rock star. In my head, I 
could hear her voice telling me, you are a fucking rock star, molly. In third 
grade, we traced our bodies and colored them in with what we would be when 
we grew up. Mine wore leather pants, a leather vest, gold sparkly glasses and 
cowboy boots. She clutched a microphone in one hand. I have important things 
to say. I have a voice. I let myself look at my reflection for longer. I usually avoid 
mirrors. I usually go straight to my belly, my arms, whatever looks too fat, too 
big, not feminine enough, not small enough. My sister and my brother both 
commented in the past two months on how healthy I look.  

At the time, I wonder if they secretly mean I look big. Look like I’ve been eating 
too much. We’re New Yorkers, if they thought I was fat, they’d just come out and 
say it. As I’m looking at myself in the mirror, I realize, I am the person I always 
wanted to grow up to be. I am not normal. I never have been. I was a weird kid. 
I didn’t have many friends, I had books. 

                 ...continued
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Hairy Legs by Chloe Henderson.
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I wish I could take a snapshot of this badass 27 year old woman with her shaved 
head and patched vest, her curvy body and green eyes, her tattooed skin, and 
give it to my five year old self, my eleven year old self, my seventeen year old 
self, my twenty four year old self. I don’t understand how time works. I don’t 
think most people do, but I’ve heard a lot of theories. So I go back in time, 
and I sit next to that five year old molly, rocking in the corner of her bedroom, 
clutching a butcher knife, crying to herself. I grab her in my arms and tell her, 
“it gets better.” I tell her it’s going to be okay. I go back to the eleven year old 
molly who cuts her thighs open with a box cutter to quiet the screaming inside 
of her head, I pick her up in my arms and I tell her to fight. 

Do not give up molly. I go back to the seventeen year old with a handgun in 
her mouth and tell her “one day, you move into a little village in the woods, and 
everyone lives in tiny huts, and they hold hands in a circle before they eat, and 
it feels like home. One day, you go someplace and you realize you have found 
your people.” I go back and tell her “you are not alone. You are not alone now 
and you never were.” I time travel, because I don’t know how time works, and if 
it moves in all directions at once and there are multiple versions of everything 
playing out, I have to keep fighting for little kid me. Keep sending her love, and 
light, keep going back in my head and taking the gun out of her mouth, mak-
ing a strong wind blow and push her back into the apartment window when she 
was ready to jump. 

                
          ...continued
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I close my eyes and look inside her twenty four year old body, at the pills and 
alcohol, at her heart beat slowing down, and I bang on her best friend’s door, 
send her friend up to find her before it’s too late. I go in through the window at 
the hospital and hold her hand. I hide the bullets. I empty prescription bottles. 
I forget the IP addresses for the anorexia support groups, the kind where girls 
compete for who eats the least calories. I go to where it is loudest, where she is 
most broken, where it hurts the worst, and I breathe into those places. I act like 
a filter, like a pump, and I screen out the bad and push white glowing light into 
her. You are not alone. You do not give up, not here, not now.    

Growing up, my body was a prison. My childhood was a prison. My adoles-
cence was a prison. I never believed it’d get any better. I always thought I knew 
that I took my own life, had come to accept it. I didn’t want it to be true, but it 
just got so bad sometimes. So dark. It still gets dark. It’s still scary sometimes, 
but I can do it, because somewhere in time, thirty year old me is sending love 
back to twenty seven year old me, and seventy year old me is sending love back 
in time to forty year old me. Life is fucked up, and brutal, and unfair. But there 
is still beauty and love, and broken doesn’t mean give up. I have to believe it 
works, my time travelling, because against all odds, I am still here.
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Lush Photo by Phil Gerigscott.
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Poems by Natasha Del Bianco.
1.

divergence
 
stars burst for us - shockwave
celestial energy
chaos on my tongue
 
stellar remnants of metal
paths diverge, queermo love lost

2.

you’ve made it pretty clear what you are like
 
a mash-up poem between:
i am a beggar always, ee cummings
papa was a rodeo, magnetic fields
would you love me, uness feat. drake
 
you've made it pretty clear what you like
it's only fair to tell you:
 
i am a beggar always
who begs in your mind
and i leave early
in the morning.
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you've made it pretty clear what you like
it’s fair to ask:
 
would you love me
if i couldn't
take you home-
would you love me
if i spent
my life locked in a nowhere job
would you love me
if i couldn't
give you my everything

yes i
am this person of whom somehow
you are never wholly rid (and who

does not ask for more than
just enough dreams to

live on).

you’ve made it pretty clear what you like 
it’s only fair to tell you:

       

                         ...continued
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my papa was a rodeo - slightly smiling,
patient, unspeaking with a sign
on his chest
BLIND
our home was anywhere 
with diesel gas, love 
was a trucker’s hand (never stuck around 
long enough 
for a one-night stand).
 
you’ve made it pretty clear what you like
it’s fair to ask:
 
would you love me (i say
maybe) would you love
this beggar always
if things
go wrong
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Old Man by Chris Roe.

By your side

There is peace,

A quiet place

Of beauty and realisation,

Where wisdom

Seeks reason and understanding,

Where myth is laid to rest

By the reality of knowledge.

 

By your side

There is hope,

That arrogance and greed

Will not destroy,

                 ...continued
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That selfless love

Will prevail.

 

By your side

Life is sacred,

A future

For the children

To unfold.

By your side

In your presence

There is love

Feel free to share

Chris Roe

Silent Flight publications.co.uk

Soar by Phil Gerigscott.
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On Being Who I am by Purple.

And yet where’er this neuter gender went…sure was It to find Friends ever warm, 
and beauties ever kind.    

 -Edward Quillinan, 1815.

Full round my chest, and each month I bleed,

But to be flat and arid is what I crave.

Neither charm of woman nor build of man have I;

Of the one or other I cannot be.

I am neutral.

With one step back have I viewed the world,

Of men and women, effeminate and masculine

Are they, sometimes changing and sometimes static,

But back I stay.

I am neutral.               
                

                 ...continued
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The ones who run from either side, in need of shelter.

Like that country I have allegiance to none,

With doors wide open I let them come,

Come, share my space, if only for a time.

I am neutral.

Neither man nor woman do I suppose supreme,

Unbiased I see the facets of both, and all between.

I will hear your story; dispassionate am I but not impersonal.

You are who you are, and so am I.

I am neutral.

                ...continued
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On being who I am, this confession have I drawn for you.

Yet with this have I no quarrel, my love goes out to friend and kin.

I am without gender, and I will never know intimacy.

Will you accept this? I am not afraid to ask,

Though once I was.

I

Am

.

.

.
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Wall Photo by Phil Gerigscott.
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Medium:
 - thread
 - watercolor
 - cut-out magazines

Soak by Maikz Tomas, 

22 y/o, Philippines.
Mixed media collage artist
Instagram: @maikztomas
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