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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. 
  

With the ultimate goal of fostering 
discussion and a sense of community, 
submissions to Overlaps 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. 
 
Why Overlaps? 
 
Oppressive social structures are 
interrelated: they support each other, feed 
off of one another. And they sustain 
themselves by maintaining an illusion of 
independence. Because when we view 
individual struggles as independent and 
essential, when we approach oppressive 
structures from exclusively one angle, the 
fundamental roots of oppression remain 
intact. By communicating the overlaps 
between our various struggles, causes, 
issues (or however else we identify this 
'work'), we hold each other accountable to 
always focus on the deeper, fundamental 
sources of oppressive structures. Seeing 
these connections deepens our 
understanding of the root causes of 
injustice and helps us collectively form 
radical visions of a socially just society.
When we meet at the 'Overlaps,' we form 
the coalitions necessary to collectively 
work towards these visions of social justice.  
 
 
All personal submissions in this issue were 
submitted by women. While this was 
unintentional on part of the editors, it 
offers space to reflect on how a diversity of 
women’s experiences meet at the Overlaps.  
 
 
 
SwatOverlaps is compiled by Swarthmore 
students. If you would like to get involved, 
send us an email at 
SwatOverlaps@gmail.comSwatOverlaps@gmail.comSwatOverlaps@gmail.comSwatOverlaps@gmail.com. 
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My Morning CoffeeMy Morning CoffeeMy Morning CoffeeMy Morning Coffee    
    By Sarah NobleBy Sarah NobleBy Sarah NobleBy Sarah Noble    
    
I walked into Hobbs, eager to 
provide the medicine for my 
growing caffeine headache. “One 
cup of coffee please.” 
 
“Would you like to try our 
varietal blend this morning? It is 
from Chiapas Mexico.”   
 
“Chiapas,” I said in surprise. “They 
have incredible coffee,” I replied 
thinking of the many times I had 
sipped coffee during my stay 
there last semester. With a smile 
I received the warm cup from 
the owner and walked to the 
counter.  As I slowly stirred the 
cream into my coffee my smile 
faded. Chiapas hmmm? From 
whom did they buy this coffee? 
And for what price? As I sat 
down- I gazed past the people 
sitting just in front of me and 
out the window. I was brought 
back to the smells and sounds of 
Chiapas thinking instantly of a 
conversation that I have carried 
close to my heart since my 
departure from Mexico. 
 
I found myself again in the small 
Zapatista community of 
Cotsilnam in the highlands of 
Chiapas, Mexico. With a hoe in 
hand I whacked at the growing 
weeds in a field of corn tended 
by a small but growing family. 
23-year-old Eurgenio stood in the 
row next to me whacking at 
double my speed. We stopped to 
chat now and again leaning on 
our hoes and wiping sweat form 
our brows. “How much does a 
cup of coffee cost in your 
country?” He asked me.  I 
thought for a moment, “About 
two dollars a cup or about 30 
pesos,” I told him- not without 
shame. He looked at me for a 
moment in disbelief, and turned 
to his wife who returned his look 
shaking her head.  
 
“30 pesos for a cup of coffee?” He 
exclaimed. “Not too long ago a 
kilo of coffee sold for just 11 
pesos.” 
 
It was my turn to be 
dumbfounded.  
 
I imagined those in the States 
sipping coffee from around the 

world with books at their side. 
Where the coffee came from is 
secondary if not tertiary to the 
atmosphere, a cigarette and a 
good conversation about 
philosophy- the meaning of love 
and life.  
 
I sipped my coffee with immense 
sadness. How often do we connect 
the product we buy with where 
it came from? And if we could, 
how often would we take the 
next and most important step 
and connect where it came from 
with the exploitation of the 
workers? In my case is was 
impossible not to make that 
connection while the steam from 
my cup lazily floated past my 
nose- smelling of the two years of 
sweat and blood it cost for one 
coffee plant to grow, the years of 
colonial and neocolonial 
exploitation that brought that 
coffee from the small town of 
Cotsilnam to Swarthmore, 
Pennsylvania. I sip it with books 
open as I ponder how to begin 
my final paper for my religion 
seminar: the meaning of 
responsibility for the Other.  
 
 
micro, macro and then the choicemicro, macro and then the choicemicro, macro and then the choicemicro, macro and then the choice    
    By Sable MensahBy Sable MensahBy Sable MensahBy Sable Mensah    
From 
http://sableinbrasil.blogspot.com/ 
 
This past year has been one of 
tremendous personal, social and 
political growth. I've realized a 
lot of things about myself, other 
people and American society in 
general. Being here in Brasil is 
helping me take a step back from 
a lot of the things that I was 
learning before I got here and 
throw a shit load of perspective 
on it. Lately, I've been thinking 
about micro and macro levels, 
relevant to me, and from this 
point forward, I will try to 
clearly state when I am speaking 
from which one. 
 
Micro: For all intents and 
purposes, let's stick with 
Swarthmore.1 For the past two 
years, Swarthmore has given me 

                                                 
1 For those of you unfamiliar 
with it, imagine very white, very 
wealthy and at the same time a 
very small, very strong (activist) 
community of color. 

the space to seriously take a look 
at America, the one I'm from, the 
one where I study and my 
travels between the two. In the 
midst of all of this motion, I 
picked up language that gave me 
the tremendous power to 
articulate my hunches about 
race, class, gender, sexuality, etc. 
and in turn gave me the tools to 
work threw it on personal and 
interpersonal levels. By the latter 
part of my journey, I made a 
conscious decision. Instead of 
wading threw all of the [insert 
system of oppression]-ist shit out 
there (Read: any [insert identity 
that benefits from said system of 
oppression] space), I would work 
inwards. Try to learn the history 
of, remove outer, imposed 
poisons, build and strengthen 
what we have, and last, but not 
least, love it/me/us for what/who 
it/me/we are. Not bad progress 
for ~3 years, eh? That despite2 
existing at the intersection of all 
these oppressions, I will find the 
beauty and strength in it. 
 
Macro: But what about my 
privileges? Whether I like it or 
not3, the nationality on my 
passport reads American. I have 
an American passport. That is 
some serious shit, be a human on 
this earth, in 2009 and have that 
paper as ID. Not only that, but I 
am American with some 
education privilege (cause we 
know that is not ubiqutously a 
means of social mobility, but 
more a means of maitaining the 
status quo) and serious social 
mobility as a result of it. I know, 
I hear the chorus of voices... 
working class, womyn, black, 
these are all things that seriously 
alter what being an American 

                                                 
2 Hate using despite here, but for 
the point I want to make, kind of 
necessary because of the context 
in which I understood myself. 
 
3 I know we all had/have ish 
idenitifying as an American. 
Especially before November 4th. 
Because if you have been 
historically and systemically 
denied the rights of an American, 
are not culturally accepted as an 
American, and rotinuely 
excluded in the American 
dominant discourse, how could 
you possibly be an American? 
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means for me. And I agree with 
you, they have. But I can't hear 
those voices when I am walking 
across Praca de Se no Pelorinho 
and the first of several 8, 9, 10 
year old Black children taps my 
arm and begs me for food 
because she is hungry. I can't 
hear that voice when I am 
scolded for trying to wash my 
own dish and told that the maid, 
well within earshot, and the only 
other Black person in the house, 
will do it. Is the solidarity that I 
center my life and politics 
around felt when I don't give 
money and I don't wash that 
dish? Of course not. Shit, I would 
not feel that. 
 
So, the Choice: Ok. Now what? 
There is a lot of shit to be done 
in the United States. But if we 
are honest with ourselves, there 
is so much more to be done 
outside of it (which is so 
painstakingly obvious, and 
something I cannot forget here 
in Brasil). I'm really trying to 
push you and push myself. I 
have not experienced poverty in 
either context, so my voice 
should really not be at the 
center of this conversation. So 
then, I speak to those, like myself, 
who are further from the re-
centered center of this struggle 
and conversation than they 
realized: If you fancy yourself an 
activist. If you like to think of 
yourself as giving a shit, as 
wanting liberation for all poor 
people and all people of color, I 
have some questions for you 
(and me): Are you macro or 
micro? Can you really be both 
micro and macro without 
reinforcing what you are trying 
to deconstruct? Realistically and 
responsibly, is it possible not to 
be both micro and macro, given 
our context and the lofty goals 
we have in mind? How do we 
resist getting sucked into the 
micro, while recognizing the real 
everyday struggles (and 
liberations) that micro can 
bring? How can we work on a 
macro level, without losing hope 
or becoming paternalistic (for 
example, an accessible possibility 
for me and any other American 
with education priviliege. How? 
Will the non-profit idustrial 
complex please stand up?)? 
 

So, the Answer: I honestly have 
no fucking clue. 
 

On Changing Our Views of On Changing Our Views of On Changing Our Views of On Changing Our Views of 
ModernModernModernModern----Day WarfareDay WarfareDay WarfareDay Warfare    
    By Aden TedlaBy Aden TedlaBy Aden TedlaBy Aden Tedla 
 
In his humble credo, war 
photographer James Nachtwey 
muses, “As man has become 
increasingly civilized, his means 
of destroying his fellow man 
have become ever more efficient, 
cruel, and devastating.” 
 
Even in parts of the world 
where F-117 Nighthawks are not 
found in high numbers, the most 
primitive of war tactics—such as 
starvation, mutilation, and 
rape—are becoming terrifyingly 
more effective as their 
perpetrators employ these 
methods on an ever wider scale.   
 
Conflict—whether internal or 
external—is an inherent part of 
the human condition, but the 
acts committed in mass-scale 
warfare are not naturally 
occurring phenomena.  These 
acts are a learned behavior, 
forced upon good people who 
would otherwise not wield a 
machete to murder their long-
time friends and neighbors, hurl 
a grenade into an open market 
place, or rape a young girl.  
These people—mothers, brothers, 
friends, lovers—are forced into 
these situations by forces that 
are much more powerful than 
themselves.  Forces that are, 
however, man-made.   
 
To directly spin off of Nachtwey’s 
notion of promoting peace 
through photography, ‘is it 
possible to put an end to a form 
of human behavior that has 
existed throughout history by 
means of’ non-violent resistance?  
As a world community, can we 
really come to terms with our 
own insecurities in order to face 
down the guns aimed at our 
open chests as we unwaveringly 
demand for peace?  Or, at least, a 
different kind of warfare?  The 
possibility of this, too, seems 
extraordinarily foolish, but this 
very idea drives me, and has 
driven countless others before 
me.   
 

Admittedly, there are many steps 
that we must take in order to 
change the way we think of war 
and non-violence, but I suppose 
the first step is this: 
Communicating to people the 
insanity of modern warfare.  
This is where the essential work 
of war photographers like 
Nachtwey comes into play.  
Reflecting on his extremely 
dangerous work, he writes, 
 
“It has occurred to me that if 
everyone could be there just 
once to see for themselves what 
white phosphorous does to the 
face of a child or what 
unspeakable pain is caused by 
the impact of a single bullet or 
how a jagged piece of shrapnel 
can rip someone’s leg off—if 
everyone could be there to see 
for themselves the fear and the 
grief, just one time, then they 
would understand that nothing 
is worth letting things get to 
the point where that happens 
to even one person, let alone 
thousands.   
 
But everyone cannot be there, 
and that is why photographers 
go there—to show them, to 
reach out and grab them and 
make them stop what they are 
doing and pay attention to 
what is going on—to create 
pictures powerful enough to 
overcome the diluting effects of 
the mass media and shake 
people out of their 
indifference—to protest and by 
the strength of that protest to 
make others protest.”  
 
Indeed, there is nothing glorious 
about war, and this is very well 
communicated through 
Nachtwey’s camera lenses.  In his 
immense black book of 
photographs entitled Inferno, 
Nachtwey has documented some 
of the most horrific events of the 
20th century.  It is a book whose 
contents must be given the 
attention and patience that the 
human subjects of the 
photographs rightly deserve.  
Inferno, in addition to 
Nachtwey’s more recent work on 
the 9/11 attacks and the war in 
Iraq, gives voice to the ordinary 
people caught in the crossfire of 
these conflicts—a voice that they 
would otherwise not have.  This 
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kind of journalism is key in 
evoking people’s sense of 
humanity, and encouraging them 
to protest such gross violations of 
that humanity.   
 
I won’t pretend to know what 
the antidote to modern warfare 
is, but I know for certain that 
violence as a response to 
aggression and terrorism has 
only ever led to more carnage.  If 
we are as civilized and 
intelligent as we believe we are, I 
know that we have the capacity 
to empathize with one another, 
and find solutions to even the 
most complex situations.  Non-
violent resistance is by no means 
easy—there are clearly a lot of 
sacrifices to be made, and we 
must recognize that countless 
people have been killed while 
advocating this way of thinking.  
But I’d rather die fighting  (non-
violently) for something that I 
believed would foster dialogue 
and create, ultimately, positive 
change.   
    
 

Welfare Queen Welfare Queen Welfare Queen Welfare Queen     
    By PriyBy PriyBy PriyBy Priya Johnsona Johnsona Johnsona Johnson 
 
They made a paper crown for 
our welfare queen 
Bagged eyes and thunder thighs,  
But just three days shy of fifteen. 
Dark berry sweet juice drip-dried 
southern-fried real woman keep 
you comin back kinda cooch, 
What you know about the real 
dirty south? 
Dirty dirty… legs spread for all of 
Bankhead, 
Two tricks turned earns corner 
store sweet bread. 
Three more and girl gets a nickel 
bag to ease her head. 
Thirsty red veins suck a needle 
bone dry. 
Like old lovers, wires and 
hangers coldly scrape her insides. 
Back alley unbirthing of a baby 
she wanted, 
But instead she spared that life 
living haunted. 
Pockets of lint, food stamps, and 
gum rappers,  
No money for pills before, during, 
or after. 
Plan A and Plan B for that 
matter too,  
Fit white women with slim hips, 
small tits, thick wallets, and the 
freedom to choose. 

But us women with color and 
curves, 
Need to wake the fuck up and 
realize,  
They’re takin our bodies and 
abusing our minds.  
Without an answer there is still 
so much to lose. 
So quick to point fingers at baby 
daddies and drugs,  
Look instead to walking suits 
and those corporate thugs.  
Pimped out to a racist state that 
conflates justice with genocide. 
Close my eyes, spread my thighs, 
lick my lips, come right in, 
 And sterilize. 
Rob me of my femininity. 
Rip me from my true 
community. 
At this rate I’ll fight just as hard 
to procreate. 
You see…this is exactly why… 
Those white feminist women 
claimed a revolution.  
Single-issue politic legally 
proceeded, 
But silenced our requests,  
For fear of being defeated. 
That was their song, 
Their dance, 
Their bourgeoisie daylight 
romance.  
But this move, this move is ours.  
They did get one thing right,  
We are all queens. 
 Rising from kinked grassroots of 
slave ship histories and exotic 
spiced mysteries. 
They gave us a fake throne, 
Cracked porcelain stump in a 
ghetto war zone. 
Made us believe the block was 
the end of our reach. 
Unlucky for them, the girls still 
preach. 
Refusing the idea that our people 
are stuck, 
And building a movement from 
the ground up. 
Womanhood and sexuality as 
seen in our reality,  
Racialized, contextualized in 
blatant inequality. 
Drop kick their definition of 
royalty 
Claim my own. 
From gold cast a crown,  
Build a new throne, 
And pump fists in solidarity.  
I’m sick and tired of weak 
women with wise eyes.  
If imperial men sailed through 
your waters,  
set up camp to ravage your 
daughters, 

If your body and your mind 
understand that this is bigger 
than both,  
Stand with me girl.  
Let’s rise. 
 
 
Capitalism and social ills, Capitalism and social ills, Capitalism and social ills, Capitalism and social ills, 
inextricably linkedinextricably linkedinextricably linkedinextricably linked 

By SofiaBy SofiaBy SofiaBy Sofia Saiyed  Saiyed  Saiyed  Saiyed     
 
Published November 19, 2009 in 
The Phoenix of Swarthmore 
College. 
 
My co-columnist Soren Larson 
wrote a thought-provoking 
article last week about the effects 
of income inequality on 
American society. First, I want to 
correct Larson’s mistaken 
assumption that the “capitalism 
is colonial” chalkings were done 
by Class Awareness Month 
organizers. The chalking was an 
independent action and was not 
related to CAM’s events or 
underlying purpose. Second, 
though he is an avowedly proud 
economics major, I must admit to 
being among the cohort of 
ashamed economics majors. My 
embarrassment at admitting to 
studying economics in social 
situations, however, is not a 
result of feeling that the study of 
economics is futile or lamentable. 
Rather, it is rooted in my 
increasing awareness that 
economics is quite often a self-
consciously pompous discipline 
that asserts itself as a self-evident 
Truth-with-a-capital-T. 
 
With all due respect to the many 
economists and Swarthmore 
faculty who use economics as a 
means to pursue good social ends, 
it is difficult for me to continue 
to adhere blindly to a discipline 
in which arguments often begin 
with such dubious statements as 
“assume rational actors” after an 
event like the collapse of the 
global economic system. Even 
attempts within the discipline to 
inject realism into economic 
models and theories must operate 
within a framework that 
privileges the scientific discourse 
and relies on a mathematical 
abstraction of human behavior. 
When the outcomes of these 
academic debates affect human 
lives as acutely as economic 
decisions do, such abstraction 
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from lived human experience 
quite frankly just does not make 
much sense to me. 
 
I don’t seek to address Larson’s 
central argument that higher 
levels of income inequality may 
not make society worse off, but 
rather his underlying premise 
that social problems are not 
intrinsically linked to the 
capitalist organization of our 
society. By decrying a 
“dysfunctional” educational 
system and insufficient legal 
protection of migrant workers as 
the “true” reasons for inequality, 
it is easy to overlook the fact 
that the reasons we need 
egalitarian legal and educational 
systems in the first place is in 
order to mitigate the inequalities 
inherent in capitalist society 
itself.  
Capitalism inherently gives those 
with high initial endowments in 
property and other resources an 
advantage in accumulating even 
more economic profits, while it 
leaves those without initial 
endowments in such resources at 
a decided disadvantage. It’s not 
the legal system that made 
migrant workers vulnerable; it’s 
their status as migrant workers 
with no substantial property or 
assets or fallback plan if they 
lose their jobs, and thus no 
bargaining power, confronted 
with significantly more well-
endowed companies who know 
they have enough bargaining 
power to bully their employees 
into providing more labor at 
lower cost, in order to bolster 
company profits. 
 
If I’ve learned anything from my 
honors economics seminars, it’s 
that government interventions 
in the private sector in attempts 
to mitigate inequalities and help 
marginalized groups become 
incorporated into the system 
more often than not fail in their 
fundamental aims. Take 
education, for example: the myth 
of the American dream is based 
on the premise of equal 
opportunity, provided by 
universal access to free 
education. However, innumerous 
economic studies have been 
conducted on how to improve 
educational outcomes among “at-
risk” populations and the only 

conclusive evidence is that it all 
depends on “family background.” 
No matter how much money the 
government pours into low-
performing schools and teachers, 
or threatens to take away from 
low-performing schools and 
teachers in an effort to 
“incentivize” better performance, 
it seems economists are unable to 
solve the problem of how to turn 
schools into a vehicle for social 
mobility. Children enter school 
already embedded in social 
contexts that too often 
predetermine their life outcomes, 
and the reason for this goes far 
deeper than any economic theory 
can model. 
 
Attributing failure to produce 
positive change to “family 
background” is one of way of 
absolving the system from guilt. 
Poverty that results from these 
social forces that are beyond the 
realm of economics is generally 
seen in economics as a tolerable, 
if undesirable, fact. Minimization 
of poverty rates may be one of 
the goals of economic policy 
making, but in practice it is often 
takes a backseat to such issues as 
macroeconomic stabilization, and 
no economist ever expects 
poverty rates to be zero. This 
implicit legitimization of poverty 
ignores the very human costs of 
living in poverty. Presuming to 
apply the same notions of utility, 
preferences and tastes to people 
who must choose between food 
and a winter coat as are applied 
to people who are choosing 
between buying an iPod or a 
designer handbag seems 
unethical, but maybe that’s just 
me. 
 
A more fundamental problem 
with arguments like Larson’s is 
the assertion that discussing the 
problems with capitalism and 
speculating about alternatives is 
distracting and futile. We often 
take the current dominant 
paradigm for granted: 
“Capitalism” is a fact; “democracy” 
is a fact. And discussing the 
inherent problems within these 
discourses is superfluous, because 
they are understood as natural, 
unchangeable constants. But 
nothing could be further from 
the truth. American democracy 
and capitalism have hardly been 

unchanging constants 
throughout history; rather, they 
are the products of constant 
fluctuations in the way we 
understand relationships 
between individuals, social 
groups, technology and resources. 
 
Even the versions of democracy 
and capitalism that currently 
exist in the United States are 
drastically modified forms of the 
initial conceptions of the terms. 
Various and conflicting 
discourses have risen in 
dominance and fallen again 
throughout the course of human 
history and across the broad 
range of simultaneously existing 
societies at any given moment in 
time, and I guarantee you that in 
any one given society, its 
members saw the particular 
discourse which dominated as the 
natural, unchangeable order of 
things. Yet change it did. 
 
What makes us think that the 
dominant systems currently 
existing are any different? 
Thinking about and discussing 
potential directions for change 
shouldn’t be condescendingly 
labeled “ruminations from the 
theoretical socialist wonderland” 
(as though economics is such a 
real world discipline). 
 
Change is what brought us 
capitalism, and change is what 
will inevitably propel us into a 
post-capitalist future. 
 
Capitalism’s firm grasp over 
many spheres of life (not just the 
economic) often prevents us, as 
individuals deeply integrated 
into the social fabric of 
capitalistic society, from being 
able to objectively view the 
problems it generates. Even 
discussions of inequality and 
other social problems are 
automatically couched in the 
vocabulary of rationalism, 
individualism, equal opportunity 
and personal entrepreneurial 
motivation. This creates a 
situation in which those who are 
unable to meet their needs can 
be criticized for lacking the 
personal motivation to take 
advantage of the opportunities 
available to them in a “free” 
society. 
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Attempting to change the 
language of this debate is nothing 
short of challenging the very 
ideological basis of our society. 
Doing so, however, shouldn’t be 
seen as a bad thing. Capitalism is 
not natural, but change is. 
 
    
“Move a muscle, change a “Move a muscle, change a “Move a muscle, change a “Move a muscle, change a 
thought.”thought.”thought.”thought.”    
    By Miyuki BakerBy Miyuki BakerBy Miyuki BakerBy Miyuki Baker    
    
It’s already been five months 
since I left Swarthmore, three 
months in Beijing4 and two 
months here in Taipei, Taiwan.  
This is my second gap year from 
school and like the last one (after 
middle school when I went to a 
small village in Japan) I’m 
sensing a big wave of greater self-
awareness about to hit me, if I’m 
not already in it.   
 
I knew that settling down in a 
foreign country would be 
exhilarating, frightening, 
frustrating and educational all at 
once.  But I was not prepared to 
call 30 landlords in Chinese to 
find my apartment and to wait 
two hours at the immigration 
office.  I arrived in Taipei with 
two friends I knew from home, a 
number that makes locals (who 
inevitably ask me if I have 
relatives here) gasp.  “But you’re 
only a baby!”   
 
Fortunately Taipei is a city of 
serendipitous encounters.  I’ll 
share one here: 
My “mountain of trash” friend 
A.K.A. Angela 
I was digging through a treasure 
of discarded frames, furniture 
and some “unwanted” goods 
when I spotted a foreigner 
wearing red glasses (I wear red 
glasses too) rummaging through 
the other side of the mountain.  
“Great pile of junk isn’t it?” I 
called over to her.  She agreed.  
She found a great bureau and 
asked me, “I know I don’t know 
you very well but do you think 
you could help me bring this 
back to my studio?” Well I didn’t 
have class for another hour, and 
wait…studio!!? I was so excited.  
Two American artists wearing 

                                                 
4 
http://blogs.swarthmore.edu/Beiji
ng2009/ 

red glasses rummaging through 
junk in Taipei—crazy isn’t it?  
Well we’ve been in touch ever 
since.  On top of being a really 
talented artist, but she holds 
intellectual (or not) discussions 
every Friday at her studio (in 
Chinese!).  Awesome. 
 
Besides Angela, I’ve made friends 
with people from all walks of life, 
some pursuing inspiring and 

others uninspiring goals, working 
exciting and mundane jobs, 
professors and salespeople, some 
international and many locals.  
This week I’m going to my 
Taiwanese air stewardess friend’s 
home to play the piano and go 
swimming together.  It’s surreal.  
(No, actually what’s surreal is 
reading the RSD and getting 
Swarthmore event invites and 
not being there!) 

illustration by Miyuki Baker 
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What am I trying to say? Well, 
one, please try living abroad 
when you’re young.  Two, don’t 
be afraid to take a gap year.  It’s 
mind-blowing, it’s liberating, and 
it’s forcing me to grow.  Right 
now I’m focusing on studying 
Chinese (yep still taking classes 
everyday), meeting interesting 
people, making art, eating good 
food (two pieces of sushi for $1, 
what?!) and redefining my prior 
conceptions of how to live life.  
I’m learning about Buddhism, 
Chinese medicine, and going to 
queer film screenings at the local 
bookstore.  I’m being stimulated 
daily without being tied down.5  
You’ve probably already guessed 
what my motto is? Yep, “move a 
muscle, change a thought.”  So 
actually it looks like there is a 
downside to the living abroad 
gig—ahem—the deterioration of 
your first language.  Consider 
yourself warned!6 
 
Cheers! 
Miyuki Baker  
    
Minus Malaria InitiativeMinus Malaria InitiativeMinus Malaria InitiativeMinus Malaria Initiative    

By the Global HBy the Global HBy the Global HBy the Global Health Forumealth Forumealth Forumealth Forum    

The purpose of the initiative is to 
educateeducateeducateeducate and inspireinspireinspireinspire college 
students to become agents of 
change in the fight to eradicate 
malaria and other infectious 
diseases. To this end, we will 
create a nationwide anti-malaria 
movement driven by a network 
of educated and empowered 
students, a movement that will 
at once foster a national 
consciousness of the issues 
surrounding malaria and 
enhance the efficacy of our 
disease eradication efforts. Our 
vision is to establish a network 
of college student groups whose 
anti-malaria initiatives make 
malaria and other global health 
issues prominent in the media 
and in people’s minds. As 
institutions of higher education 

                                                 
5 If you would like to know 
about how I’m funding my time 
in Taiwan, please visit: 
http://english.moe.gov.tw/ and 
click on scholarships! You can 
also email me and ask me if 
you’re interested: 
estellamiyuki@gmail.com 
6 Still so worth it! 

shape the intellectual culture of 
a nation, our initiative will 
foster greater national action in 
the struggle against malaria. 
    
Minus Malaria is proud to 
announce a new chapter for 
their bed net distribution 
program: Give a Net, Get a Vote, 
An unprecendented action, this 
program doubles our efforts in 
the fight against malaria by 
combining physical action with 
political pressure. In brief, for 
every bed net donated through 
our fundraising campaigns, a 
letter will be sent to a selected 
member of Congress asking him 
or her to support a bill that 
addresses the issue of malaria 
and related issues. 
 
Get Involved: 
---Donate: 
www.AgainstMalaria.com/mmi 
---Meetings:  
Sundays, 9 pm in SC 105 
---Learn More: 
www.globalhealthforum.org 

Teaching Against RacismTeaching Against RacismTeaching Against RacismTeaching Against Racism    
    By White Women By White Women By White Women By White Women 

Confronting Racism Confronting Racism Confronting Racism Confronting Racism     
 
White Women Confronting 
Racism is planning a series of 
workshops this spring semester 
in conjunction with teachers 
organizations around the city to 
offer a series of trainings in 
dealing with racism--both 
internal and external-- in the 
classroom. We are currently 
working with faculty members 
and several community partners 
to develop the workshops and 
other programming for teachers 
interested in anti-racist work. If 
you are interested in being 
involved in this planning process 
or know someone in the 
Swarthmore community or 
beyond who might have time, 
interest, and skills to assist with 
this project, please contact Sarah 
Apt or Mai Schwartz.    

Editor’s BoxEditor’s BoxEditor’s BoxEditor’s Box    
Comments? Questions? Concerns? Criticisms? We Need 
your feedback! Send suggestions and submissions for the 
next issue to Swatoverlaps@gmail.comSwatoverlaps@gmail.comSwatoverlaps@gmail.comSwatoverlaps@gmail.com    
    

DON’T THROW ME DON’T THROW ME DON’T THROW ME DON’T THROW ME 
AWAY…. SHARE ME AWAY…. SHARE ME AWAY…. SHARE ME AWAY…. SHARE ME 
WITH A FRIEND!!!WITH A FRIEND!!!WITH A FRIEND!!!WITH A FRIEND!!!    
    
Please pass this issue to another after you’re finished! Thanks! 
 


