












Dear readers,  
 
Thank you for joining us in our FIGS Quaranzine journey. Thanks if you are just joining 
us now, or if you've been one of our vocal elders for decades. Whatever brought you 
here, however you arrived, and wherever you’re headed, we're glad you're here with 
us. We hope this little zine brings you some community, comfort, and light during these 
difficult times. 
 
Why we got involved... 
 
ZM: It started out as a joke response to all of the productivity pressures and signs and 
signals that we were getting that academia was trying to march along as usual during 
these difficult times. It ended up growing into a “CALL FOR ANYTHING,” and a fun 
project to be involved with. Thank you greatly to all who even contemplated 
submitting, and thanks especially to this team! 
 
AB: As a mom of 2, I wanted to escape all the calls to productivity in Academia during 
this pandemic! I found my nest here, editing this Zine. Thanks to each one of you who 
gave their time, energy and of course leaves, pets & doodles! 
 
NSR: Working on this project felt like a healthier outlet for my nervous energy than 
doomscrolling for coronavirus content. Thanks to everyone for their contribution! 
 
LSG: Les personnes qui se sentent comme de la marde à la fin de l'été, pis qui ont rien 
de beau à partager: je vous vois. Vous êtes valides. La vie est toffe et injuste. Solidarité. 
 
ID: I wanted to help support our collective creativities! To the editors: thank you for 
genuinely being a wonderful group to collaborate with. We mesh so well together, 
team – it was truly a pleasure! To the contributors: many thanks for your submissions 
and sharing your art/hearts with us. To the readers: I hope that you connect with and 
enjoy the work you find in Quaranzine! 
 
In feminist solidarity, 
Quaranzine editors 

 Asmita Bhutani 
Ileana I. Diaz (Illy) 

Zoë A. Meletis  
Nasya S. Razavi 

Laurence Simard-Gagnon 













 

Pandemic Ponderings by a Research Methods Teacher 

 

Each semester when I teach Research Methods to undergraduates, I work hard to get 
them excited by a subject that many of them find boring and intimidating. I talk about 
the marketability of the skills I’m teaching (something many of them grasp) and I 
emphasize the importance of understanding how research works.  How it’s important 
for them to be able to be informed citizens—to be able to read popular news articles 
discussing scientific studies, and know whether the description of the study makes 
sense. It matters that they realize that science is a shared community, where scholars 
build upon to each other’s studies and things are only “proven” through an 
accumulation of knowledge. While some students seem eager to know more about 
understanding the world around them, others appear to be just there for the grade and 
to fulfill a major requirement.  

 

As the COVID-19 pandemic hit, our TVs and smart screens filled up with news about 
disease trajectory, public health principles and vaccine timing (e.g. flatten the curve, 
experimental treatments, first round clinical trials). Throughout, I have been thankful for 
my own knowledge, which allows me to understand and better sort through the 
dizzying array of information available. The uncertainty about so many things in our 
world has been one aspect making this time so difficult for many of us—or those of us 
lucky enough not to be experiencing the physical effects of coronavirus. I appreciate 
that that my education brings me more certainty that I understand that information that 
is available. 

 

This semester I have thought a lot about my students. When the pandemic hit, I was on 
sabbatical. It was the first semester in five years, I was not teaching Research Methods. 
Were my past students able to apply and use what they learned? Did any think back to 
discussions of the importance of random sampling and double-blind studies? Did they 
feel prepared? Scared?  . . This fall, I will be teaching Methods again—perhaps using 
hybrid methods of partially online and partially in-person. Regardless of the teaching 
style, I think that it will be a little easier to make the case that research is always all 
around us, and understanding the research principles discussed in the news can only 
benefit all of us.  



I saw the Aleph from every point and angle, and in the Aleph I saw the earth and in the 
earth the Aleph and in the Aleph the earth; I saw my own face and my own bowels; I 

saw your face; and I felt dizzy and wept, for my eyes had seen that secret and 
conjectured object whose name is common to all men but which no man has looked 

upon—the unimaginable universe. I felt infinite wonder, infinite pity.  
—John Luis Borges, The Aleph  

 

In The Map is the Territory, Siegert (2011) argues that maps are themselves 
cultural techniques. As such, by implying that the map is the territory, map-making is 
transformed into an act of meaning making. Maps not only help us situate ourselves 
ontologically they also work on the epistemological level. As such, making maps and 
reading maps, becomes tangled up with issues of nationalism, colonialism, culture, 
epistemology, and ontology. In this case, reading a map can become an act of 
subservience or resistance. Indeed, practices such as counter-mapping (Kidd, 2019) 
have been used to argue for indigenous self-governance and to reclaim colonized 
territory.  

This paper will similarly reinterpret maps and the logics of map-making as ways 
to produce visual representation of diasporic identities, which often surpass the limits 
of westernized, colonial maps. The ubiquity of those maps will be questioned on both 
ontological and epistemological grounds by answering the following questions: What 
‘mode of visuality’ can emerge when Cartesian perspectivalism is disrupted, how can 
we think about geography critically and as Edward Soja implored, consider the active 
role of space in social theory (Soja, 1988), and how can we uncover and expose the 
relationship between geography and colonialism which has often been sanitized? In 
other words, this paper will work through what maps are and how they function as 
sociotechnical visual representations of the world.  

By further engaging with the work of Bernard Stiegler on transindividuation I will 
be able to further develop diasporic transindividuation as well as black cyborg 
subjectivity two terms I have coined in an unpublished paper (Nyela, 2019). In order to 
do so, this essay will attend to the liminal nature of diasporic identities and disrupt 
Cartesian perspectivalism. The text will be accompanied by visualizations of maps that 
actively reimagine time and space as they relate to diasporic identities. This critical 
inquiry into the making of maps will offer a window into a mode of visuality that is 
actively working against imperialist and capitalist ideals while questioning the legacy of 
vision as the least mediated sense.  











Hello,  
I’m a concerned parent from the Ottawa Centre riding. I have a daughter who will be 
entering grade 3 this year, and we are both immuno-compromised. Your half-baked 
plan to cherry-pick the guidelines provided by SickKids leaves me in an untenable 
position despite the fact that both my husband and I come from a place of privilege 
where we are both fully employed and make comfortable salaries, unlike many parents 
who do not have these options.  
 
So here are my choices: 
 
1. Send my daughter to school.  
a) put us both at risk but maintain some socialization although still not the same as 
before because they are overcrowded but distanced. Not safe for kids, not safe for 
staff.  
Positive: I get to work mostly normally (until the second wave hits us) 
 
2. Virtual learning  
a) need to reduce my work hours to oversee her schooling  
b) both of our mental health diminishes and my stress and anxiety levels skyrocket as I 
face the prospect of continuing to do two things poorly.  
 
3. Homeschool.  
Not a feasible option as I cannot afford to stop working and it devalues my contribution 
to society. And damn it - I love my job. Under the homeschooling option, I’ve heard of 
some (wealthy) families coming together under school pods. This undermines the whole 
concept of access to free and equal public education and I cannot get behind these 
types of initiatives.  
 
Your plan leaves my family between a rock and a hard place and sends Ontario women 
and other caretakers back to the 1950s. You truly don’t care that this”plan” burdens 
women unduly. We will remember.  
 
You still have time to change the plan. Make classrooms smaller, open up closed 
buildings, be creative, find the resources necessary to make the Sick Kids guidelines a 
reality and work for everybody. I should not have to choose between my career and 
staying alive. 
 
	



 

Covid Dating:  
The story of 2 grad students 
 
Cast of Characters: 
A* - boyfriend 
T* - girlfriend 
J* - prof they both know 
 
Setting: One friday in June 
 
Good morning my babe  
Good morning  
Why were you up at 2am? 
Go back to bed 
Keep me posted about dr today pleeeaasee 
Yea 
Can I call you two an uber 
Thanks but getting a ride 
Fine 
Bad son in law 
Why is this becoming about you? 
My mom has tons of friends.  I just don’t like asking people for things  
It was a joke 
Sorry was trying to make you laugh 
I’m fine you know  
Huh? 
Are you being sarcastic? 
No.  I don’t know if you want to make me laugh cause you think I’m not okay. So I’m 
saying I’m fine...I’m good. 
Oh yes that is correct I was doing that 
So it seems we are getting to know each other 
Or I’m getting to know you  
Or I’m getting to know you 
Are you though?! 
Clearly 
I sent you an email about the Markham protest.   
Yeah wasn’t sure what it meant 
We are going to Mississauga!! 
Remember  
You don’t have a car. So how that gonna happen? 
Also do you have extra masks? 
I’m going to get a car today somehow! 
I don’t but have a bandana lol 
I have a bandana.  We need masks for a protest. I especially can’t have people all 
up in my joint  
Wear the bandana  
I have a call with the white dude who sent me that email yesterday 
What are your thoughts 
I feel like he is jumping on bandwagon it also comes across like trying to be 
extractive data? 
We need masks, A*.  Let’s not be those people okay. I’ll go to the pharmacy nearby 
and see if they have any.  
Okay  
Speak to him first before you decide if he’s jumping on a bandwagon  
At least he’s not a white man who thinks he should undertake this by himself. He at 
least recognizes that black students should be involved and has reached out.  
What makes you feel he’s a bandwagonist? 
The comment about arranging a zoom call to get experiences of Black students  
We are a strong couple 
Acknowledge it 
I’m rolling my eyes at you  
And your fantasies  
Just had a good call with J* by the way she told me plan would be for me to do PhD 
under F* at $%!! 
Hey fantasies are all we got during Covid 
Are you at hospital  
So J* is directing your entire academic journey  
She’s definitely your black mother  

Again you should think about writing  that chapter...:you can write it on black other 
mothering and how it’s helped you in your academic journey  
Advising  
Why you dropping heavy t*ness  
Where are you? 
At home. My mom is at the hospital. 
Oh Nevermind you can’t go in 
Exactly. And we live like 15 mins away  
Advising?  No J* is other mothering you.  It’s a thing. And you should write about it.  
Okay I will 
So I guess you’ve decided $%!! is it 
Nope haven’t decided on anything yet 
My future spouse needs to have a say 
Yes my fantasies  
Leave them alone 
If you had a good future spouse she would tell you to do what you think is best for 
you academically and professionally.  That $%!! is an excellent school and if you 
could work with a black scholar even better. And that she would support if you went 
south side even though she couldn’t come  
You don’t want to be my future spouse anymore? 
I just didn’t assume I was.  Weren’t you engaged to the love of your life and how did 
that work out for her? 
Wow 
I couldn’t help myself.  
I noticed  
Don’t get all up in your feelings now  
All the way up 
Why are you in your feelings? 
Are you mad? 
Not at all 
Sorry getting ready for the call with the guy 
Was not bad he seems to have the right intentions  
Okay.  Did you talk about the black students sharing their experiences part? 
Just so you know I think about you and us in future tense. But I’m a single woman 
until I’m a married woman. And you’re a single man until you’re a married man.  
Yeah  
I told him it’s extractive  
What do you mean single? 
Like to see other people  
I’m confused  
And what was his response? You  
I mean... we are single people in relationship.  
Until we become married people in relationship  
Oh okay 
He wasn’t  
So what’s the plan? 
With? 
Talk to you about this tomorrow and then S*? 
Oh maybe getting my car back 
What happened with moms? 
The doc just called.  All done.  Just to pick her up now  
Keep me posted please  
I ordered Uber eats.  The person is riding a bike.  I may just starve to death  
Poor person must be hot 
What did you order 
I think they lied.  It was a man who delivered the food  
Not Maria  
Ackee and salt fish  
How was it 
Good  
Good 
Can we date  
Wha? 
I’m slightly jealous of my friends who live with their SOs 
They have a hang out buddy  
We are two single people  
Ok what’s your point  
I should find someone else to hang out with? 
Nothing  



 

You’re the one who said it earlier not me 
So I still don’t really understand  
Do you want to find someone else to hangout with? 
So this is what we are about to do  
I guess I’m just confused  
But I think I understand what you meant 
Until you’re married you’re a single person in a relationship  
So what’s confusing if you understand  
The use of the word “single” 
Single as in not married 
Okie dokie 
I feel like this is about to be a problem  
I’m aware that I’m in a monogamous committed relationship with A* i  
It’s not at all 
We keep things 100 and if you did want this to not be monogamous you’d tell me 
We good I promise 
You going to watch spike lee movie 
On date #1 I asked if you were open to seeing people. You said no. I left it at that.  
Which movie? 
His new one  
Well now I’m asking you  
your preference  
Not cause I want to see someone else so we are clear! 
How did we get here? All I said was I wanted to go hang with you.  
More importantly  
Can you please tell me what happened with moms 
She’s home now.  Not feeling so hot but she needs to eat and rest  
Right but then the single thing popped back up in my head and I remembered the 
monogamous convo 
And I feel like you wanted that but my response didn’t allow you for to say that 
What did dr say? 
He did a biopsy and will send the info to the oncologist.  The procedure was 
uncomplicated so she should start to see some changes in the next couple days 
and it will take a few weeks for the jaundice to go away.  Hoping her appetite 
returns.  
The biopsy is going to help the jaundice? 
No...she put in a stent to clear the blockage and that will help with the jaundice. 
They also did a biopsy while they were in there  
Oh wow long day  
Poor mother in law 
Yea she’s not feeling good right now  
I hope a couple days of eating and sleep she’ll be good to go  
Are you taking care of her 
I am trying to  
Go sit with her and watch tv 
No phone or work 
She’s doesn’t want to watch tv  
Okay go sit with her 
 Okie  
When I’m done with this call  
I’ll be here 
No texting  
What call  
A former colleague is just checking in  
Tell him you’re busy 
You probably didn’t meet him ... N* 
Tell him you’ve got a man so not to call back 
He’s a whole married man  
That was funny 
So I’m passing a gas station with a car wash and there are tons of young guys 
washing sports cars  
We are all gonna get covid  
Did you get your mask? 
I’m going to food basics then shoppers  
I’ll see if they have masks  
Okay can you see if they have cases of water I need 4 
Why?!  You’re polluting our planet with that plastic bottle shit  
It’s for tomorrow 
Okay  

Doing? 
Sitting with my mom as you suggested  
And watching the spike lee movie  
Tell her I said hi  
I will  
If you think you should stay with her tomorrow instead let me know 
I’ll see how it goes  
When is the memorial  
She says to tell you she’s in pain.   
3pm 
Ask her if I can send her something  
This is all assuming car tomorrow 
She says what are you sending her? Will it get rid of the pain 
Chocolate? 
Are you making this convo up? 
She laughed and said sure  
Promise not making it up.  I’m sitting in the chair in her bedroom  
Okay I’m sending it 
What’s your address  
Ahhh you’re too sweet  
Also this movie is crazy  
It is crazy!! 
DQ? 
Ice cream cake  
She’ll appreciate whatever you sent  
I’m asking if she eats that 
She’ll  
She does.  But buy the smallest one  
They only have one size 
Or you can just send flowers  
I’ll enjoy those too  
Damnit they closed as I was ordering  
Ordered  
Thank you babe  
No thank you needed ever 
You both need a treat 
You’re a good boyfriend  
She had a rough day  
You’ve had a rough day  
Sometimes chocolate helps 
And not because you bought ice cream cake ...  
But you’re very thoughtful and I appreciate it  
Also this movie is ... crazy A*  
Shh we just started it don’t tell me 
It’s not an ice cream cake dq closed 
I ordered a hodgepodge of deserts from some other place haha  
The movie is gonna scar you  
SHH!! 
I’m already scared  
They are going to deliver to door FYI  
Okie  
Tomorrow I assume? 
Tomorrow? 
No tonight 
Says 10:45 so watch out for them 
Ohh �  
11:10 
This is not the movie to watch on a night like this  
Change it 
Is your mom watching also 
Nah I’m watching it to the end. I’m invested now  
Nah she fell asleep  
Why?! 
The stuff is on the way lol 
8min 
She’ll wake up soon enough  
Okay good 
Let me know when it arrives  
I will babe   […] 







YOU WERE THERE  
 
 
You were there, but I was not, 
I was there, and you were gone, 
Gone you were, past the love, 
Love that left the fields bereft, 
Bereft were those pining primes, 
Primes that prided in its wonder, 
Wonder that lusted a fine another, 
Another call for a rose prim and too red, 
Red was dainty for the forest she tread, 
Tread she will for you lured her to, 
To the love that was left to steep deep and brew. 

 

 

WHEN LOVE LIVED ALONE  

In the forlorn hours, when love lived alone, 

It dreamt to be red, to be pampered and fed, 

It begged to be read, to be ironed and tread, 

It fought to be said, to be conquered and to conquer the head. 
 
 
 
 
 
SPREAD. BUT NOT READ  
 
I feel like you walk over me, all over me, 
Your gait was tall and my expanse vast, 
I lengthened to measure up to you, 
To bear you is what I knew. 
Every step you needed, kneaded me, 
Every step you beaded, pleaded to me. 
I sniffed the passion you wore for me on you, I lived on it; 
a long breath that embodied your intensity made me gasp, 
Gasps are what I have, while you have me spread out for you. 
You didn’t know that my red was not what you read, 
You never could read me, else it would have freed me, 
You enslaved me, your love did – it didn’t consume me – I now wish it had 



A CROWNING GLORY  
 
No, it isn’t what it sounds like really, 
You probably just don’t know it yet, 
After all it gets, I don’t get it, 
An equal amount of regret, gives a reason to fret, 
No matter how I interpret, the blues are a pet. 

Hues and a vibe, a swoosh and a wipe, 
The brown curls in sheepishly; black is thy world, 
The Green awaits the dark against, 
Cover; cover it all; the hues are no more. 

Prime is the path I take, for I don’t know what it takes, 
Luminous is the hole that digs, so deep for the breath it takes, 
Grounded is the crowning glory, for it ends in another story. 

A look and it’s all gone, under the cloak it’s still on, 
Wounded is the core, it needs to get through the pore, 
Tickle the pain away, the wound is here to stay; 
Taste the smell, the rouge gives away. 

The touch will sense the pride you veil, 
The siege within blends with snow, 
Melts the red that lies below, 
Just to let it flow – it is a crowning glory, 
It flows and it goes…                  FOR FLOW IT WILL  

For flow it will, 
charming and undulating 

enervating and calming 
 For show it will, 

growing and glimmering 
slithering and settling 

For blow it will, 
brimming and scintillating 

rustling and roaring 
For trust she will, 

overpowering and deafening 
staggering and withering 

 For love she will 
scandalizing and ravaging 

whispering and pruning 
 For know she will, 

scraping and scathing 
scooping and skating 

 For win she will, 
 tracing and touring 
seeking and soaring 















Are we in this together?

Is social isolation for everyone?

Staying at home? Can't!
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Go home!: I don't have one No laptop , no education?



Racial Inequalities: A New BeginningRacial Inequalities: A New BeginningRacial Inequalities: A New Beginning

To you my people, the pain still lingers,To you my people, the pain still lingers,To you my people, the pain still lingers,
As the memories of the past have notAs the memories of the past have notAs the memories of the past have not

changed.changed.changed.
The lives of Black people, continue toThe lives of Black people, continue toThe lives of Black people, continue to

succumb,succumb,succumb,
To systemic racism, that feels like a hitTo systemic racism, that feels like a hitTo systemic racism, that feels like a hit

and run.and run.and run.
Ongoing police brutality is devastatingOngoing police brutality is devastatingOngoing police brutality is devastating

the Black community.the Black community.the Black community.
In countries where their ancestorsIn countries where their ancestorsIn countries where their ancestors

spent days and nights,spent days and nights,spent days and nights,
Building nations that fight for humanBuilding nations that fight for humanBuilding nations that fight for human

rights,rights,rights,
While denying Black people their basicWhile denying Black people their basicWhile denying Black people their basic

rights.rights.rights.
I pray the day will come, when peopleI pray the day will come, when peopleI pray the day will come, when people

of all races, can unite as one.of all races, can unite as one.of all races, can unite as one.
To heal Black peoples’ emotional andTo heal Black peoples’ emotional andTo heal Black peoples’ emotional and

systemic scars,systemic scars,systemic scars,
And ignite a sense of peace, and justiceAnd ignite a sense of peace, and justiceAnd ignite a sense of peace, and justice

for all.for all.for all.
For where there is life, there is hope.For where there is life, there is hope.For where there is life, there is hope.

And as the river flows, let it take awayAnd as the river flows, let it take awayAnd as the river flows, let it take away
the pain and suffering.the pain and suffering.the pain and suffering.

For we are all rational beings, whoFor we are all rational beings, whoFor we are all rational beings, who
come from the same race, the humancome from the same race, the humancome from the same race, the human

race.race.race.
Let today be a new beginning,Let today be a new beginning,Let today be a new beginning,

Where Black peoples’ pain becomes ourWhere Black peoples’ pain becomes ourWhere Black peoples’ pain becomes our
pain.pain.pain.









 
 
 
 
 
 
Why Feminist Scholars Needs Dogs. Or Cats. Or Both 
 
Earlier this year, just as the pandemic was ramping up, I became dogless for the first 
time since 1988, due to my dog developing a fast moving cancer. The geriatric cats did 
their best to step up, yowling on schedule at 4:15 am in hopes that breakfast would be 
delivered two hours early, vomiting on chairs and the guest bed as a distraction, and 
sitting on the laptop or on my chest when I tried to write anything scholarly. 
 
In other words, like all my past dogs, and my newly arrived dog also do, they remind 
me to focus on life, which is NOT the laptop or the meeting (ZOOM or otherwise) or 
the endless academic politics and the subtle implication you aren’t worth much to your 
institution. It is NOT one more manuscript submitted or one more committee 
attended. 
 
It is watching the sun rise over the trees at the dog park. Of wondering just what the 
cat is watching so intently (when you can’t see anything; seriously, is the house and 
yard haunted???). Of remembering the importance of food (and not just settling for the 
first thing to come along, after all that second or third can might be really worth it). Of 
appreciating who you know, whether they have treats to offer or not. Taking the time 
to smell the flowers, the spring greening (the pee spots, the long dead thing).  
 
When you finally get back to that laptop, paper to be graded, meeting request, or 
(possibly irritating) colleague, it is with a sense of balance, of appreciation for other 
ways of seeing the world, maybe more empathy or at least the ability to the get 
through, because there will be another walk, cuddle, or reminder that the lap is really 
for the cat, not the laptop.  And all is well again. 





HOW NOT TO SAY GRIEF 
 
When you want to say grie- 
unhinge your jaw with a paperclip 
Let every clamped sinew become slack 
 
Say, “I’m sorry” into a well  
let it drown there. 
 
When you want to say g- 
wade into the lake  
don’t come out until you’ve drained  
all the puss from your lung 
supine yourself upon completion 
sundry your wet bones 
 
When you want to say it  
just say ouch 
just say why me 
just say it shouldn’t have to be this hard 
just say never again 
 
When you want to just scream 
just literally fucking scream just curse 
just cry on stage just trash the whole venue 
just set shit on fire and crazy laugh till dawn 
 
When you need to talk about what they did 
and how it turned your skin to rind 
and how you can’t even feel yourself feeling 
just don’t. Just lap at your crinkled flesh 
 
When you need to, just ask 
just point to your skeleton and say help, 
Please. Make it stop. I’m tired of enduring 
Just ask and never stop asking. Just do that, 
 
Instead. 





Virtual Solidarity & Utopian Dreams:  
Navigating Unprecedented Times Through Cyberspaces 

 
Writing a thesis is hard. Writing a thesis when the whole world is burning and going 
through a pandemic is a nightmare. For most people, in these times, cyberspaces have 
become little havens where they go to escape the realities of the everyday challenge that 
is life. Facebook and Twitter are our therapist’s couch. For me, these cyberspaces have 
been the source of immense support and solidarity – “cyber solidarity,” if you will. In this 
post, I write about a Facebook group of academic researchers, how it has helped me 
through these troubled, uncertain times and inspired me to keep working on my thesis.  

 

The group is called “I should be thriving: Advancing minorities in academia.” According to 
the description on Facebook, it is “an inclusive community seeking to decolonize academia 
through countering epistemic injustice in academic spaces and supporting a thriving 
diversity of voices across disciplines.” So, it is a feminist intersectional group that strives to 
empower and uplift people on the margins of academia – first gens, gender, racial, and 
ethnic minorities – by bringing them together on one platform. It is, in essence, a virtual 
prototype of what academia, ideally, should look like – a bucolic microcosm. A safe space 
which is non-judgmental, where the community celebrates every little achievement of its 
members, where nobody is an outsider, and where you can circumvent the current 
capitalist-networking structure and “meet” people from all over the world by spending 
zero money. It is an academic’s, and particularly a grad student’s, utopian dream.  

 

This cyber group proved to be a space where I found confidence, motivation, and 
aspiration. A space where I, a first gen-ethnic minority-female grad student, quickly 
managed to escalate my status from being a ‘lurker’ in the group to being a ‘conversation 
starter.’ It is a testament to the fact that if we have a nurturing environment, we can exceed 
the protective boundaries we impose on ourselves as academic proletarians. I have, 
without hesitation, turned to my fellow group members for advice pertaining to thesis 
writing many a times and have not once been disappointed. In academia, through the 
publish or perish discourse for example, traits like competence and competitiveness are 
perpetually reinforced in grad students while the inculcation and expression of solidarity, 
benevolence, and empathy remain underrated. I found kindness and courage in the group 
and realized how crucial these are to “thrive” in academia. Today’s grad students are 
tomorrow’s mentors. With the intention to foster a positively productive and welcoming 
space for future academics, we unequivocally need to adopt a feminist, intersectional 
perspective and extend the principle of this prototypical cyber group to engulf and 
revolutionize the whole of academia. After all, every revolution begins with a utopian 
dream!  








