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Statement 
In February 2018, fifteen female and/or femme-
identifying students and faculty members at McGill 
University in Montreal, Canada, worked together to 
create a zine sharing their gendered experiences in 
academic settings. The Gender & Academia working 
group of the Anthropology Graduate Student Association 
of McGill University offered this workshop as a space for 
individuals to write/draw/express a spectrum of 
experiences, frustrations, expectations, hopes, affects, 
tips, and affirmations on the topic. The hope is that this 
will spark meaningful dialogue on gender dynamics in 
academia, and toward the building of supportive 
communities at McGill and beyond. 
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	 	 I am tired of being called upon to understand the “other.” My critical 
comments on Marxian and Bourdisian theory are ignored. The only 

expertise I can claim are ones that fit with my experiences and identity. I 
am expected to put my experiences on display as method for others to 

understand gender and race theories. 
 

*am skipped over during conversations about Weber* 
 

“I think you would have something to say about this text by 
Butler/Martin/Crenshaw.” 

 
*shares thoughts about text* 

 
“But what do you mean? 

  
Can you give us an example?  

 
Perhaps of an experience?” 

 
I am not considered to be  

intellectually valuable in my  
careful reading or creative smarts  

of theory and ethnography;  
but rather am often called upon  

to understand an experience.  
An experience that for many seems  

to be so foreign/exotic/unknown. 
An experience that becomes  

the subject of discussion. 
 
  

And I feel like I am turned into the subject of study. 
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A Short Prayer  
for Femme “Them”s  
in Academia 
 
A friend once told me  
that makeup was her  
idea of armor. 
 
If that is true, 
let my wings be spears: armed 
and ready 
and fighting back. 
 
A friend once told me that makeup was her idea of armor. 
It helped, to be prepared to take up space, 
and ready 
to be strong.  
 
I will wear skirts  
(while you misgender me—you’ll never ask,  
I know, I know) 
and I will hide all doubt behind black eyeliner. 
 
(I am not double the impostor: 
I am worthy, I am here) 
 
I sharpen my teeth on softness, 
I will demand to be heard, 
I will bite that hand, because paying my tuition does not mean 
you own me. 
 
And I will be ready 
and I will carry a spear. 
 



 
	
	
	 	



	
	 	



	
	 	



	
	 	



	

	 	
meeting #56 

It’s hard 
to breathe in here 

air thick with ego sick 
with longing 

I have two things to comment 
Ego says 

Certainty of self 
so serious 

(you see, the things are organized for us). Pause. 
First thing, Ego tips forward in his seat and speaks 

with gravitas, hands shaping and thrusting his words heavy 
with foregone conclusion 

blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah 
Ontologiesofselfcountoursofbeingharmoniesofillusionconversationsthatwearehaving 

Wait. Pause. (my stomach grumbles)  
Second thing, Ego continues in slow motion lips pursed 

and then  
blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah 

Hairs bristle on those who have hair 
Becomingblindtoaffectandinnovationandcreativityinconversationsthatwearehaving 

that we are having or that you are having 
with yourself? 

Pause. can’t breathe. 
No place, no space,  

No air. 
No 

place, 
no 

space, 
No  
air. 

 



Sexism at the ranch -- Why aren’t women academics faring 
better in the Arts at McGill?  
 

After reading Maureen Sherry’s New York Times piece on how the old 
boys’ banking network has become the new boys’ network, I started thinking 
about my own paddling pool in academia. Women are the majority of college 
and graduate degrees; we make the bulk of consumer decisions and 
purchases, and are the primary or sole breadwinners in 40% North American 
households with kids under the age of 18. But female Art’s faculty still earn less 
than our male colleagues at McGill, even though our previous Dean made 
every effort to even the financial score. Men also far outnumber women in full 
professorships in the Arts: women hold only 20% of the full professorships in a 
Faculty whose students are overwhelmingly female. 

But these are tangible measurable forms sexism; what about the 
intangible? Before I arrived at McGill, I was sexually molested during a job 
interview in the US and I was so ashamed that I kept silent for over a decade 
and only recently explained the incident to the female department chair at a 
conference. I vowed, after that experience, I would never accept an academic 
job where I felt unsafe, bullied or sexually harassed. As they say in academia, 
how they treat you during the job interview is usually an indication of the best 
treatment you will ever receive on the job. 

In terms of justifying sexual abuse, we have a double standard. During 
the Jian Ghomeshi trial, his defense lawyers tried every small detail around his 
accuser’s lives and avoided like the plague the very acts he was being accused 
of. One commentator noted that we expect men to have complicated lives, but 
when it comes to women we are supposed to be the very textbook example of 
the aggrieved and passive victim. Otherwise we are not only undeserving of 
protection under the law, we are denied it. Many feminists’ litigators labeled 
his trial a major setback for criminal sexual abuse prosecutions in Canada. 

I arrived at McGill in the second cohort of what was called the Arts 
Renaissance. In 2002, there were three female senior faculty, and only one 
junior female who was on sabbatical. Today, female faculty make up only 45% 
of the department. This is key because research shows that organizational and 
procedural sexism begins to subside only when we reach beyond parity. 

As I managed the steep climb toward tenure, I discovered that other 
issues were at play. One of my colleagues frequently liked to raise racist and 
sexist comments in faculty meetings and online; another senior male told me 
to stop whining when I brought up a very serious breach of procedure.   

On the advice of a senior female colleague, a few years ago four-
female faculty met with our male chair, asking him to do something about the 
racist/sexist faculty member. Although the chair was sympathetic, he felt he 

could do nothing. Meaning there 
were no procedures in place to 
address sexism, racism or 
harassment among the McGill 
faculty. Today, there are still too 
few changes to remedy their 
critical absence. 

In my first few years, I saw 
sexism rear its ugly head in several 
ways and some of them subtle.  
One semester, the chair assigned 
me three service positions when 
the previous term they were 
assigned to three separate men.   

More egregious but 
difficult to substantiate is how 
often female faculty are not taken 
seriously.  If we stick our necks out 
and fight for what we believe in, 
we are called ‘shrill’, ‘too loud’ or 
‘too bossy’. If we are calm and quiet, we are called ‘cold’. In fact, it is very 
difficult to find the right balance, something Hilary Clinton mentioned 
repeatedly in her campaign for the US Presidency that had reverberated 
throughout her professional career.  

Another point, raised in Sherry’s article, is what I call idea pimping. You 
bring up a cool, fun, new way of managing a problem and by the end of a 
meeting, a male colleague brings up the very same idea, or project or process, 
without giving you one iota of credit.  This has been dubbed by California 
writer Rebecca Solnit as ‘mansplaining’ and we female academics joke about 
it. A sympathetic male colleague said, we men just don’t see these processes 
at all -- as if they are wearing different coloured glasses.   

On the salary front, a recent CAUT equity report revealed that female 
faculty start off almost on equal footing with male colleagues at the assistant 
professor level, but slowly and surely lose financial equity as they move 
through the ranks from associate to full professor.  

And In response to a colleague’s question: Do I think there is sexism at 
McGill?  I would answer loud and clear, that yes it exists and plays second only 
to racism. One feminist sociologist told me, it might take another couple of 
decades before inequality between the sexes is truly a thing of the past. A	
Chinese idiom comes to mind – it takes many drops of water on a stone to make 
an indentation. Here’s to that water, #Moiaussi



	 	
	
	
	
	
	

	

	
	
	


