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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.  
 
 
While putting this particular issue together, 
immigration and immigration reform stood out as 
topics of great personal urgency and importance. The 
recent passage of SB1070 in Arizona points not only 
to the urgency of the immigrants rights issue, but 
also to disturbing patterns of xenophobia and 
increased policing and racial profiling of 
marginalized communities. 
 
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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The Salt March to Dandi 
 By Aakash Suchak 
 
      April 6th 1930 
 
Tamarind tree, bandhani, henna. 
 
My baa touched Gandhi’s lemon 
meringue foot 
as he lifted a lump of salty mud into 
the air.  
 
      Just out of the Arabian 
 
Sea, his foot sparkled with the glitter 
of salt crystals. Her girlish voice rang 
aloud: 
 
      “Gandhiji, ye humara desh hai.”  
 
Saltwater, civil, disarmed. 
 
 Contact @ asuchak1 
 
 
Self Pity Ain’t Us 
 By John Boucard and 
Javier Perez 
 
JB: My hands tremble with the pain 
you endure 
      can’t grip this brush to paint this 
canvas for you 
      So I dip my feet in the blood 
forgotten 
      trod across the earth leaving foot 
prints forgotten  
 
JP: I extend my body and flesh 
expressing sacrifice for ex-people 
      ex-humans unexpectedly 
providing us with life 
      your death n martyrdom like 
blood transfusions to my anemic 
ambitions 
      envision a beautiful race living in 
the underbelly of Diosita’s earth 
 
JB: May their soul rest in places 
much more beautiful  
      And may they visit us with a kiss 
or two  
      When our skies are no longer blue  
 
JP: Like autumn to winter the cycles 
of the seasons 
      Memories of u with tired thoughts 
that “everything happens for a 
reason” 
      I once heard when someone dies a 
soldier is born, 

      Well I wonder where the hell my 
army’s at 
 
JB: Alphabets not enough to form 
words to explain 
      Maybe pictures worth 1000 can 
help soothe your pain 
      But I doubt even that can help 
express it  
      So I doubt even this poem will 
pass the test 
 
JP: Poetry, designed to water our 
roots, Grow truth 
      Like mango trees to feed dead 
souls who travel in whole 
      through the liquid flesh and 
rhythmic hearts of a dying species. 
      Therein lies the question of these 
deaths 
      Are we being massacred or do I 
“behold the suicide of a race” 
 
JB: It came faster than bullets and 
stung harder than bees 
      Earthquakes ain’t things we’re 
used to 
      no need to sharpen  machetes 
      cause this enemy don’t wear flesh 
and bones 
      It crushes souls and homes  
      Leaving orphans on streets alone 
 
JP: Muerte. y el doleroso silencio que 
simpre sige 
      Como El Salvador la tierra de la 
muerte inesesario 
      deadly civil war of fruitful 
passions that blinded men with a 
hunger 
      for a better tomorrow 
      civil war distressed generations 
walk in mara(s) (para) 
salva(r)(la)trucha 
      a people dying holding on to weak 
roots of sweet flowers before the 
earth swallows them too 
 
JB: Perhaps this poem can blanket 
them 
      Provide food for them 
      Sing lullabies until sunsets 
become sunrise 
      Until they forget that mom and 
dad are no longer alive  
 
JP: Let the people feed on poetry 
      Sleep and dream on poetry 
      Let them get drunk tamao en la 
poesia 
      Cuz the activity of thought 
instigates body movements 

      so I spit words to inspire 
motionless bodies to start movin 
      And in my heart the lifeless 
comiensan a bailar 
 
JB: Nevertheless, self pity ain’t us  
      We don’t maintain sad faces 
      pick up our loads and cases  
      March on in defiance  
      In the future we defining  
 
JP: Descendents of the sun, we live 
even 
      after death. Born again with 
purer breaths 
      My haitain people, mi gente 
Salvadorena, my homeless children 
in American ghettos 
      my tear-dried holocaust survivor, 
my people worldwide 
      We build cuz… 
 
JB: Self pity is a foreign concept to 
us people 
      That defeated goliath long ago 
      So while you pray for this people 
      You can keep the tears  
      Unless you plan to use them to 
help us rebuild  
 
JP: Rebuild us with a will to survive 
and strive as a people 
      Black and brown within the hues 
of blues 
      rebuilding is not optional to us 
      it is second-nature 
 
JB: Help us march on in defiance  
       Into the future we defining   
 
JP: The future we refining 
      La marcha de desafío 
 
JB: This poem is the intro to a bigger 
chapter 
      May it be written in the pages of 
history  
JP: Cuz the blood n tears we shed is 
more than enough to trade for ink to 
write such history 
JB: That when Haiti fell under a 
great tragedy 
JP: Y El Salvador as a nation tasted 
the sounds of Hell 
JB: She raised up and taught the 
world  
JP: Taught people of many different 
struggles 
JB: To laugh in the midst of misery  
JP: To bite the hand that starves you 
JB: And to dance like her beauty  
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JP: To speak in a universal language 
of love 
JB: For all children… 
 
JB & JP: To see. 
 Contact @ jboucar1, jperez2 
 
 
I Still Remember 
 By Swarthmore Student 
 
I remember the cold nights. The 
nights when I stayed up with my 
mom and waited. I remember the 
tapping of my mother’s foot. Her 
bloodshot eyes, looking out our 
window. I remember her breath, 
heavy and melodic. I remember my 
own hands, clutched together, as I 
prayed for my father to come home. 
This happened almost every night. It 
became almost routine; my mother’s 
and my little ritual. Yet the sense of 
normality did not make it less 
frightening. 

Our worries were partially my 
father’s fault, for not calling home 
saying he would stay at work a bit 
longer to earn some extra money. We 
were afraid, because how could we 
have known the difference between 
my father being late from work and 
him being taken by La Migra? La 
Migra or I.C.E (which I thought stood 
for their cold hearts and souls but 
found out it meant US Immigration 
and Customs Enforcement.) 
terrorized my family and my entire 
community. Everyone knew someone 
who had been taken by them; 
everyone had a friend, cousin, 
boyfriend who had grown up in the 
care of an aunt or a grandma, 
because their parents had been 
deported. I knew these stories, and I 
prayed to God every single night, to 
make sure my father wasn’t taken 
away from us. I also remember 
fearing for my own life, I remember 
my mother telling me never to 
approach or make myself stand out 
to the cops. I remember staying 
home during field trips, not being 
able to go to the immigration and 
anti-war marches in L.A. because my 
mother feared that I would be 
deported as well.  

The constant fear did not end once I 
stepped into the “safety” of my home 

and school. We knew of people who 
had been taken from their own 
homes. At school I made sure 
everyone knew that I wasn’t an 
“illegal alien,” I stopped speaking 
Spanish and did as well as I could in 
school because I believed the 
propaganda against me and other 
people like me. How could I be an 
undocumented person if I spoke 
perfect English, did not speak a word 
Spanish and was smart? 

My family migrated the United 
States when I was ten. Even though 
they had survived the death squads, 
the kidnaps, the shootings and 
famine, the devastation of a U.S. 
supported and funded war was still 
present ten years after the war 
treaty was signed in 1992. Life was 
still a living hell, the sacrifice of so 
many gone to waste. What would 
Romero have to say? 

Because my family belonged to the 
middle class (relative to a small war 
torn country, of course) the 
government granted us a 6 months 
visitors visa. They thought, why 
would this people not want to return 
to their war torn country with 
luxuries like those? Six months 
came and went, and we were still 
here. My parents had decided to stay 
in the U.S. to provide my sister and I 
with a better education. What my 
parents didn’t know was how hard, 
near impossible, it was for an 
undocumented student to go to 
college.  

After five years of perfect 
attendance, impeccable tests scores, 
honor roll, certificates, medals and 
the like; it was time for me to think 
about college. 

SHIT. 

My perfect GPA and my test scores 
did not matter if I didn’t have a social 
security number with my name on it. 
I could go to the  school of my 
dreams, at that time it was Berkeley, 
but I would have to pay out-of-state 
tuition…. Without any loans. 
$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$. FUCK. 

During my junior year, I stopped 
going to school, skipped class when I 

did decide to show up, and talked 
back to my teachers. The perfect 
student was nowhere in sight. My 
parents, teachers and the 
administration held an emergency 
intervention to “save” me. Why 
would their star student behave in 
such an irrational way? 
 
1) I couldn’t go to college. 
2) All that hard work for nothing. 
3) FUCK the system oppressing him. 
4) I was denied the privilege- No, the 
RIGHT  to go to college. 

But then, after six years of red tape 
and countless sleepless nights, there 
was a light at the end of the tunnel. 
My mother became a U.S. citizen, 
which expedited the immigration 
status and granted the rest of my 
family permanent legal residency 
(AKA green cards!) The next year 
was a blur, I had been giving a 
second chance and I wasn’t going to 
waste it. I went back to being the 
good student I was and it paid off. 
Swat, Williams, Columbia and 
Berkeley wanted me. It was like a 
dream come true.  

Sometimes I walk around 
Swarthmore’s beautiful campus. I 
admire the beauty, I enjoy my 
classes, I take advantage of the 
opportunities given to me. Yet, 
sometimes the anger takes over me. 
Deep, boiling, justified hatred toward 
an institution designed to keep 
people like me on the margins of 
society. I feel the hatred and anger, 
as I ask myself who gets to say that I 
deserve being here more than my 
friends back home. Why did I make it 
out? I’m here. Nothing else I can say 
or do, I’ve worked incredibly hard to 
get here, but I still wonder what’s so 
special about ME?  

All I can do is recognize my 
newfound privilege and use it. Use it 
to fight. I fight for my friends, my 
neighbors, all those undocumented 
people who are not given a chance. 
The people who are invisible; the 
people who are hunted; the people 
whose families are torn apart every 
day. IN AMERICA. I fight because I 
can. Because by some twisted chance 
of faith I was given a heads up. 
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All I know is that no matter where I 
go, or what I do, I will always 
remember what could have NOT 
been. Haunting me forever. Pushing 
me to change it, so that no other kid 
has his dreams chattered by the 
hatred and ignorance of someone 
else.  

I’ll still remember. 
 
 
Death Was Here.  
 By Luis Peñate  
 
Death is eternal, but dying can be 
fast, painful, slow, painless, 
symbolic… death is peace, dying is 
destruction. I was eight years old, my 
mother and sister were the center of 
my world. My loving father was far, 
he wasn’t there for us. It wasn’t his 
fault. He had gone abroad to finish 
his masters degree. He thought that 
if he had to be away from us, he 
should choose the closest “away.” He 
could have chosen to go to Spain, he 
could have chosen to go Russia, but 
he chose to go to Mexico City.  
 
Death. For two years, death was 
there. My father was away. My 
mother was our guardian. She was 
strong, confident, fierce and 
passionate. Still we didn’t know that 
death was with us. For two years, 
death was with us. I remember my 
mother slept in bed alone, missing 
my father as much as we missed him. 
But she wasn’t alone, death was 
there. Pain, melancholy, screams, 
blood. But we didn’t know, how could 
have we known that death was there, 
looming over us. My parents grew 
farther apart, it had been a year 
since I had seen my father. Finally 
we saw him, we visited the great 
pyramids and ruins of the Aztecs, I 
saw the beauty of the Mexican 
heartland. My father cried, he 
couldn’t believe how much we had 
grown, he was angry because he 
hadn’t been there to watch us grow. 
My sister was three years old, he had 
missed her first day of school, he had 
missed the chance of taking me to 
catechism classes. Still he did not 
know, that death was with us.  
 
I was fourteen years-old when I 
found out that death had been upon 
us. Pain, melancholy, screams, blood. 

How could we have missed it? We 
didn’t know that death had been with 
us. I was fourteen years old when 
horrible news made their way over 
from a quite and boring 
neighborhood in the second biggest 
city in El Salvador to California. I 
was fourteen years old when I found 
out death had been my neighbor. For 
two years death had watched over us 
during my father’s absence.  
 
It only could have been a couple 
months after my father had gone 
abroad when the new neighbors 
moved in. The neighbors were a nice 
and childless couple. They had seen 
me grow, they had been there when 
my father wasn’t, they were death. 
Death had moved in next door, 
started renovating their home. I 
remember climbing on top of the roof 
to look at what they were doing. 
Death was digging a giant hole. Death 
told me they were fixing their 
plumbing, death smiled at me.  
 
Death had dug a hole next to my 
parents bedroom. Death had killed 
and kidnapped four members of a 
rich family. Death had tortured them 
right next to my home. The place 
were my sister and I had taken our 
first steps and uttered our first 
words. My mother had slept without 
my father for two years, but she 
wasn’t alone. She had dreamed about 
reuniting our family while death dug 
a hole a foot away from her sleeping 
body and had buried the tortured 
bodies of four people.  
 
It turns out my father hadn’t left us 
alone, death was with us. Pain, 
melancholy, screams, blood. Death 
was with us.  
 Contact @ lpenate1 
 
 
Dreams Deferred: The Importance 
of Promoting Educational 
Achievement Among Immigrant 
Youth (Excerpt)  
 By Ambar La Forgia 
 
Current efforts in immigration 
reform, such as the DREAM act, 
want to give motivated 
undocumented immigrant youth the 
opportunity to earn permanent 
residency conditional on maintaining 
good moral character and receiving a 

Bachelor’s Degree after graduating 
high school. For many 
undocumented youth, the 
implementation of such policies 
would promote early hope and 
motivation towards future academic 
success. This paper examines the 
statistical evidence in support of 
such reforms by analyzing the 
educational ambitions of immigrant 
youth in high school using panel data 
from the Children of Immigrants 
Longitudinal Survey (CILS) in 
California and Florida. In particular, 
the paper focuses on testing the 
different effects of personal 
expectation on academic grade point 
average (GPA) between citizens and 
non-citizens. Though the CILS survey 
has been analyzed before in the 
discipline of sociology and 
anthropology, this is the first study 
that employs more econometrically 
sophisticated models to correct for 
unobserved individual effects that 
might invalidate the results. The 
findings highlight that on average, 
early educational expectations 
significantly increase GPA, and that 
non-citizens have higher GPAs than 
citizens at high levels of educational 
expectation. Despite being just as 
academically capable as their peers, 
upon graduation undocumented 
youth are blocked legally and 
financially from pursuing their 
desired educational trajectory. Thus, 
policy such as the Dream act is 
necessary to help non-citizens 
achieve their academic goals upon 
graduation, so that their early hopes 
and ambitions can be realized, not 
deferred.  
 
INTRODUCTION  
The 1970’s saw a massive increase 
in immigrants from Latin American 
and Asia, transforming the ethnic 
population so that by 2000, over 60 
million persons were of foreign birth 
or parentage: about 22% of all 
Americans (Rumbaut 2005). 
Although initial attention of policy 
makers focused on the immigrants 
themselves, it has become clear over 
time that the long-term concerns of 
early immigrant waves are more 
closely linked with the second 
generation and their chances for 
successful adaption. Immigrant 
children and U.S. born children of 
immigrants are the fastest growing 
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segment of the nations population 
under 18 years of age, reaching 15 
million or 1 in 5 of all young 
Americans in 2000 (Portes and Hao 
2004). Yet unlike their parents, the 
second generation can only claim the 
United States as their home, 
detaching them from their parent’s 
national identity. As a result, even 
the immigrant youth who are not US 
citizens are integrated into the 
American way of life. 
 
However, the second generation still 
faces great barriers to assimilation, 
as they are segmented from 
American society by educational, 
socioeconomic and ethnic barriers. 
In particular, non-citizen immigrant 
youth face greater barriers to 
postsecondary access both 
financially and legally compared.  
For instance, the average income of 
an undocumented immigrant’s 
family is 40 percent lower than that 
of legal immigrant families (Passel 
2005). Furthermore, they are 
trapped in a legal paradox. 
Undocumented children have the 
right to a primary and secondary 
education and are generally allowed 
to go on to college. Yet the estimated 
65,000 undocumented children 
graduating from high school each 
year can only qualify for out of state 
tuition and are ineligible for financial 
aid, making college unaffordable for 
most (Gonzales 2009). Therefore, an 
undocumented student just as 
academically capable as any other 
student only has the option of 
community college or entering the 
low-skilled labor market. 
 
However, policy such as The 
Development, Relief and Education 
for Alien Minors act (DREAM act) 
would allow children of immigrants 
who have been in the US for at least 
five years the opportunity to earn 
permanent residency, conditional on 
acquiring a bachelor’s degree within 
a 6 year period (NILC 2009). 
Unfortunately, their exists persistent 
trends in low educational attainment 
among immigrants (both citizens 
and noncitizens) with Latin 
American, Vietnamese, and 
Cambodian immigrants having a 
high school drop out rate above 20% 
from 2000 to 2007 compared to the 
national average of 10% (IES 2010). 

This manifests the false impression 
that non-citizens, who tend to be 
more disadvantaged than citizens, 
would not be academically motivated 
enough candidates to compete in the 
college applicant pool, rendering the 
DREAM act itself ineffective. 
 
This paper, using the Children of 
Immigrants Longitudinal Survey 
(CILS) refutes this misconception. 
The paper focuses on the differences 
in expectations and high school GPA 
between citizens and noncitizens, a 
topic yet to be analyzed from the 
CILS or immigrant education 
literature in general. As my 
subsequent analysis reveals, for high 
levels of educational expectations, 
non-citizens are expected to have 
higher academic GPAs than citizens. 
Thus, within the high school setting, 
non-citizens are more likely to 
manifest their educational desires 
academically. These results support 
the ambitions of the DREAM act, 
where if given the opportunity, non-
citizens would be academically 
capable and motivated to break out 
of the low educational attainment 
trend previously established 
amongst the immigrant youth 
population.  
 
Additionally, the results show how 
the educational expectations of 
immigrant youth in high school are 

powerful predictors of their 
academic success, a trend 
consistently supported by status 
attainment research (Feliciano 
2005). This suggests that 
implementing the Dream act would 
further boost personal expectations 
and encourage undocumented youth 
to do better in high school because of 
real hope of attaining a higher 
degree… 
 
[for the full article, please contact 
the author, or visit Overlaps online: 
http://swatoverlaps.wordpress.com/] 
 Contact @ alaforg1 
 
 
A Profile of the NYC Trail of 
Dreams team.  
 By Swatties for a 
D.R.E.A.M.  
 
The NYC Trail of Dreams team 
 
On April 19, 2010, several 
Swarthmore students joined the NYC 
Trail of Dreams walkers on their 
march from the University of 
Pennsylvania to Swarthmore College. 
The NYC Trail of Dreams is a group of 
four activists who are marching from 
New York City to Washington D.C in 
order to rally support for the 
D.R.E.A.M. Act, a bill that would 
grant undocumented youth access to 
higher education. The group, which 
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is one of two Trail of Dreams teams 
(the other is marching from Florida 
to Washington D.C.), started walking 
on April 10 and will arrive in time for 
the May 1st rally in Washington D.C. 
During their trip they have stopped 
at churches, schools, and other 
community centers in order to raise 
awareness about the plight of 
undocumented students and gather 
support for the act. Each activist is 
uniquely talented and dedicated. 
Here, they state the reasons why 
they walk.  
 

 
Jose Luis 

  
“My name is Jose Luis. I am walking 
from New York to Washington D.C. to 
demand congress and president 
Obama to pass the D.R.E.A.M. Act 
immediately. No more young people 
should face the barriers that I have.  
As a responsible individual, I feel 
that we should not put our young 
people through the hardship they go 
through in trying to better 
themselves. My inspiration is young 
people with the dreams of a better 
world who take leadership.” 
 
“My name is Martin Lopez and I’m 
waling from New York to Washington 
D.C. because I grew up in an 
immigrant community and I know 
that our immigrant communities are 
full of hard-working people and 
youth that want to go to school. My 
parents were able to get their [legal] 
status because of the law that was 
passed in 1986 and that made all the 
difference for my family. In that 
same spirit, I believe that these hard-
working D.R.E.A.M. students deserve 

a chance to realize their dreams in 
the country they call home.” 
 

 
Martin Lopez 

  

 
Marisol Ramos 

 
“My name is Marisol Ramos and I’m 
walking to Washington D.C. from 
New York City because enough is 
enough. The dreams of 
undocumented youth cannot be 
deferred any longer.” 
 

 
Gabriel Martinez 

“My name is Gabriel Martinez and I 
am undocumented. I have been 
working for nine years with 
organizations that support 
comprehensive immigration reform. 
These organizations tell students 
that C.I.R. will benefit our 
communities. After nine years of 
listening to this story, I realized that 
C.I.R. doesn’t have a bill that is 
supported by our communities, 
organizations and religious 
institutions. The D.R.E.A.M. Act is an 
existing bill that has the support 
from communities, organizations and 
institutions. This bill is real and has a 
lot of support and this is the reason 
that I am walking. This bill is very 
close to becoming a law.” 
 

 
Bertyn Cholula 

  
“Mi nombre es Bertyn Cholula y yo 
apoyo la ley del sueño porque pienso 
que los estudiantes merecen ser 
apollados y motivados para poder 
alcanzar sus metas y puedan aportar 
algo positivo a este pais.” 
 
(Translation)  
“My name is Bertyn Cholula and I 
support the D.R.E.A.M. Act because I 
believe that students deserve 
support and motivation so that they 
may reach their goals and contribute 
something positive to this country.” 
  
(Bertyn follows the walkers in a van 
in case they encounter danger, get 
lost, or need a place to sleep.) 
 
Contact swarthmoredac@gmail.com 
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Resolution in Support of the 
DREAM Act 
 By Swatties for a 
D.R.E.A.M. and Student Council  
 
(modeled after Univeristy of 
Michigan template) 
 
WE, SWARTHMORE COLLEGE’S 
STUDENT COUNCIL, HEREBY 
RESOLVE: 
 
WHEREAS, the Development, Relief 
and Education for Alien Minors Act 
(hereon referred to as the DREAM 
Act) was first introduced in the 
Senate 2001, subsequently amended 
through the years but failed 8 votes 
short of reaching cloture on October 
24, 2007; and  
 
WHEREAS, this DREAM Act was 
introduced on March 26, 2009 by 
Senator Durbin (IL), Richard Lugar 
(R-IN), Edward Kennedy (D-MA), 
Patrick Leahy (D-VT), Joe 
Lieberman (I-CT), Mel Martinez (R-
FL) and Harry Reid (D-NV) in the 
Senate and Representatives Howard 
Berman (D-CA), Joseph Cao (R-LA), 
John Conyers, JR. (D-MI), Lincoln 
Diaz-Balart (R-FL), Mario Diaz-
Baltart (R-FL), Zoe Lofgren (D-CA), 
Devin Nunez (R-CA), Jared Polis (D-
CO), Ileana Ros- Lehtinen (R-FL) and 
Lucille Roybal Allard (D-CA); and  
 
WHEREAS, this Act permits high 
school graduates who immigrated to 
the United States, without their own 
conscious decision, but a decision 
made by guardians, and arrived 
before they were 16, lived in the 
country for at least five years prior 
to the passage of the legislation, and 
are under the age of 30 at the time of 
enactment, to gain a six year 
conditional residency; and  
 
WHEREAS, this conditional 
residency is furthermore contingent 
upon requiring these students to be 
of “good moral character”, and 
complete either an associate’s degree 
at a two year insitution, or bachelor’s 
degree at a four year institution, or 
two years of military service; and 
 
WHEREAS, undocumented students 
have had no other means of 
legalizing their status, and their 

option presented by the critics to go 
back to their birth country is 
unfathomable to many of them 
seeing as many of them only know 
the United States, therefore, they 
merit the chance, while pursuing 
higher education or enrolling in the 
military, to petition for legal status 
and to become full members of the 
country they call home, the United 
States of America; and  
 
WHEREAS, this Act would actually 
provide many benefits to our country 
as a whole, such as generating new 
tax revenues; and  
 
WHEREAS, the United States of 
America needs young, educated and 
hard-working adults to compete in 
the global political economy of today; 
and 
 
WHEREAS, the federal passage of 
the DREAM Act, would make legally 
self- evident what is true, de facto 
that we have invested so much in 
these undocumented students in 
their primary education and have 
raised them to be American in all 
sense, thus we should captalize on 
that investment; and  
 
WHEREAS, the DREAM Act shall 
not punish eligible DREAM Act 
beneficiaries from transgressions 
committed by their parents, but they 
shall be judged according to their 
own character and merit regardless 
of their country of birth or legal 
status; and 
 
WHEREAS, as socially conscious 
members we do not support the 
military provision of the act, but 
recognize its role in providing more 
opitions. However we ardently 
advocate for the educational aspects 
of the act and the reinstiution of the 
community service component; and 
 
RESOLVED, Swarthmore’s 
commitment to social and civic 
responsibility, and strive to make 
higher education accessible to all 
who merit and desire an academic 
collegiate; and  
 
RESOLVED THAT, Students of 
Swarthmore College support the 
Federal Dream Act, and continuously 

support all students who struggle to 
achieve the dream of higher 
education. 
 
THEREFORE, BE IT RESOLVED 
that the Student Council of 
Swarthmore College along with 
Coalition for a Fre Haiti, College 
Democrats, College Republicans, Club 
Despertar, Deshi, Earthlust, Enlace, 
I-20, IC/BCC Coalition, Multi, Queer 
Straight Alliance (QSA), Students of 
a Caribbean Ancestry, Students for a 
Democratic Society (SDS), 
Swarthmore Asian Organization 
(SAO), Swarthmore Labor Action 
Project (SLAP), Swarthmore Women 
of Color Collective, SwatMigration, 
Swat Rotaract, White Students 
Confronting Rascism, Women’s 
Resource Center endorse the DREAM 
Act which will allow thousands of 
young students to realize their 
educational dreams. 
 
Contact swarthmoredac@gmail.com 
 
 
Patriarchy’s the Bitch 
 By Ashia Troiano 
 
A couple weeks ago, I went on this 
really cute date  
with this really cute guy 
and I wore this really cute outfit 
complete with my new really cute 
shoes 
and we had a really cute dinner  
saw a really cute movie 
had really cute conversation 
and so we’re at the end of this really 
cute night 
and he gets a text message  
Like a gentleman, he ignores it, 
switches the phone to silent and 
places it down  
And so later when I just happen to 
glance down at the phone (not that I 
was snooping or anything, it was one 
of those IPhones so the text message 
just popped up, it was completely out 
of my control, I swear) 
I saw the message from one of his 
friends 
And it read: 
“U with a bitch?” 
Pause 
I’ll give you a second to pick your jaw 
up from the floor and push your eyes 
back into their sockets  
Because like you, I felt that all of a 
sudden, shit wasn’t so cute no more 
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When did the fact of my having a 
vagina translate into me being a 
bitch?  
When did the name I was blessed 
with at birth evaporate into thin air 
only to be replaced with a name that 
degrades and shames me? 
When did the universal word for 
woman become bitch? 
Because it seems we have 
misunderstood who the bitch really 
is 
And so just for clarification… 
For every female that’s been called a 
bitch to her face, over the phone, 
online, by a man, by a female, or 
called some other female a bitch 
Actually, patriarchy’s the bitch 
For every female that’s been called a 
slut, a whore, a hoodrat, a ghetto girl 
or anything out her name 
Patriarchy’s the bitch 
For every female that’s had her butt 
stared at for one second too long 
Patriarchy’s the bitch 
For every female that’s been told 
that she’s asking for it because her 
skirt is too short 
Patriarchy’s the bitch  
For every female that does not go 
back for that second bowl of ice 
cream for no reason other than 
fitting into that pair of size 2 jeans 
Patriarchy’s the bitch 
For every female that’s been on the 
bottom, laying on her back because 
she think it feels better for him 
Patriarchy’s the bitch, fuck that, get 
on top 
For every female that’s felt pressure 
to have sex because he bought her 
really cute flowers and paid for that 
really cute meal 
Patriarchy’s the bitch  
For every female that’s embarrassed 
to say that she likes to watch porn 
Patriarchy’s the bitch 
For every female that’s been called 
too domineering, too controlling, too 
independent, or just plain old angry 
Patriarchy’s the bitch 
For every female that’s felt like it’s 
her fault if her man cheats 
Patriarchy’s the bitch 
And for every female that’s been the 
victim of emotional and physical 
abuse 
Patriarchy’s the bitch 
While this list is not exhaustive, I do 
hope it gives you some perspective  
The language we’re using is 
demeaning and defective  

So this is my plea to males, females, 
young and old 
And especially that asshole on the 
phone 
Because what I really wanted to do 
was go all Queen Latifah on his ass 
and “punch him dead in his eye and 
say ‘Who you callin’ a bitch?’” 
But I’ll try it this way and instead 
advocate for a language switch 
 Contact @ atroian1 
 
 
They May Ballyhoo, We’ll Stay 
Focused on Black Women 
 By Eva McKend 
 
Published March 11, 2010 on Ms. 
Magazine Blog;  
http://msmagazine.com/blog/blog/201
0/03/11/they-may-ballyhoo-well-stay-
focused-on-black-women/ 
 
This February, billboards that read 
“black children are an endangered 
species” were plastered across 
Atlanta. They were sponsored by 
anti-abortion groups Georgia Right to 
Life (GRTL) and the Radiance 
Foundation, and they were meant to 
imply that abortion-rights activists 
target pregnant black women for 
eugenics reasons. 
 
I know firsthand that it’s easy for the 
unwary to be seduced–or at least 
shaken–by these arguments. I 
watched bits and pieces of the slickly 
produced 2009 documentary Maafa 
21, the foundation for these kind of  
billboards, which alleges a “black 
genocide” perpetrated by the likes of 
Planned Parenthood, and I admit it 
threw me. I had no idea that Planned 
Parenthood, in its original 
incarnation as the American Birth 
Control League, was helmed by 
Margaret Sanger, who made many 
questionable assertions about race in 
her lifetime. 
 
But in times of ballyhoo, it is always 
sage to revisit the facts. 
 
Fact: Yes, a black woman is almost 
four times as likely as a white woman 
to have an abortion, but that is due to 
a higher rate of unintended 
pregnancy among African American 
women. 
 

Fact: In 2002, about 15 percent of 
black women who were at risk for 
unintended pregnancy were not 
practicing contraception, compared 
to 12 percent of Latino and 9 percent 
of white women. But … 
 
Fact: Black women are 
disproportionately low income and 
many contraceptives have 
exorbitant upfront costs; therefore, 
black woman are less able to afford 
prescription birth control methods or 
have access to highly effective 
contraception over extended periods 
of time. 
 
Fact: When we are told to view issues 
of reproductive rights as separate 
from the larger narrative of public 
health, we must be skeptical. 
 
Following the display of these 
billboards, legislation was introduced 
in the Georgia Legislature–House Bill 
1155, the Prenatal 
Nondiscrimination Act–that would 
criminalize providers who solicit 
abortion “with racial intent.” While 
this sounds reasonable in theory, 
Loretta Ross, national coordinator of 
the Sister Song Women of Color 
Reproductive Justice Collective, 
explains that this bill could require 
health-care providers to ask patients 
why they are seeking abortions. 
Getting an abortion is already a 
stigmatized experience in our society 
without seekers having to undergo 
an inquisition. Ross also notes that 
the bill does not define what 
constitutes “solicitation,” meaning 
that its actual effect could be to 
create an abortion ban in Georgia by 
using incensed African Americans 
who may not have otherwise 
supported the cause. 
 
Even though the bill has moved 
through the subcommittee of the 
House Judiciary Committee, Ross 
remains hopeful that it won’t pass: 
 

It is very hard to persuade 
African American women in the 
city of Atlanta that this 
legislation headlined by rural 
white Republicans is truly about 
saving black children. These are 
the same legislators…that have 
fought against improving our 
schools, getting guns off the 
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street and getting children into 
the SCHIP [State Children’s 
Health Insurance 
Program]…these are not people 
whose votes indicate that they 
care about children of color once 
they are here. 

 
In the “endangered species” 
promotional video–almost insultingly 
backed with a hip-hop beat–there are 
truths. However, they are incomplete 
narratives that create divisions 
rather than solutions. The full story 
is that since Margaret Sanger’s death 
in 1966, the reproductive rights 
movement has seen dramatic 
changes in its leadership and 
relationships with women of color. 
Although we must always remain 
critical, it would do us all a great 
disservice to discount the 
importance of reproductive health 
care services in their contemporary 
context, especially for women of 
color. This includes access to 
prenatal care, which constitutes 90 
percent of Planned Parenthood’s 
services. 
 
Cecilia Marquez, a Swarthmore 
College student and reproductive 
justice advocate, reasonably argues: 
 

If we’re really worried about 
genocide of the black 
community, we need to think 
about prison abolition. If we are 
really worried about this 
supposed genocide, let us talk 
about real solutions for 
HIV/AIDS. If we really care 
about genocide in the black 
community then we need to talk 
about gross inequities in our 
healthcare system–we don’t 
need to limit black women’s 
reproductive freedom. 

 
It appears that the same white 
conservative leaders who 
consistently reject reform are the 
very people now trying to court the 
black community. As noted by 
journalist Michelle Goldberg: 
 

For several years now, the 
religious right has been trying 
to appropriate the moral 
authority of the Civil Rights 
Movement. It’s an audacious 
strategy, given that Christian 

conservative politics were 
forged in the white Southern 
backlash to school integration. 
But it’s had some successes, 
particularly in rousing black 
churches against the gay rights 
movement. Now, the anti-
abortion movement is making a 
push to enlist African 
Americans in their cause by 
framing abortion as a tool of 
eugenics and genocide. 

 
The fact that abortion rates are 
disproportionately higher in 
communities of color is neither the 
fault of black women nor of a 
conspiring group of women’s health-
care providers. It is because of racist 
and classist public-health policy that 
has long rendered black women 
invisible. 
 Contact @ emckend1 
 
 
Musing on Race  
 By Maurice G. Eldridge ‘61 
     
Some times a small event sets one off 
down an unexpected path, one 
traveled often enough but thankfully 
not so often these days.  Take this 
incident, a chance encounter with a 
stranger as I approached the 
exercise machine I planned to use 
first, last Monday, at my gym. 
 
As I came through the door in sweats 
(including a Morehouse College 
sweat shirt) I was greeted by a 
stranger who thrust out his hand to 
shake mine and greeted me, blurting 
out with a grin “Hello Bill Cosby!”  So 
surprised, all I could do was offer a 
half-hearted hello and less than half 
a grin.  What the hell could have been 
on his mind I asked myself?  Was I 
Bill Cosby because I am one of the 
few blacks showing up at the gym of 
a morning?  More charitably, should 
I assume that he knew enough about 
Bill to recognize that he often wore 
sweatshirts representing the myriad 
of colleges and universities that had 
given him honorary degrees?  Did he 
actually think I AM Bill Cosby?  I 
could go on in this vein but what 
really interests me about the fallout 
from this encounter is the emotional 
path it put me on. 
 

I was angry and my anger bounced 
from memory to memory of racists 
encounters in my life, racial 
encounters in the lives of others, the 
state of race relations in my dear 
country…a full gamut of outrageous 
all too human behaviors.  This is not 
comfortable for me.  I would rather 
not be angry and I would rather be 
actively positive but I fell victim to 
my history and to our nation’s 
history about which I can be 
somewhat objective, certainly ironic 
and also able to describe evidence of 
progress in the race arena over the 
last 150 years or so…hard fought, 
but steps forward. 
 
So why was I remembering the 
policeman in Meridian, Mississippi 
who intimidated me when I was 13, 
the DC cop who scared me when I 
was fifteen, the cop who provoked me 
to insolence when I was 18 and 
walking to my dorm in Swarthmore 
back in 1958, the cop who humiliated 
my 15 year old son in front of his 
friends in Swarthmore back in 
1989?  Why wasn’t all that anger 
gone and resolved at least by my 
having at last challenged a 
policeman deliberately and 
successfully when he stopped my car 
for no reason other than that I was 
driving a late model convertible, top 
down, while black and with three 
white teenagers as passengers.  His 
mistake was stopping me for no 
reason attributable to my speed or 
the condition of my car and then, 
upon examining my driver’s license, 
assuming he could call me by my 
first name.  I called him out on it and 
he took a deep breath and walked 
away.  The kids were astonished, 
scared, awed and when I told them a 
bit of history, enlightened.  All in all, 
I thought I’d turned a bad moment 
into an educational one for those 
three boys and for the cop. 
 
All these years later I am roused to 
anger and I resent it and 
acknowledge its legitimacy and 
maybe if I keep writing I will get to 
the bottom of it. 
 Contact @ meldrid1 
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What is Underrepresentation? 
 By James Mao 
 
Once upon a time, confronted by the 
annoyingly evasive question of “Why 
Swarthmore,” I sat in front of a Dell 
desktop just as I am at this moment, 
with too many ideas and nothing to 
write. Swarthmore College very 
much appealed to my comfort zone 
as an American citizen born in 
Taiwan and raised in China. 
According to official statistics on the 
college website, 38% of the students 
here identify as students of color, 
including 17% as Asian—and that 
figure doesn’t even account for the 
international Asian students.  
 
Naturally, I didn’t write any of that 
in response to “Why Swarthmore?” I 
wrote some disingenuous nonsense 
about how I looked forward to a 
noncompetitive academic 
environment instead. I am 
appropriately ashamed, firstly 
because that isn’t entirely true about 
Swarthmore, and secondly because it 
is not in my nature to be excited 
about anything noncompetitive, 
anyway. 
 
And in my two years here, I have 
discovered that it apparently does 
require a dose of competitiveness 
just to be heard as an 
underrepresented Asian American. 
 
In spite of that 17% statistic cited 
above, and in spite of the fact that 
21% of admitted applicant pool for 
the class of 2014 identifies as Asian 
American, I remain a part of an 
underrepresented minority group. 
How can this be?  
 
The answer, fortunately, is clearer 
than the answer to “Why 
Swarthmore?” 
 
There is, in America, a phenomenon 
called the “perpetual foreigner 
syndrome,” foisted upon Asian 
Americans such as myself. A 2001 
study conducted found that one in 
four Americans harbored strong 
negative feelings toward Asians. We 
are not American enough for this 
country. We are the perpetual 
foreigner, despite the fact that, 
according to the Census Bureau, 52% 
of our immigrant community ends up 

getting naturalized, compared with 
38% for the foreign-born population 
overall. In short, our culture and 
heritage and causes are not as 
worthy of celebration as other more 
American ones.  
 
My belief in this seemingly 
outlandish construct was only 
reinforced this semester. 
Monumental efforts to publicize and 
carry out the celebration of 
Asian/Pacific Islander American 
Heritage Month only resulted in 
minimal acknowledgement from the 
two student publications, the 
representatives of the student body 
at large, and of course our much-
maligned (at least in the comments 
section of the Daily Gazette) 
administration. There are a couple of 
factors at work here. 
 
The first is on the student-level, 
where it has been reinforced to me 
that it requires the relevant presence 
on certain editorial boards and 
student councils in order for certain 
events to be supported by those 
bodies. Hence, of course, the efforts 
of the IC/BCC Coalition to push for 
more representation there. But that 
only means that we are working with 
a faulty system, one in which 
committees that supposedly 
represent the student body are in 
fact largely catering to the personal 
interests of its members. Even with 
the Coalition’s efforts, this seems to 
be a cycle that won’t be broken. It 
clearly does not take a consciousness 
of the different sections of student 
interests to be a student 
representative. Or to be in charge of 
writing 800-word news articles on 
the varied and important issues 
being raised on campus. 
 
“Important,” of course, is the key 
word here, and that segues neatly 
into the second factor, which is a 
greater institutional one. The 
struggle of APIAs is not one that 
seems to garner any significant 
amount of administrative or student-
level support, likely because it is an 
ongoing crisis and not a sudden 
disaster. Perhaps I’m shooting 
myself in the foot by an innocuous 
use of the word “celebration” to 
describe APIA Heritage Month, as 
that may disguise a heritage fraught 

with slavery, violence, and 
discrimination. Perhaps, then, I’m 
also being naïve in thinking that 
people at the number three liberal 
arts college in the nation can make 
that connection themselves. 
 
In February, Swarthmore students 
were given the unique opportunity to 
engage in the search for the next 
Dean of Students. One of the 
candidates was Beth Keiko 
Jamieson, who is half-Asian. I wrote 
a letter to the committee advocating 
for her selection, stressing that her 
excellent interactive skills and 
extensive civic responsibility work 
were the primary reasons, not her 
racial background.  
 
But I can’t lie, and maybe I shouldn’t 
have then. As much as I know, from 
meeting her in a small-group 
discussion, that Liz Braun will be a 
fantastic Dean of Students, it seems 
that in order for all of my articulated 
concerns to be addressed, there 
needs to be an APIA voice in the 
administration. Currently, there is 
none, despite the fact that we are the 
largest minority group on campus. 
Dean Rafael Zapata has been nothing 
but wholly supportive and 
encouraging to me in my time here, 
but my experience on this campus— 
in this country, even—leaves me no 
choice but to think that that’s not 
enough.  
 
That’s obviously not a conclusion I 
want to arrive at. As an APIA who 
spent a month trying to make the 
hard-fought achievements of my 
brethren known, however, it is one I 
have perhaps irrationally accepted.  
 
This is not really a call to arms. It is 
an attempt to explain how, despite 
the fact that I am constantly amazed 
at the diversity of this campus and 
the fact that I am always surrounded 
by Asians, I can still be 
underrepresented.  And this brand of 
underrepresentation forces me to be 
easily defensive though not easily 
offended; optimistic about the 
continued success of APIAs while 
perplexed by the ever-increasing 
barriers thwarting APIAs. I am not a 
sociologist, but I feel that in many 
ways this form of disguised 
underrepresentation is worse than 
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the usual sense of the word, because 
it does not appear to be 
underrepresentation. And so it 
seems to most people that this 
situation does not need to be 
alleviated. 
 
I hope that one day it is. 

Contact @ jmao4 
 
 
Corporate Social Justice 
 By Alex Frye 
 
“All of you have an invisible button 
on your hand…it’s called the LAME 
button and if anyone says something 
LAME, we all can buzz it and they 
have to think of something else to 
say.” At this moment, I realized that 
I no longer was in New York 
participating in the Theatre of the 
Oppressed (TO) Workshop, but that I 
was back at Swarthmore at a job 
training session for my S2A2 
preparation. Of course, this should 
have been obvious to me and it was, 
the TO workshop had ended the day 
before and I had taken a bus earlier 
that morning leaving Manhattan two 
hours behind me. However, what I 
am referring to is that I often 
consider Swarthmore a safe and 
open space where I share many of 
the same ideas with peers, faculty 
and staff, where I am respected as a 
complete person, and where I can 
grow without fear of being 
humiliated. I think of Swarthmore as 
the same type of place where I had 
just been, where the dean’s office had 
just funded me to travel to; so that 
effectively 451 West Street is the 
same as 500 College Ave.  

 
One of the central rules of Theatre of 
the Oppressed is that you do not 
compete with others in the group and 
you do not compete with yourself. 
This is a very powerful notion if your 
goal is to create a comfortable 
environment for dialogue and not 
alienate one person or another. And 
it is so important if you want to set a 
precedent for how all group relations 
should be conducted. When Mr. 
Karsh, the presenter of the training 
session, used the above phrase, I 
automatically knew that the 
conversation that would follow would 
be exclusionary, antagonistic, and 

most likely detrimental. I wasn’t 
disappointed.  
 
The frustration was further 
exacerbated by another statement 
that Mr. Karsh made which was that 
this was “the room of trust, love, and 
happiness” in an attempt to 
encourage questions and 
involvement from the audience. In a 
few words dictated to us, he 
pretended that he had created the 
same space that we had spent 17 
hours in two days creating over the 
weekend. He had disjointed, 
distorted, and disfigured almost 
everything I had just learned in a 
matter of minutes.  
 
Then we got to the real material of 
the training session. We were told 
about the four different leadership 
types: Regulator, Analyzer, 
Moderator, and Exponent. (very 
similar to the North, South, East, 
West leadership test that shows up in 
every workshop like this) And then 
Mr. Karsh explained to us how each 
of these can play out in the business 
world and how we should deal with 
them considering our own 
personality. Besides my frustrations 
with the questions that are used to 
determine these personalities and 
even more the adjectives which are 
used to describe them [all of which 
are based in the capitalist ideology of 
what is productive and useful (good) 
and what is unproductive and 
useless (bad)] I wondered how 
knowing all this would really help me 
when I arrive in Bogotá this summer 
and start to interact with my host 
organization, local politicians, and 
the families in the program. Is there 
really anything to gain by 
acknowledging that the other person 
in the meeting is a regulator 
(therefore both goal-oriented, 
disciplined, and determined & 
narrow-minded, insensitive, and 
domineering)? Not only are people’s 
personalities 100x more complicated 
than this, not only are the 
perceptions of these “personalities” 
much different depending on the 
culture etc, but also working out 
these relationships is part of a 
process that is best served without a 
preconceived framework that will 
automatically place people into cute 
but often wrong compartments.  

Later in the training session we also 
talked about business etiquette 
especially the dress code. Men’s 
business casual is slacks and button 
down. Women’s… ‘well, women are 
more complicated. They have to deal 
with issues of showing too much 
skin, cleavage, undergarments, etc. 
And when problems arise its an 
awkward conversation because you 
can’t say ‘you look like a whore’ 
anymore.” Though I understood what 
he was trying to get at, the manner 
in which he introduced and talked 
about the subject was at best 
offensive. I doubt that he has ever 
used or would condone the use of the 
phrase “you look like a whore” in 
professional conduct, but there 
should be no reason for that to be 
used as a joke in the space of a 
training session. He had given us no 
pretext for why he had the agency to 
use it and frankly it was used in a 
problematic way.  
  
And the final point I want to add is 
that Mr. Karsh strongly emphasized 
the idea of the ‘freshman’ in the 
workplace and that if you want to 
have the freedom to say and do what 
you want, you need to pay your dues. 
This is to say that we, as newbies in 
the work/NGO world, would have to 
compromise much of ourselves if we 
wished to succeed, otherwise we will 
be considered entitled and therefore 
kept from success. The part about 
entitlement is mostly true and many 
of us are already very aware of that. 
Walking into a new place and 
assuming you already know all the 
answers, is generally a bad idea. 
What seems to me to be the problem 
is not that we don’t know how to be 
“properly submissive”; we don’t 
know how to be respectfully 
constructive. And considering the 
different types of work in the diverse 
communities in which S2A2 and CCF 
students will be doing their projects 
this summer, the problem will not be 
complying with social norms, it will 
be dealing with moments where 
those social norms are 
inappropriately imposed on us in 
matters of gender, race, sexual 
orientation, socioeconomic 
background etc.  
  
As we search for legitimate, effective, 
and sustainable ways of initiating 
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true change, is this really the model 
that we need? These projects are 
focused on issues of social justice and 
dealing with problems that were 
created by the financial system that 
is in place. They are not jobs in the 
corporate market. I understand that 
Theatre of the Oppressed workshops 
might not be the practical solution 
(though I wish they were), but it 
seems to me that there has to be 
something in between, something 
that actually relates to the work that 
is being done. ‘Know thy enemy’ is 
important, but that’s not what a 
training session should be about in 
its entirety.  
 Contact @ afrye1 
 
 
The Budget Cuts 
 By Student Council 
 
Like virtually everywhere else on the 
planet, Swarthmore suffered from 
last year’s global recession. Luckily, 
the college fared well in comparison 
to our peer schools because of our 
history of conservative spending and 
investment.  Still, Swarthmore's 
endowment dropped from a height of 
$1.4 billion to $1.1 billion.  The 
Board of Managers and the 
administration developed a 
comprehensive budget adjustment 
plan in order to return the rate of 
endowment spending to sustainable 
levels. These budget adjustments 
were developed over roughly a year 
and a half of planning.  With the 
beginning of the new fiscal year in 
July 2010, the majority of the budget 
adjustments will be underway.   
 
Students expressed varied opinions 
about the perceived transparency 
and the degree to which students 
participated in the budgeting 
process.  While Student Council 
ultimately formed the Student 
Financial Advisory Panel (SFAP) to 
act as a liaison between students and 
the administrative-led Ad-Hoc 
Financial Planning Group that was 
tasked with making specific budget 
recommendations, some questions 
still linger in students’ minds about 
how changes were made, and how 
those changes impact daily life at 
Swarthmore.  Though not every 
budget adjustment was monumental, 
we hope that this pamphlet will 

engage students about all the big and 
small alterations to Swarthmore’s 
fiscal landscape resulting from the 
Great Recession. 
 
What follows is (we hope) an easy-to-
read overview of the budget 
adjustment process that covers both 
a timeline of changes to the budget 
and a summary of cuts that directly 
impact students. Though more 
detailed reports are available online 
and administrators are ready and 
willing to answer questions, we know 
that not everyone has the time to 
read through all the material. 
 
Please read over this pamphlet and 
respond with any questions, 
comments, or concerns to Student 
Council.  This pamphlet aims to 
encourage more students to become 
aware of and involved in financial 
planning at Swarthmore, including 
the annual budgeting process, 
financial aid policy, purchasing, and 
outside contracting.  Enjoy this 
reading, share it with friends, and 
remember to please work 
cooperatively with students, staff, 
administrators, alumni, and 
managers to sustain and expand the 
elements of Swarthmore we care 
about. 
     
TIMELINE 
 
December 8, 2007: Board of 
Managers approve “loan-free” 
component for financial aid awards, 
switching all Swarthmore student 
loans into cost-free grants.  (Please 
note: “loan free” refers only to the 
fact that students do not have to take 
out loans to pay for college, since 
loans are no longer a part of 
Swarthmore financial aid awards.  
Regardless, for any remaining tuition 
expenses not covered by financial aid 
needs assessment, federal Stafford 
and Perkins loans and/or private 
loans continue to be a common way 
that families choose to finance the 
cost of a Swarthmore education.  
 
Spring 2009:  Decision to increase 
on-campus enrollment by 16 for 
2009-2010 year, salary freeze for 
faculty and staff imposed, reduction 
in student hours and wages (but not 
the student wage rate). 
 

Ad-Hoc Financial Planning Group 
created to respond to the economic 
downturn. Main job is to propose a 
comprehensive plan on how to adjust 
the budget by reducing costs or 
increasing revenues by $8 million. 
 
Student Council donates $60,000 of 
SBC rollover money to fund new 
projects (revolving green loan fund, 
textbooks), items (cameras for the 
media center) and programs (gym 
classes) that the college could not 
provide. 
 
Fall 2009 : As a response to student 
criticism that there was no student 
representation on the Ad-Hoc 
Financial Planning Group or 
anywhere else in the budget 
adjustment process, students and 
administrators form the Student 
Financial Advisory Panel (SFAP.) 
The group was to provide input to the 
Ad Hoc Group on the impacts of the 
budget adjustment and to establish a 
dialogue with the student community 
about the budget adjustment process. 
Throughout the fall, SFAP meets 
weekly with the Dean of Students 
and Vice-President of Finance to 
review the different aspects of the 
college’s plan. 
 
December 3 and 4, 2009: SFAP 
presents its recommendations to the 
Ad Hoc group and the Board of 
Managers 
 
December 5,2009: Board of 
Managers approve $6.9 million 
adjustments and savings identified 
by the Ad-Hoc group, leaving a $1.1 
million gap. 
 
Increase in student summer 
earnings expectation (the amount of 
money aided students are expected 
to contribute from money earned 
through presumed summer 
employment) 
 
Fall 2010: February Board of 
Managers Meeting: Board members 
commit to personally donate $1 
million for each of the next three 
years, thereby eliminating the 
budget gap for that time period. 
 
BOM decide to increase summer 
grant amounts to compensate for 
increase in summer earning 
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expectations. 
 
THE ADJUSTMENTS 
 
Impact on Student Life  
 
*American Disabilities Act (ADA) 
Requirements: "Due to the current 
annual $5 million reduction in the 
Capital Budget for all of Facilities, the 
pace of achieving the goals that the 
College originally set for more fully 
complying with the American With 
Disabilities Act, is slowed down 
considerably. Several                                                      
projects will not now be completed by 
the end of the agreement in 2013. 
 The College is now trying to more 
carefully analyze the programmatic 
requirements of each area, in order 
to provide equal access to all of the 
College's programs." 
 
*Athletics:  
-Students’ pre-season will be cut 
short in the Centennial Conference.  
-There will be a reduction in 
traveling squads for away games as 
well as a reduction in banquet 
expenses and meal stipends for away 
games.  
-There will be a reduction in adjunct 
hiring for PE courses and current PE 
courses will be reassigned to full-
time coaches.  
 
*Enrollment:  
-Student enrollment has increased 
by a total of 35 students annually. 
From 1385 to 1420.  This includes 
the 16 student increase in 09-10.  
 
*Jobs and Wages:  
-Student Job Cuts: Game Room 
attendants, one Paces manager 
position, and turtling at the pool. 
General reductions in student wages, 
but not the hourly wage rates.  
 
*Library 
-Reduction in the libraries materials 
budget (the money that the library 
spends on monograph books, 
periodicals, and audiovisuals).  
 
*Worth Health Center & Student 
Wellness: 
-Worth health center introduces co-
pay system to raise money, while 
offering fee waivers for any students 
who request them.   
-College renews commitment to 

operating a 24-hour health center 
 
*The Student Activities fee was cut 
by $10. This was recommended by 
SBC and approved by Student 
Council.  
 Financial Aid 
 
*Student Charges (2010-2011): 
-Student charges went up by 3.8% to 
a total of $51,500 including room 
and board. While not a significant 
increase compared to previous years, 
tuition increases continue to outpace 
the rate of inflation, as part of a 
steady trend in all higher education.   
 
*Summer Earnings Requirements:  
The summer earnings requirement 
for students on financial aid has been 
increased by $610. 
 
*Reconsideration of the 2007 Loans 
to Grants Decision 
-The 2007 loans to grants decision 
remains unchanged.  However, as the 
recent budgeting process showed, 
reversing some or all of the 2007 
decision is under discussion as a 
place to find future savings.  This 
past year, the Board ultimately chose 
to not alter the loans-to-grants 
decision, so that Swarthmore’s 
financial aid packages currently 
contains no mandatory loan 
component.  
 
Academic and Administrative 
Funding 
 
*Hiring Freeze 
-Review of all non-essential hires to 
the faculty and administration.  
 
*Decreased Departmental Budgets 
-Departments will have less money 
and thus be able to utilize more 
discretion in determining whether 
and how much to fund speakers and 
events.  Cuts in department expenses 
are consonant with fiscal tightening 
across all sectors of the college.   
 
*Deans Office 
-Reduction in student programming 
and -honoraria for outside speakers. 
-The Student Handbook and Cygnet 
will no longer be published but will be 
accessed digitally.  
-The budget for the Student Wellness 
Program will be reduced.   

 
We would like to thank and recognize 
the administration’s efforts in trying 
to minimize the effects of the budget 
cuts, particularly Vice President 
Suzanne Welsh, Dean Campbell and 
President Chopp. We are greatful 
that the college did not implement 
any layoffs, extraordinary student 
charge increases, or any sweeping 
changes to the financial aid program.  
 
We would also like to thank the work 
and dedication of the SFAP members: 

Rachel Bell ’10, Nate Erskine ’10, 
Anjali Jaiman’10, Kevin Kim ’11, 
Nick Malinak ’10, Robert Manduca 
’10, Dan Symonds ’11, and Simon 
Zhu ’11  

ADDITIONAL RESOURCES 

Finance and Investment Office 
 
http://www.swarthmore.edu/finance.
xml 
 $8 million budget adjustment recc 
 April 2009 Report on College's 
endowment 
 
Phoenix Articles 
 http://www.swarthmorephoenix.co
m/2009/09/03/news/planning-
group-weighing-colleges-financial-
options 
 
Budget Break Down: 
http://www.swarthmorephoenix.com
/columns/budget-break-down 
 
Daily Gazette Articles 
http://daily.swarthmore.edu/2009/1
1/17/budget-cuts-unacceptable/ 
 
Report on SFAP Meetings 
http://blogs.sccs.swarthmore.edu/co
uncil/ 
 
 
Take Back the Land: May 2010 
Month of Action 
 By Max Rameau 
 
Max Rameau from Take Back the 
Land came to Swarthmore to speak 
about grassroots activism around 
homelessness and housing in the 
Miami area on April 16, 2010. The 
Kensington Welfare Rights Union 
and the Poor People’s Economic 
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Human Rights Campaign do similar 
work of moving people into vacant 
government structures. The KWRU 
continues to do work in the 
Philadelphia area. If you’re 
interested in getting involved next 
year, contact Deivid Rojas @ drojas1. 
 
Published April 1, 2010 on Take 
Back the Land website; 
http://www.takebacktheland.org/ind
ex.cfm?fuseaction=newsstory&newsl
etterID=90 
  
The housing bust and faulty 
government policies have immersed 
the United States in a full blown 
economic and housing crisis. The 
cruel irony of this crisis, and what 
makes it so profoundly immoral, is 
that the commodity at its root- 
housing- is not at all in scarcity. To 
the contrary, sufficient vacant 
housing stocks exist to accommodate 
virtually everyone in need, including 
families forced into overcrowded and 
substandard conditions as well as the 
homeless.  
 
In the face of this severe economic 
crisis, people are rising up. They rail 
against the bailouts and bonuses, 
protest the lack of lending, rebel 
against unfair credit card rate hikes 

and, most dramatically, fight back 
against losing their homes.  
 
The Take Back the Land Movement 
is calling for a May 2010 National 
Month of Action to assert the 
fundamental human right to housing 
and community control over land. 
Participating organizations, 
communities and families are 
asserting this right in two ways: by 
“liberating” government, foreclosed 
and warehoused homes, making 
them available for families with 
nowhere else to live, and by 
protecting families, our neighbors, 
from foreclosure related evictions 
from houses, apartments and condos 
as well as income related evictions 
from public housing.  
 
Every family, indeed every human 
being, needs and deserves decent 
and adequate housing that they can 
afford, regardless of their income. 
However, instead of facilitating this 
need, federal, state and municipal 
governments are instituting policies 
and enacting legislation protecting 
the profits of corporations at the 
expense and exclusion of families. 
These policies serve only to 
compound, rather than end, the 
crisis. For example, the same 

financial institutions which caused 
the crisis, are both bailed out for 
their “toxic assets,” and allowed to 
evict families and keep those assets 
vacant. In addition, federal and local 
governments are actively vacating, 
boarding up and demolishing public 
housing and underfunding rent 
subsidy programs in order to free up 
monies for bank bailouts and sports 
facilities.  
 
This series of policies and laws not 
only allow human beings to live on 
the street while hundreds of 
thousands of houses sit vacant, but 
the bailouts effectively compel 
struggling families to finance their 
own evictions and then subsidize 
hefty bonuses to the executives 
evicting them.  
 
In the context of a severe housing 
crisis, policies and laws which 
impede the human right to housing 
are morally indefensible and, as 
such, must be directly challenged 
until they are changed. The May 
Month of Action will challenge those 
laws which prioritize corporate 
profits over human needs. This is an 
historic crisis, one which merits an 
historic response.  
 
On February 1, 1960, four North 
Carolina A&T students sat-in at a 
Greensboro Woolworths lunch 
counter and stepped into history, 
sparking a movement and changing 
this society forever. The “sit-in” 
campaigns were predicated on the 
notion that legal equality was a 
human right and, as such, laws 
violating those rights were morally 
wrong, and, therefore, must be 
directly challenged- and broken- in 
order to be changed.  
 
Inspired by the 50th anniversary of 
the first sit-ins, the Take Back the 
Land Movement asserts that housing 
is a human right and, as such, the 
policies which violate that right are 
morally wrong and, therefore, must 
be directly challenged. As such, this 
May, organizations across the US are 
engaging in “live-in” campaigns 
designed to house human beings and 
directly challenge those policies and 
laws that promote vacant housing 
during this housing crisis.  
 

The Chicago Anti-Eviction Campaign defends a family from eviction 
from public housing. 
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Civil disobedience campaigns 
directly challenge unjust laws by 
breaking them until they change. 
The Take Back the Land Movement 
and the live-in campaigns, however, 
encompass more than merely 
disobeying immoral laws: it is 
fundamentally about empowering 
communities to take control of their 
land and implementing the moral 
imperative of housing human beings. 
More than simple civil disobedience, 

the live-in campaign is, in fact, a 
movement of moral obedience.  
 
Organizations in no less than ten 
(10) US cities will help their family, 
friends and neighbors “live-in” 
vacant government owned or 
foreclosed homes, buildings or land 
by either moving them in or 
preventing their eviction. 
Organizations in cities like Boston, 
New York, Philadelphia and 

Washington, DC, will be joined by 
others in Chicago, Miami, 
Sacramento and New Orleans. 
Smaller cities include Toledo, Ohio, 
Madison, Wisconsin, St. Petersburg, 
Florida and Portland, Oregon.  
 
Of course, no social justice movement 
has ever been won in a single month 
or by utilizing a single tactic or 
strategy. As such, May 2010 is not 
the totality, but rather the dawn of a 
movement whose aims are to elevate 
housing to the level of a human right 
and to win community control over 
land.  
 
The solution to the housing crisis lies 
in your community, even on your 
block, and in your hands. The time 
has come to Take Back the Land.  
 
For more information about the Take 
Back the Land Movement visit 
www.takebacktheland.org or about 
the May 2010 Month of Action 
download the PDF. JOIN NOW. 
 
 
Theodor Adorno’s “Notes on 
Kafka”: The “Blind Residue” of 
Ideology in Franz Kafka’s The 
Trial (excerpt)  
 By Justin diFeliciantonio 
   
Theodor Adorno, in “Notes on Kafka” 
(Aufzeichnungen zu Kafka), writes, 
“The hermetic principle [of Kafka’s 
work] has among others, the 
function of a protective measure: it 
keeps out the onrushing delusion, 
which would mean, however, its own 
collectivization. The work that 
shatters individuation will at no 
point want to be imitated…such 
inimitability also affects the situation 
of the critic. Confronted by Kafka his 
position is no more enviable than 
that of the disciple” (“Notes” 254). 
The position of the critic commenting 
on Franz Kafka’s work is indeed a 
perilous one. But, surely, a “hermetic 
principle” operates within Adorno’s 
commentary as well. His claims, 
rendered in maddeningly dense 
prose, refuse straightforward 
conceptualization. Adorno withholds 
understanding from the indifferent 
and perfunctory reader. He demands 
effort in the interpretation of art. 
 Artwork by Anjali Cadambi 
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I would like to expound “Notes on 
Kafka,” first, by exploring aspects of 
Adorno’s epistemology and aesthetic 
theory, and second, by presenting 
textual evidence relevant to his 
reading of The Trial. In particular, I 
want to focus on how Adorno’s 
rejection of Enlightenment 
epistemology—i.e., the rejection of 
instrumental subject/object 
relations, in favor of the object’s 
(read: the social’s) priority over the 
subject—uncovers dimensions of 
societal critique in Kafka’s fiction. As 
Adorno argues, Kafka resists 
oppressive institutions by making 
their power outrageously explicit. 
“Kafka’s…mute battle cry against 
myth,” he writes, “is not to resist” 
(“Notes” 264). Joseph K., throughout 
The Trial, accordingly fails to assert 
his autonomy as an Enlightenment 
knower. Instead, he is reified by the 
omnipresent—yet unmappable—
power of the Court. As thing, K. is 
totally permeable to forces outside of 
himself, forces that he is unable to 
control or know.  
 
Wary of being marked a “disciple,” I 
am hesitant to accept certain aspects 
of Adorno’s reading of The Trial, 
especially his inclination to grant K. 
awareness of his reified subjectivity.1 
It is too late for K. He cannot be 
saved. But that is not to say that we, 
too, are doomed to suffer the same 
fate. This is the strength of Adorno’s 
commentary. As he writes, the 
“power” of Kafka’s art is its 
“demolition,” for it “tears down the 
soothing façade to which a 
repressive reason increasingly 
conforms”—i.e., absolute sovereignty 
over one’s subjectivity (“Notes” 
252). There is hope in story: its 
capacity to awaken readers to the 
fact that they are, to a large extent, 
socially constituted.2 We (ourselves) 
are not completely autonomous, 
impervious to others. Rather, we are 
continually invaded and shaped by 
others, in ways that we can and will 
never fully comprehend. But neither 
do we mirror K. as “fortress[es] of 
myth” (271). For, recognizing that 
‘who we are’ is not inevitably ‘who we 
must be’—that is, natural or 
necessary—we may attempt to claim 
personal agency, in short, become 
human beings.  
 

[…] 
 
K. is lost. We cannot save him. But 
that does not necessarily mean that 
we, too, are lost. By presenting K.’s 
reified predicament for the eyes of 
the extradiegetic reader, Kafka 
writes “the trial of the 
trial…describ[ing] the court which 
sits in judgment over men in order to 
convict law itself” (“Notes” 268). 
Through story, Kafka fights a 
struggle for our awareness, provokes 
us to question the shaping force of 
ideology, prods “power…to 
acknowledge itself as that which it 
is” (270). “If there is hope in Kafka’s 
artwork,” Adorno writes, it is “in the 
capacity to stand up to the worst by 
making it into language” (254). For 
Kafka, the future, while scripted, 
remains unrealized. It is our 
responsibility to (un)know it, re-
write it, live it otherwise. 
 
---------------------------------- 
 
1. At times, Adorno seems to grant 
Joseph K. an awareness of his reified 
subjectivity: “Kafka seeks salvation in 
the incorporation of the powers of the 
adversary. The subject seeks to break 
the spell of reification by reifying itself. 
It prepares to complete the fate which 
befell it. ‘For the last time, 
psychology’—Kafka’s figures are 
instructed to leave their psyches at the 
door, at a moment of the social struggle 
in which the sole chance of the 
bourgeois individual lies in the 
negation of his own composition, as 
well as of the class situation which has 
condemned him to be what he is” 
(“Notes” 270). As we shall see, I claim 
the contrary, namely that K. is never 
fully aware of his interior’s 
susceptibility to the shaping power of 
social ideology (i.e., the Court). 
 
2. Cf. Adorno’s Aesthetic Theory: ‘The 
artwork is related to the world by the 
principle that contrasts it with the 
world, and that is the same principle by 
which spirit organized the world’ ” 
(cited in Weinstein 256-7). 
 
------------------------------------ 
Author’s commentary 
 
Anything referencing Adorno can go 
in a myriad of ways in terms of social 
critique -- that's why he's such a 
great critic. What he's talking about 

in my paper is social consciousness, 
trying to make people become aware 
(here through art, by making explicit 
to the character a reader who is 
entirely not aware, i.e., just played 
out by a social script without his 
knowing) awareness of his/her 
participation in socially oppressive 
practices. 
 
We're talking about the "unthinking 
inertia," as Hegel would say, of our 
country's current social 
consciousness, say, about 
environmental practices that we 
don't even realize we're doing --- but 
nevertheless practices that are 
harmful, not to some kind of 
"natural" way the "earth" used to be, 
but more importantly practices that 
are harmful to real people (read: 
Chester residents, who breath in all 
the crap from what's incinerated; 
read: part of the agenda of 
Environmental Justice group here on 
campus).  
 
There's definitely a oppressive class 
element, then, to environmental 
practice; even the oppressed 
participate! We, here at Swat College, 
are constantly throwing things away. 
This material goes into a trash bin 
and completely exits our life-worlds -
- we never see it again and think 
nothing of it. Isn't that the wildest 
thing! How many times does one 
think about where trash goes? Here, 
seldom (judging by personal 
experience) and I fear to think about 
the extent of (un)awareness 
elsewhere. 
 
[For full essay, please contact 
author, or visit Overlaps online: 
http://swatoverlaps.wordpress.com/] 

 Contact @ jdifeli1 
 
 
The Justice of Branding Organic 
Food  
 By Ariel Martino 
 
I remember when an apple was just 
an apple, back when the choice was 
between a Gala and a Golden 
Delicious, back when the question 
was to candy or not to candy.  But 
now the type of apples we choose to 
eat, the type that we are able to 
choose to eat, has become a political 
statement.   
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This past decade has seen one of the 
largest changes in our country’s food 
marketing system, especially in the 
methods of marketing produce, meat 
and dairy products.  In October of 
2002, the National Organic Program 
(NOP) became federal legislation, 
defining and determining what could 
be marketed as organic food.  Any 
product made only with certified 
organic ingredients could carry the 
label “100% Organic,” while products 
with at least 95% certified organic 
materials can be labeled “Organic.”  A 
product with at least 70% organic 
ingredients can advertise the use of 
organic ingredients, but any product 
with less than 70% organic 
ingredients cannot use the word 
organic in any of their marketing.   
 
The definition of organic is much 
more singular when dealing with 
agricultural products, as most are 
not a composite of many ingredients.  
Also, many consumers see buying 
organic meat or eggs or vegetables as 
more fundamental because it cuts 
out the use of synthetic feed, 
hormones, and pesticides.  It’s 
marketed as a more healthy choice, a 
lifestyle change that we can all make. 
And, to large produce distributors, it 
is marketed as a way to offer a 
product that people really want and 
a product that they will go out of 
their way to get.   
 
In the world of fresh produce, the 
real cash cow comes in the form of 
the USDA Organic certification.  A 
recent USDA study conducted among 
college graduates showed that 
consumers were almost 40% more 
likely to buy a product that was 
certified organic.  For most 
supermarkets, this provides an 
enormous incentive to stock organic 
produce.  However, the same study 
shows that participants without a 
high school degree are over 80% less 
likely to buy an organic product, 
most citing economic reasons, as 
organic products are generally about 
20% more expensive in large 
supermarkets.   
 
The USDA concludes their study with 
some nice verbiage about the 
importance of early nutrition 
education, as though this startling 
gap in buying practices could be 

corrected with a mandated unit in a 
5th grade health class.  But, to me, 
the pattern is a little more 
complicated a little more ingrained 
into our cultural consciousness, and 
will be much more difficult to move 
away from.  And while factors like 
socioeconomic class, race and 
ethnicity certainly have a bearing on 
both the access to and the likelihood 
of purchasing organic food; I don’t 
see the issue as solely an act of 
privileging wealthy, educated, white 
consumers over others.  Instead, it is 
a systematic privileging of a 
mechanized large-scale method of 
food production and distribution that 
tramples on the efforts of small 
growers.  It isn’t the food that drives 
up prices and hinders access to in 
low-income communities; it’s the 
system in which that food is grown, 
processed, distributed and marketed.   
 
Since 2002, the USDA has done a 
great job of creating the illusion that 
organic products are nice, 
homegrown plants, tended 
meticulously by farmer John in 
Middle America.  But try asking 
someone, anyone, in a grocery store 
where the food is actually coming 
from.  In a place like Whole Foods, 
they will probably be able to tell you 
the country.  But that’s about it.  The 
reality of the situation is that we 
have no idea where our food is 
coming from and, more disturbingly, 
we don’t care.   
 
I once met a farmer named Mark 
who grew up in Lancaster county 
and still lives there today, farming on 
the sixty-acre farm that has been in 
his family for three generations.  We 
talked about his experience as a 
vendor in various farmer’s markets 
in the Philadelphia area (he has 
space at both the Headhouse Market 
in South Philadelphia, the largest 
farmer’s market in the city).   His 
biggest problem was with customers 
who approached his stand and asked 
him if his produce is organic.    
In reality, everything he sells is 
organic.  He doesn’t use pesticides or 
growth hormones but he is not a 
certified organic farmer and, 
according to the NOP, he cannot say 
that his product is organic.  Like 
most small farmers, Mark cannot 
afford to be USDA certified; it is a 

process that takes years and costs 
thousands of dollars in inspection 
and documentation fees.  So, 
customers walk by saying things like, 
“it’s okay, we can stop at Whole 
Foods on the way home.” 
 
But, the produce from Whole Foods, 
though technically organic, is 
probably not what people picture 
when they hear the words “organic 
farm.”  I’ve seen one that grows 
lettuce.  It is an industrial farm with 
mile-long rows of uniform crops that 
is sprayed four-times daily with 
organic fertilizer.  Then, it is shipped 
somewhere else, washed, packaged 
and sold as salad mix by “O” the most 
popular organic brand in the United 
States.   The government gives 
subsidies to these huge farms, the 
USDA fast tracks their certification 
process.  And, meanwhile, Mark 
loses business because most people 
have no idea that this is where their 
food is coming from.   
 
The worst part of the whole system is 
the effect on the consumer.  Large 
brands like “O” make enormous 
profit from growing huge crops and 
processing and packaging them in 
ways that are very marketable.  They 
can charge a premium because the 
product looks just as good as a non-
organic produce and (supposedly) 
has health benefits.  But, a small 
organic farmer has to work outside of 
the system because his crop is less 
uniform, perhaps his tomatoes aren’t 
as red or his heads of cabbage aren’t 
as full, and is considered unfit for 
large-scale distribution.  So, within 
this framework, the big brand can 
sell nationwide and the little guy 
can’t.  And the educated, middle 
class can afford these processed and 
heavily marketed products, while 
consumers in a lower socioeconomic 
class cannot.   
 
It is only when you break out of this 
system that a just distribution of food 
can occur.  I’ve recently done some 
work for the Food Trust, a 
Philadelphia-based non-profit that 
addresses issues of nutrition 
education, legislation and food 
access.  The branch I have been most 
involved in is the farmer’s market 
program, which aims to place 
farmer’s markets in neighborhoods 
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throughout the Philadelphia area, 
with a special focus on underserved 
areas with little access to fresh 
produce.  While I will spend the 
summer working on a new farmer’s 
market in North Philadelphia, I 
recently visited an already-existing 
market in west Philadelphia called 
the Clark Park Market*.   
 
Though the area isn’t exactly a “food 
desert,” or an area with virtually no 
access to healthy food, it is a 
neighborhood with many low-income 
residents, the types of people that 
the USDA would not expect to 
purchase organic food.  And, yet, I 
saw customers going from booth to 
booth, asking questions about the 
food – where is it from, how is it best 
prepared – and acting very much like 
you might expect a more “educated”  
(by USDA standards, anyway) 
consumer might act.  They were 
buying organic food, even though it 
isn’t certified, and appreciating it for 
its health benefits and for the fact 
that they knew where it was from.   
 
I spoke to one woman who was 
buying a bag full of potatoes.  She 
talked about feeling uneasy about 
where her food was coming from 
“Here, I come and I know the man 
that sells me my vegetables.  He 
knows everything about where these 
potatoes have been because he grew 
them himself, with his own two 
hands.  That’s important.  That 
means a lot to me.  Because I trust 
him to sell me something that’s good 
for me and my family.” 
 
And, for the record, these fruits and 
vegetables are cheaper than the 
commodified, large-scale organic 
product.   A pound of organic Gala 
apples at Whole Foods costs $2.99 
while they only cost $1.89 at Clark 
Park Market (the price can drop as 
low as $1.40 during peak apple 
season).  It’s amazing how much 
money you can save when you don’t 
have to transport and market a 
product, when the product is grown 
the way our grandparents’ and great-
grandparents’ food was grown, the 
way food is supposed to be grown.  
 
* The Clark Park Farmer’s Market is 
located at 43rd and Baltimore Ave.  
It’s open Saturday from 10 AM to 

2PM year-round and is the largest 
year-round farmer’s market in 
Philadelphia.   
 
 Contact @ amartin1 
 
 
“Please Tell Them What It’s Like 
for Us Here” 
Earth Quakers and Swarthmore 
College Students in West Virginia 
 By George Lakey 
 
“Stop a minute and listen to the 
birds,” Larry Gibson said.   
 
We didn’t hear any. 
 
“We living here in the coal fields are 
likely to live ten years less than you 
people will,” Larry continued. 
 
I looked at our group: seven 
Swarthmore College students coming 
from families around the U.S., plus 
three of us from West Philly.  The 
beauty of where we’re sitting right 
now, on Larry’s land on top of 
Kayford Mountain in West Virginia, 
was striking.  But we could feel the 
dustiness in our throats from the 
otherwise welcome spring breeze.  
 
“The air here contains not only coal 
dust – that’s what’s given some of my 
relatives black lung disease and an 
early death – but also rock dust from 
the layer of the mountain on top of 
the coal, and that hurts your lungs 
even worse,” Larry said.  “And don’t 
get me started about the water.” 
 
We had already read about the toxic 
chemicals that mountain-top 
removal deposited in the water 
supply of the villages in the hollers.  
We could see one of the communities, 
nestled at the bottom where the 
steep sides of Kayford Mountain and 
Coal River Mountain joined.   
 
“The people down there are living in 
a war zone,” Larry said.  “It’s a war 
against nature using dynamite and 
huge machines, and it hurts all our 
families.  Their houses shake when 
Massey Coal blows up the mountain;  
the water goes bad, the air goes bad, 
and sometimes people are even hurt 
or killed by the flying debris.  
Neighbor turns against neighbor.  I’ll 
show you the bullet holes in my 

cabin, where some maddened people 
let me know they didn’t care for my 
stand against the coal companies.  
But generations of my family have 
lived on this mountain.  Massey 
would give me millions for it, but I 
just can’t do that.  Somebody has to 
say ‘no.’” 
 
The Swarthmore students were 
hanging on every word.  I wondered 
how this man, who has told his story 
thousands of times from church 
basements to the United Nations, can 
still bring such passion and presence 
to the small group of us and the 
Episcopalians from Charleston who 
turned up at the same time we did. 
 
Larry led us along the ridge to the 
edge of his property, the breeze 
turning stiffer as the path grew 
narrower.  Then, suddenly, there we 
were, standing above a lunar 
landscape, the form of a slaughtered 
mountain.  
 
“This spot where we’re standing used 
to be four hundred feet higher,” 
Larry said.  Even so, we looked down 
a steep incline to the hulk, the 
spread-out gray rock far below us. In 
the distance, looking like tiny 
children’s toys, we saw yellow 
bulldozers, resting from their labors 
of pushing debris over the side of 
what mountain remained.  “The 
fronts of those bulldozers are 
actually wide enough to hold two 
SUV’s,” Larry said as we tried and 
failed to perceive the massive scale 
of the scene before us. 
 
“I’ll be happy to answer any 
questions,” Larry said, but we were 
too stunned to formulate any.  The 
pictures we’d seen previously, even 
the excellent photography in the 
documentary film Coal Mountain, 
hadn’t prepared me for this 
immensity, for the scale of this 
atrocity. 
 
I finally pulled my eyes away from 
the destruction, from the beds of 
dynamite already laid out for the 
next battle against the mountain 
where the black rock indicated that 
more coal remained.  I looked at 
Larry, who said, “You know how 
many workers are on the crew that is 
blasting apart this mountain?  
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Nineteen.  That’s all.  And Massey 
won’t hire local folks for this job, 
because they might prove unreliable, 
they are our people, they might not 
want to hurt our communities and 
our mountains.” 
 
One of the students signaled for my 
attention.  “Could we,” she asked, “sit 
down and have some silence 
together?” 
 
I repeated her question more loudly 
to the other students, who began 
finding places to sit close together.  It 
was in the silence that the tears 
could come. 
 
Across the valley to my left stood the 
majestic Coal River Mountain, 
glorious in its spring dress of fresh 
greens.  Massey Energy Company 
now owns that mountain and is 
seeking permits from the 
Environmental Protection Agency to 
lay it waste.  Massey already got an 
EPA permit for part of it, but 
activists have interrupted the 
assault by chaining themselves to 
equipment and sitting in the trees.  
Under the Obama Administration the 
automatic issuing of permits has 
stopped, but the new regulations 
aren’t retroactive.  It’s up to activists 
to stop Massey from hacking away 
part of its mountain.  (“Massey’s” 

mountain?) 
 
We met two of the heroes who’ve 
stood up to Massey at the eco-justice 
base camp in the valley, called 
Climate Ground Zero.  One conducted 
a tree-sit in the late winter.  Massey 
security guards prevented food from 
being replenished and the sheer cold 
finally drove her out of the tree.  
Another participated in a lock-down 
and is about to start serving her six 
month sentence.  Neither woman 
came across as pretentious or the 
kind who might seek martyrdom.  
Each seemed to take naturally to the 
job of protection, like any big sister 
might when little brother is 
threatened, or any parent would 
when the family is under siege. 
 
We camped for the weekend with 
these activists, shared meals, 
sunshine and rain, marshmallows 
and campfire and debates about 
nonviolent strategy.  A retired miner 
who likes to hang out with the 
activists told me three different 
times that President Obama was 
coming on April 25 by helicopter to 
nearby Beckley for the memorial 
service for the twenty-nine Massey 
miners who were killed when the 
company failed to put safety first.  
“When Obama looks out of that 
helicopter and sees the mountains,” 

he said, “maybe he’ll see for himself 
why all this has to stop.” 
 
Even without benefit of helicopter, 
we saw images that will stay with me 
a long time.  We saw signs of poverty 
everywhere, in a region that has 
exported enormous wealth to power 
centers like New York.  We found the 
once-thriving town of Whitesville 
virtually deserted on a Saturday 
afternoon, store window after store 
window empty.   
 
The Marsh Forks Elementary School 
sits on the valley floor beneath a 
huge dam of slurry (the mud that 
comes from mountain-top removal); 
if the dam gives way – as some have – 
the school will be buried with its 
children, teachers and staff.  There’s 
not enough tax base to afford to 
move the school out of harm’s way.  
Or, to put it more accurately, the coal 
company-fed politicians in 
Charleston won’t tax and regulate 
the coal companies enough to 
provide for the people, not even to 
keep them alive. 
 
At one point the train track parallels 
the road, and we saw what seemed 
like an endless row of freight cars 
loaded to the top with coal, waiting 
for a locomotive to take the fuel to 
the cities and the Big Money of 

George Lakey and Larry Gibson on Kayford Mountain 
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utilities, corporate offices and banks.  
These are the decision-makers who 
refuse to invest in renewable, 
sustainable sources of energy.   
 
I thought again about standing with 
Larry Gibson at the edge of his part 
of the mountain, how just across the 
valley to our left stood the beauty of 
Coal River Mountain with its 
capacity to support a wind farm that 
could generate more jobs than 
mountain-top removal can, and 

generate more electricity, too.  Could 
the executives in the city make these 
anti-life decisions, I wondered, if they 
had a chance to stand here, or, 
better, to sit silently together with us 
and see, on one side of the valley and 
the other, the nature of their choice? 
 
Then I got the source of Larry’s 
power, his simplicity, his presence.  
“There are more important things 
than money,” he told us in explaining 
why he turned down the millions he 

could have for the asking.   
 
On the path back to his place he said 
to a few of us, matter-of-factly, “I 
don’t expect to die a natural death.  
One of these drive-by shootings will 
probably get me.  But I’ve put the 
property into a land trust, so 
whatever happens to me, this part of 
the mountain will be safe.  I just wish 
the country would wake up and save 
the rest.” 
 Contact @ glakey1 

Mountaintop removal mining on Kayford Mountain 

Happy 1st Birthday, Overlaps!  
 

As my last Overlaps layout session tiptoes towards 5:00am, I realize it has been a year since 
Overlaps was born. During that time, and during my time at Swarthmore, the landscape of 
cultural and political activism has shifted and evolved, and it has deeply affected my own 
evolution. We remain convinced that continuing to describe, to ourselves and each other, in 
words, sound and images, how our struggles are connected can be leveraged to build 
community power rather than mobilized to divide us. This is unfinished and unceasing work, 
and we have a long way to go - but I am grateful for the work of this community in the past 
four years, and can only look forward to the future of Overlaps and to an ever deeper and 
bolder vision for Swarthmore and the world. Love and thanks  - Anna ‘10 
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March for Immigrants’ Rights  
Nixon Park at the Soccer Fields, N. Walnut 
St., Kennett Square 
Saturday, May 1, 2010 
1:30pm - 5:00pm 
Hosted by CATA (The Farmworkers’ 
Support Committee) 
 
May Day Labor Rights Celebration  
Elmwood Park @ South 71st St. & Buist 
Ave. in Southwest Philly 
Saturday, May 1, 2010  
12:00pm – 2:00pm 
Come and Learn American History of May 
Day and its Origins in Chicago During the 
Struggle for the 8 Hour Day! 
 
Education for Liberation Curriculum Fair 
1023 Callowhill Street in Philly  
Saturday, May 1st, 2010 
1:00pm – 5:00pm  
Working Towards an Anti-Racist, Pro-
Student, Non-Standardized Education 
 
Intercultural Center (IC) Dinner 
Upper Tarble 
Tuesday, May 4th, 2010 
5:00pm – 7:00pm 
Friends and allies welcome at a celebration 
of the year’s achievements. 
 
 
 

Party to benefit striking Temple Nurses and their families 
4811 Chester Ave. Philadelphia 
Thursday, April 29th, 2010 
5:00pm – 8:00pm 
Bring non-perishable food, fruits and veggies, diapers, or another 
requested item to support the 1,500 nurses and Temple 
University Hospital staff that have been on strike to stand up for 
patient safety and against union busting. More info: 
www.templewatch.org 
 
Performance: My Name is Rachel Corrie 
Studio 34, 4522 Baltimore Ave., Philadelphia  
Friday, April 30th, 2010  
7:00pm 
A one-woman play compiled entirely from the journal entries and 
e-mails of Rachel Corrie -- the 23 year-old peace activist from 
Olympia, Washington who died after being run over by an Israeli 
Bulldozer while defending a Palestinian home in the Gaza Strip on 
March 16, 2003.  
 

EVENTS – ANNOUNCEMENTS – BLURBS 
 
Tina Johnson, left, of Chester Co-op 
fame, is running in the first contested 
Democratic primary in the 159th 
district in Delaware County.  To learn 
more about her campaign, visit 
 
www.tinajohnson2010.com. 
 
 

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* 
 

AND CHECK OUT OVERLAPS ONLINE!! 
http://swatoverlaps.wordpress.com,  
where you can view archived 
issues and post comments! 
 

Special thanks to the 
Swarthmore Intercultural 

Center for supporting  
SwatOverlaps!!! 

 
 


