
                                         SwatOverlaps      Volume I Issue I      4.30.09       1

Cultural and political intersections of the
Swarthmore community and beyond



2       4.30.09       Volume I Issue I       SwatOverlaps

SwatOverlaps is a student publication that
seeks to facilitate the discussion of political,
cultural, and social issues that are often left out
of the mainstream discourse.  It is a forum for
both inter-communal dialogue and creative
thought that hopes to promote coalition
building, progressive thought, and human
understanding.

During the Black Power Movement, the Black
Panther Party sought to create a coalition
between communities that were often
marginalized.  Together, they hoped to create a
strong foundation by which to support
themselves and each other.  Through the
written word, they created a sense of solidarity
and common cause that helped them bring
about positive change.

With the ultimate goal of fostering discussion
and a sense of community, submissions may
take any form and can be made by members of
the Swarthmore community, including cultural
groups, activist groups, faculty, campus staff,
and members of the surrounding Swarthmore
communities.  Content can range from poetry,
declarative statements, constructive criticisms,
narratives, information about group activities,
photography, political cartoons, to any type of
cultural and political expression.  This
publication will also serve as a space for blurbs
and event announcements in and out of the
Swarthmore community.

SwatOverlaps is not only intended to promote
communal awareness, but also to encourage
individuals and groups to take action.    

The articles move from overlap to overlap.

SwatOverlaps is compiled by Swarthmore
students.  If you would like to get involved, send
us an email at SwatOverlaps@gmail.com.
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A Polite Conversation
By Alex Frye  ’11

I have my qualms about the ML shuttle
system especially that no matter what
time I try to take it, I usually end up
late to wherever I am going, mainly
class. Regardless of those petty
complaints of a financially privileged
white male unaccustomed to being at
the mercy of others to get what he
wants, the shuttle is a great spot to
listen to others' conversations as there
isn't much of a choice. The space is
small, and although most sit quietly
waiting for the sound of changing
gears, indicating that it is finally time
to go, there are some, mostly in groups
of their best friends who can't help but
share what is on their mind.

More often than not, I ignore what is
said and let my mind drift away from
petty talk, papers, projects, and the
problems of the world for the ten
minute respite between Parrish Circle
and Mary Lyons. However, on one
particular occasion I was intrigued by
what I heard and most conspicuously
listened in:

-- What type of parent do you think
you'll be?
--Well, I'm not sure, but I know I won't
make him play baseball. One, because
he won't be better than me. Two,
because I don't want to be one of those
parents that lives through their kids.
--Yeah, but what if you have a girl? I
bet you'll be super protective.
--Definitely, I won't let her near any
guys until she's 17. Then she can date a
little bit so she can be ready for college.

It was such a simple and seemingly
innocent interchange about what many
of us youth worry: the future. However,
only a little bit under the surface, lay
some assumptions that must be
addressed about gender, sexuality, and
parent/child relations. Why was the
first kid mentioned a son? Why would
the daughter necessarily be interested
in guys? Why isn't there any discussion
about protecting the male from
unhealthy sexual practices? Why is the
daughter left to the wolves when sent
to college?

I'm sure there are even more question
to be asked, but I think that enough to
show how certain dangerous societal
norms have snuck their way into
imposing control over a nonexistent
child.

Of course, this frightened me on
several levels, but it also made me
think  about  the  wonderful
diversification of thought Swarthmore
is supposed to provide its students.
Why was a conversation like this going
on, and so, unchallenged? I realized too
late that it may have been my
responsibility to speak up, but
regardless I think it is an example that
for many, learning the issues
surrounding queerness, and of many
other minorities, ends at the Diversity
Workshops during orientation
freshmen year. Looking at my own
time here, I realize that I only have a
minimal understanding of such things
because I have gone to the multitude of
lectures and events that many of the
IC/BCC groups host, made friends with
those outside of my comfort zone, and
had tough conversations with other
students where several lights were
turned on for me. Had I not, I quite
possibly could have been sitting among
those conversing, unfazed by what was
being said.

So when I though about it some more, I
realized two things. First that those
faces that I see and the lectures,
events, etc, are all the same and very
few. Second, that what went on in that
van was nothing seriously grave as
compared to that which does go on. So
something must change, if awkward
and uncomfortable moments like this
are to be prevented, if the number of
misunderstandings between culture
groups and the rest of the student body
are to be reduced, if the members of
student council who are considered to
be the voice of the students to the
administration are to be a
representative voice,  and i f
Swarthmore wants to graduate the
type of student it professes to
graduate.

Contact @ afrye1

Plus Size vs. Fat
By Cecilia Marquez  ’11

I've been thinking recently about the
language we use around fatness and
the ways we actually try to avoid the
real issue: fatness.  When using words
like: plus-size, heavy, bigger, on the
heavy side, large etc. I feel like people
are trying to talk their way out of
addressing my presence in the room.
By talking about "plus-size" folks they
can be discussing anyone, fat, like
some other words is slightly more

biting, makes people a bit more
uncomfortable but better summarizes
my experiences in my body.
When things don't fit me in stores,
when I can't fit in chairs, when my
body is put on display I do not feel plus-
size, I feel fat.  And I think it is amazing
to take that shame and hurt that I have
felt for so many years and take the
word and say "I AM FAT!" and be
happy with that.

My other issue with plus-size is a bit
more semantic.  Apparently, like
whiteness, a certain sized body has
become normalized in our society.  For
those of us whose bodies are larger
than that we are told that we somehow
do not have “normal” bodies.  Plus-size
implies that one is "plus" or larger than
what the "normal" or "average" person
should be.  This othering of people's
bodies isn't ok.  We have different
bodies some are bigger, some are
smaller but because my body is fat
should not mean that I am in some way
a departure from a "norm."

But, it’s just semantic what does it
actually mean?

By embracing language such as larger,
plus-size and any other language that
makes some bodies “other” our bodies
are not accounted for in many ways.  In
chairs, in classrooms, in travel, in
clothing, in doctors offices, in
doorways, in “anti-oppressive spaces,”
fat bodies do not fit and therefore our
discomfort is invisibilized.

We need to embrace a multiplicity of
body types that allows all of us to be
fully whole in our own bodies and
never feel "othered" or compared to
others.  In doing this we create space
for fat folks to name their discomfort,
marginalization and pain.

*This entry was extended from blog
entry found at :

http://cmarque.wordpress.com/

Contact @ cmarque1
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The two poems on the following two pages are part of a (the second) literary magazine published during the 2008-2009
school year. It began with a group of 6th to 7th graders participating in the Chester Education Foundation after school
program at Columbus Elementary School. This talented group of young students of color produced a magazine called
“Powerful Young Writers.” During the latter part of the year, the magazine project was made up of young (6th to 7th grade)
girls. For about three months, the girls who have collectively decided to call themselves the sisters, worked diligently to
create pieces that reflected their perceptions of power dynamics, self-love, and sisterhood. We brought into our space every
Tuesday and Thursday different works of poets like Maya Angelou and other literary sources such as Miracle’s Boys by
Jacqueline Woodson to inspire the sisters to write. Yet the biggest inspiration came from the interactions and
conversations the sisters had where they vented on their daily problems while celebrating who they are. We hope that we
did half as much for the sisters as they did for us. Words cannot begin to describe how the power of their words has
changed our lives for the better.

A Tragic Episode of Sorts: Big Up to
My Fly Asian Brothers

By Eva McKend ’11

 ( T h i s  art ic le  references a
Swarthmore College discussion that
occurred during the Fall of 2008.)

Why are black women absent from
the interracial relationship discourse
on college campuses?

On Thursday night I attended a
forum being held here at

Swarthmore to talk about interracial
dating. The event was hosted by
Multi, an organization that prides
itself  on providing a safe
environment for people of multiple
heritages here in the community.
The moderator began the discussion
with some ground rules; one of which
emphasized that for those who
usually have a lot to say to step back
and let others speak, challenging
them to take on a different role.
Another words, she told the
blabbermouths, like myself, to keep it
cool. I had no problem with this, as I
was genuinely interested to hear the
thoughts of my peers on this very
important personal issue. About an
hour after the tortuous experience, I
had to remove myself from the room,
for I knew if I had stayed any longer,
I would have acted in a way that was
irresponsible.

The first person to speak during the
discussion was a black male. He
spoke of his disappointment with his
mother and sister for being
unsympathetic to the fact that he
dates outside of his race. He
reasoned that he does so, not because
he is purposely excluding black
women but seeks after a woman for
her personality. He then went on to
iterate an argument that we have all
seen countless times, black women
feel as though all the good black men
are leaving them for the white girls.
This argument is not only tired but
e x t r e m e l y  simplistic. REALITY
CHECK: Not all black women are
holding out for that black man to
come riding down on his white horse.
We know the statistics and we are
not oblivious; 70% of African
American women are single. The
discourse can no longer afford to be
about black men and white women
anymore. However, the inevitable
frustration and hurt must be

honored. Black women, many of
whom are single, are allowed to be
saddened when they see a
disproportionate number of black
men dating outside of their race. The
higher black women ascend in
education, the more likely they are to
lead a completely single life, entirely
absent of marriage. That is cause for
legitimate sorrow. I couldn’t help but
notice there was not one black female
with a significant other at this very
well attended discussion.

What was absent from the forum:

Black women are largely antithetical
to the accepted standard of beauty in
America. While many bear the
burdens of image warfare and
exclusion, not all black women can
understand this experience. The
experience of exclusion becomes
completely singular in that some
black women, particularly those who
are closer in hue and composition to
the white aesthetic don’t feel the
remnants as severely, if ever. This is
why I often hear some of my black
female peers telling me that it’s not
that bad. This is true, it isn’t that bad
for some black women, but for others
it is a deeply painful daily struggle
that cannot be compared to white
female image warfare nor the
warfare of women of color. I refuse to
rank the scale to which women face
oppression but it  is in fact
problematic when we begin to
compare a phenotypically African
woman to an overweight white
woman or a curvaceous Latino
woman. I can tell you that as a black
woman on a college campus I feel the
circumstances of my black female
hood every day and sometimes it
sends me to sleep at night crying. I
must wake up each day knowing that
for the next four years I will lead a
completely dissimilar experience

Happy To Be Beautiful

I am beautiful

I know I am

I have a cute face

And I know I do

I have great taste

I do what ever I’ve been said to do

If my mom say I can do

I am happy the way I am

I hate people talk

Don’t talk behind my back if you

Can’t say it to my face

Then I don’t care

Fight, Fight, Fight

I hate sometimes

But I only fight when I have to.

By Mechelle Buckner
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Too Much
Right now I’m mad and sad, never

glad.
Teachers feel they can get smart

with me,
But I don’t get smart back, as you

see.
Everyday I have to go to school

dealing with people getting smart.
I still get back but I still stay on my

part.
I go to school to get an education,

Not to have to be in all these
situations.

I’m nice if I’m your friend,
But not really if I’m on your bad

side.
Don’t you hate when

people/teachers get smart for no
reason?

But I go through it everyday so you
don’t know how I’m feeling.

The people you think are your
friends are not.
So don’t be alot.

I think I should just stop being
friends with a lot of people,

Because all they do is start trouble.
And all they do is talk about you

behind your back,
Like a dog.

Now that’s exactly why you
shouldn’t be a lot to too many

people.

~Rajae Coats

from many of the white girls on my
college campus, in that I will most
likely never date anyone. So excuse
me if I have no sympathy for the
black male who feels oppressed.
Oppression looks like attending the
yearly Black Love Formal alone.
Oppression looks like standing
anxiously outside of my Spanish
language class senior year of high
school to slip the boy of my dreams a
cute note with his favorite candy
attached to ask him to prom with
many onlookers as he just looked at
me and said no. Oppression looks like
seeking depression support groups.
Oppression looks like turning on the
television and not seeing black
women that look like me glorified
and appreciated. Oppression looks
likes a permeating loneliness that so
many black women feel across
America.

Also absent from the forum...

There are many Asian men who also
feel the unfortunate remnants of
image warfare and desexualization.
There are a disproportional number
of Asian women who date outside
their race. However, Asian men
continue to pledge an allegiance to
Asian women concurrent with some
black women who maintain a
delusional sense of loyalty to black
men. In my near 20 years of life, I
have never seen a black female-
Asian male relationship, yet black
women and Asian men continue to be
the most neglected groups in
America. Why aren’t they dating
each other, I  often wonder?
Especially when there are so many
fine Asian brothers and fabulous
black women!

We merely cannot afford to have a
discussion a b o u t  interracial
relationships in which we suppress
the black female voice. The stakes
are high and the potential is too
great. Interracial relationships will
be integral to the mental and
physical survival of black women.

*This entry was originally written
for a blog entry found at:

http://acampaignforme.blogspot.com

Contact @ emckend1

A Vision for Chester: Past, Present,
and Future—A Perspective Piece

By Jenny Akchin  ’10

* This piece is just one of many
possible perspectives on the current
situation in Chester. I am interested
in hearing other people's insights on
Chester and its future, and invite
responses--informal or formal--to this
piece*

This article is about one of the great
historic cities in America. It is about
a city that was an anchor for
industry and trade, as well as a key
center for government and politics.
It is about the city where Martin
Luther King Jr. was ordained, the
birthplace of jazz great Ethel Waters,
basketball star Jameer Nelson, and,
as locals will argue, the hoagie
sandwich. I’m not talking about
Chicago, Atlanta, New Orleans, or
New York.

I’m talking about Chester.

Chester, Pennsylvania has become a
case study in what is wrong with
urban policy in America. Situated on
a riverfront, near several major
industrial cities and practically
adjacent to an international airport,
Chester would seem to be ideally
located to serve as a thriving
economic anchor for all of Delaware
C o u n t y .   D e s p i t e  these
o v e r w h e l m i n g l y  encouraging
characteristics, however, Chester
has now come to be qualified as a
financially distressed municipality.
Industries which were once settled
on Chester’s waterfront have now all
but disappeared, and few new
businesses have come to take their
place. Today, Chester is one of the
most destitute cities in America, with
a median income of only 13,000 and
almost 30% of residents living below
the poverty level. Unemployment is a
growing problem in Chester—in
2000, almost 10% of the residents of
Chester were unemployed. Since the
recession, this number has only
continued to rise.

Given Chester’s prime location,
cultural heritage, and industrial
legacy, the current economic
situat ion s e e m s  implausible.
However, what is even more

appalling than the economic injustice
taking place in Chester is perhaps
the environmental injustice. For
years, Chester has been a dumping
ground for all of Delaware County’s
waste. A dramatic example of this
practice is seen in the Wade Fire
incident in 1978, in which a tire
factory which had been an illegal
waste dump site caught fire. Not
knowing that toxins were present on
the site, firefighters and volunteers
entered the flames, exposing
themselves to toxic chemicals which
resulted in more than 25 deaths and
n u m e r o u s  c h r o n i c  illnesses,
including unusual and debilitating
cancers. The health statistics in
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Chester speak for themselves. Over
60% of children were found to have
unacceptably high levels of blood
lead. Rates of lung cancer mortality
and prevalence of asthma are
exceptionally high, and low-weight
 births and infant mortality rates are
the highest in the state. The human
toll of environmental recklessness in
Chester is enormous, and, for the
most part, irreversible.

While the scale of decay in Chester is
as horrific as it is morally repugnant,
it must not be paralyzing. This is, of
course, Chester’s number one
problem—a lack of public outcry
against a completely corrupt local
and state government. Long
subjected to the powerful influence of
John McClure, the man engineering
Pennsylvania’s Republican machine,
Chester’s residents have faced
political and economic intimidation
for decades, resulting in an
institutionalized disconnect between
the local government and the people
it is intended to serve. The presence
of this disconnect today is most
apparent in the government’s
current plans for development,
which have brought first a Harrah’s
casino and now a major league soccer
stadium to the area, while
overlooking basic resident needs—for
example, healthcare and food access.
These projects, which aim to draw
visitors  f r o m  t h e  greater
Philadelphia region to Chester’s
r i v e r f r o n t  entertainment
destinations, were touted as being
sources of economic revitalization
for the city. However, as any
economist could tell you, casinos and
sports complexes  are rarely, if ever,
sources of sustainable economic
development. Further,  casinos
frequently function as incubators for
gambling addiction, alcohol and drug
abuse, criminal activity, and further
economic downturn in impoverished
communities. A harrowing billboard
above interstate 476 advertises a gift
of 100 free tokens upon registering
for a checking account—one can only
imagine the type of fiscal impact
these campaigns and messages will
have on the already economically
vulnerable community in Chester.

Despite these concerns, one can
hardly blame Chester’s government

for their development choices. In a
city like Chester, the economic
situation is so desperate that
politicians will consider any offer
that comes their way. Residents
frequently complain that there are
no grocery stores in Chester. While
this is true, the problem doesn’t
w h o l l y  l i e  w i t h  the
government—businesses are afraid to
move to Chester because it is a
business risk. This is a political and
economic reality that makes
Chester’s government, perhaps more
so than its citizens, vulnerable to
manipulation and control by outside
forces (in this case, corporations and
the state government.)

So what is to be done, then, to fix this
situation? The answer is—return the
city to its residents. While residents
of Chester are frequently accused of
being politically unmotivated
statistic based on low voter turnout,
among other things) any Chester
resident will assure you that this is
not at all the case. Chester residents
are active in improving their city
daily—in spite of the government’s
work to malign them. Just ask
commissioner of police James
Johnson, who provides young people
in his neighborhood homework help,
after-school gardening work and bike
repairs, if only to make sure they are
occupied in productive ways after
school. Or talk to Tina Johnson,
founder of the Chester Co-op, who
sought to remedy the lack of food
access in Chester by establishing her
own cooperative grocery store,
sourcing vegetables from local
gardens and farms. The problem is
not that Chester’s residents aren’t
vocalizing their concerns—it’s that
the government isn’t noticing.
Chester has the labor force,
resources, and energy to develop a
thriving economy—without outside
investment. Imagine if the city
government were to invest in Tina
Johnson’s co-operative and support
the local foods movement with a
large scale locally sourced grocery
store in Chester? Or if the housing
department were to invest in hiring
and training a workforce which
weatherized homes in Chester,
removed lead from schools, homes,
and water systems, and helped to
remediate the former waste sites in

ways that were environmentally
sustainable?
The solution to Chester’s woes does
n o t  l i e  in  industry  and
development—if anything, these have
been the biggest sources of Chester’s
current environmental and economic
troubles. Instead, leaders in Chester
should look to where the real capital
is to be found—the energy, civic
commitment, and community pride
of Chester’s residents.

Contact @ jackchin1

Who We Are

Student Healthcare Action Network
is a student founded organization
that is building a network of college
chapters that will advocate for single
payer universal health care
legislation in the U.S.  As students,
we are particularly affected by the
poor coverage of the current
healthcare system.  As part of the
national movement for universal
healthcare, we recognize that
medical care is a basic human right
and should be provided to all people
whether or not they can pay for it.
 We demand that power-holders work
to uphold this right, and until they do
we will engage in non-violent
direction action at the community
level to put pressure on these
legislators and to further our cause of
medical care for all.

student-healthcare-
action@googlegroups.com
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    Green

        Your

           Footprint

Our Environmentalism

The Environment means more than
mountains. More than the trees and
rivers and sky.

The Environment is where we live.
The Environment is the city block,
the grocery store, our homes and
communities.

We are the Environment. Friends,
enemies, neighbors, strangers, rich,
poor, lovers, others...our Family.

It is the thread that ties us All
together, the landscape we share.
We are inextricably woven into this
larger Ecology. So Ecological harm is
human harm. It’s self-destruction.

We strive for sustainability and
global  environmental  justice.
Because our  Environment is
collapsing. Because all deserve
access to life sustaining resources.
Because a few shouldn't live at the
expense of the many.

This is an opportunity for our
interests to unite. For all who believe
in empowerment and equality. In
humanity. In justice. When a
community with no grocery store
grows it's own food, it triumphs in
solidarity over cold market forces.
When a farming village retakes
control of seed production, it rises
against corporate greed. When we
fight for the Environment, we fight
f o r  t h e  a b u s e d ,  powerless,
underrepresented, a n d  the
impoverished who suffer worst from
environmental degradation. It's a
struggle against racism, classism,
neo-colonialism, a n d  corporate
greed.

It's a struggle against those who
create poverty, suffering, and
hunger, and threaten our health. It's
a struggle for the endangered human
species.

We are the Environment
We can weave our causes together.
We can recreate a sustainable, just
Environment through solidarity and
mutual understanding.

-Earthlust
      earthlust@sccs.swarthmore.edu

Bathing in Menstrual Blood
By Miyuki Baker ‘11

I was proud when I got my first
period at age 12—I was finally a ‘real
woman.’  But as the cramps
worsened, the pads gave me rashes
and my mother told me I must
always be discrete about my period, I
learned to hate that time of the
month and can even recall spending
a lot of time peeling the wrapper off
of my pads in order to keep quiet, so
that my father didn’t know that I was
menstruating.

It wasn’t until last spring when we
d i s c u s s e d  menstruat ion  in
Comparative Perspectives of the
Body, that I realized the immensity
of the oppression that menstruators
face.  Many of our readings
confronted similar experiences, but
the ways in which our society,
specifically science, subconsciously
brainwashed us into shame of our
bodies was probably the most
surprising. While I don’t have the
exact text from class, Merriam-
Webster’s definition of menstruation
is just as revealing:

“a discharging of blood, secretions,
and tissue debris from the uterus
that recurs in nonpregnant breeding-
a g e  p r i m a t e  f e m a l e s  at
approximately monthly intervals
and that is considered to represent a
readjustment of the uterus to the
nonpregnant s t a t e  following

proliferative changes accompanying
the preceding ovulation.”
How does that sound? Perhaps it
sounds normal, but look closely at
the word choice: “discharging” and
“debris”? If you’re still skeptical, I’m
not surprised, but it’s when you look
at descriptions for other similar
bodily that “discharges debris” that
you start to realize that even the
most unbiased of sources are telling
women to be ashamed of their bodies.
The periodic process that our
stomach lining undergoes for
instance, I recall a quoted textbook
mentioning that it was “shedding
away old cells in preparation for
renewal,” and “cleansing our bodies.”
Sounds different, no?

Realizing that the shame of
menstruating was  rooted in
semantics and sexism was important
to me, even if it didn’t lessen my
cramps or take the hassle out of
buying pads and tampons every
month or two. At least the
empowering readings in class by
powerful women about menstruation
made me proud to have my period.

One uneventful afternoon that
semester, however, I happened to
stumble upon a blog entry about
cloth pads, menstrual cups and other
alternative menstrual products.
“WHAT?” I was utterly shocked.
Reusing the same fabric over and
over again? Putting a silicone cup in
your vagina? I curled up in appall
with the words on the screen.
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Initially I dismissed this entry, but
when I saw another blogger talking
about the “fabulous” menstrual cup
she was using a few days later, I was
curious. I scoured the Internet for
more information on alternative
menstrual products, and discovered
that there were entire forums
devoted to these things!

Could it be? Oh my goodness! It’s
that big? In my vagina? Using my
fingers? It collects the blood? Do I
have to look at the blood? YES?!
Noooo…

Eventually though, I gave in and
bought a menstrual cup. I had heard
that the learning curve for these
cups were Much Steeper than
learning to put tampons in, so
naturally I was nervous. The first few
times I put it in, I could hardly bear
the pain. I finally surrendered and
realized that I must be doing
something wrong, which I was. I
watched a tutorial on youtube
(Thank You Youtube!!!) and tried it
again and voila, it didn’t hurt!

I remember going around campus
that day telling all of my friends that
I had a menstrual cup in and wasn’t
that so wonderful? Most of them
were just as appalled as I was when I
first read about it.  A year later, I’ve
become a sort of unofficial endorser
of these small silicone cups.   

“How can you bear to see all of that
blood and stick your fingers up
there?” people ask me, but knowing
physically what your body does is
amazing.  I  feel  completely
comfortable with my period now, and
I feel more in touch (literally) with
my body and therefore my
womanhood because I know the
curves and the bumps that define my
vagina.

But the best part of using menstrual
cups is how GREEN it is!  The
National Women’s Health Network,
estimate that in the United States
alone, over 12 billion pads and 7
million tampons are used once and
disposed of every year. You might
also be able to guess that they take a
very long time to break down and
also release toxic chemicals into the
earth. Not only are they harmful for

the earth, but they’re also expensive,
can be bad for your body, and are a
hassle to carry around/be fully
stocked.

I think it’s really important for us to
be talking about these alternative
products so that all the menstruators
in the world at least know there are
different options.  The reason why
most people have never heard of
these things is because pad/tampon
corporations don’t want us to!
They’re not going to profit from a
$20 product that will last 10 years,
so of course they’re not going to
endorse it.

P.S. There’s more information on
alternative menstrual products on a
Google document that I compiled
with forum links, websites where you
can buy these alternative menstrual
products:

http://docs.google.com/Doc?id=dxvk
b74_21fj6n2bfz

Contact @ ebaker1

Filadelfia
       Por Aurora Camacho de Schmidt

 Mayo de 2008
Para Arthur, que me trajo a su tierra.

Tú Filadelfia
entre los espectros de tantas casas

en que he vivido
me acogiste con tus brazos fluviales

entre el Schuylkill y el Delaware
me recibiste

como si desde mi mismo principio
me hubieran marcado en los párpados

la efe de tu nombre de madrastra
y en mis andanzas nómadas

hubiera estado escrito
que serías mi espacio—

ese espacio en donde todas las palabras
se iban a decir de otra manera

y yo ya no sería yo
sino tu hijastra

en espejos cambiantes,
la muchacha que abandona su piel

como una víbora
o su capullo

como una mariposa.
Porque tú, Filadelfia,

eres señora de las metamorfosis
decidida a cambiar a los que llegan

incautos a tus calles.

Quiero decirte algunas cosas.
Oyeme bien.

Aunque sea cierto que la primavera

revienta junto al río
fielmente cada año

y los castaños de Indias
echan sus flores asombradas

como si no importara
el desacato de tener tanta vida,

tanta lujuria enfrente de la muerte
en sus brotes pretendidamente castos,

no todo es tortas y pan pintado
en tus jardines.

Aunque presumas de tu historia—
declaración de independencia,

constitución,
Benjamín Franklin,
el tratado pacífico

de los Indios Lenapes
con William Penn—

tu nombre está mal dado.
No eres la tierra

del amor fraternal
ni mucho menos.

Eres una ciudad que pierde gente
y que pierde a la gente.
Algunas partes tuyas

parecen devastadas por la guerra.
Malos gobiernos te han dejado

exhausta.
Las drogas, especialmente el crack,

arrasaron zonas enteras de tu cuerpo
de prostituta enferma y vieja

que tose en los rincones.
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What’s in your web?

*At a recent Multi Event,
students were invited to
add to the community
‘identity web’ by writing
their names and then
drawing lines to whichever
identity they related to.
This is a snapshot of the
web in progress, portraying
the diversity and
interconnectedness of the
Swarthmore student
community.*

Y has sido incapaz de concederle
el más mínimo refugio

a tantos emigrantes
que se empeñan
en revigorizarte.

Ahora, más que la solidaridad
humana,

te hacen famosa las pistolas
en superabundancia.

Tus jóvenes,
¿qué has hecho de tus jóvenes?

¿Cuántos de ellos están en la prisión?
Dime tú, que en tu centro

albergas una de las primeras
cárceles del país,

respuesta humanitaria
al castigo inhumano de ese tiempo.

Despierta, Filadelfia.
Tú tenías un destino

menos indigno.
Tú sabes levantar la frente

y defender
tus organizaciones de vecinos,

tus iglesias bautistas
donde la música y las predicaciones

son capaces de desatar una tormenta
con rayos y centellas,

tus sinagogas de heroicas historias,
tus centros de reuniones

las “meetinghouses”
donde el silencio puro de los cuáqueros

una vez más, nos salva;
tus cuatro plazas bien trazadas—

centros de perros y conversación—

tus escuelas, tus universidades,
tu equipo de beisbol,
tu orquesta sinfónica

y el jazz,  el jazz cien veces;
algunas de tus instituciones

y hasta esa arquitectura que desmiente
la idea de que sólo el dinero privado

sabe construir una obra de arte,
para no hablar de los murales

que nos enorgullecen.

Hay un enorme parque que te cruza
desde el centro al noroeste.

Un arroyo como espina dorsal
fluye ruidosamente entre las piedras.

Ese parque marca las estaciones
y en sus prados los niños

hablan con los pájaros.
Bicicletas, caballos, grandes familias

y grandes almuerzos,
pacientes pescadores,

días calurosos con olor a hierba,
días de nieve con aire de acero

son testigos
de tu inocencia antigua

en Fairmount Park.

¿No tuviste
en los años setenta

algunas de las zonas urbanas
más integradas del país?

¡Estoy hablando en cuanto a
integración racial

y eso no es poca cosa!

Ahora hablas español,
como antes has hablado

tantos idiomas
y te ves muy bonita

con tu traje de poblana
o borinqueña.

Mira cómo en las regatas de un río
y los remolcadores del otro

hay seres humanos
de todos los colores

mientras hablan en todos los lenguajes
de la tierra.

¡Qué destino más alto
el tuyo!

Volver a ser
la utopía en que fuiste fundada

ingenuamente;
la ciudad

del amor globalizado,
un pueblo donde nadie

tenga que dormir a la intemperie.

Hay algo más
de lo que quiero hablarte

ciudad de Filadelfia,
que como la ciudad de México

donde nací
eres muchas ciudades

en una sola:
cuando me muera

quiero que mis cenizas
sean parte de tu suelo

(no importa dónde, me da igual,
si quieres,

ahí junto al arroyo Wissahickon).
¿Por qué?

Quizás porque mis hijas
no reconocen otro origen
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al norte del Río Bravo
que Germantown, Mount Airy

y Chestnut Hill.
O porque me acuerdo de una visita de

mis padres
llenos de vida junto a la azálea enorme
de un jardín que cuidamos con cariño.

O porque ahí vivimos
por tantos años

mi compañero y yo.
O porque ya nadie es de un solo lugar—

somos humanos
y cualquier pedazo del planeta

es nuestra casa.

O quizás, más que nada,
porque quiero dormirme en el abrazo

de una ciudad que me acogió en su
pecho,

la ciudad que late entre dos ríos,
uno que baja desde el norte

aprisa, dando tumbos,
y otro que fluye manso

como un sueño.

Contact @ acamach1

Philadelphia (Translated)
          By Aurora Camacho de Schmidt

May 2008

For Art, who brought me to his land.

You, Philadelphia,
among the ghosts of all the houses

I have lived in
embraced me in liquid arms,

between the Schuylkill and the
Delaware.

You welcomed me
as if from my beginning

your name— the name of a
stepmother—

had been edged on my eyelids;
as if nomadic  steps had brought me

here
knowing you were my home,
a space where all the words

would be said differently
and I would not be I any longer,

but someone else, your stepdaughter
who saw herself in undulating

mirrors:
the girl who walked out of her skin

like a snake,
or out of her cocoon,

like a butterfly.
Because you, Philadelphia,

are the Lady of Transformations,
ready to change all those who

carelessly
find themselves in your streets.

I want to tell you a few things.
Listen to me.

Even if it is true that spring
bursts forth next to the river

faithfully every year
and chestnut trees explode in

blossoms
as if it didn’t matter

that they flaunt so much life and lust
in front of death,

(those flowers pretending to be
chaste)

not everything is a piece of cake.

Even if you are proud of your past
—the Declaration
of Independence,
the Constitution,

Benjamin Franklin,
the peaceful treaty

between Lenape Indians
and William Penn—

you are not so well named.
The City of Brotherly

Love,
you definitely are not.

You are a city that loses people
and makes your people lost.

Some of your neighborhoods look
ravished by war.

Bad governments exhausted you.
Drugs, especially crack,

have razed parts of your body,
poor old and sickly prostitute

who coughs too much.

And you have been unable to grant
the most minimal shelter

to all those immigrants who
work with all their might

to make you new.

Today, more than for solidarity,
you are famous for your guns,

in amazing abundance.

Your young,
what have you done with your

young?
How many of them are behind bars?

Tell me, you,
who houses in her center

one of the first jails in the country,
a humane answer to punishment

that was much worse…

Wake up, Philadelphia.
You were meant to have

a different fate,
not one so very undignified.

You can now raise your forehead

and defend
your neighborhood organizations,

the Baptist churches
where music and preaching

are capable of calling forth a storm,
complete with lightning and thunder;

your synagogues and their heroic
histories,

your Quaker meetinghouses
where the purity of silence

saves us once more;
your four squares, well designed—

centers for dogs and human
conversation—

schools, universities,
a baseball team,
your orchestra,

and jazz, one hundred times your
jazz;

some of your institutions
and architecture that belies

the idea that only private money
builds real art,

not to mention the murals
that make us proud.

A vast park goes across you
from downtown to your edge

in the Northwest.
A creek is the park’s spine,

flowing noisily on rocks.
It marks the seasons

and in its meadows children
talk to birds.

Bicycles, horses, families,
festive meals,

patient fishermen,
hot days that smell of grass,
snow days with air of steel,

all witness your old innocence
in Fairmount Park.

Didn’t you boast
not long ago

some of your neighborhoods
were the best integrated

in the land?
I am here talking race,

not a small thing!

Now you speak Spanish
as you spoke

so many languages before,
and you look very pretty

dressed as a girl from Puebla
or Mayagüez.

Look how rowers in one river
and tugboats in another
carry all sorts of people

who speak in all the languages
of the earth!
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What a high destiny
is your destiny!

To be again the utopia
of your naïve foundation,
City of Globalized Love,

a town where no one
has to sleep out of doors.

There is something else
that I must tell you,
City of Philadelphia,

who, like the town where I was born,
Mexico City, is many cities wrapped

in one:
when I die,

I want my ashes
to be part of your soil.

Why?
Perhaps because my daughters
don’t know a childhood home

in this country
other than Germantown, Mount Airy

or Chestnut Hill.
Or because I remember my parents’

visit,
full of life as they stood
next to a huge azalea

in our house.
Or because here we lived,

my beloved and I,
so many years.

Or because no one is from

one single place, any longer:
we are all human,

and any piece of the planet
is home.

Or maybe most of all
because I want to sleep in the

embrace
of the city that welcomed me in its

breast,
the city that beats between two

rivers,
one coming from the North,

fast, tripping over itself,
and one that flows so slowly

like a dream.
Contact @ acamach1

(Untitled)
By Crystal Richardson ‘09

when some of us, don't even write on
paper
anymore... what with times changing
people passing, in the night, in the
street
or simply just away
with animals waiting to be heard, like
our old people
and our children... waiting to be told
held, noticed, understood
waiting to be loved, to be owned

like their parents generation, and
parents’ parents sometimes
it becomes apparent, we don't pay
bride price anymore
the generation gap is like auuyiich,
splitting further down the middle
every time rain gives way to ice,
we are splitting down the middle,
being washed away
individuals made of good luck stone,
turn into sand at the beach
with no one left to tell us, we are
owned...
no coyote left to scratch his name in
the doctors,
because we kicked him out for
having never settled down
ungrateful for the fire he brought,
because we buy thimyuutish
anymore
that is... if we've not switched to gas
stoves, or electric
powered by salmon blood and an
economy that isn't built on faith...
the skin lightening, soon we will be
killing each other just to get red
paint
lightning... striking snags because
the horse fly is a trickster
and the eyes are getting bigger
i think it is with fear and knowledge
now that we are born with terror and
drugs mixed in our blood
blood only used for paint and
sniffing, mostly
we are born natural, and weeping
to be swathed in pink or blue
sea foam or yellow
with bows and bonnets
made of cloth, woven around us like
the cities were built
oppression stronger then hate,
aesthetics that negate
listening to the birds when they tell
us the future
aesthetics that negate... a little
seeing girl
eyes wide and filled with tears
in the realization that not everybody
sees this way
some doctors realize they're insane,
when their mothers do not wish to
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claim them
another christian generation,
wishing only to contain them
sometimes our people are the snake
without it's head.
we don't tell our infants the secrets
surrounding their births anymore...
they are still waiting... eyes big,
because if we couldn't tell the secrets
they must be really bad, so bad we've
all become bastards
so few
black, white, magenta
owning up to the past: to the future.
the threat the ikxareeyavs may not
hear us when we pray
in languages we never knew in utero
makes several of our regalia makers
weep
…who have never smelt brain tanned
hide…
weep, and smoke the more for
weeping
"smoke house boys"
you know we never used to question
the reality of dreamers, of the dream.
i am not crazy for dreaming still.
i remember things that are
happening right now, in another
place
where ballads are being written, by
indian men
sad laughing on a stage...
they smoke and send me dreams
and i remember.
i'll be home soon, i'll be home yet,
i've never left
i'll not forget i am belonged
i long only  to keep the faith
to keep the faith, put in me.

¿Que está pasando?
By Gabriela Morales ’12

Puerto Rico.  If you haven't heard of
it, then you're not the only one, but I
suggest you look at a map of the
Caribbean and identify this small
island.  Don't simply discard it
because of its size; the Island has
around 4 mill ion inhabitants
(number 127 in the world, in other
words ahead of 94 other countries).
This is an island that it takes literally
2 hours and a half from the East
coast  to  t h e  West  coast.
Nevertheless, there are more than 4
million Puerto Ricans living in the
United States, around 1.3% of the
total US population and more than
25% of the population in New York.
Many students in Swarthmore
College also identify themselves as
Latino and Puerto Rican because
their parents are among this 1.3%.
This small island has a big history
and culture, as well as, big social and
political problems.

I do not intend to give a history
lesson on Puerto Rico, but in order
for one to comprehend this small
island’s complexity some basic facts
need to be understood and known.
There are three political parties: the
first is the PNP (New Progressive
Party) which favors joining the
United States as a state; the second is
the PPD (Popular Democratic Party)
w h i c h  f a v o r s  t h e  current
commonwealth status; and the third,
which was unregistered in the latest
elections, is the PIP (Puerto Rican
Independence Party).   Since 1952,
there has been a constant feud
between the three parties, mainly
between the first two.  The PNP and
P P D  h a v e  b e e n  alternating
governmental control as if though it
were a game of musical chairs, one
year one party is in, the other year
the same party is out. Meanwhile,
the PIP is experiencing mysterious
disappearances and arrests.  These
are happening as the PIP campaign
that Puerto Rico is still a US colony
even though the US declared
otherwise in the assembly of
decolonization held in the United
Nations. On March 2008, however, a
bizarre occurrence happened, the
then governor, Aníbal Acevedo Vilá,
representing the PPD, was accused

by the FBI with 19 counts of
campaign finance corruption and
conspiracy to violate United States
federal election laws.  The rival
political parties used this to their
advantage a s  t h e y  fiercely
campaigned for the elections that
were held later that year in
November. The PPD declared it as an
FBI conspiracy to derail Aníbal from
being re-elected for the next 2008-
2012 term.  In August 2008 he was
charged with 5 more counts of
corruption. In November 78% of the
population voted and Acevedo Vilá
lost with 41.28%, while 52.78% voted
for Luis Fortuño (PNP) and the PIP
with 2.04% was represented by
Edwin Irizarry Mora.

Luis Fortuño was chosen governor
under the slogan that he, much like
Obama, would bring 'change' to
Puerto Rico.  However, the changes
Fortuño is bringing is leaving many
unhappy and with a strong
sentiment of regret.  Since taking
office Fortuño has repeatedly stated
that "I don't know what I have to do
so the people may understand how
close we were to the precipice" To
save Puerto Rico from ‘falling’ the
governor has had to fire more than
30,000 governmental workers and
implement a ‘tax hike’.  Fortuño also
said in a televised address that his
administration is “trying to cut
government spending by $2 billion
annually in order to avoid a credit
downgrade, which he said would
have terrible consequences for the
i s l a n d ,  l i k e  p u s h i n g  the
unemployment rate to 25% and
cutting in half the value of pension
plans”

Contact @ gmorale1

Thomas Sankara, the Upright Man
By Ladulé Lako LoSarah ‘09

When thinking of Africa and the
social, economic, and political crises
that plague the continent, people
often picture ruthless, corrupt
dictators with no regard for the
wellbeing of their people or country.
Additionally, there is little mention
of those leaders who worked towards
a positive post-colonial existence for
Africa, such as Patrice Lumumba of
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the Congo, Samora Machel of
Mozambique, Kwame Nkrumah of
Ghana, Amilcar Cabral of Guinea-
Bissau, and Thomas Sankara of
Burkina Faso.  The latter, Sankara,
in particular envisioned an
independent, prosperous Burkina
Faso to the dismay of the Western
Powers who ultimately had the last
word.

Thomas Sankara, a military captain,
became president of the small post-
colonial country of Burkina Faso
from 1983-1987.  However short his
reign as head of state proved to be, in
those four years Sankara joined the
ranks of great African leaders.
When Sankara assumed power after
a socialist revolution in 1983, his
country, then known as la Haute-
Volta (Upper Volta), was in a dismal
state.  His vision for the country and
the policies he enacted were well
ahead of their time, especially in an
African context.  In a country that
practiced female genital mutilation,
he banned the practice, along with
polygamy and ensured that women
had a central role in the revolution,
quoted as saying “Il n'y a de
révolution sociale véritable que
lorsque la femme est libérée” (There
is no real social revolution until
women are free).  Additionally,
Sankara encouraged the use of
contraception and was the first
African politician t o  identify
AIDS/HIV as a threat to Africa.  
For foreign relations, Sankara
asserted that Burkina Faso would no
longer have  an exploitative
relationship with its former occupier,
France, and that it would encourage
for all other African nations to fight
neo-colonialism a n d  Western
imperialism.  In an interview he
s t a t e d ,  “Regardez
dans vos assiettes. Quand vous
mangez les grains de mil, de maïs et
de riz  importés,  c ’est  ça
impérialisme. N’allez pas plus loin”
(“Look on your plates.  When you eat,
the millet, the corn, the rice, they are

all imported, that’s imperialism.  No
need to look any beyond that.).   On
the domestic front,  Sankara
mobilized workers, peasant farmers,
artisans, women, and students to
bring literacy to a country where the
illiteracy rate was above 80%, to
vaccinate a l l  children from
preventable diseases, construct
houses, and feed the country with a
domestic  agricultural system
oriented towards meeting the needs
of the Burkinabe rather than for
export.

Sankara was especially intelligent in
recognizing and confronting the
problem of desertification with a
large scale reforestation program,
the first of such program in Africa.
The link between the exploitation of
the earth and the exploitation of the
African people was, for Sankara,
undeniable.
Incorruptible and honest, Sankara
earned a salary of only $450 a
month.  An enquiry to his
possessions showed his  most
valuable belongings to be a car, four
bikes, three guitars, a fridge and a
broken freezer.  He sold off the
government fleet of Mercedes cars
and made the Renault 5 (the
cheapest car sold in Burkina Faso at
that time) the official service car of
the ministers.  Sankara even refused
to have air conditioning in his office
as not every citizen of Burkina Faso
could afford air conditioning.  With
integrity, Sankara proved to be
unreceptive to Western bribes.

His anti-imperialist ideology and
outspoken behavior eventually lead
to his demise as he joined the long
list of African leaders who have had
their life cut short with Western
countries implicated i n  the
assassination.  He envisioned an
Africa free of Western domination,
where the wealth of the continent
would serve to empower and provide
a livelihood for the African people,
rather than add to Western wealth.

To defend their interests, the West
had no choice but to assassinate
Sankara and the other leaders that
have shared his vision for Africa.
For this reason, there are weak,
corrupt leaders in Africa; however,
this fact is a direct result of
colonialism and Western influence.
Numerous African leaders have
attempted t o  g u i d e  their
downtrodden citizens to a flourishing
future only to have the Western
powers sabotage their plans.  For
once an African leader strays away
from the interests of the Western
powers, that leader must be removed
from power as per the West.  It is not
that there a lack of capable leaders in
Africa, the conditions on the
continent reflect more than 500
years of Western exploitation and
domination.  In a press conference
near the end of his life, Sankara
asserted, “You cannot carry out
fundamental change without a
certain amount of madness. In this
case, it comes from nonconformity,
the courage to turn your back on the
old formulas, the courage to invent
the future. It took the madmen of
yesterday for us to be able to act with
extreme clarity today. I want to be
one of those madmen. We must dare
to invent the future.”

Contact @ llakolo1
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Health Care Crisis: Finding Solution
Science Center 101
Sunday, May 3rd, 2009
1:30 p.m.
Hosted by Student Health Care Action Network

CrumFest 2009
Holly Grove
Friday, May 1st – Sunday, May 3rd   
Hosted by Crum Woods

Community Dialogue on Immigration Reform
Arch Auditorium at the University of Pennsylvania
36th and Locust Walk 
Friday, May 1st, 2009
6:00 pm

SASS Block Party BBQ
Parrish Beach
Sunday, May 3rd, 2009
12 – 6:30 p.m.

Events – Announcements – Blurbs

Annual Intercultural Center Recognition Dinner

Upper Tarble
Tuesday, May 5th, 2009
5:00 PM

Beyond Swarthmore

Comedy Night - D'Ignazio's Towne House
117 Veterans Square
Friday, May 1, 2009 (First Friday of Every Month)

Open Mic - Coffee Club - Hosted by Frank Bisciotti –
Coffee Club 214 W State Street
Friday, May 1, 2009
7:00 PM
610-891-6600
http://www.coffeeclubmedia.com

Ebony & Ivory
Stephen's On State 105 West State Street
Friday, May 1, 2009
8:30 PM - 11:30 PM
610-891-8900
http://stephensonstate.com

9th Annual State Street Blues Stroll in Media, PA
Saturday, June 13, 2009
7 PM to 1 AM – Rain or Shine
610-566-5039

Can I come to Multi if…
…my mother is a Buddhist and my other mother is a Baptist?    Yes! You can!
…my birth parents are from the Philippines but I grew up in Paraguay? Yes! You can as well!
…my father is Ethiopian and my mother is English? Yes! You too can join the fun!
…I am Catholic and queer? Yes! You very much can come!
…I am a transitioned man? Yes, you can come too!
…I am in a Multi relationship? Yes! Please come!
…I am a minimalist in a packrat’s body? By golly, yes! Yes you can!
…I am none of the above but I identify as Multi?

Yes! Multi is open to ANYONE who identifies as Multi (whatever that definition may be for you).   

Our dinner meetings are at 5:30PM on Thursdays in Room 5 in Sharples this semester but keep a lookout for next year’s
meeting time as well.  Email wnakhod1@swarthmore.edu if you want to be on the Multi list serve.

White Women Confronting Racism: On April 6th we hosted an open event called "Making Whiteness Visible?"  We showed
clips of the film "Mirrors of Privilege," which features interviews with white people about anti-racist organizing work.  We
discussed how their views and experiences relate to the ways whiteness and privilege function at Swat in our classrooms
and activist groups.  We'd like to keep the conversation going and want to hear any suggestions about what we can be doing
to facilitate and collaborate on dialogue and action.  Our current projects are a summer reading group on whiteness and
racism and a partnership program (starting up in the fall) that will pair white folks to talk about racism and to challenge
and support each other to learn, unlearn, and act.  Would you like to be involved?  Do you have suggestions for how these
projects can go?  Do you have things you would like White Women Confronting Racism to work on, or ways you'd like us to
be working to challenge the white community at Swat around issues of racism?  Contact wwcr@sccs.swarthmore.edu.

Editor’s Box
Comments? Questions? Concerns? Criticisms? We need your feedback!  Send us a suggestion or submissions for future

issues at Swatoverlaps@gmail.com.  *Please share this issue*


