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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.  
 
As Kae Kalwaic reminds us in this issue, these 
visions of social justice aren’t realized without 
struggle against marginalizing power structures. 
With new conversations of economic justice on 
Swarthmore’s campus, a recent turnover of faculty 
(especially remembering the censoring of the dean 
search process), and the challenge of aiding and 
rebuilding Haiti equitably, we must be critical in our 
visions and unforgiving in our demands for justice.  
 
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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Unsung Hero of the Living Wage 
and Democracy Campaign 

By Kae Kalwaic 
 
Hamza Abdula Wali is leaving 
Swarthmore as quietly as he came 
twelve years ago; and while his name 
may not be recognized now, his 
contributions to this community 
leave a legacy of solidarity and 
economic justice unparalleled in the 
history of Swarthmore College.  
Hamza was one of the leaders of the 
Living Wage and Democracy 
Campaign, which brought about the 
increase in wages of the lowest paid 
members of our community from a 
$5.35 starting wage to $10.38. 
 
Diane Anderson introduced me to 
Hamza, who was a member of the 
Learning for Life program. I was 
immediately struck by his sincere 
and articulate expression of support 
for the living wage. I learned of his 
background when my son 
interviewed him for an African 
American history course. The 
assignment required an 
autobiographical interview of a Black 
American, including questions about 
both personal and political views. A 
proud man, Hamza refused to 
acknowledge the name given to his 
family through a slave master. He 
remembered how his relatives had to 
jump into ditches when “white folks” 
drove by in their cars. His 
grandparents were sharecroppers; 
his father was denied the 
opportunity to attend school. 
Although Hamza received a full 
scholarship to college, illness 
prevented him from continuing his 
education. While working at 
Swarthmore, he returned to college 
and earned his associates degree. 
 
Hamza brought compassion and 
dedication to the Campaign and was 
respected for his intelligence and his 
steadfastness. This was a hard 
fought campaign, ignited in 1999 and 
raged until our success in 2004 when 
the Board of Managers finally 
approved the base wage increase. 
Hamza was there from the beginning, 
leading meetings, preparing 
speeches, writing articles and 
communicating with his fellow 
workers in Environmental Services.  
He wrote letters to the Phoenix–

words that still resonate with us, 
even now. 
 

Sweepers say, beware of those 
who will dazzle you with speech 
and who pride themselves as 
experts and masters of what 
makes the economic system. 
Change comes, to be sure, when 
we shift corporate or 
governmental policies, elect 
more accountable leaders, or 
create effective institutional 
alternatives. But change comes 
when we stir the hearts of 
previously uninvolved citizens 
and help them to take their own 
moral stands. If enough people 
put their minds and bodies into 
this cause, a living wage will 
become a global phenomenon, 
and we all will win. 

 
While many at the College remained 
reticent to speak out on the issue of 
the living wage, Hamza stepped 
forward.  He spoke on panels and at 
discussions with alumni, and helped 
to organize meetings with students 
and the staff of Environmental 

Service. Hamza also collected names 
for petitions. He did all of this 
without a cent of additional 
compensation and without 
recognition. There were no parties 
for his accomplishments, no 
honorary degrees, and yet he worked 
with staff members, students, and 
faculty and remained the lynchpin 
that held our principles together. 
After the Campaign, Hamza 
understood that in order to bring 
democracy to the workplace, 
workers needed to organize. Under 
difficult circumstances, he 
spearheaded a union drive with 
SEIU. 
 
Often times those who have power 
have resources to reinforce and 
legitimize that power.  But for Hamza 
and other members of the Campaign, 
power was not used over others but 
rather with others. He believed that 
community members must be 
treated as equals, not as pawns to be 
ignored, manipulated, or demeaned. 
For me personally, he always offered 
encouragement even in the most 
difficult moments of confronting 
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power . .  . “We will touch hearts to 
see the light regarding the 
Democratic way . . .  we are on track 
to victory!” 
 
While his name may fade from the 
collective memory, the legacy of 
Hamza’s accomplishment lives on in 
the quiet justice of a wage increase. 
On a Swarthmore webpage entitled 
“An Onward Spirit: A Brief History of 
Swarthmore College”, the living wage 
initiative is conspicuously absent 
from the timeline, although the new 
mascot received a mention. Howard 
Zinn reminds us that although 
activists sometimes remain obscure, 
the power of their own voice 
reinforces the power of protest and 
dissent. We cannot look for 
institutions to recognize 
marginalized voices; that 
acknowledgement will have to come 
from grassroots organizations within 
the institutions, and through 
publications such as Overlaps. I 
sincerely appreciate the opportunity 
to salute Hamza, an unsung hero who 
exemplifies ethical intelligence as 
living one’s life in a struggle for 
justice. 
 Contact @ kkalwai1 
 
 
Hiring AlliedBarton Guards 
Violates Commitment to Fair Wage 

by Ben Hattem and Dennis 
Hogan  
 
Published February 26, 2010 in the 
Daily Gazette of Swarthmore College. 
 
A Daily Gazette article entitled 
“Third Party Security Guards on 
Swarthmore Campus?” was 
published on Tuesday. This article 
gave a brief account of the decision to 
employ AlliedBarton guards to 
supplement Public Safety patrols. It 
presented next to nothing in the way 
of analysis and, in a final move, 
linked to AlliedBarton’s website as 
an adequate source of information 
about that corporation. This report 
struck us as rather strange, and 
we’re hoping it affected you in the 
same way. The College’s decision to 
contract security officers’ services 
from AlliedBarton in order to replace 
positions previously held by College 
employees raises so many red flags 

that there’s barely any room left on 
top of Parrish for Old Glory. 
We have here a living wage issue as 
well as an ethical purchasing issue: 
by contracting out labor, the College 
is able to get around the 
commitments it has made to paying 
all of its employees a wage that 
allows them to comfortably support 
themselves and their families. 
Secondly, the College, in contracting 
with AlliedBarton, has chosen to do 
business with a corporation that has, 
in the Philadelphia area, been at the 
center of many bitter labor disputes. 
The major centers of these disputes 
have been Temple University, the 
University of Pennsylvania, and the 
Philadelphia Museum of Art. 
AlliedBarton, which has its 
headquarters in King of Prussia, 
employs, according to an article 
published in Philadelphia CityPaper 
on August 28, 2007, 85 percent of 
Philadelphia-area security guards, 
and essentially sets the industry 
standard for how officers are 
compensated in the Philadelphia 
area. Why, we must ask, would 
Swarthmore choose to put itself in 
league with a corporation whose 
recent local history has been defined 
by their opposition to compensating 
their workers fairly and giving 
security officers the respect they 
deserve? 
 
For the purpose of this article, let’s 
begin our look at the history of 
AlliedBarton’s Philadelphia-area 
labor relations in 2006. In that year, 
the SEIU (Service Employees 
International Union), which had been 
leading organizing drives with 
Security Officers at Temple and 
UPenn, struck a deal with 
AlliedBarton, agreeing to abandon 
Philadelphia-area organizing in 
exchange for access to AlliedBarton 
employees in other markets: 
 

Back in 2005, SEIU International 
was organizing security officers 
at Penn and Temple as part of a 
nationwide campaign to unionize 
Allied. Philly was actually an 
early focal point of the effort. 
When five security guards who 
delivered a pro-union petition to 
the office of Penn President Amy 
Gutmann were suspended and 
transferred off campus by Allied, 

SEIU dubbed the group the 
“Philly Five,” and built a media 
blitz around them, taking them 
on a tour of universities around 
the country. But then SEIU and 
Allied went into negotiations. 
Several sources tell CityPaper 
that Allied was dead set against 
surrendering its most dominant 
market, and agreed to reduce its 
opposition to SEIU‘s efforts in 
other locations if SEIU backed off 
in Philly. (CityPaper, “Allied 
Affront,” August 28, 2007) 

 
In the wake of this major setback, 
security officers at Temple and the 
University of Pennsylvania 
continued to fight for increased 
wages and benefits and better 
working conditions, but their efforts 
had been dealt a major blow: without 
the support of a national union, these 
officers and their student-activist 
allies could bring only so much 
pressure to bear upon AlliedBarton. 
Officers won some concessions from 
Allied, for example, officers at UPenn 
won three sick days a year, but no 
major progress has been made in 
unionizing these workforces since 
2006, and Security Officers at UPenn 
and Temple remain without a union 
to this day. 
 
The major reason Security Officers 
have encountered so much difficulty 
in unionizing has to do with the 
policies of the National Labor 
Relations Boards, which will not 
recognize any union for Security 
Officers that also represents non-
security officer employees. Can you 
think of a national union dedicated 
exclusively to representing security 
officers? We can’t either. Without 
recourse to an NLRB decision that 
would force AlliedBarton to 
recognize a union, organizers were 
forced to ask AlliedBarton to 
recognize a union voluntarily. That 
didn’t go well. 
 
Recently, a bright spot has emerged 
in the fight against AlliedBarton. The 
Philadelphia Security Officers Union, 
which organized in 2008 and 2009 
at the Philadelphia Museum of Art 
and has recently won its NLRB 
election (though the union’s 
collective-bargaining rights remain 
uncertain, since AlliedBarton has 



SwatOverlaps           Volume III Issue I          03.02.10               5 

characteristically appealed the 
results of the election). In their 
struggle to unionize, security officers 
at the Museum—who make only 
$10.03 an hour and must opt-in to a 
healthcare program that costs them 
$37.00 a week (that is, you know, if 
they want healthcare)—have 
endured employer intimidation and 
vicious union-busting tactics, on top 
of the disrespect and discrimination 
they encounter daily at their place of 
work. Our familiarity with this union, 
we should acknowledge, is not 
incidental: in December, Dennis 
wrote a final paper for Professor 
Marge Murphy’s course “The Making 
of the American Working Class” 
based on a long interview with three 
officers of the PSOU. We don’t have 
space to reprint the stories they told 
about the daily abuses they face as 
AlliedBarton employees, but trust us, 
they’re shocking (email Dennis if 
you’d like to find out more). 
 
Given all this, you might ask why the 
College would choose to do business 
with AlliedBarton. It’s a good 
question, since, after all, we’re 
supposed to give a damn about 
ethical purchasing now. It’s hard not 
to believe that the College has chosen 
to establish a contract with 
AlliedBarton in order to save money. 
Now, we’re all for saving money, but 
not when it comes at the expense of 
people who work at the College, and 
especially not when those savings 
seem to fly in the face of the living-
wage policy adopted by the College in 
2004. 
 
That policy came at the end of a 
struggle, led by both students and 
staff, to re-make the way the College 
values its low-to-mid pay-grade 
employees. After a long and 
sustained effort by these activists, 
the College formed the Ad Hoc 
Committee on the Living Wage in 
2003. The charge of the committee, 
as quoted in the Committee’s report, 
read as follows: 
 

A multi-constituent committee is 
charged with exploring 
approaches to building further on 
the progress made in increasing 
the minimum level of staff 
compensation at the College. The 
Committee will report to 

President Bloom and to the 
community during the next 
academic year on its view of 
what is best for the institution…It 
is prudent and right to aim at a 
higher minimum compensation. 
This new committee will work to 
suggest ways this could best be 
packaged and try to identify 
consequences of a new system. 

 
The report went on to outline two 
different approaches to re-tooling 
Swarthmore’s policy on staff 
compensation, one supported by “a 
substantial minority of the 
committee”, the other supported by a 
majority. Both approaches stipulated 
that “Swarthmore should modify its 
current health insurance benefits 
such that the lowest-paid employees 
receive full HMO coverage for their 
families at no cost to them” (page 6). 
The majority of the committee 
recommended increasing 
Swarthmore’s minimum wage to 
$10.72 an hour, while the minority 
recommended a minimum wage of 
$13.89 an hour (page 1). The report 
addressed various other aspects of 
staff compensation as well. In 2004, 
the College adopted many of the 
Committee’s suggestions and 
implemented a new pay scale. 
 
According the College’s current pay 
grade chart, Public Safety Officers 
and Patrol Officers are classified as 
pay grade 5, which has a market 
target minimum hourly wage of 
$17.67 and max of $19.53. Corporals 
and Sergeants are classified as pay 
grade 6, which has a minimum of 
$20.85 and maxes out at $23.04. 
These wages are offered in addition 
to the various benefits for which 
individual officers are eligible. 
 
This compensation package provides 
a stark contrast with the conditions 
endured by AlliedBarton Security 
Officers at other Philadelphia-area 
institutions, including institutions of 
higher education. We’re proud that 
Swarthmore has taken steps to 
ensure that it compensates its staff 
adequately: by doing so, the College 
demonstrates that it doesn’t merely 
talk the talk in valuing its staff. 
Under College policies, all staff 
employed by Swarthmore College 
receive wages and benefits that 

reflect the real cost of living in 
Delaware County. The officers 
working on the Garnet patrol, 
however, are not College employees: 
they work for AlliedBarton, and so 
they are not eligible for such a 
compensation package. We’re sure 
the College’s contract with 
AlliedBarton costs significantly less 
than the cost of hiring new Security 
Officers and compensating them in a 
manner consistent with the College’s 
living wage-policies. To save money, 
the College has chosen to attempt to 
get around the commitments it has 
made. Shame, shame, shame. 
 
The worst part about the whole sorry 
business is that the Living Wage 
committee saw this coming. On page 
15 of their report, in a section 
entitled “Challenges of Unintended 
Negative Consequences”, they 
included this prophetic paragraph: 
 

D. Contracting out for services 
 
We want to ensure that 
contracting jobs out to private 
vendors is not a means for the 
College to get around the 
enhanced-low wage 
compensation policy in order to 
save money. The Committee’s 
view is that it would be 
unacceptable to turn to outside 
contractors in response to 
implementation of the kind of 
compensation policy we are 
recommending. 

 
No kidding. 
 
One last thought: the Living Wage 
committee’s final recommendation 
was the creation of “a 
multiconstituency Employment 
Practices Advisory Committee […] to 
detect and correct potential 
unintended negative consequences of 
the changes in the College’s 
compensation policy […]. The 
Committee’s primary concern would 
be to ensure that the College’s 
employment principles—as 
articulated in this report and 
elsewhere—remain central to its 
practice” (page 2). No such 
committee was ever created. We 
wonder if we would be writing this 
article if it had been. 
              Contact @ bhattem1, dhogan1 
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ABLLE Mission Statement 
 
ABLLE is a proactive organization of 
Black and Latino males actualizing 
brotherhood and leadership among 
its members and the larger Black 
and Latino Communities.  While 
building confidence and forging a 
community of academic excellence, 
civic engagement, and cultural 
competency, ABLLE provides a space 
to explore ideas, develop life goals, 
and cultivate self expression. 
 Working in concert these elements 
produce capable, empowered, and 
success oriented Black and Latino 
males. 
 
ABLLE held an event to further 
highlight people's different 
experiences, create an avenue for 
some talented and unique self-
expression, and with the donations 
extend a hand on campus as we 
united in support of Haiti's rebirth.  
The following poems where 
performed at this event: 
 
 
Freedom 

By Alaina Brown 
 
I’ve tasted something foreign 
And it makes my tongue quiver 
Ouch! It’s a sliver, 
Or was I pierced with 
The truth of freedom? 
I run down the street with my drum 
and guitar 
And I strum the strings and play the 
beats 
The notes flying from the chords of 
my throat 
I am vibrating to the wavelength of 
self love 
And it is a beautiful song 
That I can’t dance to because 
The friction between my hair and the 
love of God 
Is pushing me down into reflection 
And I’m deep in thought 
To the point that 
I sweat from my nails and my eyes. 
I don’t cry 
And my feet don’t move 
They melt 
I have become the liquid form of 
happiness 
And I take a sip of the liquor that god 
meant for me 
And I transform. 

My arms are loose so it’s like I have 
the wings 
Of a humming bird 
Because they scribble the words of 
beauty into the air 
So the world could see how damn 
happy I get off the nectarine 
How sweet the sound 
A single second be so profound 
Please I insist Close your eyes 
And inhale me 
Fly Free 
Be like humming bird 
That you see me becoming 
And lick the sliver on my tongue 
Maybe you’ll get a taste of this kind 
of freedom. 

 
Conversation With Her 
 By Alaina Brown 
 
And there I was 
Sitting there listening to the words of 
memory 
The words and voice of Pride 
That arised after the disunity 
That was brought by a foreign people 
And from that sound I keep a little             
joy 

And some satisfaction 
In knowing that my struggle and 
anger 
Has been shared 
Knowing that life sure as hell ain’t 
fair 
And that I am the only one who will 
care 
About everything that has been 
spared 
For my life. 
And in that moment, in that room 
With those voices, I decide 
I deny 
Any lost identity that I once 
searched for. 
I move forward to engage 
In a conversation with The Spirit 
She tells me I am with every single 
Last kiss of merit that I was born 
with 
She snatches my eyes 
and tells me to be free 
To not worry about the physicality 
of this world 
But to strive for the beauty in this 
one 
And the next 
That beauty that is felt from the flex 
of a single nerve 
Not in the eyes 
But the heart and the soul 
And the spirit claims that my soul is 
Her own 
And she can feel the beauty I have 
known for lifetimes 
She tells me that these are my lines, 
my zigzags 
And curves 
That can be traced with fingers and 
embraced. 
That make an eye close 
And forget its purpose 
As the brain goes on overload 
Trying to process them 
While the heart is translating them 
And the soul is. 
Written By Alaina Renai Brown 
 
 
Strange Night 
 By Alaina Brown 
 
These words have been burning 
In my pocket 
And the clock is 
Ticking 
Until I can release 
Puh-lease don’t judge 
The following thoughts but 
It’s like every time I step into a room 
And I See your face 

Photo by Deivid Rojas 
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In a space 
That is so profoundly void of mine 
I get HOT 
Any my thoughts of getting to class 
on time 
DROP 
To how I could make you mine 
And Puh-lease 
Don’t for a second buh-lieve 
This is a love poem 
Because it’s not 
It’s about how I want to do 
Erotic thing to you 
The way my tongue ties knots into 
cherry strings 
And how even though my skin is 
much browner than yours 
I’d still like to take an easy swim in 
your Milky Way 
The creamy thoughts that pass you 
in a single day 
Because beyond physical attraction 
I only know a fraction 
About your true and whole ways 
And sometimes I feel like the white 
stars sprinkled 
Onto you, the Black (night/sky) 
Even though I am black 
And you’re white 
I feel so lost in your presence and the 
consistent sense 
That I am may be too strange 
For your brain to handle 
And like a flickering candle 
That is blown out by the wind in the 
night 
I feel the darkness 

Still remains 
As a stain 
On our souls. 
 Contact @ abrown3 
 
 
Beast 

By Javier Perez 
 
I only got so many tears in this 
desert of an eye of mine. So ima 
transform them into the ink for this 
poem. 
 
Ima beast.  
My mother was a guanaka brown 
queen n my father a resilient yet 
humble God.  
But I came out a beast. 
 
So ugly I was forced to live with the 
other beasts.  
For example, my best friend beast 
got a full scholarship to go to that 
Northern rotten apple,  
navigatin like a crippled worm  
my man Erm was too ugly n is now 
homeless, jobless, loveless for 
thugness  
the hideous scars of street life put 
him behind bars  
n American education cant teach a 
beast  
it can only tame em  
  
tame em, but see, growin up man we 
was wild  

the concrete jungle more than 
shaped our style  
it coercively pressed foul scents into 
our tongues  
so every word stung these non-beast 
creatures  
who were civilized n disguised in 
what my eyes defined the wise  
so that mirror mirror would reflect a 
lack of intellect  
my beast physique appeared 
aesthetically weak  
so mayb I’ll pass for a non-beast if I 
refuse to speak  
cuz a beast possesses no beauty  
but his dreadfulness at least creates 
diversity 
 
Ima fuckin beast.  
I drank out my jungle’s river which 
flowed malt liquor  
I spent days absorbin the sun’s 
violent rays, until I got sunburned  
then I climbed a grand mountain of 
an underground economy  
yearnin for autonomy within a 
culture where ballers n rappers 
made the stars of our astrology  
  
A beast carved n made by the 
switchblade I possessed at 14  
n that ill green cultivated in my 
forest u know at I mean  
utilized that between every class 
man  
I roled with a tribe of beasts who 
would feast on to say the least the 
deceased  
meanin da yunger hopeless monster 
we had to initiate into da crew  
cuz errybody knew that in a world 
were brown n black gave blues  
he wouldn’t last unless he 
appreciated his outer beast  
n repressed his inner king 
 
I’m a beast  
who got adopted by Swat  
another shade of brown within this 
colorful canvas  
or do I orbit the portrait  
cuz red n green don’t wanna be seen 
with a beast  
n that light brown don’t like how I get 
down  
 
cuz once he imagined me high  
n purple fears me. Says I pollutin the 
music of our colors  
quote unquote “watch out for that 
one.”  
on the sly though cuz u show me love 

Photo by Deivid Rojas 
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when I see ya  
but when I aint in the room, to u ima 
aborted child in mother earth’s 
womb  
he knows im down for the cause  
but shook to shake hands cuz my 
paws possess claws  
certain individuals hatin on this 
visual  
presentation of a beast frontin with 
articulate thoughts  
smooth walks n a hustle turned legit  
r u confused brother, am I too exotic 
sister  
Professor, ma’am, mister  
I comprehend what ur rappin’ 
Cuz a beast knows how to flow.  
n yes my brothers baq home r flowin  
unfortunately flowin like cement not 
true fluid  
they try to go hard n freeze up stay 
immobile stuck  
life is a bitch so of course they don’t 
give a fuck  
but my brother, I’m flowin with you  
I got my hand cocked back not to hit 
you  
but to sick u with my dope truco 
styles  
can we mentally spar, freestyle 
academic bars,  
intellectually salsa contigo cuz we 
can make it far  
if u let me vibe my native rhythms in 
this new high-tech habitat 
 
So now u gon change ur perspective 
n tell me to simply not be a beast  
n forget my undomesticated past  
But hey I love it. I love it homie.  
home where we’re still primitive 
tryna gather rocks  
but this writer’s block never allowed 
a writers block  
my inspiration.  
monstrous home, beast-filled patria  
u fill my dome, with inspiration n 
love.  
the handsome beast outside in a mix 
with the rhythmic beast inside  
combined with a newborn scholar 
beast  
this is jazz this is flow n clave this is 
a dying breed of beasts  
so I thank my home for this  
home barrio pj’s home  
u are the beauty of here this beast. 
 Contact @ jperez2 
 
 
 
 

On Heritage 
By Edward Zhang 

 
my grandfather woke up dead 
on a beijing morning 
the very morning they said he would 
the very morning they said he would, 
"he woke up dead" 
there're no words for that in chinese 
but 
sometimes i like to believe that he 
did both: 
began his phoenix's rise into day 
from cigarette ash 
only to look down and see his body 
lying on the bed still before him 
woke up dead 
woke up dead 
you know, there're no words for that 
in chinese, but 
then i like to think that this did not 
deter him 
that it was just a little break from 
routine 
the kind that surprises and delights 
an old man as he 
even when he has to cough up the 
cancer and the blood that's nightly 
trespassed into his lungs-- 
woke up dead-- 
that he did the former before the 
latter if the latter at all 
and when he woke he just kept going 
like usual 
to see me 
get into berkeley 
and turn it down 
passed up for a tiny pennsylvania 
haven 
where i catch the perennial pre-
winter raindrops as tears in the 
crow's feet of our eyes, 
pretending to still be mourning him, i 
think, 
in an act I use to justify my bastard 
use of his revolution sacrifice 
even though I only knew him 
for a few days 
that summer when I was four 
i would like to say that i love him 
but he would just go back to sleep 
dead 
 Contact @ ezhang1 
 
 
Golden Girls Homosocial 

By Lauren Ramanathan 
 
Much has been made of why gay men 
love shows such as the Golden Girls 
and Sex and the City. In his article, 
“Why Black Gays Love Golden Girls” 

(http://kenyonfarrow.com/2009/04/
27/why-black-gays-love-the-golden-
girls/) Kenyon Farrow posits that the 
characters on the aforementioned 
show function as queer stand ins. 
However, very little, to my 
knowledge, has been made of the 
appeal the show has to lesbians, or 
rather, little has been made of the 
political significance of the female 
homosociality of the show. What 
makes a show like Golden Girls so 
rich for queer individuals of all 
genders and persuasions is the fact 
that they represent a family unit 
that defies state definitions of what 
family is. This is evidenced in the 
episode “Home Again, Rose” where 
the title character suffers cardiac 
arrest. Her three housemates and 
sisters in arms, Dorothy, Sophia and 
Blanche aren’t allowed to see her in 
the hospital because they are not 
‘blood family’ aka they don’t measure 
up to the state’s definition of what 
family should be. A friend of mine 
recently remarked that this episode 
is undoubtedly redolent of what 
happens to many same-sex couples 
that, in lieu of a marriage certificate, 
don’t count as ‘real family.’ 
 
And yet, I have always had the 
suspicion that the gay male 
appropriation of the Golden Girls 
blocked out another subversive 
aspect of the show. As Farrow 
implies in his piece, the 
heterosexuality of the female 
characters is what makes them 
marketable to gay men. They share 
the same sexual objects as the men 
in the audience. But this brings me to 
my main query: why in a homosocial 
female setting do women need men in 
order to justify their being together? 
The Golden Girls has been renowned 
by audiences of all shades for several 
reasons. Exhibit A being that it is 
pretty darn witty. The show revolves 
around Dorothy, a retired English 
teacher (Bea Arthur); Blanche, a 
narcissistic and salacious southern 
belle (Rue McClanahan); Rose, a 
naïve farm girl from St. Olaf, 
Minnesota (Betty White); and 
Sophia, Dorothy’s grumpy but 
loveable Sicilian mother (Estelle 
Getty). But more important than the 
mere fact of the show’s wit is the fact 
of its incisive social critique. All of 
the women are in their late 50s, 
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early 60s, except for Sophia who is in 
her 80s. And yet they are portrayed 
as active, both sexually and 
otherwise, fun loving, fashion 
forward (for the times) and free 
thinking. And as the same friend 
pointed out to me, they aren’t 
portrayed as the foils for young folks 
seeking wisdom; they are strong 
characters in their own rights. In 
addition, the show is known for its 
topical strength. During its seven 
season run (1985-1992) the show 
dealt with issues as varied as queer 
sexuality, gender non-conformism, 
sexual non-conformism, artificial 
insemination, waning support for 
services for the elderly, suicide, 
interracial marriage, interracial 
dating, age discrimination, friends 
with benefits relationships, 
discrimination against the 
differently abled, poverty, 
menopause, drug addiction, and 
HIV/AIDS (just to name a few). 
 
However, in spite of the progressive 
spirit of the show, there remains a 
fundamental tension, the fact that all 
of the women in the house are white 
and heterosexual. 
 
In examinations of the movie Jules et 
Jim (Francois Truffaut, France, 
1962) it is often noted that the movie 
presents the audiences with 
questions of male bonding: can two 
men truly be friends in a patriarchal 
society without a mutual woman 
love-interest being involved 
(Professor Yervasi, Swarthmore 
College, personal communication, 
2008)? We could say that the Golden 
Girls presents a similar question, 
though with inverted gender roles. 
But there are numerous times during 
the show in which the homosocial 
tension between the women in the 
house is invoked, however comically. 
For instance, the episode, “Scared 
Straight,” when Blanche’s younger 
brother, Clayton (Monte Markham) 
struggles with admitting his 
homosexuality. Blanche sets Clayton 
up on a blind date with a female 
colleague of hers, oblivious to her 
brother’s secret. After Clayton leaves 
with his date, Blanche decides to 
teach dateless Dorothy a trick to get 
men in the mood. She demonstrates 
for Dorothy, wrapping her in an 
embrace and blowing into her ear, 

claiming it will “drive [a man] 
absolutely crazy!” Sophia, who 
during this episode is convinced that 
she is dying, walks out of her room, 
observes the strange spectacle of 
Blanche cooing into Dorothy’s ear 
and yells out, “I’m gonna be dead in 
24 hours! Couldn’t you stay in the 
closet for one more day?” The 
moment is hilarious, if only for 
Estelle Getty’s urbane, completely 
irreverent delivery. Nonetheless, the 
great irony of the situation is that 
Blanche has such a hard time 
grasping Clayton’s sexuality, and yet 
she herself engages in behavior that 
breaks the bounds of the patriarchal 
heterosexual nuclear family 
everyday. 
 
In another episode entitled “Foreign 
Exchange,” Blanche dirty dances 
with Rose in order to prove that all of 
the torrid tales of sexual passion that 
Blanche often relates to the 
housemates are true. Rose claims 
that her southern roommate is “just 
awkward when it comes to [her] 
body.” That being the case, Rose is 
subsequently incredulous when it 
comes to Blanche’s varied sexual 
escapades. And so in order to prove 
that her body can indeed “defy the 
laws of nature, physics and Dade 
County” Blanche challenges Rose on 
the spot to a dirty dance off. In order 
to prove her femininity, Blanche 
must engage in overtly homoerotic 
behavior with Rose. And as with 
almost every other comic gag on 
Golden Girls, they are caught by 
none other than Sophia and Dorothy, 
coming back home from the hospital. 
“What they do is their business, but if 
I ever see your hand on Rose’s 
behind it’ll kill me,” Sophia exclaims 
to her daughter. 
 
The show is filled with numerous 
other examples of tongue in cheek 
homoeroticism. Throughout the 
show, the writers (many of whom 
were queer) seem to realize that 
Dorothy and Blanche would make an 
ideal butch-femme couple, as 
evidenced in the episode “Goodbye 
Mr. Gordon” where the two must 
pose as lesbian lovers for the TV 
show Rose works for. Blanche claims 
to be “the little home-maker” and 
Dorothy concedes, “I take out the 
garbage.” 

 
Point being, that the women on the 
show have defied state conventions 
of family, and yet in so doing they 
still reify the heterosexual 
structures that define mainstream 
femininity. However, the potential 
for them to cross the line always 
exists and it is those tongue in cheek 
invocations of homoeroticism that 
allow lesbian audiences to insert 
themselves into the text, something 
which most mainstream masculinist 
interpretations of pop culture miss 
completely. Until we are able to 
create a visual culture, which truly 
represents all facets of life, it is these 
alternative interpretations and 
lexicons that we must cultivate. For 
in such subversive readings lie the 
true seeds of resistance. 

Contact @ lramana1 
 
 
Reflections on Brasil 

By Sable Mensah 
 
When I first headed off to Brasil, I 
was ready for the excitement and 
change that I knew was coming my 
way. As a dark-skinned working 
class Black female, I thought that 
Bahia, home to the largest number of 
Afro-descendants outside of Africa as 
a result of the Trans-Atlantic Slave 
Trade, would be a great place to start 
expanding my own understanding of 
the Diaspora. As an activist and a 
Black Studies major, I thought living 
with the social constructions of 
Brasilian society would challenge 
everything I had believed to learn 
and unlearn during my time at 
Swarthmore College. And as an 
American with educational privilege 
and increasing social mobility as a 
result of it, I thought that I would 
start to think more critically of my 
own nationality privilege in the the 
realm of transnational political, 
economic and social movements. I 
envisioned that all of this change and 
transformation would happen 
through relationships that I would 
make with other Black students, 
activists and organizers that I would 
meet during my time there. 
 
Despite everything that I considered 
before leaving, my arrival and first 
few weeks in Bahia were 
characterized by a series of complete 
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and thorough shocks to my entire 
psyche. My first major shock would 
have to be the passing of the late and 
great Michael Jackson. I was on a 
connecting flight near Atlanta when I 
heard the news. Saying good-bye to 
my mom and sister, realizing the 
solitary nature of what lay ahead of 
me and the loss of an icon that I 
could not totally comprehend kept 
me in and out of bouts of sobbing on 
my flights to Atlanta, Recife and 
finally, Salvador. It was this powerful 
mixture of distinct emotions coupled 
with excitement that defined my 
emotional landscape as I landed in 
Salvador da Bahia. It was unusual to 
arrive in mourning without the 
opportunity to do so within the 
context that I had learned to love 
and respect Michael Jackson, back 
home in Bronx, NY. However, it was 
also comforting to arrive in 
mourning because it was the 
profound love of Michael Jackson 
that allowed me to connect with 
many baianos that I met in my first 
weeks there. Baiano love for Michael 
Jackson, unmoved by allegations of 
child abuse and bolstered by his 
1994 performance in the historic 
center, Peloruinho, with the Afro-
drumming collective, Olodum, really 
helped me start to construct my own 
love of Bahia and Brasil. 
 
My next shock was the total and 
complete Portuguese language 
immersion alongside with the total 
and complete English language 
extraction. I valued having the 
opportunity to be a language 
minority. I thought that it was 
important for me, as an American 
native English speaker, to have a life 
experience where I am not fluent in 
the dominant language, culture or 
social independence that is required 
to survive as a way to better 
understand the advantages that I 

rely on to navigate American society. 
Keeping the significant privileges 
that I have as an American college 
student in mind, especially within 
the context of Brasil, really helped 
keep perspective as to one of the 
several reasons why learning 
Portuguese in Brasil was a relatively 
enjoyable experience. However, the 
most difficult aspect of my language 
immersion experience remained -- 
pushing aside my fluency in thought, 
comprehension and self-expression 
for very, very rudimentary 
conversational skills for survival. 
The basic ability to understand and 
be understood became something 
that required extreme conscious 
effort, energy, patience and room for 
lots of mistakes, even the 
embarrassing ones. But it was 
through the tiring alertness, patience 
and lots and lots of mistakes which I 
slowly learned the Portuguese 
language. 
   
Then came meeting the other 
students in my study abroad 
program. As a young dark-skinned 
Black woman and Black Studies 
major, venturing off to Bahia, a 
predominantly Black land, I was 
extremely surprised and very 
disappointed to take a seat during 
the orientation, look around the 
room and realize that I would be the 
representative token Black person 
for the next six months of my life. 
Although there were a few other 
Black students, I was very saddened 
to learn that they would be leaving 
Bahia after only a very short four 
weeks. My hopes and expectations 
seemed to be flashing before my eyes. 
So much of what I thought that I 
would be able to do, learn and grow 
was dependent on the condition that 
there would be other Black students 
in my study abroad group that I 
could at the very least feel 

comfortable going out with to meet 
other Afro-Brasilians. I did not want 
to deal with uncritical whiteness nor 
the people that it attracted. I did not 
want my tokenness to speak for my 
politics in the eyes of other Afro-
Brasilians. And I did not want to be 
the official spokesperson for all Black 
people and their various sub-cultures 
for six months straight. 
 
My next step towards easing into 
Brasilian society was moving in with 
my host family. While this was a 
fairly smooth process, moving in 
with the family was not as simple as 
becoming a part of the family. I was 
very welcomed and made to feel very 
much at home. However, the unique 
thing about my host family, and most 
other middle-upper class families in 
Bahia, is that the only other dark-
skinned Black woman, aside from 
me, that was "a part of the family" 
was the maid, Thea*. Aside from all 
of the basic issues that may come to 
mind when thinking of this sort of 
living situation, the basic thing that I 
had a problem with is that I did not 
feel comfortable having someone who 
looks like me, my mother, my aunt, 
my sister, my grandmother, cook 
and clean up after me. There is 
nothing wrong with cooking or 
cleaning. It is admiral work that 
society cannot function without. It is 
the fact that I could never 
reciprocate or work with Thea to 
maintain a space that we both 
benefited from equally that 
highlighted this power imbalance 
that I had to confront. On one level, 
there was this very real privilege 
that I had to look in the eye that for 
the first time in my life. Despite my 
feelings of solidarity and very deep 
connection to the African Diaspora, 
the combination of my American-
ness, educational access and class 
mobility determines my life and well-

"There is a time when the operation of the machine becomes so odious—makes 
you so sick at heart—that you can't take part. You can't even passively take 
part.  And you've got to put your bodies upon the gears and upon the wheels, 
upon the levers, upon all the apparatus, and you've got to make it stop.   And 
you've got to indicate to the people who run it, to the people who own it that 
unless you're free, the machine will be prevented from working at all." – Mario 
Savio, activist 
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being in very real ways that are 
dramatically different from many of 
my kin in the greater Diaspora. In 
Bahia, it gave me enough social 
status, security and respect from the 
greater Brasilian society so that I 
could have a care-free existence at 
the expense of Thea and a countless 
number of Afro-Brasilians. 
 
On the other hand, I always 
wondered, how much of a welcome 
would I have received from my host 
family and other Brasilians alike as a 
dark-skinned Black woman, had I not 
been American or a college student 
or a native English speaker. With 
time, the answer revealed itself. As 
my skin got darker from the Bahian 
sun and as my Portuguese improved, 
the excitement that characterized 
people's eagerness to meet me faded 
away with my American accent. As 
my ability to pass for baiana 
increased, the American flag as my 
cloak of protection seemed to become 
more penetrable, more removable 
and more invisible. 
 
Overall, I thoroughly enjoyed my 
time in Bahia and Brasil. It is an 
experience that I will value for the 
rest of my life. I learned so much and 
it has really transformed me in lots 
of unexpected ways. And even 
though I have already left and am 
already savoring the moment of 
return, I am still learning and still 
trying to understand my time there 
and Brasil in general. I look forward 
to returning under different 
circumstances and with more of an 
ability to be at the service of those 
doing social justice work there. 
 
----  
*pseudonym   
**Interested in hearing more about 
my experience in Brasil? Email me at 
smensah1@swarthmore.edu. I 
especially welcome other Black 
people in the campus community to 
get in touch with me as well. 
 

 Contact @ smensah1 
 
Earth Quaker Action Team 
 
The Earth Quaker Action Team is a 
Philadelphia-based group that 
employs non-violent direct action 
tactics to protest environmental 

abuses and protect community 
health.  Particularly, it advocates 
against the practice of mountaintop 
removal mining in the mountains of 
Appalachia.  Much of the financial 
support for this mining is provided 
by PNC Bank, a reportedly ‘green’ 
bank.  In order to urge PNC to 
withdraw its support from such an 
environmentally damaging practice, 
the Earth Quakers will lead a protest 
against Mountaintop Removal 
Mining at the PNC-sponsored 
Philadelphia Flower Show the week 
of starting Feb. 28th.  Group members 
will be carrying protest signs, 
handing out information flyers, and 
singing remixed protest songs.  The 
following are two such songs:  
 
 To the tune of “Where have all the 
flowers gone?”  
 
Where have all the flowers gone? 
In Appalachia?  
 
Where have all the flowers gone? 
Maybe PNC knows. 
 
Where have all the flowers gone?  
Gone to mining every one.  
 
Oh, when will they ever learn? 
Oh, when will they ever learn.  
 
From where has the funding come? 
For mining those tall mountains?  

From where has the funding come? 
Ask PNC.  
 
From where has the funding come? 
From you and from me.  
When will we ever learn? When will 
we ever learn?  
 
To the tune of ‘The Banks of 
Marble” 
 
I’ve traveled ‘round coal country 
West Virginia to Tennessee 
It really made me wonder 
These mining strategies 
They dynamite the mountains 
Take the coal until it’s gone 
They profit from destruction 
PNC Bank! Hear our song 
 
(chorus) 
‘Cause the banks are black with 
profits 
from the mining industry 
while the waters run with toxins 
PNC Bank says it’s “Green?” 
 
           Contact @ equateam@gmail.com 
 
 
Taking names and Building 
Bridges: Decriminalizing our Youth 

By The Swarthmore 
D.R.E.A.M. Act Coalition 

 
Across the United States, hundreds 
of thousands of voices are echoing 

Artwork by Sachie Hopkins- Hayakawa 
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Allen Ginsberg’s cry of frustrated 
realization: “America, I’ve given you 
all and now I’m nothing”. These 
voices belong to the forgotten youth 
who did not have the good fortune of 
being born on United States soil, but 
who boarded planes to cross borders 
for a chance to call this country 
“home”. They traded rolled R’s for 
English, familiar faces for unfamiliar 
ones that they loved equally, and 
their memorized paths for twisting 
streets to unknown locales. In school, 
they stayed up all night writing 
papers and building projects, played 
sports, volunteered, and won awards 
identical to the ones that cover the 
reader’s walls. 
 
However, their high school 
graduation was not greeted with 
fulfilled cheers and nervous 
anticipation of freshman mysteries. 
Rather, their graduation was an 
induction into social obscurity. Most 
ceased to be seen as students and 
became “illegal aliens”, a 
dehumanizing term habitually 
applied to undocumented 
immigrants. A fortunate few 
carefully stored this label in the lapel 
of their college jackets, oscillating 
between an elusive all-American 
youth and a materializing social 
reality of illegality. Sadly, each year, 
approximately 65,000 
undocumented high school graduates 
undergo this assault to their identity. 
 
These young people are forgotten 
because their existence is negated 
and their identities are criminalized. 
Their accomplishments garner no 
bountiful letters of acceptance or 
offers of employment. Instead, they 
hover behind store counters or 
silently walk the hallways of shared 
institutions. Undocumented youth 
live their lives in constant fear and 
frustration. They are denied 
opportunities that they have earned 
and they are threatened by a return 
to lands they do not remember. After 
having given their all to this country, 
they still find their legislators and 
peers either struggling to see them, 
or blatantly ignoring their existence. 
 
There is currently a movement to not 
only broadcast the conditions and 
struggles of these young people, but 
also to allow them to pursue the 

paths denied to them due solely to 
their legal status. The Development, 
Relief, and Education for Alien 
Minors Act, or D.R.E.A.M. Act, 
proposed by senator Richard Durbin 
of Illinois, would grant talented 
undocumented people the chance to 
legalize their status and attend 
institutions of higher learning. 
 
Those eligible to benefit from the Act: 
high school graduates under age 35 
who have entered the United States 
before age 16, have lived in the 
United States for 5 years prior to the 
passing of the act, and have good 
moral standing, would find private 
and public colleges and universities 
accessible to them. As permanent 
residents, they would be able to 
apply as resident students rather 
than international students, would 
not be denied acceptance based on 
legal status and, most importantly, 
would be eligible for financial aid. 
The D.R.E.A.M. Act also provides an 
alternative path to legalization in 
which undocumented youth join the 
United States military for at least 
two years in exchange for legal 
permanent residency. 
 
Revolutionary and far- reaching in 
its social implications, the D.R.E.A.M. 
Act would allow extremely qualified 
students to legally contribute to the 
United States society and economy 
from which they have benefited. It 
would take them out of stagnant low-
paying jobs and allow them the 
education necessary for social 
mobility. It would increase the pool of 
skilled, intelligent citizens working 
for change and progress in the 
United States. Most importantly, the 
Act would decriminalize innocent 
people and restore to them the 
humanity that has been denied to 
them by the government, the media 
and every other institution that saw 
them not as human beings, but as 
part of a brutal and faceless, foreign 
‘other’. 
 
By supporting the D.R.E.A.M. Act, 
whether by joining the various 
D.R.E.A.M. Act organizations or 
urging legislators to support the act, 
all Americans can help create a more 
unified community with fewer 
liminal beings. They can join the fight 
of these young people for fair 

education and help solidify the 
notion that the United States “is not 
merely a nation but a teeming nation 
of nations.”* 
 
(Although there is some controversy 
surrounding the military option 
offered by the D.R.E.A.M. Act, the 
benefits it provides for 
undocumented youth far outweighs 
the negative implications. An 
aversion to military service should 
not stop readers from supporting the 
Act. The D.R.E.A.M. act is optional.) 
 
* Walt Whitman. “Leaves of Grass”. 

 

Contact @ bbuquez1 
 
Untitled 

By Jacqueline Bailey-Ross 
 
Ayiti, mwen te rele w, men ou pat la 
Te genyen selman silans 
Pou ki sa ke m ap senyen? 
Pou ki sa m ap kriye? 
Paske Mwen nostalji 
Pakse Ayiti se lwen 
Mwen vle ale la 
Mwen vle we mon yo 
Mwen vle fe yon vire nan Potoprens 
Men lavil la te tonbe 
Genyen anyen la pou mwen 
Genyen anyen men san e lanmo 
Ki kote dye? 
Pou ki sa li pa nan Ayiti? 
Mwen te pedi tout bagay men mwen 
pa a dezespere 
Paske Ayiti se fo 
Gen Kouraj Ayiti gen kouraj 

 
 
Illustration by Karim Sariahmed 
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“If you go to one 
demonstration and 
then go home, 
that's something, 
but the people in 
power can live with 
that. What they 
can't live with is 
sustained pressure 
that keeps 
building, 
organizations that 
keep doing things, 
people that keep 
learning lessons 
from the last time 
and doing it better 
the next time.” – 
Noam Chomsky, 
linguist 
 

 
Haiti, I called you, but you weren't 
there 
There was only silence 
Why is my heart bleeding? 
Why am I crying? 
Because I am homesick 
Because Haiti is far 
I want to go there 
I want to see the mountains 
I want to walk in Port au Prince 
But the city has fallen 
There is nothing there for me 
There is nothing but blood and death 
Where is God? 
Why is he not in Haiti? 
I lost everything but I will not lose 
hope 
Because Haiti is strong 
Have courage, Haiti, have courage 
 

 
 
 

Unboxed  
 By Deivid Rojas 
 
Simon Bolivar, the famous South 
American revolutionary leader, 
dreamed of a united Latin America. 
Yet, he died depressed and saddened 
by the deep fragmentation he 
witnessed during his final days. 
There were many obstacles that 
impeded the creation of Bolivar’s 
dream. For one, Latin America’s 
geography caused tangible barriers. 
Impressive natural wonders, like the 
Amazon Forest and the Andes 
Mountain range, obstructed 
communication and unions between 
the regions. Natural formations like 
these offered practical territorial 
boundaries.   
The colonial history of Latin America 
also significantly hindered such a 
union. There was never a process of 
forgiveness for the small population 
of Indians that survived the brutal 
genocide; instead they were isolated, 
exploited, and unappreciated. Thus, 
between the people that lived in the 
region, forgiveness never existed.  

The colonial legacy also created 
selfish, narrow minded, and 
politically inexperienced leaders. For 
Bolivar, this was the main reason 
that Latin America could never 
achieve this unification. The colonial 
elites set a precedent of ignoring the 
people’s need in order to maintain 
the status quo.   

The influx of millions of people from 
around the world into Latin 
American caused further fractures. 
Most of this migration was a result of 
deliberate decisions. For example, 
the Portuguese in Brazil demanded 
millions of African slaves to sustain 
their plantation system. In 
Argentina, Domingo Faustino 
Sarmiento and Juan Bautista 
Alberdi, two elite intellectuals, 
welcomed millions of Spanish and 
Italian immigrants so that through 
them they could “civilize” the 
savages in Argentina. Eventually, 
through a very long and complicated 
process, these migrants adjusted and 
were very influential in contributing 

to their respective region’s identity.  

All of this made it extremely difficult 
to create a national identity, let alone 
a “Latin American” one.   

Perhaps the most complicated and 
biggest obstacle of unity is the issue 
of identity. At the core, our identity 
has been an imposed one.  For 
instance, the region of “Latin 
America” was an invention of a 
French geographer. Additionally, as 
the elite European rulers made 
decisions of who to exterminate, 
segregate, and welcome to our lands, 
this identity had to be constantly 
renegotiated.   

Many historians and sociologists 
have explored this issue. For 
example, through his writings, 
Gilberto Freyre illustrates how 
Brazilian identity is essentially 
rooted in the plantation system and 
African slaves. On the other hand, 
Jose Vasconsuelos, celebrates and 
glorifies the mestizo “race”, in his 
book La raza cosmica (The Cosmic 
Race).  

The identity question did not stop 
within our national borders. As the 
U.S. experienced a surge of Latin 
American immigrants, the United 
States government adopted terms 
such as “Hispanic” and later 
“Latino/a” to classify us. Yet, these 
terms left out many with diverse 
backgrounds and experiences. The 
labels do not indicate place of origin, 
religion, gender, race, language, 
immigration status, and sexual 
orientation. Additionally, for many 
the labels have become synonymous 
with other terms such as spic, alien, 
illegal immigrant, Chicanos, 
undocumented worker, farm 
worker,  “learn English now”, 
wetbacks, thugs, encroachers, 
exotic…and the list goes on. 
Ultimately, these “official” and non-
“official” labels has hindered further 
unity. I became even more conscious 
of this identity question when I 
arrived at Swarthmore. 
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I became even more conscious of this 

For instance, here I learned what is supposedly 
the difference between being “Hispanic” and 
“Latino”. In my mind, I had to join Enlace, 
Swarthmore’s Latino student group, to reassure 
my Latino identity. As I became more involved 
within the Latino community on campus, I often 
wondered why there were so many “Latinos” 
that did not join forces with us to uplift our 
cosmic race. For a while, I even doubted my 
Latinidad. Isn’t a Latino someone who was born 
in the U.S. but has parents of Hispanic origin? 
Was I then more Hispanic than Latino, since I 
was born in Colombia? Is there even a term to 
explain my identity? Where does my experience 
fit in?  

This is not to at all to conclude that as a people 
there is no unity. Neither, that we have not had 
any agency in building our identity. Instead, it’s 
to illustrate and give a glimpse of the 
negotiation process that we have and 
continuously go through. To some extent, we 
have been more successful than Bolivar could 
ever imagine. True, we did not join territories 
and nationalities and vote for a common 
president, instead we created something larger 
than that. Despite the geographical-language-
race-imperialist-colonial hurdles we managed to 
build something together.  
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identity question when I arrived at  

This something has manifested itself in 
significant achievements and contributions 
to the world—award winning literature, 
influential art, unique poetry, examples of 
epic mass-activism, remarkable resistance, 
delicious food, technological inventions, 
medical and scientific discoveries, 
political/ideological thought, liberation 
theology, breath taking music…  

The photographic visual on these pages is 
my way of trying to visually make sense of 
what I am trying to describe, trying to 
unbox.   

We do not fit perfectly into a neat puzzle. 
There are spaces, outliers, overlaps. We are 
not bound to a box, we prefer dashes that let 
us out to explore and create and negotiate 
our own person. Flexibility. We are 
connected or unconnected by history, 
language, experience, race, culture, 
religion, sexuality, gender…Notice the facial 
expressions: happy, proud, pensive, 
hopeful, beautiful, wild, with an attitude…  

Bolivar would be proud.   
 
 Contact @ drojas1 
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Moses the Nebbish: Thoughts on 
Faith and Organizing 

By Sarah Apt 
 
Dani West, a prison abolition activist 
and anti-racist organizer in 
Philadelphia, ends every meeting by 
saying, “We’re gonna win.”  It’s an 
incredible feeling to hear it.  That’s a 
lot more hope than I usually let 
myself have.  When I hear that kind 
of hope coming up in myself, I tell it, 
“Be quiet, that’s easy to say from a 
place of material comfort and race 
and class privilege. If someone’s 
gonna say that, it certainly can’t be 
you.”  I want to be clear with myself 
about what privilege and power 
mean in terms of hope, and I 
certainly don’t want to use hope to 
tune out reality.  I’ve been realizing 
lately, though, that I cannot do 
effective work without faith. 
 
Dani and I come out of the same faith 
tradition, and her work within 
Unitarian Universalist organizations 
has influenced my experience since I 
was in high school, though I did not 
meet her until this year.  Elandria 
Williams, who I worked with this past 
summer at the Highlander Center, 
has also been one of people who have 
formed the anti-racism work of the 
Unitarian Universalist Association.  
Because of their work, it was through 
my church that I first began to talk 
about racism.  When Elandria and 
Alice Manos (also an organizer in 
Philly) ran an anti-racism/anti-
oppression training at my church 
when I was in high school, it was 
clear that the reason I needed to 
work against racism was not about 
something purely intellectual, it was 
not about charity, it was not 
optional.  It was something I had to 
do because my own ability to be fully 
human was tied at a deeply spiritual 
level with the experiences and 
material conditions of everyone 
around me.  When I saw Alice and 
Dani this past week at a Whites In 
Anti-Racist Solidarity potluck this 
week, all these thoughts came 
bubbling up.  I certainly do not claim 
to come from a faith tradition that 
has a solid or continuous or complete 
commitment to anti-racism.  But the 
faith of these people who raised me 
and pushed me and stretched me 
into my commitment to justice has 

been key to my understanding of 
why I work and how. 
 
I am a womyn of a couple of faiths.  
Yesterday I had lunch with Michael 
Ramberg, the Jewish student 
advisor, and we talked about Moses.  
Moses was “slow of speech and slow 
of tongue”—not exactly your 
charismatic leader.  He certainly 
wasn’t the only person to be working 
for justice and freedom, and he 
wasn’t good at it because he had 
some great special quality.  In fact, I 
think, he was a bit of a nebbish—a 
little dorky and nervous.  Michael 
told me, though, that even as he was 
in the palace of the Pharoh, in the 
midst of “evil” (the center of 
capitalism, the homebase of political 
repression—and the place he’d been 
raised), he could feel holiness.  How’s 
that for sustaining faith? 
 
Faith is not a replacement for me for 
seeing with clear eyes or very 
critically examining myself, my life, 
and what I’ve learned and 
internalized.  It’s a tool for doing 
that.  Believing that justice is tied up 
with the deepest connections, the 
most invisible, most important 
things, is essential for me.  It is faith 
that change can happen from within 
our selves and in society, even when 
we’re in the palace.  It is faith that 
what we cannot do, others will.  It is 
faith in my community, and my 
families (the families that raised me 
and my queer families) in the power 
of working together.  I’m hoping to 
grow a faith so deep and real that I 
can say, “We’re gonna win,” and 
mean it. 
 Contact @ sapt1 
 
Howard Zinn  
 By SwatOverlaps Editors 
 
Howard Zinn, an accomplished and 
influential political activist, author 
and professor died on January 27th, 
2010, at the age of 87.  He leaves 
behind a tremendous legacy, 
including a collection of written 
work, the most well known being A 
People’s History of the United States. 
His life experience helped to inform 
the strong opinions for which he was 
known, and he was often accused of 
taking extremist political stances to 
which he replied, “It’s not an 

unbiased account; so what?  If you 
look at history from the perspective 
of the slaughtered and mutilated, it’s 
a different story.”   
 
Born in 1922 to Jewish immigrant 
parents, he grew up in New York and 
joined the Army Air Corps in 1943 
after graduating high school and 
working in the Brooklyn Navy Yard.  
Before going to war, he married 
Roslyn Schecter, a social worker, 
with whom he had two children.  
 
Zinn’s time in the Air Corps served to 
reshape his ideas on warfare. After 
returning from the war he returned 
to school, attending New York 
University with funding from the GI 
Bill and later Columbia to earn his 
PhD and MA.  He began his work as a 
professor at Spelman College in 
1956, but was fired after taking part 
in and supporting the desegregation 
efforts of the Student Non-Violent 
Coordinating Committee.  In 1964, 
he joined the faculty at Boston 
University as a professor of political 
science, and began ardently 
protesting the Vietnam War.   
 
Zinn retired from teaching in 1988, 
but continued speaking out against 
American military policies and civil 
and labor rights abuses. He was 
unapologetic in his beliefs, and his 
courage to challenge traditional 
accounts of American history will 
stand as an example for generations 
to come.  The editors of SwatOverlaps 
would like to honor Howard Zinn for 
the dedication and passion he 
demonstrated in his unwavering 
commitment to social justice and the 
equality of all peoples. 
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For Haiti 
 
Lespwa fè viv. 

Coalition for a Free Haiti 
Hope makes one live. 

 
Coalition for a Free Haiti is dedicated to raising 
awareness of Haiti's history, culture, and current 
situation. We are also committed to fundraising efforts 
that support Haiti's post earthquake reconstruction 
process. In the future we hope to develop a relationship 
with an organization on the ground through which we 
hope to effect positive change. 
 
Soccer Clinic for Haiti  
Wednesday, March 24, 2010–Thursday, March 25, 2010  
 
Dr. Francois Faculty Lecture  
Science Center 199 
Friday, Mar 26, 2010  
7:00pm – 9:00 pm  
 
Want to Help? 
-Volunteers/ideas contact jbailey2@swarthmore.edu or 
tcolonn1@swarthmore.edu 
-If your group wants to host a fundraising/awareness 
event contact vchhabr1@swarthmore.edu 
 
All proceeds donated to Haiti Community Support, Red 
Cross, and Partners in Health 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Forum: Dean Search process & other appointments, 
the past and future. With President Chopp, Vice-

President Eldridge, and Connie Hungerford 
Science Center 101 

Wednesday, March 24, 2010 
7:00 pm-9:00 pm 

Hosted by: Student Council 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   

Events – Announcements – Blurbs 
 

30 years of Political Incarceration: Political Prisoner 
Ricardo Jimenez 

Big IC Room 
Thursday, March 4th, 2010 
4:30 pm 
Hosted by Enlace and the Intercultural Center 

Arrested in 1980, Ricardo Jimenez spent almost 
twenty years in prison on charges of “seditious 
conspiracy” for his involvement in the Puerto Rican 
independence movement. He was one of eleven 
independence activists granted presidential clemency in 
1999. Since then, he has been an educator, lecturer, and 
AIDS activist. 

 

Beyond Swarthmore 
 
Haiti: Solidarity Not Charity 
Uhuru Solidarity Center, 3733 Lancaster Ave, West 
Philly  
Tuesday, March 2nd, 2010 
7:30pm 
Hosted by the African People’s Solidarity Committee 
and Africa’s Resources in African Hands 
For more info: philly@uhurusolidarity.org 
 
Paper Politics: Socially Engaged Printmaking Today 
Wooden Shoe Books, 704 South Street, Philly 
Thursday, March 4, 2010 
7:00pm – 8:30pm 
Hosted by Josh MacPhee of Justseeds, an artists’ 
collective. Author/editor of Paper Politics, a full color 
book showcasing print art that uses themes of social 
justice and global equity to engage community members 
in political conversation. For more info: 
www.justseeds.org/blog/2009/11/paper_politics_sociall
y_engage.html  
 
Protest AlliedBarton’s repression of the Philadelphia 
Security Officer’s Union (PSOU) 
Philadelphia Museum of Art West Entrance (Opposite of 
'Rocky' steps) 
Friday, March 5th,2010 
4:30-6:00PM 
Hosted by PSOU 
We'll bring noisemakers, buckets and chants to let the 
PMA and AlliedBarton know that we won't stop until 
they QUIT STALLING improved job security, wages and 
respect! More info call: 814.777.3710 
 
 

Artists in Wartime: Bearing Witness / Shaping a 
Response Symposium 

LPAC Cinema 
Saturday, March 20th, 2010 

9:30 am 
Hosted by Swarthmore College and the William J. 

Cooper Foundation 
Artist’s Lecture: Daniel Heyman 

LPAC Cinema 
Thursday, March 4th, 2010 

4:30 pm 
Hosted by Swarthmore College List Gallery and the 

William J. Cooper Foundation 
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Art after 5: Japan Night featuring Miho Hatori 
Philadelphia Museum of Art 
Friday, March 5th, 2010  
5:00 pm-8:45 pm 
Art After 5 presents Cibo Matto co-founder Miho 
Hatori who will perform songs from her solo 
project. Known for drawing on sources that span 
the musical spectrum, Miho blends diverse 
elements seamlessly into a catchy and unique 
brand of pop. Bossa nova, hip-hop, funk, metal, and 
rock all find their way into her musical styling. 
 
International Fridays-Social Networking Event 
Rain Lounge- 120 Chestnut St 
Friday, March 5, 2010 - Saturday, March 6, 2010  
8:00 PM- 2:30 AM 
Join the biggest international crowd from all over 
the world, for one reason-to network, mingle, and 
dance the night away to the sounds of the best 
international DJ's, headlined by Liberia's Finest: Dj 
Lueve. 
 
Academic Repression: Reflections from the 
Academic Industrial Complex 
Wooden Shoe Books, 704 South Street, Philly 
Saturday, March 6 
7:00pm – 8:30pm 
Hosted by Anthony J. Nocella, scholar of free 
speech, culture wars, and academic freedom in the 
post-9/11 era. 
 
 
 
 
 

Special thanks to the 
Swarthmore Intercultural 
Center for supporting 
SwatOverlaps!!! 
 

From Repression to Resistance: Lessons for Our 
Movements 
Houston Hall, 3417 Spruce Street, room 236 
Saturday, March 6th  
1-3 p.m.  
The U.S. government has a long history of persecuting 
activists, radicals and community organizers, even 
those who don’t break any laws. With the help of three 
veteran activists, two former political prisoners and a 
longtime attorney, this workshop will discuss tactics 
and strategies for organizers to prevent, withstand, and 
defeat state repression.  
 
Planning meeting: Philadelphia mobilizes for the 
U.S. Social Forum 
American Friends Service Committee offices, 15th and 
Cherry St. 
Thursday, March 18th 
6:00 – 7:30pm 
Hosted by communities working for grassroots change 
(you!) 
There is an open meeting every Third Thursday of the 
month as Philly mobilizes for the U.S. Social Forum. The 
Social Forum, a massive coming together of 
organizations to build grassroots movement for social 
change, will take place in Detroit in June. For more info 
visit www.ussf2010.org . Please invite your 
organization(s) or community to participate in the 
process of building the movement in Philly!  
 
PhilaGrafika 
January 29, 2010-April 1, 2010 
Philagrafika: Philadelphia's international festival 
celebrating print in contemporary art.  
http://www.philagrafika2010.org/ 
 

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, Give it to a 
Friend* 

 


