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Jasmine Sites is a Metis student 
currently attending the University of 
Saskatchewan, for dentistry. Through 
her artwork, she is visually expressing 
and representing the complications 
within the Indigenous community in 
Canada, which has plagued thousands 
of Aboriginal women. The difficulties 
that her people have faced drive her 
to use her voice through her artistic 
abilities. She hopes that her artwork 

helps communicate the struggles of Aboriginal women, 
whose voices desperately need to be heard and raised. 

“The Indigenous community is suffering from a plague 
that is affecting thousands of Aboriginal girls and 
women across Canada each year, and this is kept as 
a dirty secret. Our people’s voices have always been 
rooted in our artwork and remain a fundamental 
influence to reflect our stories. In this piece, the 
newspaper clippings are reminders of the violence 
inflicted upon Indigenous communities and what may 
be left forgotten. This portrait of my cousin is a sharp 
reminder that the struggles of missing and murdered 
Aboriginal women are not distant conflicts, but 
rather a battle that hits close to home. My cousin is a 
symbol of hope for the past, present and the future of 
Indigenous women. We are not forgotten, and we are 
not broken—we are the sheer representation of hope.”
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The Feminist Word (a.k.a. The F-Word) was created by and for young Canadian feminists. We aim to 
elevate the collective voices of young feminists through a platform that allows us to creatively express 
our thoughts and priorities regarding women’s equality in Canada. Our goal is to provide a meaningful 
space in which women aged 15 to 29 from across Canada can contribute to the women’s movement.
We welcome new submissions in English and French all year long, including articles, poetry, artwork, 
photography, reviews (of literature, film, music), and stories. So send us your submission today and it 
may be featured in an upcoming edition!
The Feminist Word was originally conceived by the following women: Sarah Baker, Stacy Corneau, 
Rachelle DeSorcy, Caroline Flocari, Tess Kim, Susan Manning, Jessica McCuaig, Caitlin Menczel, Caroline 
Paquette, Jacqueline Neapole, Elizabeth Seibel, Jessica Touhey, and Miriam Illman-White.

Become a member of CRIAW!
The Canadian Research Institute for the Advancement of Women (CRIAW) is a charitable, 
not-for-profit, member-driven organization. Since 1976, we have produced research, 
publications, and events to advance women’s substantive equality in Canada. Using 
intersectional feminist frameworks, CRIAW is inclusive and supports the rights of diverse 
women in Canada.

CRIAW is easy to join.

Sign-up online and support feminist research in Canada!

https://www.criaw-icref.ca/en/become-a-member/index.php

ABOUT Follow us on 
Instagram: @fword.efem

Consider donating!
CRIAW depends on the support of its members and donors from across Canada. 
Your donation supports CRIAW’s fact sheets and important ongoing research 
work.
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Editor’s Note 

Before working on this fifth issue, I had a chat with my colleagues about my desire 
to expand this project and make it even more inclusive. This is when the idea to 
create a section entitled “Feminism Around the Globe” came up. As I sat with this 
thought, I was inspired and invigorated by the opportunity of creating a transnational 
knowledge and story exchange. With all the recent events going on in the world in 
regard to women, it was important for me to open the dialogue to a wider audience 
and include the voices of not only women in Canada, but a diverse group of women 
from around the world. I also took this opportunity to not only create one single 
bilingual issue, but to create two versions of the magazine in both Canadian official 
languages, French and English. For a moment, I thought I was being overly ambitious 
given the fact that we have limited resources, we barely have any paid staff, and we 
never have enough time. However, even with these obstacles, we managed to make 
it work! I am ever so grateful to our amazing CRIAW volunteers, CRIAW staff, the 
contributing authors and artists, and donors for making this possible and continuously 
fighting for young women’s voices to be heard.

Anyway, welcome to the fifth issue of the Feminist Word! You will find a variety 
of articles, poems, and art pieces pertaining to a wide range of feminist topics. 
This issue is a new adventure for us, and we hope you find it to be refreshing, 
encouraging, and challenging. As always, we’d love to hear your thoughts and 
suggestions, please contact us at fword.efem@criaw-icref.ca.

- Cheers xx
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Cyndia Mondésir is an undergraduate student at the University of 
Ottawa, studying Communications and Women’s Studies. She is a 
workaholic fuelled by compassion, curiosity, and dissatisfaction with 
the status quo. She wishes she could take more naps, but instead, 
she’s too busy fighting for women’s rights. 
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Dear Doug Ford,

I am aware that French is not your mother 
tongue. However, I will overcome the language 
barrier since this letter does not concern my 
language rights, which as I suspected, were 
violated after your election.

I am writing this letter regarding your decision to 
take education back 17 years. Please, be aware 
that the sexual education curriculum adopted in 
1998, the year of my birth, is not well suited to 
teenagers’ sexual development. In any case, it 
was not for mine.

At the age of 13, I noticed a gap between the 
images of the female reproductive system and 
mine. I will always remember this moment in the 
doctor’s office, which marked the beginning of 
my insecurity related to my right to ask questions 
about my reproductive system and genital 
organs. I have concerns about my body that I 
know so little about that I want to know so little.

At 13 years old in the doctor’s office, I was 
being examined before the doctor concluded, 
laughing: “But come on, it’s just your hymen, all 
women have one” before sending me home. I 
am a waste of time.

I learned in a sexual education class, thanks to a 
three-dimensional diagram used by the school 
nurse (who, I must point out, I never saw again) 
what the hymen was. This course was going 
to be the only one in my schooling to address 
sexuality.

By bringing together male and female students in 
the same group, the class teaches us very well how 
to place a condom on a dildo. A wide variety of 
contraceptives are being addressed and we learn 
that all health centres distribute condoms. I don’t 
feel comfortable at any time during the workshop. 
I then understood that one day I will eventually 
have to engage in sexual intercourse that is now 
presented to me as complex and synonymous of 
pregnancy and disease.

However, as far as the process of dating, the 
health and safety standards are concerned, I now 
knew about them. Did we talk about healthy 
relationships? Violence? Non-heteronormative 
sexual practices? Female masturbation? Any 
possible abnormalities? If so, I skipped it. I come 
out with a discomfort regarding sexuality, but 
above all, with the fear of being prey to judgments 
if I explore mine. Under no circumstances was 
it accepted at the time to talk about female 
masturbation. Within my group of friends, it was 
taboo.

For the next three years, I realized that tampons 
do not work to prevent menstrual blood flow. On 
the one hand, I stain my underwear. On the other 
hand, the insertion of tampon results in severe 
pain. I am told again and again that it is because 
I don’t do it properly. I kept telling myself that I 
was behind in my development compared to my 
friends.

I then gave up and started using sanitary 
napkins, visible through the spandex panties that 
constituted the school’s female volleyball team 

On Behalf of Young Women Worried About Their Sexuality
Gabrielle Lemire
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Gabrielle Lemire is 21 years old and is currently completing her Honours 
Bachelor of Communication degree at the University of Ottawa. Having 
served two terms as head of the Arts and Culture and the News sections 
of the newspaper La Rotonde, she is passionate about arts, culture, and 
writing. Just like the women in her family, Gabrielle wishes to continue to 
advocate for social change.

uniform. The boys’ looks and their comments on 
the “camel toes” made me feel uncomfortable. We 
all played in the American Pie saga without being 
informed. And because of a lack of adequate 
education, it is indeed to these teen movies or 
porn that young people turn to be inspired.

At the age of 16, a visit to the nurse practitioner 
teaches me, through the sudden insertion of her 
fingers into me, without warning, that I have a 
vaginal septum. It’s a membrane a little less than a 
centimetre thick, that separates the vagina in two 
along its length. An ultrasound confirms that I also 
have a didelphys uterus, two separate uteruses. In 
addition to the fact of feeling special to be in the 
less than 1% to have this condition, there are many 
questions about a possible operation and the 
possibility of procreating without any problems.

After the operation at 17, my mother asked me 
if I wanted to see a sexologist. I didn’t see the 
purpose of it since I was seeing my sexuality as a 
secondary entity, external to my body. 

Ignoring the problem means making it go away, 
right? But on second thought, it might have 
prevented me from reliving the feeling of those 
nurse’s fingers every time I had a preliminary 
session.

I indeed might not know the statistics, my dear 
Doug Ford, but I can assure you that seeing 
sexuality as dangerous, external and unhealthy 
is common among young women in Ontario. 
Regarding one’s virginity as a flower, to be offered 
to a man to pick for his own satisfaction by giving 

permission through the traditional “yes” of 
consent, that too, unfortunately, is part of your 
conception of a good sexual education.

In the fall, I had the opportunity to lead an 
awareness workshop for the Fédération de la 
jeunesse franco-ontarienne (FESFO) with grade 
12 girls. My co-facilitator and I were probably 
the first people to give them permission to 
explore or not explore their sexuality instead 
of just advocating abstinence. To encourage 
them to know themselves before sharing 
intimate moments with others. And if high 
schools feel the need to hire outside staff to 
teach a clandestine sexual health curriculum, it 
is because the 1998 provincial standards are no 
longer suited to today’s realities.

It is on behalf of all young women who are 
concerned about their sexual development, 
who are unable to talk about it in a safe 
environment because sex is taboo, that I urge 
you to open your eyes to the inadequacies in 
the 1998 sexual education curriculum. It is also 
on behalf of all the young people questioning 
their gender identity and sexual orientation 
that I denounce the changes you have made to 
the curriculum.

Sincerely,

Gabrielle Lemire

Please note: This letter was translated from its 
original version, which is available in the French 
edition of this issue.
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Femme Phantom 
Nikoletta Erdelyi

Nikoletta Erdelyi is a writer and poet fascinated by how we make meaning of 
absurdity. Femme Phantom is a reflection of her experience of femininity. 
Born with a physical disability that prevents her from walking, she explores 
the theme of invisibility through pity. Nikoletta believes that femininity 
transcends the physical limits of the body and that it lives inside 
movement, speech, and the thousands of small choices we make. 
She is currently a project coordinator at York University, supporting 
academic advising initiatives that aim to enhance the student 
experience, and is getting ready to perform in her first play, “Ghost 
Tales”, which is part of “Welcome to My Underworld”.

Please don’t look at me so sadly, love bug. 

I’ve long outgrown the cheap pity that was 
outlined in my birth right and now, like a 
phoenix, I can rise out of the ashes and 
take flight again. 

I am a wooden doll with rigid joints that 
don’t walk and never will, but I’m fine, I 
insist.

The wheels beneath me move me with 
ease on concrete, grass, and snow 
mountains. 

I’m a permanent mermaid, but instead of 
the ocean, I live in a maze of my ink filled 
rivers, soaking in wonders that course 
through my veins.

Contrary to my perceived stillness, I’m 
reckless, impatient, and endlessly curious 
with a thirst for depth and madness. 

Inside my bones lives a Femme Phantom 
whose heels don’t click in six-inch stilettos.

Instead, her feet are still, resting on top of 
titanium plates, and her hips don’t sway 
poetically when she glides along the street.

But, the Femme Phantom won’t rest in me, 
she demands to be heard with hot pink nails 
tapping on the table top. She’s sliding down 
the spiral waves of my long black hair, and 
choosing the words that slowly escape my 
devil red lips. 

She’s bathing in my saffron and desert rose 
perfume, and she’s in the liquid of my timid 
eyes when you’re hopelessly falling beneath 
her spell. 

Don’t look at me so sadly, love bug; 

my limbs were never made to walk, but 
there’s a Femme Phantom inside my bones, 
begging to be seen, and you’re allowed to 
look at her.

She is a seamstress of naked pages, clothing 
them in her lover’s name, she’s wildly 
optimistic and a little bit cunning. 

She is sour now, but sweet the next moment, 
a perfectionist romanticizing chaos, she’s 
dark humoured and elegant; most of the 
time she slips through your fingers and she 
craves to be free from inside my bones, 
where she’s seen as a saint just for sitting.
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Yasmeen Souffrant graduated from Université du Québec en Outaouais with 
a degree in graphic design and business administration. Born in Montreal 
to Haitian parents, art has been part of her daily life since a young age. 
Yasmeen has her own design company, Creative Sekence, that offers 
textile and graphic design services.
Women (2016) was inspired by the Black Lives Matter movement and 
the need to value black women both around the world and in their own 
communities. Using pointillism, handmade paper collage, and digital 
effects, Yasmeen combines the traditional with the contemporary to 
represent the beauty, strength, and flame of women of colour.

Women
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Intersectionality 101 
Mélissa Alig

I first learned about intersectionality in a Women’s 
Studies 101 class at my university. The professor 
described it as a feminist theory that studies the 
different intersections of identities and systems of 
power and how these shape women’s diverse lived 
experiences. However, I later learned that I was 
missing an important piece; that intersectionality 
is also meant to inform the creation of conditions 
of equality for women. Like myself, you have 
probably heard many different interpretations 
of intersectionality, but I hope to show how it 
is meant to be applied to our fight for women’s 
equality.

The concept of intersections was created by Black 
feminists as they sought to end the inequalities 
they were facing and recognized that interlocking 
systems of power were affecting their lives. In the 
1960s and 1970s, Black women found that the 
social justice movement did not engage with their 
feminism and politics, as feminist organizations 
were led by white, middle-class women and 
anti-racist organizations were led by Black men. 
Black women created organizations such as the 
Combahee River Collective to represent their 
interests and to avoid the exclusionary practices 
they had faced in the past. In 1974, the Combahee 
River Collective was formed by African American 
women as they found that existing organizations 
did not address the inequalities between straight 
and lesbian Black women. The Collective fought 
racial, sexual, heterosexual and class-based 
oppression. Black feminists recognized that not all 
women face the same oppression, and therefore, 
engaged in multiple actions to end women’s 
inequality. 

In 1989, Kimberlé Crenshaw coined the term 
intersectionality to represent the relationship 
between identities and power structures. She 
had studied the case of Emma De Graffenreid, an 
African American woman who filed a claim of race 
and sex discrimination against a local car company 
that had refused to hire her. The judge dismissed 

Emma’s case stating that the car company had 
policies that prohibited discrimination based on sex 
and race and had been hiring African American men 
and white women. Crenshaw identified a problem; 
Emma was facing double discrimination as an African 
American woman, she was at the intersection of sex 
and race, but the law did not use the right frame to 
understand her experience of discrimination. She 
called this problem intersectionality and thus created 
a framework that allows an understanding of the 
multitude of intersections that women face and how 
to create conditions of equality by considering these 
realities.  

When I started working for CRIAW-ICREF, I saw 
how intersectionality can be applied in women’s 
organizations. CRIAW-ICREF applies intersectionality 
without separating it from sex-based or gender-
based discrimination, it is used to understand how 
women experience multiple and overlapping forms 
of inequality. It also recognizes that while all women 
experience inequality, they can simultaneously 
experience multiple forms of privilege or advantage. 
While most people have not asked for their privilege, 
even though some will actively try to maintain them, 
it is important to recognize that certain people 
still benefit actively from the way our society is 
shaped while others do not. For example, white 
women benefit from white supremacy. However, 
intersectionality is not an addition of identities that 
make some groups more oppressed than others, but 
rather that creates different experiences for different 
women. Women are not a homogenous group, and 
intersectionality allows us to view women’s lives in 
all their diversities, to recognize the differences and 
similarities in women’s experience and to create a 
movement that allows us to embody this diversity. 

Intersectionality does not stop at identity; it also 
serves to understand power as a larger phenomenon 
and how this affects women’s lives according to their 
social locations. By framing identity within power 
structures, we can understand why some individuals 
have access to power while some do not, and how 
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power structures work together to create and 
reinforce inequality. We must also recognize that 
women’s social locations are not set in stone as 
some aspects of a women’s social locations can 
change throughout their lives and so will their 
access to power. Intersectionality seen this 
way allows us to look at power and 
understand its various forms 
and effects, and act 
accordingly. 

All of this can 
sometimes seem 
abstract, so I like to 
use CRIAW-ICREF’s 
Intersectionality 
Wheel to illustrate 
how identity 
and power 
affect women’s 
lives. The inner 
circle represents 
a woman’s unique 
circumstances, while 
the second circle from 
the inside represents 
aspects of identity. The third 
circle from the inside represents 
different types of discrimination that 
impact identity. If we look at geographic 
location and indigeneity as aspects of identity, 
an Indigenous woman in a rural and remote 
community will have a different experience than an 
Indigenous woman in an urban setting, however, 
both will experience racism. The outermost circle 
represents the larger power structures, some that 

are visible and some that are not. In the case of 
Canada, a colonial state, these power structures 
work together to reinforce the continuous colonial 
forces experienced by Indigenous women.

I stress the importance for individuals and 
organizations to understand and apply 

intersectionality when fighting for 
women's equality. It can be 

used by feminist activists 
to create coalitions, by 

governments to create 
policies, by employers to 
eliminate discrimination 
in the workplace and 
even by everyday 
people to understand 
the inequalities that 
themselves and others 
experience. It is often 
a difficult process to 
learn the pervasiveness 

of inequality and how 
we sometimes participate 

in reproducing these 
inequalities. However, we must 

take the initiative to correct this 
and to listen to others’ experiences as 

well as seek to work with them. I believe this 
is the only way to achieve equality for all women.

Note: It is impossible to name every discrimination, identity, 
and structure. The diagram shown here provides some 
examples of the components that inform intersectional work.

Mélissa Alig is currently finishing her degree in Women’s Studies and 
Political Science at the University of Ottawa. Mélissa works at CRIAW-
ICREF and aims to continue working within the women’s movement. 
She also plans on staying a student as long as possible and travelling 
as much as her bank account allows her.
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I come from a meadow 

of wild women;

they are the weeds that grow in rain and drought, 

the ones that bloom 

into unappreciated beauty

in unexpected places,

the ones that make the 

best of depleted soil

I am blessed that

when cut down by hands

too afraid of their 

relentless spirits,

they grew back taller 

so the wind could 

sow the seed

that grew into me

Grace Stevenson is a 24-year-old poet from Quebec. She has had a 
love for writing and poetry since she was a child. She enjoys walking 
in nature, reading, having deep conversations, and challenging 
outdated patriarchal beliefs through love and empowerment.

Wild Women 
Grace Stevenson
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Maia Weintrager is a 20-year-old visual artist and aspiring illustrator 
from Quebec. Thanks to being homeschooled in a hippy-
adjacent leftist environment, she had the space and resources to 
thoroughly pursue her passions, including art, psychology, the 
natural world, and LGBT and feminist activism and history. This 
series of portraits was an opportunity to explore self-image by 
looking at the “unflattering” or uncomfortable angles we see 
our own bodies through, and to neutralize that discomfort in the 
painting process.

Venus of...
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A Letter to my Unpaid Ma
Dear Ma, I get asked all the time, where my 
confidence and courage to protest against 
injustices came from. This was definitely a lesson 
from you, dearest Ma. You always told me: “There 
is nothing in this world that you cannot do in life as 
a woman”. I am incredibly proud to have you in my 
life, and I was so lucky to be your daughter. Thank 
you for making me who I am today. 

I love you so much, but there were so many 
awful things from my childhood that you never 
challenged. I used to disagree, argue, and fight 
with you, because in my eyes, you were the 
indirect agent of patriarchal practices. You were 
the product of misogynistic structural systems. I 
did not like the way Bangladeshi families viewed 
and disregarded women as human beings, with 
few exceptions among privileged women, who 
received a certain degree of freedom of choice.

We are thousands of miles apart today because I 
dreamed for a world where gender justice is more 
available than in my ancestral place, so I could 
grow intellectually, spiritually and emotionally. I 
wanted to create a new liberated life. Bangladesh 
and Canada are so far apart, in distance, in culture, 
in society and in structure.

In Bangladeshi homes and schools, we never 
learned about sex. I grew up in a culture where 
sex was sin and taboo. Innocently, without 
my awareness, my life became the target of 
that unsafe system. I began to fear men in my 
subconscious mind. As a result, I lost my basic 
freedom of movement and speech. I learned 
after so many years that your continuous fear 
was supposed to protect my vagina and breasts, 
although you never uttered the names of my body 
parts, because to do so was not allowed by the 
community norms or religion we lived in. I never 
got the courage to tell you that your constant 
policing could not protect me. I was sexually 
assaulted by my well-known school teachers/
colleagues and strangers on so many occasions in 
different stages of life. You and my surroundings 
did not give me any space to share that incident 
until today. I was dying to tell you that story, to 
share my broken heart and pain but could not tell 

anyone in this world, until today. Why let so much 
stigma be projected around my body? 

Ma, I used to argue so much with you that my 
dress did not matter; it was all about power, 
capitalism, hetero-patriarchy, and colonial religious 
practices that privileged a game of gender politics. 
By participating in a patriarchal culture and 
indirectly silencing my voice, you were helping 
patriarchy and rape culture. If I had shared my 
assault story, you would have stopped me from 
going outside, school, and all of my extracurricular 
activities. You would also have blamed me—
because I did not dress properly, or you would 
have said to stop mingling with the boys’ world. 
Therefore, I kept silent and the abuse was 
repeated in my life. Today, I blame you for that, 
Ma. I blame my non-resilient upbringing, gender 
biased social structure and men’s privileged 
socialization processes where women are treated 
as a second sex, and therefore doubly victimized. 

Mom, you never raised your voice against religious 
dogmatism, or multiple layers of racism, because 
you were afraid. You learned how to silence your 
voice, my voice and a world of women’s voices. 
Ma, you were helpless, not courageous, and cared 
so much about your surroundings and patriarchal 
community and its rigid social structures. I am 
not afraid, because I have learned to speak up. 
I have learned to raise my conscious voice and 
how to amplify my voice by transmitting this 
consciousness to the next generation. 

Dearest Ma, did I not tell you that we have all 
been living in a system which we do not like 
and have been dreaming to change it every 
minute, generation after generation? I wanted 
to liberate my mind and body from all sorts of 
social dominations, no longer a misfit chained 
into this absurd oppressive system. Ma, you have 
paid less attention and failed to recognize that 
knowledge differs according to geography, culture, 
peoples’ livelihoods, history, and experiences of 
colonization. Ma, if we all have diverse individual 
experiences involving our age, gender, sexuality, 
sexual expression and social class then why 
can’t we have the freedom of power to choose? 
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Jebunnessa Chapola is a Bangladeshi-Canadian feminist researcher, 
community-engaged scholar, activist, and cultural performer, currently living 
in Saskatoon. She attended postsecondary institutions in Bangladesh, 
Sweden, and Norway. She gained further experience as a researcher at the 
University of Saskatchewan, where she is pursuing her Ph.D. in Women, 
Gender and Sexuality studies. In 2015, she was named one of CBC’s Future 
40 for her contributions to community leadership, social activism, and 
volunteerism. 

Who benefits from this religious, gender and 
environmental politics; have you ever thought 
about it? 

I learned that in Indigenous societies, gender 
roles fall within broader relationships so that they 
are both valued contributors to the society and 
survival of the community. Can you not see, Ma, 
our colonized philosophy affects women’s access 
to social resources and imposes restrictions over 
our lives? Ma, I learned from Canadian Indigenous 
people that children, women and Elders are placed 
higher than men in the social, familial hierarchy. Is 
it a long-forgotten concept underneath our own 
deep-rooted capitalist, patriarchal, and imperialist 
societies today?  

Ma, you did not get the opportunity to go to 
university like me and to live in more women 
friendly spaces, I know. I can completely 
understand, but there are so many rebellious 
women who do not have a university education, 
just like you. Canada gave me a new life and 
possibilities for growth which are closer to 
my dream and I found my long-cherished 
community. It is not a perfect society, but it is less 
discriminatory for women than my root community 
is. 

Ma, you were an unpaid, underappreciated, 
unrecognized slave for my happiness and 
actualization. Ma, you wanted to be happy by 
seeing me at my culminating point; you sacrificed 
yourself fully without thinking about yourself. 
You were our family’s cleaner, babysitter, full-time 
cook, caretaker. I never said thank you, Ma. No 
one is there for you today, not even me, who 

took uncountable hours of free services from you. 
Forgive me, Ma. 

I am too far away today, but I became a mom, 
myself, of three young girls. Can I tell you that 
my girls are angry with me too and yell at me 
when I get paranoid like you sometimes! But I 
taught them to be fearless and I want them to see 
themselves as agents of change. I am mentoring 
my girls and community women by saying that 
the greatest barrier to prosperity in the world is 
gender inequity, combined with classism, racism, 
capitalism, exploitation, colonization, white 
supremacy, xenophobia, ableism, religious bigotry, 
and gender violence. 

Ma, it takes a whole generation to wake up and to 
make changes all around. Please do not restrict the 
girl children anymore. Please no longer stop them 
from becoming fully developed human beings. 
Let them jump; let them giggle loudly; let them 
run if the path is full of thorns; teach them to deny 
narrow knowledge ways; teach them to challenge 
the privilege of masculine authority. Please 
let them be an astronaut or have an imagined 
meeting with the all-powerful misogynistic God.

Ma, please do reply to me before you die. I will 
wait to get a reply until I die! 

Your daughter, Chapola

Saskatoon, Canada 

Oct 31, 2017
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Jennifer Snow is a self-taught, multidisciplinary artist from St. John’s, NL and a 
student in Gender Studies at Memorial University of Newfoundland. In 2019, 
Jennifer participated in a public speaker series presentation, Pecha Kucha, 
where she spoke about her art business, Jenn Marie Artistry. 

Politicizing Bodies represents the dualism between “the natural” and “the 
artificial” in regards to reproductive justice. The newspaper clippings 
represent the politics in which our bodies are confronted. The hourglass 
in the pelvic region represents the “ticking clock” of our reproductive 
abilities. The gears on the left arm represent “the artificial” and the roses on 
the right arm represent “the natural”. Connect with her on Instagram  
@jennmarieartistry or by email at jennmarieartistrynl@gmail.com. 

Politicizing Bodies
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Maija Robillard is a Journalism and Communications student at Carleton 
University. Born and raised in Athens, Ontario (not Greece, unfortunately) 
she attributes her creativity and imagination to having grown up in 
a small town. Maija is an aspiring writer who would love to work in 
publishing and advertising one day. She likes to collect tattoos and pets 
when her bank account allows it. In her spare time, you can find Maija at 
a local coffee shop or gym.

Makeup Cleanse
I have struggled with acne for as long as I can 
remember. While the symptoms and causes have 
varied slightly throughout the years, as well as the 
severity, the impact has remained consistent: low 
confidence, depression, and social anxiety. 

I developed acne before most of my friends, and 
that took a heavy toll on my self-esteem. I never 
felt as pretty. When I finally discovered makeup and 
foundation I thought I had found the solution to 
all my problems. I thought I would finally be just as 
flawless and beautiful as my friends. I learned how to 
depend on makeup to cover up my imperfections. 

My obsession became so intense that I was incapable 
of leaving the house without a full face on. I would 
avoid putting myself in social situations where I 
wouldn’t be able to wear makeup, like pool parties, 
sleepovers, and camps. I wore makeup to sports 
tournaments and touched up in portable washrooms 
whenever I could. I was afraid people would think I 
was conceited, when the truth was I was unbearably 
self-conscious. I preferred that my friends believed I 
was narcissistic rather than ugly. My acne literally kept 
me in a box—a very tiny, suffocating box.

I was not happy. I would wake up in the morning and 
feel my face to see if my pimples were gone (they 
never, ever were). I wouldn’t look at myself in the 
mirror, and whenever I did I would pause to criticize 
my skin and shamefully pick at it. I lathered my face 
day in and day out with benzoyl peroxide, bleaching 
every towel and piece of clothing I touched. My 
lifestyle was unmaintainable. Something had to 
change. The solution was so plain, but so incredibly 
life-changing: I stopped wearing makeup.

This may be nothing to some people, and to others it 
may seem unimaginable. I personally found that the 
easiest way to overcome my makeup addiction was 
to wean myself off it slowly. I swapped foundation for 
a lighter alternative, like a BB or CC cream. Once that 
became comfortable, I allowed my skin to breathe 
and only targeted my blemishes with concealer; and 

so on. Little by little, I allowed my pimples to peek 
through and, little by little, I adjusted to seeing my 
blemishes in public. Because I was slowly learning 
how to let go of my fixation on my imperfections, I 
began to notice one or two of my flattering features.

I became obsessed with my long eyelashes and thick 
brows. My focus was on enhancing these features 
rather than covering up my less desirable ones. This 
really helped me accept myself because I realized 
that I could be beautiful, whether I had acne or not. 
Don’t get me wrong; I was still VERY aware of the 
pimples sprinkled across my face. The difference is 
that I could appreciate beauty regardless. Did I love 
myself? Not yet. Do I love myself now? Honestly, yes 
and no—it depends on the day. What I can say for 
certain is that I accept myself and that my blemishes 
do not make me ugly.

I don’t have to avoid makeup forever. It’s simply 
important that I accept myself without it. I don’t 
depend on foundation to mask my imperfections and 
I don’t allow it to control my life and make decisions 
for me. The most powerful and effective way to use 
makeup is to enhance your beautiful features. My 
favourite way to wear makeup these days is to swipe 
on some mascara, brush up my brows, and pop on 
some tinted lip balm. 

To be honest, I can’t see myself going back to a full 
face of makeup every day. My makeup cleanse truly 
taught me how to simplify my life in a way that is far 
more manageable and redeeming. Getting ready 
in the morning takes less than ten minutes—and 
sometimes it takes zero.

On bad skin days, which still occur more than I’d like, 
I still feel that twinge of disappointment and defeat.  
Whenever I see girls’ flawless faces masked by 
foundation, I get that pinch in my stomach that says, 
“You could look like that too.”  But the truth is, my 
acne will still be there, whether I cover it or not. No, 
I’m not flawless, but I’ve learned how to wear my skin 
confidently. 
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Munea Wadud is a local Ottawa artist whose work focuses on feminine energy and 
spirit. She identifies as a queer femme person of colour, and often dabbles with her 
identity in her artwork. Munea has been painting and drawing for almost fifteen 
years. Recently, she participated in the 2018 Ottawa Art Battle, had her paintings 
displayed at Kinki Lounge, and was featured in the Triple Seven Gallery’s June 
Vernissage.  
 
“Fight the Power” is a mixed media piece that represents a black 
woman holding her fist up. It reflects some of the main subjects that 
Munea likes to paint, which is often women of colour in powerful 
positions or stances, symbolizing intersectionality and placing an 
emphasis on marginalized groups. Check her out on Instagram: @
artbymunea

Fight the Power



Image by: Mean Shadows 19

Soph Bee is a queer feminist poet and survivor. At any given 
moment, she is probably listening to Fiona Apple, eating her 
body weight in sushi, and/or preaching the importance of 
feeling your feelings. She should definitely be writing right now, 
but she’s too tired.

Fight the Power

and when you said

that you support an abuser

who also happens to be a famous rapper,

your voice sounded no different

than the one in my head.

the one that reminds me

that what happened

wasn’t that bad

and

it could have been worse.

he was just a damaged man

who made some mistakes

who didn’t know better

who chewed women up and spit them out.

but did you know that

these women are my sisters?

that we have spent countless

sleepless nights wrapping truths like

you did nothing wrong

and 

you are still whole

around each other’s broken hearts,

knowing that they can’t be mended

but just trying to get the bleeding to stop.

and did you know that

I have carried our stories on my back

for years,

through deserts and up mountains

just to get here?

just to be hunched before you

as empty words about

forgiveness and change

tumble out of your mouth

and float aimlessly in the

space between us.

as my knees buckle

underneath the weight of it all:

the devil’s advocates

and the sympathizers

and the chorus of a million women’s

ME TOO

and you, standing at the edge

of a world aflame,

only watching.

To the Tinder Match with the 
XXXtencion Tattoo

Soph Bee
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Untitled
Amnesty Cornelius

Amnesty Cornelius is a master’s student at Memorial University, working 
towards a degree in Health Ethics. Since moving to Newfoundland, she 
has become a bit of a creative. She has found outlets in embroidery 
art, cross stitching, knitting painting, and poetry. A year after coming 
out, she painted Untitled as a way of understanding her own queer 
identity. She began to educate herself on the rich body of queer 
history and herstory. She was moved by the role of drag, non-binary 
folks, and trans folks in queer history. This piece is representative 
of the beauty, and fierceness queer folks bring into the world 
regardless of on-going adversity. Connect with her on Instagram @
amnestycornelius; she would love to hear from you!
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Leah Coppella is a freelance journalist and student at Carleton 
University. She divides her time between Toronto and Ottawa, writing 
about environmental issues, and feminism.

Nail Polish

A coworker at the laundromat told her she 
should paint her nails once in a while. Fix 
herself up a little bit. She’d feel happier if 
she took some time for herself, maybe even 
catch the eyes of a man or two. She had a 
pretty face. She did not want to waste it. 

Back home, the water from the bathroom 
tap stinks of thick sulphur. It drips into the 
stained, bloated belly of the porcelain 
sink. A coppery smell presents itself in the 
afternoons and stays until early morning. 
She does not know why this is. 

The light buzzes, vibrating the legs of the 
cockroaches on the floor. The toilet sits 
stubbornly, an angry thing that gurgles and 
moans in the nights and weeps and howls 
in the mornings. During the hotter months, 
it sweats too. 

The yellowing tiles are etched with spidery 
veins that scurry up the wall and make air 
pockets in the paint. 

The sink houses hardened toothpaste, 
squeezed from the top, awaiting her finger 
that then runs it across her front teeth. 
Gobs of blue paste cling to the sides of the 
sink, long brown hairs coil around the drain. 

Three children’s toothbrushes lie damp, 
face down, on the filmy ledge by the 
window. They are all a bright orange colour, 
their bristles limp. 

In the shower, a rubber duck sits on its side, 
the whites of its eyes completely faded and 
its orange beak speckled with black mold. 

The shower curtain once a pattern of 
flowers, now a spotty tarp that clings 
desperately to its rings. The hand towel sits 
folded on the edge of it, a frayed cotton 
mass, once red, now pink. 

Crowding the interior behind the mirror, 
Xanax, Antivert, Benadryl and Adderall are 
mismatched in various blue bottle soups.

There is no nail polish. 

Images by: gdakaska 
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Political Participation: 
Where Are the Young Women?

Anne Campbell is a second-year Political Science student at Western 
University. Originally from Winnipeg, Manitoba, Anne has previously 
worked for the Honourable Marilou McPhedran as an Administrative 
Support Assistant and served as the Office’s liaison for the HR-
2600 Human Rights UniverCITY: Emerging Issues in Human Rights 
(University of Winnipeg). 
Anne is currently involved in Western University’s student politics as 
an elected representative for the Faculty of Social Science. Anne is 
hoping to pursue a career in international law with a focus on gender 
equality and the intersectionality of the role of women in conflict.

One of the twenty-two Canadian Prime Ministers has 
been a woman. The lack of female representation in 
Canada’s highest office sends a clear message—why 
bother? As much as a young woman may be inspired 
by Justin Trudeau’s leadership and ideologies, it is 
unlikely that he will ever experience the obstacles 
of being a young woman in politics. Representation 
matters; trailblazers matter.

What are possible barriers limiting political 
participation of young women? Is it the unjust double 
standards that are imposed on me because of my 
gender? Or the double marginalization I will face 
for being young and at the same time, a woman? 
In the old boys’ club, there are obstacles, there 
are barriers. Intersectionality is a funny thing that 
too few understand. The layers of oppression and 
discrimination faced by an individual are highlighted 
as we speak of intersectionality. Am I a woman? Or am 
I young? Well, I am both. As the 2019 elections are 
fast approaching, remember: diversity in role models 
is crucial, it allows young women to aspire to realistic 
goals without having to compromise themselves in the 
process. 

Anne here. As a young woman trying to get my foot 
in the door of the political world, I did not know who I 
was expected to be. Yes, there are systematic barriers 
that exist; however, I would argue that a significant 
portion of the obstacles faced by young women 
regard identity. Rather than explicit obstacles, I was 
preparing myself for a hyper-masculine “boys’ club,” 
which celebrated traditionally masculine characteristics 
and leadership styles. I do not necessarily have 

the stereotypical hyper-masculine character. As a 
result, my initial concern as I entered my summer on 
Parliament Hill in 2018 was how to quickly adapt to 
the expectations established through the political 
culture. What I didn’t realize at the time was that I was 
about to walk into an office that had a pre-existing 
culture of support and teamwork that would allow me 
to grow substantially under the leadership of strong 
female role models. Each one of the women in the 
office was vastly different, yet each one was extremely 
qualified and brought an important set of skills to the 
table. I use this example to illustrate on a micro level 
the importance of female representation in politics. As 
a young woman starting in politics amidst the era of 
#MeToo, my experiences in a female majority Senate 
office emphasized that I have to see my identity as 
a woman not as an obstacle to success but rather 
as a strength. We all face barriers to some degree 
based on our gender, however, to quote US Senate 
Majority Leader Mitch McConnell: “Nevertheless, she 
persisted.”

Katrina here. I echo Anne’s reflections on 
representation and identity in politics—I’d even go 
so far as to state that representation in any field 
is important. After two years working for a badass 
feminist Senator, I can tell you that representation 
matters. Role models matter. It is upon us to 
encourage, support and even push our women 
leaders to seek office. Four years ago, I was sitting in 
the United Nations ECOSOC Chamber and I heard 
our Prime Minister explain to a room of women the 
gendered reaction to political life—he said: “Every 
time I ask a woman to run for office, her first question 
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Katrina Leclerc is an Indigenous French-Canadian woman from British 
Columbia. With a B.A. in Human Rights and Conflict Resolution Studies 
from the University of Winnipeg, Katrina is currently completing 
her M.A. thesis on young women’s leadership in the Democratic 
Republic of Congo. Now on Algonquin Territory, Katrina serves as the 
Parliamentary Affairs Advisor to the Honourable Marilou McPhedran, 
where she manages the Senator’s office. Recently, Katrina helped 
launch the Canadian Council of Young Feminists, a network of young 
Canadian leaders engaging as global citizens. Katrina also serves as the 
Communications and Program Coordinator for the Young Women for 
Peace and Leadership at the Global Network of Women Peacebuilders.

is ‘Why me?’; anytime I ask a man to run for office, 
his question is ‘When do we start?’” We’ve got to 
shift that narrative. It is upon us, citizens, to engage 
in our democratic system. It is upon us, citizens, to 
encourage local women leaders to run for an elected 
position. It is true, Parliament Hill is overwhelmingly 
male dominated, but it is also true that women are the 
powerhouses of many of our important initiatives. 

For all the men and non-binary individuals who think 
this might not concern them: this concerns all of us. 
In our opinion, feminism is not only a women’s issue, 
it is a people’s issue. Feminism is the mere concept 
of equality among all genders. To achieve equality 
in all spheres of life and ensure equal opportunities, 
we must first seek to achieve equal representation. 
Working as a political staffer isn’t always easy—I 
will not lie—but it is certainly worth it when you 
consider the advancement and progress that you are 
contributing to on a daily basis. Even the slightest 
progress is still progress. When I first moved to 
Ottawa, I was told by a colleague that women need to 
stick together here. I doubt any of my male colleagues 
have had those words spoken to them. Yes, women 
need to stick together, but men colleagues also need 
to support women too—we all need to stand up to 
injustices and inappropriate behaviours. It’s not up to 
the women to face and battle double standards alone. 
Allyship is important. Anyone can be an ally, if only 
they are willing to listen.

I don’t claim to have the answers to all of life’s 
problems, but I do know one thing: I want to live in a 
world where women, men and non-binary individuals 

are equally represented, respected and engaged. I 
want to grow old in a world where we are proud of our 
milestones on gender equality and the advancement 
of the marginalized. October is fast approaching, and 
now is the time to shine.
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Nwabisa Funde
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She had archived the pain

and banned her memories from resurfacing

Dressed the scars in silk

yearning for the wounds to ease

Draped her thoughts in ferocious fabrics

carefully silencing them

Efforts of masking the struggle because a black woman  
knows no vulnerability

She had searched everywhere

for an ear that would not fall deaf to her cries

a heart beating of compassion

a home that refused to crumble

She had been both the storm and

the peaceful winds

the wildfire and the valley

the sunshine and the rain

she would shatter into pieces and gather herself whole

she was both the struggle and the beauty

An adaptation from Rupi Kaur’s

“Our backs tell stories no books have the spine to carry” - Women of colour

The Trial and Triumph of a Woman of Colour

Nwabisa Funde, is a 23 year old South African writer. Her 
isiXhosa name can be translated to “to bring joy” in English. 
She has allowed the world of writing to swallow her whole, 
constantly basking in the powerful imagery, contrasts and 
sounds of various figures of speech that give birth to the 
most meaningful words. 
You can find her on Instagram @strawbsthewriter.

25
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Painting was the  
only genuine 
friend I had 
during my eight-
year marriage in 
Saudi Arabia.

The white 
reflection of my 
canvas spoke 
softly of a world 
where I could 
feel safe and 
comfortable. 
Through art, it 
promised, I could 
give a shape to 
my fears and 
my dreams. So 
during nearly 
a decade of 
confinement in a 
padlocked cage, 
colour became 
my freedom. 

The pressures 
to get married 
and to ultimately 
submit to the 
will of their 
husbands is a 
burden thrown 
onto Middle Eastern women from a young 
age, and it trumps any aspiration to artistic 
expression, self-reliance, and exploration 
of self. Born in Lebanon in 1989 from a 
traditional family, I soon discovered, as 
many teenage girls did, that to marry a man 
was the only way to reach a semblance of 
liberty. In a relationship devoid of logic, I 
got married to a man thirty years older than 
me and left to live in Saudi Arabia with him 

to work there.

In a strict Muslim 
country filled 
with beige desert 
landscapes 
and urban 
areas where 
black scarves 
hide individual 
colours, my first 
step towards 
emancipation 
was the removal 
of my hijab. 
This small act of 
defiance against 
my upbringing 
and my 
community gave 
me hope that 
redefining myself 
was possible, and 
that I could be in 
control. From this 
moment on, the 
hair of a woman, 
present in many 
of my paintings, 
symbolized the 
power of the 
female, and her 
untamed nature. 

Sometimes it is without hair at all!  

As the years passed, with no job, my focus 
on painting increased. I found a means of 
expressing my feelings, my emotions, and 
my screaming inner self, which every day 
took up more and more space in an attempt 
to be heard and to break out. Every painting 
acted as a mirror, reflecting new elements 
which had been hidden deep within and 

Who Paints Who?
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nearly buried in the grip of an unbalanced 
marriage. I was running away from my fears, 
trying to hide it, and so I lost the real mirror 
reflection of my inner self. A new woman 
emerged out of the shy, frail teenager I had 
once been. The fear, which for years had 
held me back, began to subside. 

When I heard the heart beats of my child, 
everything changed. At that time, being 
pregnant with my yet to be born child, 
Mardouk, forced me in a magical way to 
confront the importance of living a life 
true to myself, and to make the necessary 
changes to be sure that I could set an 
example for him. I turned my back on the 
deep-rooted notion in the Middle East that 
a woman cannot live without a man, and 
divorced my husband to finally afford the 
freedom to reshape my life. I took my son 
and my paintings back to Lebanon, and 
have sustained myself through art ever 
since. 

In the past year, with all the pressure of 
being a single mom in the Middle East, 
I persisted and published my first novel, 

“Departure of leaving”. I’ve also focused 
on sharing art workshops with teenage girls 
as well as Syrian and Palestinian women 
refugees with the International Medical 
Corps. Through painting, I saw these 
women transform and unfold as a new world 
opened up to them. Suddenly they saw 
themselves in a new light, and they felt the 
inner strength that had been there all along. 

Today more than ever, I believe in colours, 
and I believe that we all have the power to 
create our own painting. Most importantly, 
if we face ourselves in front of a canvas, 
we can discover who we are, what colours 
belong to us, and how to share them with 
the world for everyone to see.

Fatima Ismail is a Lebanon-based painter, novelist, TV 
presenter, and PSS trainer. She dances on the canvas, using 
the colours of her life and soul. Through her art lessons, she has 
helped many women and teenagers, and she considers art as a gateway to a peaceful 
life. She believes that when we face ourselves and paintings, we can be better 
individuals.

Painting: The Insurgent
The Insurgent woman threw all of the world’s perceptions away. She flew with her 
own wings and her tears cleared her way, as she moved forward on her own fight. 
She found herself even when her dreams were flying away from her. She held onto 
herself and decided to achieve her dreams before they left and flied away.

Fatima Ismail
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Love Yourself Through Fitness

Taking care of our bodies is vital to living a healthy 
life. We are given one body and are to take care 
of it to the best of our ability. Our body performs 
many functions for us; it regulates itself while we 
are awake or sleeping. Our bodies are strong and 
capable of withstanding many things beyond our 
imagination, even what we cannot fathom. This is 
what I love about fitness. 

I love that my body can run laps around the track or 
push through an extra set of crunches even when 
my mind tells me to quit. I love how fitness has been 
a tool to help me gain more self-confidence and to 
love my body the way it is every single day, even 
when it is difficult.

There are many misunderstandings when it comes 
to fitness. People make fitness into something 
intimidating, something only certain people can 
achieve. They make it a competition against one 
another. Fitness is not about numbers and how 
good you look on the outside – this is not what 
fitness is about. 

Fitness is something that can be achieved by 
everyone. It’s about having fun and learning to 
love and take care of your body, which gives it the 
unique quality of being powerful. It is a tool to help 
you get to where you want to be in life. Fitness can 
be used as a tool to lose weight in a healthy way, 
but doesn’t have to be the only reason. Fitness and 
health look different for everyone and it is up to you 
to decide what it means to you. For me, fitness and 
health is about taking care of my body each day by 
trying my best to eat healthy and exercise at least 
three times a week. You decide how you want to 
look like as well. That can mean going on a walk 
outside for 30 minutes a day or doing 20 minutes of 
yoga before bed. Both are good options. You need 
to do something that is fun and enjoyable for you, 
that is why there is variety. Finding what you love 
makes fitness fun and it is what you make of it that 
counts.  

Exercise is not only good for your body but good for 
your soul. It is good for your mental, emotional, and 
spiritual health. Exercise increases endorphins in our 
brains, which makes us feel happier. It reduces our 
stress levels and boosts our self-esteem. 

Self-esteem and loving yourself is so important. It 
is a long journey and process for some to get to a 
point where they are confident in themselves, to 
love who they are from the inside out. The inside of 
you, your heart, is what matters in the grand scheme 
of life. We all have different traits that make us who 
we are and we need to start embracing that more 
than ever. When you get to that point, your life will 
be different. It doesn’t mean you are perfect or are 
going to feel 100% all the time, but you know your 
worth and how valuable you are. You need to speak 
positively about yourself every single day, until you 
start to believe them in your core. 

When negativity and doubt starts to fill your head, 
you can cling to positive attributes about yourself 
that you know are true. When you start to love 
your flaws and insecurities, no one can take that 
away from you. When someone speaks negatively 
about you, intentionally hurting you, you can brush 
them off your shoulders. That is because you know 
who you are and what is true about you. You are 
everything and have everything to be the best 
version of you. 

Fitness is a small part of the process of getting to 
the best version of you. When you start, you need to 
do it for yourself from the moment you begin. That’s 
with anything in life. You have to be invested in it for 
you! In the process, you will learn to love yourself 
and be confident with your body.

Sharon Scarboro is a Counseling student 
at Kingswood University. She has a heart 
for mental health advocacy, 
fitness, and healthy 
living. She is a 
college lifestyle 
blogger who 
loves to travel 
the world. In her 
free time she 
enjoys reading, 
exercising, and 
writing fiction.
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Maryam Jameela of Guyana, South America, is a girl from a small country 
with big dreams. She was introduced to classical poetry through her 
homeschooling, which was done to facilitate her memorization of the 
Holy Quran. As a result of this, she penned her first poem at age 8, and 
has continued ever since, using poetry as her expression of the world 
around her. She graduated valedictorian of her class in 2011 and went 
on to obtain a diploma in Chemistry at the University of Guyana. She 
is now happily married with two adorable daughters. She also enjoys 
reading, baking, and juggling. Look out for her first book of poems, 
‘‘Silver Linings’’; soon to be available worldwide. Follow her on Instagram  
@heart_whisperer24.

Scarf of Freedom

They say I am covered and oppressed
But I am just modestly dressed
I can walk, I can talk
I can agree to disagree
To be who I want to be
I am free

This scarf I wear represents my dignity
It is a mark of my modesty
It is My past, My culture
My present, My future

So make no mistake of the way I dress
There are much greater ways to impress
I have fire inside
That no cloth can hide
Just follow my trail as I blaze on with this crown of purity
Watch me soar with my wings of virtue and humility

I am all that I can be
Just take a peek of my soul and revel at its beauty
A kaleidoscope of dreams unraveling my identity
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Woman Landscape: Polaroid Series This series of polaroid images is a part of 
my long-term project exploring the effects 
of catcalling on women and their bodies in 
the city of New York. The work consists of 15 
images taken on a Fujifilm 210 Instax camera. 
For the work of this piece, I travelled the 
city on the subway capturing traces of the 
lost and invisible woman who is reduced to 
nothing except her glamour wear. Most of 
the images were taken in upper Manhattan 
above 125 street, where I lived in 2016/17. 
This is a journey of memories throughout 
the city, looking for something more than 
just the female body—as opposed to a lot of 
advertising and visual media where the female 
body is absolutely over exploited.

‘Woman Landscape’ is the title of my ongoing 
research project exploring catcalling and its 
effects, and the connection between gender 
and space. It is a combination of words I read 
in a text during my studies at NYU in 2016, in 
a description of an artwork by another artist. 
The sentence stuck with me, it is problematic 
and confusing in a way. What is a woman 
landscape? Is it the shape of her body? Is it 
the traces she leaves behind or the mark that 
she makes in the world? Is it the journey she 
takes? 

At the core of this long-term project, I am 
exploring what it means when I am subjected 
to catcalling and how I feel both during and 
after. My body seems to translate directly into 
that of a sex object in those circumstances. 
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Anna Kolfinna Kuran is a young performer and choreographer, working 
mainly within the freelance performing art scene in Reykjavik, Iceland. 
Her work flows between methods, mediums and disciplines, always 
lingering in the moving and the visual, mainly tackling themes of 
contemporary feminism and the female body/image. She received 
her Bachelor’s degree in Contemporary Dance from Iceland Academy 
of the Arts in 2013. Since then, Anna has worked on various projects 
such as the long-term collaborations Dætur and Kraftverk. In spring 
of 2017, she completed her Master’s degree from NYU in Performance 
Studies.

This series of polaroid images is a part of 
my long-term project exploring the effects 
of catcalling on women and their bodies in 
the city of New York. The work consists of 15 
images taken on a Fujifilm 210 Instax camera. 
For the work of this piece, I travelled the 
city on the subway capturing traces of the 
lost and invisible woman who is reduced to 
nothing except her glamour wear. Most of 
the images were taken in upper Manhattan 
above 125 street, where I lived in 2016/17. 
This is a journey of memories throughout 
the city, looking for something more than 
just the female body—as opposed to a lot of 
advertising and visual media where the female 
body is absolutely over exploited.

‘Woman Landscape’ is the title of my ongoing 
research project exploring catcalling and its 
effects, and the connection between gender 
and space. It is a combination of words I read 
in a text during my studies at NYU in 2016, in 
a description of an artwork by another artist. 
The sentence stuck with me, it is problematic 
and confusing in a way. What is a woman 
landscape? Is it the shape of her body? Is it 
the traces she leaves behind or the mark that 
she makes in the world? Is it the journey she 
takes? 

At the core of this long-term project, I am 
exploring what it means when I am subjected 
to catcalling and how I feel both during and 
after. My body seems to translate directly into 
that of a sex object in those circumstances. 

In my research, I have been exploring my 
body as an object, getting dressed in a sexual 
manner, reducing my image to the physical 
part of myself. By doing it as an author of 
my own work, I am clearly attempting to 
be both the object but also question it and 
bring attention to the many problematic 
aspects of catcalling and sexual harassment. 
It is my opinion that catcalling is a result of 
a sexist attitude on which our society still 
bases a lot of its behaviours toward women 
and communication between the genders. I 
believe it is an aspect of a more severe and 
violent rape culture which controls a lot of 
our ideas about sex, women’s bodies and 
treatment of women.

There is performativity present in the images 
of this work. There is a lot of performance 
present even though the body is absent. 
There is also the performativity of the female 
gender, referencing the labour of beauty 
and the symbolism of the domestic space. 
Together the 15 images tell a narrative of a 
woman and her landscape, tracing her journey 
throughout the city. The landscape is both 
the geographical, as we trace her path from 
location to location but it is also present in 
her wardrobe and the absence of her body. 
Almost like footprints which leave a mark 
and that way slightly alter the ground or the 
landscape, the garments of her wardrobe 
leave a mark of her body which is not there. 
This is my Woman Landscape, full of emotion, 
violence, beauty, glamour and memories.
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Fem Hits, Flicks & Reads

1. Heart Berries
by Terese Marie Mailhot

2. Afraid of the Dark 
by Guyleigh Johnson

3. F-Bomb: Dispatches 
from the War on 
Feminism 
by Lauren McKeon    

4. Braided Skin
by Chelene Knight

Hits
1. The Breadwinner 

(2017) 
Director Nora Twomey

2. Boundaries (2018)
Director Chloe 
Robichaud

3. Pumpkin Movie 
(2018) 
Director Sophy Romvari

4. Suck it Up! (2017)
Director Jordan Canning 

1. Mother 
Tallies

2. Ladies Night
The Sorority ft. Leila Dey

3. She Remembers
Twin Flames

4. Womyn
Alysha Brilla

Flicks

Reads
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NEWS

CRIAW celebrated its  
43rd birthday!

Since 1976, CRIAW has been researching and documenting the economic and 
social situation of women in Canada. This year we celebrate our 43rd anniversary 
and in order to continue on in our mission, we need YOUR help!

Support CRIAW, support feminist research! CRIAW relies heavily on membership 
and donations to continue doing our work.

Help us stay strong for another 43 years!

For more information visit our website or email us at info@criaw-icref.ca

New Publications

Policy Briefing Note : Rising 
Incarceration Rates of Racialized 
Women (2018)

Factsheets : Learning Across 
Knowledge Systems Series 
(2018)

Factsheet : Women’s 
Organizations’ Capacity for 
Action (2019)

Check out www.criaw-icref.ca/
en/catalog for more! 
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