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INTRODUC 

TION & 

IDEOLOGY.

What is India like? How does it feel?  

 

When we experience a new place 
or adventure and navigate the complexities 
and differences that come with it, there are 
always expectations, no matter how hard we 
try to simply "expect the unexpected".  
My experience as a CAPI intern and having 
the privilege of living and learning alongside 
individuals in India felt like a little bit of 
everything all at once, often in extremes. All 
the while, things also felt very "normal", it 
felt a lot like life.  
 

While this beautiful, complex, and diverse 
country certainly met me with new sounds, 
colours, smells, languages, and spaces, the 
most consistent things my internship 
brought to me were connection and people. 
 
My internship story is so deeply embedded 
within my own lived experiences and 
positionality, as well the intersections of 
stories I have had the privilege of listening 
to, walking alongside with, and even at times 
entering into.  
 

While learning, unlearning, and relearning, it 
often struck me how even within/amongst 
the seemingly most opposite situations, 
places, or individuals, there seemed to 
always be at least one common theme which 
bound them together in strength and 
allowed for some sort of connection- 
perhaps even if just a little bit of humanity. 

Finding voice is an attempt to celebrate 
each of our own humanity, through the 
exploration of individual voice 
embedded within a collective voice.  
 
It strives to recognize, acknowledge and 
celebrate our unique differences and 
lived experiences, all the 
while celebrating the themes of 
similarity that emerge across spaces, 
barriers, and voices. 
 
Intersections of stories, noises, silence, love, 

heartbreak, pain, joy, friendship, realities, 

dreams, tastes, colours and shades of grey, 

complications, simplicities, and of people.   
 
This zine is meant to be a safe space for 
individuals to be heard, in whatever way 
they choose. For them to tell their own 
story, exactly as they lived it. It hopes 
to challenge narratives which define 
things (emotions, experiences, and 
people included) in discrete categories 
of this VS that, us VS them, strength VS 
vulnerability, comfort VS discomfort, 
and to look at each component's 
strength and intersections within the 
other.  
 
The following is a showcase of just a few 
of the incredible voices who allowed me 
to walk with them along the way, 
responding to the expressions stirring 
within themselves and the questions: 
 
 

Where do you feel heard? 

 
How do you find voice?



“[T]HE MORE RADICAL THE 

PERSON IS, THE MORE FULLY 

[THEY] ENTE[R] INTO REALITY SO 

THAT, KNOWING IT BETTER, 

[THEY] CAN TRANSFORM IT. THIS 

INDIVIDUAL IS NOT AFRAID TO 

CONFRONT, TO LISTEN, TO SEE 

THE WORLD UNVEILED. THIS 

PERSON IS NOT AFRAID TO MEET 

THE PEOPLE OR TO ENTER INTO A 

DIALOGUE WITH THEM. THIS 

PERSON DOES NOT CONSIDER 

[THEMSELF] THE PROPRIETOR OF 

HISTORY OR OF ALL PEOPLE, OR 

THE LIBERATOR OF THE 

OPPRESSED; BUT [THEY] 

D[O] COMMIT [THEMSELF], 

WITHIN HISTORY, TO FIGHT AT 

THEIR SIDE.” 

 

P A U L O  F R E I R E ,  P E D A G O G Y  O F  T H E  
O P P R E S S E D
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"WASHING ONE'S 

HANDS OF THE 

CONFLICT 

BETWEEN THE 

POWERFUL AND 

THE POWERLESS 

MEANS TO SIDE 

WITH THE 

POWERFUL, NOT 

TO BE NEUTRAL."

P A U L O  F R E I R E

Dhodsar, Rajasthan | Accredited Social Health Activists (ASHAs) 

collaboratively discussing the importance of local governance participation 

within maternal health matters

songs from the field
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P A U L O  F R E I R E

Govindgarh, Rajasthan | Maternal and Child Health & Nutrition Day in a local panchayat
songs from the field
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My inspiration behind this was that as 
I see deeper into people's lives and my 

own life, I respect, value, and 
appreciate people (and myself) more. I 

am often quick to judge or don't spend 
the time to invest and see the depth 

within a person who is right in front 
of me, and then that causes me to miss 

out. But listening to people - seeing 
the deeper parts of them that they are 
willing to share not only helps them 
voice who they are but helps me do 

the same for myself. 
 

- Sarah 



 
- Sarah 



"washing one's 

hands of the 

conflict between 

the powerful and 

the powerless 

means to side 

with the 

powerful, not to 

be neutral."

P A U L O  F R E I R E

bell hooks 

Teaching Community: A Pedagogy of Hope



"washing one's 

hands of the 

conflict between 

the powerful and 

the powerless 

means to side 

with the 

powerful, not to 

be neutral."

P A U L O  F R E I R E

alissa grenet





Sign Language, and the Deaf 
community specifically, have given 
me a fresh perspective on how we 
are all created equals. No matter our 
upbringings, mistakes, or goals for 
the future, He loves us all as His 
cherished creations! 
 
- Shalom

Kylie



-r.h. sin

S H E I S  
S T R O N G  
,  
B U T S H E  
I S  
T I R E D .
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"washing one's 

hands of the 

conflict between 

the powerful and 

the powerless 

means to side 

with the 

powerful, not to 

be neutral."

P A U L O  F R E I R E

" T O  Y O U . "







ashish kumar 



ashish kumar 

ashish kumar

ashish kumar





finding voice.
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Flailing passion 
 
The fidgety nerves, those swishing hormones, those twitchy hands, that asteroid temper 
threatening to disrupt 
That bubbling over laughter, that self-consciousness.. 
The heat wave called Life 
A jumble of emotions, a quiet asylum somewhere in between 
Depths of being, depths of desire, depths of a long night’s wanting 
Is it love I seek, Is it intimacy? 
Threshing in the net, a hapless creature 
Where have the subtle guileless gasps of the heart evaporated, 
That shyness, that trepidation, fingers entangled, hair undone 
A dreamscape of harmless hugs and kisses with the hint of yearning 
Has love been replaced with fits of passion on the centre stage of this mortal existence 
Does the body tug a different direction..Is the heart beaten to submission..? 
Oh, when shall the two meet..  
When shall the both together explore hidden chasms 
When we shall not merely subsist, but be received in a warm reception.. 
that lingers.. 
 
 

 
Control Freaks 

 
 
 

To spit out that anger you must throw cheese at your most loyal subject 
 

Control freaks in all forms men and women have you any shame? 
 

Seeking dominance from when you sought thrill from temper kicked 
 

Of what good is your intelligence if you can’t lie still without hunting the tame 
 

A coward of sorts but whose to know with a guise that Strong 
 

You still shine bright enough to hide your smirk of a million maim 
 

Your scapegoats too weary to recount your ping- pong 
 

Peace is all they ever wanted, but fell into a path so convoluted 
 

Each time rebounding with a fresh promise to save what’s been unfurled so long 
 

The biggest casualty, the love that was but a bogie trap waiting to be eluded 
 

Control freaks, to what extent will you go to rig your win.. 
 

At the end we will have to surrender our hearthstone and start where we came. 
 
 

by Jessica U.



listening, learning.



by mikaela



WARRIOR

*Trigger Warning: Sexual Assault, Rape



WARRIOR
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- Sarah 

how do you  
find voice?


