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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.  
 
 
SwatOverlaps is compiled by Swarthmore 
students. If you would like to get involved, send 
us an email at SwatOverlaps@gmail.com. 
 
Cover art by Miyuki Baker 
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Why Overlaps? 
 By Alex Frye 
 
Because at the 2010 Diversity 
Workshops, incoming freshmen still 
think gay marriage is the biggest 
issue facing the Queer community 
and that they are morally opposed to 
such a union. 
 
Because Puerto Rico is still colonized. 
 
Because the classrooms and Sharples 
still have visibly segregated groups 
by race, gender, class, and sexual 
orientation. 
 
Because our generation grew up with 
genocides in at least Rwanda, 
Burundi, the Congo, Uganda, 
Yugoslavia, and Sudan; apartheid in 
South Africa; displacement crisis in 
Colombia; and two unconstitutional 
US wars in Afghanistan and Iraq. 
 
Because former Colombian president, 
Álvaro Uribe, will be named 
"distinguished scholar in the practice 
of global leadership" at Georgetown 
University where he will then give 
seminars at the Edmund A. Walsh 
School of Foreign Service. 
 
Because the legacies of racism, 
sexism, homophobia, etc still have a 
strong hold over our educational 
system, healthcare services, 
employment practices, television 
programming, etc. 
 
Because even Swarthmore must be 
held accountable for its hiring 
practices. 
 
Because private companies are 
making millions of dollars from 
detaining documented and 
undocumented immigrants for 
indeterminate amounts of time. 
 
Because the School of the Americas 
is still open. 
 
Because social justice is easy to say, 
hard to define, and complicated to 
achieve. 
 
Because a forum for free expression 
on topics of intersectionality is 
exactly what our (post) modern 
society needs and is ready for. 
 Contact @ afrye1 

Our Inconvenient History 
 By Eva McKend 
 
Ever since Governor Jan Brewer 
passed SB1070, Arizona has been 
under national scrutiny and for that 
I am grateful. The states latest attack 
on civil rights includes the passing of 
HB2281. The law hopes to eliminate 
ethnic studies in public schools and 
is said to specifically target Chicano 
studies programs. When I heard 
about this ban, my reaction was 
similar to the one I had when the 
immigration law was passed; I was in 
absolute disbelief. In the coming 
days, the situation continued to get 
more real. 
 
Last week on CNN’s AC360, Dr. 
Michael Eric Dyson and Tom Horne, 
the Arizona Superintendent of Public 
Instruction, debated the ethnic 
studies law. Horne argued that 
ethnic studies classes encouraged a 
politics of hate in ethnic communities 
and spent too much time reinforcing 
oppression and fostering anger. 
Dyson argued that people of color 
historically have been denied the 
right to learn about their own rich 
histories in the classroom and that 
these programs, which many civil 
rights leaders fought and died for, 
are finally giving all students, 
regardless of race, that crucial 
opportunity. Throughout the debate, 
I found myself unsurprisingly co-
signing with Dyson but I would be 
lying if I said that my thoughts and 
even my emotions weren't 
challenged by Horne’s argument. It 
must be said that Horne couldn't hold 
a candle to Professor Dyson. To make 
matters worse Horne initially 
misquoted Dr. King's "I Have a 
Dream” speech and mispronounced 
the name of Brazilian educator Paulo 
Freire to which Dyson pretentiously 
informed him.  
 
As I have studied abroad at a 
university in London, it became 
immediately apparent to me that 
people do not talk about race like 
they do at progressive liberal arts 
colleges in America. There does not 
seem to be a constant dialogue on the 
implications of white privilege, nor is 
there a celebration of revolutionary 
ethnic leaders. Women don't talk 
about themselves as of color and 

many black and Caribbean students 
don't feel a need to join clubs and 
activities that speak to issues of their 
racial and cultural identity. There 
isn’t really a codified understanding 
of black culture. There are no black 
celebrity blogs. There is no TV One or 
BET. There aren’t historically black 
colleges and universities. One British 
black woman laughed in my face at 
the insinuation that being black had 
anything to do with who she is as an 
individual. It was a tremendous 
transformation for me, coming from 
a place where my peers, both white 
and non-white, continually confront 
racism and white privilege to an 
environment that seemed to be 
striving to be color blind. 
 
However, after my year in Europe, I 
find myself questioning if ignorance 
really is bliss. Knowing how modes of 
oppression work and being armed 
with these resources doesn't always 
make me happier; it often makes me 
very depressed. In fact, as a person 
of color, it seems as though the more 
I know about white oppression, the 
more difficult it is to foster deep and 
meaningful relationships with people 
that don’t operate with a similar 
understanding. As the world famous 
psychologist Dr. Paul Elkman noted 
about his “microexpression” lie 
detection technique, once you know 
how to detect involuntary facial 
expressions, it is not as if you can 
shut it off. Learning about the cycle 
of oppression puts one in a 
comparable position; once the 
rhetoric and the language of racism 
and white privilege are recognized, it 
is hard to ignore. You can pretend to 
suppress the ignorance that 
surrounds you but not effectively 
and not for very long. I have to 
wonder if people that don’t operate 
with this framework and haven’t 
come from a society that has drilled 
this into their head since young ages 
are overall happier people. 
 
Horne went on to argue that with the 
option of ethnic studies, students of 
color often took classes that directly 
corresponded to their ethnic 
backgrounds, further ostracizing 
themselves from their white 
counterparts and dividing 
themselves based on minority group. 
“America is the land of opportunity. 
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We should not teach them [students 
of color] the downer, that they are 
oppressed, they can’t get anywhere 
and that they should be angry 
against their government and their 
country,” to which Dyson argued, 
“The history of America is to seek 
relief from the oppression of the 
British so we could establish this 
country…it is ludicrous to assume 
that the entire history and culture of 
a people can be reduced to responses 
to white supremacy, social injustice 
and inequality.” Dyson went on to 
explain that the American 
government has been the most 
radically separatist organization in 
the country. He reasoned the only 
way of understanding the greatness 
of America is to bring the truth out 
into the open. We cannot progress as 
a nation if we pretend that racism 
and oppression played no role in our 
history and subsequently plays no 
role institutionally in our present. 
 
I will never forget when one of my 
hall mates back in America shared 
with me that throughout her life 
things were happening to her and 
going on around her, things she 
couldn't properly deconstruct until 
she got to college and was introduced 
to a new language. It was when she 
started to read the words of bell 
hooks that she began to better 
understand herself. I suppose this is 
why in spite of my capricious 
emotion, I will always be a firm 
believer in ethnic studies. One way 
that slavery was enabled was 
through the maintenance of 
ignorance; it would be unfortunate to 
recreate a contemporary form of 
enslavement. Sidelining the history 
of oppression is only beneficial to the 
oppressor. If we think in earnest 
about all the countries around the 
world that the British and the United 
States have colonized, occupied and 
destroyed, it would only make sense 
for those who have long benefited 
from this ruination to suppress this 
reality as much as possible.  
 
The histories of people of color seem 
to be awfully inconvenient especially 
in a society in which few like to own 
their privilege. The election of 
Barack Obama has ironically created 
a platform for oppression under a 
new guise, breeding grounds for 

hysterical rhetoric of a post-racial 
society in which anyone that 
demands to talk about these 
imperative issues is deemed race 
obsessed. I must wonder what will be 
the fate of those of us who have the 
gall to continue to fight this uphill 
battle. Racism doesn’t seem to be 
going anywhere; it merely seems to 
be reinventing itself in colorful new 
forms. 
 Contact @ emckend1 
 
Amongst Them 
 By Porsché Poole 
 
It’s times like these 
When I sit front and center 
Amongst Them but not WITH Them 
That I invariably remember 
 
How we fought and strove 
Cried and died 
So that I could sit just 
Like a toy 
For Them 
To eye 
 
I often forget to laugh 
When They give and receive 
MY culture (MY self) 
Second-hand perceived 
 
Forgot that by trying 
To move my wings 
The barbed-wire only cuts 
Deeper  
Into my consciousness… 
 Contact @ppoole1 
 
Pledge of Allegiance 
 By Neena Cherayil 
 
My dad always sneers when he says 
the word liberal. The word itself is 
often preceded by a string of 
hyphenated adjectives like “latté-
drinking” “Prius-driving”  “money-
wasting” (and most damning of all) 
“grass-smoking”.  He is never at a 
loss for put-downs of the liberal 
agenda (all courtesy of Fox News), 
and he always makes sure to 
emphasize and spit the “rat” in 
Democrat. You should have seen the 
look on his face when I decided to go 
to hippie dippy Swaahthmooore. 
  
It’s alright. He’s only half-serious, 
right? (He insists that I invite him to 
speak (read: rant) at 
Swarthmore…with Glenn Beck. I 

point out that there would be blood of 
some sort at that event). But, the 
man also keeps me grounded, pushes 
me to really support and defend my 
political values and beliefs. After one 
family brunch debate over 
healthcare that ended in tears 
(mine), I realized that I was thinking 
too viscerally. I was being too 
Colbertian -- believing entirely from 
the gut, too knee-jerk, too wholly 
influenced by anecdotes and images. 
I reconsidered my allegiance. I went 
back to my basics. I read. I read some 
more. I got the facts. I re-formulated 
my argument and came back much 
much stronger.     
  
Those are the good conversations. 
Lately – this summer especially - I 
haven’t even been able to endure 
short rides in the car with my dad, 
who is just lapping up the right-wing 
Kool Aid. The xenophobia has 
reached insane levels. (The Muslim-
bashing, my God. Oh, and you want to 
revoke the 14th Amendment. Really? 
Really?) The irony is undeniable. 
Dad, YOU’RE AN IMMIGRANT AND 
I’M AN IMMIGRANT. But, you can’t 
speak to someone who is bent on 
provoking you, backing you into a 
corner, who won’t engage in a 
rational conversation. That’s fear 
and ignorance (and the Fox News 
pundits) talking. And it’s very hard 
to discuss anything with fear and 
ignorance (and the Fox News 
pundits). 
  
So, here’s my conundrum, 
Swarthmore.  We talk a lot here. 
Maybe too much. At Sharples. In the 
dorms. On the quiet floors of the 
libraries. In stapled little magazines. 
There are fire-side chats, ring 
discussions, open meetings, closed 
meetings, campus-wide forums, 
collections... And, I love talking to all 
of you. It’s easy. Even when it’s 
difficult or tense, it’s (relatively) 
easy. So easy that it numbs us to the 
realities of dialogue in the “real 
world”. I’ve already heard several 
Swatties of 2010 complain about the 
not only the lack of  intellectual rigor 
in day-to-day conversations but 
about discussions that are just plain 
offensive. Mind you, these weren’t 
hyper-sensitive seniors - they were 
even loath to use the word 
“problematic”. They were just 
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dumbfounded, unused to the 
rhetoric.  
  
But, I've grown accustomed to the 
false choices and logical fallacies of 
my dad's rhetoric. Yet, I still can't 
do it. So, here it is, Swatties. Help 
me out: how the hell do I talk to my 
dad? Should I?  
 @ ncheray1 
 
Brown 
 By Javier Perez 
 
The clock is bleedin’ 
‘n we ever-approach death. 
we r the loudest mutes on da planet. 
we stand like mayan pyramids in 
concrete jungles 
we r like a dying fetus in mother 
earth’s womb 
‘n we r the paradise of hell 
                     the reality of all dreams 
       the drum in God’s heart 
                     ‘n even the soil of 
metropolis 
we produce new rhythms like new 
lands to replace those stolen from us 
we forget how to learn, n relearn how 
to forget 
we develop new tongues but always 
remember to bite it in front of da 
master 
we feed da rich, 
“A penny for your thoughts” 
   ‘n dey bought our minds 
sumtimes we enter mainstream 
society… 
  ‘n change like blood 
which is naturally blue, 
  flowin’ in our veins, 
but turns red when its escaped 
I suppose we’re tired of the blues, 
sheddin’ red to escape 
only our souls lay awake while our 
bodies n minds float in a dream state 
OYE CIPOTE! WAKE UR ASS UP! 
someone’s on the line for u, 
                                it’s tha streets callin 
for u n ur misguided crew 
see let me tell ya’ll 
el verdadero America no es Yankee 
da real America is not Yankee, but 
lives inside da yankee fitted caps, 
in da underdeveloped malnourished 
minds of mine 
my Latinos who feed off bitter 
tasting memories 
and who r forced to grow their crops  
on da soils of hell 
 

and who r persecuted just for lookin’ 
good…or should I say “different” 
and who maintain smiles throughout 
it all. 
 
Let me dig into my roots I find a 
wealth of Mayan ancestry 
                                             MY ROOTS! 
‘n den I also find Africa so now its 
SQUARE roots 
‘n those witout culture find my 
culture’s mathematics problematic 
but watever, as long as u understand  
                        yo, we are exponentially 
growin’ in size every single day 
but see the problem is, 
                      da music of our people’s 
struggle was put on pause, as if these 
bourgeois DJ’s 
                      weren’t vibin wit our 
soulful rhythms and sentimientos 
Latino 
we float in the liquids of 
revolutionary times turned cement  
                      before they coulda been 
used to rebuild great societies 
see to us, America has become the 
Freddy Krueger of the American 
Dream 
And now, 
 I want to feed my starving 
people with the forbidden fruit 
cuz ignorance has become our prison 
and who listens 
  to our silent tears 
 

I mean, we shed enough tears to 
make dese concrete jungles  
rainforests 
‘n under our rains, politicians only 
umbrella themselves 
 churches preach ‘bout a 
sunny tomorrow 
 ‘n schools strive to train us, 
not teach us 
but our trains of thought are not to 
be trained with thoughts of 
contradictions 
for our rich culture should NOT 
produce poverty 
we bear the lives of the martyred 
  the echoed sounds of ur 
chains and whippings 
  the symbol of undying 
strength 
  the starving hunger for life 
we are a people that burned in a 
melting pot 
 crushed in ur lustful crush 
for wealth 
          a race who’s history was 
RIPped by too many R.I.P.’s. 
Mother earth bleeds once a month,  
and she bleeds brown. 
 Contact @ jperez2 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

An active citizen greets passers-by at the site of the "Ground Zero 
Mosque" controversy, an abandoned Burlington Coat Factory 

Park51, ground zero, by Blaine O’Neill 
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Radical acts of queer love: some 
lessons from September 11th 
 By Susan Raffo 

I had a crush on her for three years 
before anything happened. It was 
that gentle kind of crush - the tingly 
feeling of attraction that stayed 
pretty uncomplicated even while it 
was always there when we saw each 
other. When we fell in love, it was 
like someone had unstuck the pause 
button and then - slam - it was 
instant and hard.  

The first year was mostly spent in 
long distance. She had to go back to 
Brazil due to visa issues. I sat at 
home thinking, really? Really? 
Eventually I moved to Brazil to try 
things out, see if this was serious. We 
knew it was from the minute I got off 
the airplane. 

Like lots of queer couples, we count 
our anniversary from the first time 
we had sex. That long night of 
intensity when we did all of the silly 
impulsive things without a shred of 
embarrassment: talked babies and 
future trips and what our families 
would think of each other.  

That first night slid into a first year 
and then seven years later into 
having a kid together and building a 
shared culture of experiences and 
short hand language. We have taken 
trips and found out that our families 
each like the partner we chose. On 
today, September 11th, we celebrate 
15 years. 

Now, lest the start to this piece make 
it sound like it's all been roses and 
romance, it has not. We've almost 
broken up - like seriously almost 
broken up - twice. I have very much 
not liked her. She has not liked me. 
We exist somewhere between 
monogamous and not, but only in 
theory. In practice, we're 
monogamous. Both of us get crushes 
and look around. Sometimes our 
crushes have ended up a bit more 
intense than that. We've checked in 
with each other often - is this still 
what you want? Do you want to open 
the relationship? Do you want to 
sleep with someone else? It's ok if 

you do, we think. We laugh because 
time and again, we come back to this 
moment of - nah, it's not worth it. 
When we have sex, it is still really 
good. Even earth shattering 
sometimes. We don't have it as much 
as we used to. Sometimes that's 
about having a kid and a really full 
life. Sometimes we're just not on the 
same schedule. We still try to figure 
this one out.  

When things have been hard, here is 
what we have said: how can we have 
a vision and a belief that the whole 
world can change into someplace 
magical and compassionate, that 
social justice and whole communities 
are possible, when we can't figure out 
how to find our way back to loving 
and respecting each other? Why 
would I have faith that strangers can 
really care about strangers if we 
can't take the time to really care 
about someone we already love? 
Notice, our goal is to find our way 
back to loving and respecting each 
other, not to being in a committed 
relationship. The form of our 
relationship - partners - is just the 
vehicle. We want to stay honest, 
respectful and loving. If the best way 
to do that is to change how we live, 
change the shape of our partnership - 
then we will change it. 

Everything is about relationship and 
I'm not just talking about me and 
Rocki, my partner. I am talking 
about life. About community. 
Whether we have sex or live on 
opposite sides of the planet - 
everything in some way springs from 
the question - do I feel compassion 
for who you are and how you 
struggle or do I feel distant from it? 
If I feel distant from it, then how do I 
shift this? How do I find my way to 
love?  

Oh dear, I used the word "love" in a 
piece on politics. But seriously, why 
would we do anything, anything at 
all, if it weren't to increase our ability 
- individually and collectively - to feel 
and give and enjoy love?  

About six years after Rocki and I 
first had sex, we watched the planes 
fly into the Twin Towers. This was on 
the morning of our anniversary, 

when we had plans to go out to eat 
and maybe catch a movie. And 
suddenly our shorthand - 9/11 - took 
on another meaning entirely. For the 
United States, 9-11 now meant 
people dying. It meant a fear of being 
attacked by planes, by bombs and by 
people who would hurt you because 
of how you looked, because of your 
name, because of your language, how 
you believe in God, because of how 
you dress. It meant experiencing 
suddenly what so many people on the 
planet experience every day. It 
meant experiencing what people in 
this country had already been 
feeling, long before the planes 
crashed into the towers. 

I can feel the connections between 
the September 11th that Rocki and I 
celebrate and the September 11th 
that will be all over the news. They 
inform each other and affect each 
other for no other reason than our 
relationship holds both meanings of 
the 11th of September. But writing 
that connection out, explaining why 
and where they come together, is a 
different story. The relationship 
between these two September 11ths 
exists as layers upon layers, 
sediment and bedrock, one upon the 
other, weaving back and forth and 
creating a kind of whole. The two 
September 11ths move through my 
thoughts rapidly, one image chasing 
the other. What it feels like to love 
and to be afraid. The day to dayness 
of fifteen years, how regular it is. 
How even now I can look at Rocki 
and feel like I've never seen her 
before. Feel like I don't know her. 
What it feels like to tell the truth, 
even when I am afraid. All of the 
stories that gather around 9-11. 
What it feels like to hear people talk 
about generic Muslims as though 
they know them, knowing their 
actions and their beliefs, their 
motivations. The feeling of the 
hatred generated by speakers on 
television, by elected leaders, by 
people who live on my block. Talks of 
Quran burning. How tight and hard 
my belly feels when I hear that 
hatred, how the skin prickles 
between my shoulder blades. What 
that rage and anger must feel like. 
How many people are afraid. What 
fear feels like. 
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Accountability and truth telling can 
never fully happen in a single 
sentence. "I'm sorry," doesn't really 
cut it. Not by itself. In a relationship 
between two people, accountability 
happens everyday, with words and 
with follow through, with 
assumptions made and then 
relearned. It happens directly and it 
happens indirectly. It happens in 
layers. All parties have to agree that 
accountability has taken place, not 
just the person who shared their 
regret. And within all of this, there is 
telling the truth, asking for help, and 
doing it without trying to control 
what happens next. Letting go of the 
outcomes. There is stumbling, 
forgetting and not seeing, really 
seeing, the other person. There is 
relearning, again and again, how to 
tell the truth. 

Accountability and truth telling for 
whole communities, with histories 
that cross generations, is slower and 
bigger. Unwieldy. Deliberate. Much 
harder because all of the 
relationships and the things that 
happened are so tangled together. 
Truth and reconciliation. No single 
person can track the whole thing, but 
in telling the truth over and over 
again and in being listened to in the 
telling, new stories are born. Who did 
what and why, and what happened 
as a result and then, years later, 
what it still feels like. How what you 
did changed my life forever. "I'm 
sorry," doesn't really cut it. Where 
did this hatred, this rage, begin? And 
whose fault is what happened? 
Whose fault is it? That's the 
underbelly of what the memorials of 
9-11 cover: defining who is at fault 
and who is most hurt. This has not 
been just an argument or a 
discussion. This has been war. 

Fear is part of the creation of this 
country. It was used to justify the 
stealing of this land and its 
resources. It was and is used to 
justify slavery and its child, the 
prison system. Fear makes it unsafe 
for brown skinned Spanish-
surnamed people in Arizona and 
other states who don't have the laws 
but still have the practice. I literally 
can't hear you when I am afraid. 
When I am afraid, my thinking self 

shuts down and my nervous system 
goes on alert. All of my body's 
resources go to putting blood into my 
muscles, all sprung and ready for 
reaction. When I am afraid, I can't 
see the big picture. All I can see is 
what I am afraid of, turning my head 
to try and look in other directions, I 
can't help but keep it there, warily 
watching it out of the corner of my 
eye. Not letting go until I know I am 
safe. 

Layers and layers. Where did this 
hatred, this rage, begin? And whose 
fault is what happened? Whose fault 
is it? And what, really and truly, are 
we afraid of? What is on the other 
side of it and what is the cost of 
letting it go? 

There is a link between what Rocki 
and I celebrate today and what most 
people in this country are thinking 
about. Maybe that link is just about 
practice. About practicing the same 
kind of skills - telling the truth, 
listening, showing up, being willing to 
be afraid, not shutting down the 
complex humanity of the other 
person because I am afraid - that are 
needed in dealing with the bigger 9-
11. In a day to day way. Without 
defining the outcomes before we get 
there. 

Our anniversary isn't about the fact 
that we've stuck together for fifteen 
years because this is not a race with 
the longest-staying as the winner. 
Our anniversary is about still liking 
each other, that we continue to try, 
and that we show up. Because that's 
really what it's about: showing up, 
accountability and truth telling. That 
when we are afraid, we can't just step 
away because it gets hard and 
uncomfortable. If we want to make 
change, to deeply and truly make 
change, to stay liking each other, 
then we have to show up, awkwardly 
and without the right answers. We 
have to show up even when we are 
afraid. And so we continue to 
practice. That is what we are 
celebrating. That we continue to 
practice. 

Love is revolutionary. And there is 
nothing easy about it. We practice it 
in our most intimate spaces, and we 
make more mistakes than we can 
remember. We use our belief that the 
whole world can change into 
someplace magical and 
compassionate, that social justice 
and whole communities are possible, 
when we figure out how to find our 
way back to loving and respecting 
the other. From the other who lives 
right here, in the same house with 
me, to all those I have never met. 
Everything is about relationship and 
I'm not just talking about me and 
Rocki, my partner. I am talking 
about life. About community. 
Whether we have sex or live on 
opposite sides of the planet - 
everything in some way springs from 
the question - do I feel compassion 
for who you are and how you 
struggle or do I feel distant from it? 
If I feel distant from it, then how do I 
shift this? How do I find my way to 
love?  

Thank you to Rocki and Flo for their 
incredible help with this piece. 

 Contact raffo95@gmail.com  
 
**Ed. note: Thanks to the Bilero 
Project (at bilerico.com) and Susan 
Raffo for permission to reprint this 
piece! 
 
 

“…Love is 
revolutionary. And 
there is nothing easy 
about it. We practice 
it in our most 
intimate spaces, and 
we make more 
mistakes than we can 
remember. We use 
our belief that the 
whole world can 
change into 
someplace magical 
and compassionate…” 
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Summer of Hate  
 By Deivid Rojas 
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Mírame Soy Yo 
 By Alex Frye 
 
The following poems are an excerpt 
from the revista, “Miráme Soy Yo” of 
the Storytelling workshop from the 
project Taller de Paz. TdP is an 
educational program that works with 
youth ages 9-16 who live in Bogotá, 
Colombia and come from families in 
the situation of displacement. In the 
first series of poems entitled “Cuando 
estamos lejos” (When we are far 
away) the students modeled the 
poem “Adios” by Candelario Obeso to 
express their feelings of being away 
from where they had grown up. 
Obeso is an afrocolombian poet from 
the mid-1800s who left his home of 
Mompox in the northern part of 
Colombia in the department Bolívar 
to attend the Universidad Nacional in 
Bogotá, the capital. The stark 
differences between the two cities 
caused his return a short time after 
arriving. “Adios” expresses these 
feelings of longing to return.  
 
In their poems, the students 
compared Bogotá with the places 
that they had come from, in favor of 
one or the other or appreciating the 
good of both. Many start with the 
phrase “Ya me voy de aquí” (I must 
leave here, now) which is a phrase 
from Obeso’s poem and indicates 
where they are starting from and to 
where they are going. To me, as a 
facilitator of this activity, this was 
one of the most powerful exercises 
that we did because for many of the 
students it was the first time that 
they could write about this part of 
their lives through poetry: a non-
invasive, non-imposing medium of 
self-expression into which they could 
put more or less emotion.  

 
The last poem is from the exercise 
“Yo Soy” (I am) which is a structured 
poem where the students filled in the 
blanks to various parts of their 
identity. This activity was powerful 
because it showed the complexity of 
everyone’s identity: the positive and 
negative, the beautiful and the ugly, 
the confidence and the insecurity. 
Every student’s poem was very 
different, but all were illuminating 
and captivating.  
 

Note: Many of the grammatical and 
spelling errors that appear in the 
poems are there on purpose in order 
to preserve the original writing by 
the students. This is often a result of 
the lack of educational opportunities 
and access to educational tools, but it 
is also valuable as it relates to 
Obeso’s writing style. He wrote in the 
vernacular of his home in Mompox 
rather than the academic Spanish 
which he had mastered in the 
classroom. (He translated 
Shakespeare, Tennyson, and Hugo 
into Spanish) in order to maintain 
the richness of his poetry.  
 
CUANDO ESTAMOS 
LEJOS... 
 
Ya me voy de aquí del Taller de Paz 
A mi colegio 
Vuelvo al lugar donde aprendí 
Aquí puedo aprender cosas nuevas 
Pero allá tengo que escribir a cada 
rato 
Del sitio donde voy a aprender 
Me siento cada vez más orgullosa 
Porque vuelvo al lugar donde estudio 
 Karen Herrera, 10 años 
 
Ya me voy de aquí: de esta tierra 
amable 
A mi ciudad natal 
Allí: un lugar bello con muchas 
personas y 
mucha alegría 
Vuelvo al lugar donde nací 
Aquí con mi familia nos divertimos 
Pero allá, sólo unos amigos que a 
veces no 
me comprendían 
El sitio donde se nace nunca se olvida 
Un lugar tan bello como mi ciudad 
natal. 
Me siento alegre por volver a tocar 
las cosas 
de mi ciudad 
Porque vuelvo al lugar de mis sueños. 
 Juan Sebastián Ortiz 
Rodríguez 10 años 
 
Ya te digo adiós 
Ya me voy de aquí, de mi tierra natal 
a mi 
bella capital 
Allí hay edificios, casas al cesar 
Vuelvo a mi tierra natal, donde yo 
crecí 
Aquí las personas hablan más 
Pero allá desperdician el hablar 
El sitio donde se nace no lo puedo 

comprender 
Me siento aburrido 
Me falta arto por conocer 
 Carlos Forero “Charlie” 10 
años 
 
Ya me voy de aquí, de la capital de 
Colombia 
A mi departamento de Cartagena 
Allí está el mar con una playa y 
muchas 
personas divirtiéndose 
Vuelvo al lugar de los lindos 
atardeceres de 
Colombia 
Aquí el agua del mar es salada 
Pero allá no es salda y nutritiva para 
la sed 
Del sitio donde se nace, el agua, el sol 
y las 
cosas nunca se olvidan 
Me siento feliz con mi familia 
Por que vuelvo a lugar de los lindos 
atardeceres de Colombia 
 Stiven Herrera 12 años 
 

I 
Ya me boi de aqui 

de me bella Bogota con 
mi corazon en cen 

dido de tanta soleda. 
II 

Me boy tierra 
Querida lla me boi 
de aca estrallame* 

mucho que te boi a estrañar. 
III 

Me boy muy triste 
de mi linda siudad 
me boy ofendidio 

por que no aprendia respetar 
Jhon Alexander Mosquera, 12 añõs 

*extrañarme 
 

ESTRAÑO A MI TIERRA 
Ya me voy de aqui 
de la ciudad de mi 
tristesa 
a mi pueblo anelodo 
por mi a mi 
tierra 
alli donde me 
puded bañar 
en dicha y alegria 
vuelvo al lugar de mis 
mejores dia y a 
su rio ermoso 
aqui me levanto con 
frio y tristesa alla 
con calor y alegria 
pero alla puede 
vivir feliz y dichoso 
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el sitio donde nace no 
sera olvidado por mi 
corazon 
me siento dichoso de 
mi tierra donde 
estare feliz 
por que vuelvo al lugar 
de mis mejores dias y 
a su rio ermoso. 
 Alexander Lozano, 13 años 
 
POEMAS PROPIOS 
Adios a mi tierra 
querida que me llana 
de alegría. 
Adios a mis paisanos 
que me acompañaron 
en la oscuridad y 
fueron espeso y 
mi ayuda. 
Adios a mis compesinos 
que me acompañeron 
cuando estaba triste 
y distante de lo que 
mas quería. 
Adios a el dolor de 
mi corazon por estar 
tan lejos y 
sin rumbo como 
las olas del mar. 
 Yeimy Katherin Contreras 
Perez,15 años 
 
YO SOY 
Yo soy respetosa 
Me pregunto que comerán las 
mariposas 
Oigo a la profesora ablar 
Veo a una ormiga 
Quiero montar en abión 
Soy callada. 
Pretendo acer una fiesta. 
Me siento feliz de tener amigos 
Yo toco a mi mamá 
Me preocupo cuando mi mamá se 
enferma 
Lloro cuando me pegan 
Soy amable con las personas que 
me piden ayuda 
Entiendo lo que me dicen cuando 
ago algo mal 
Digo muchas preguntas acerca de 
los animalez 
Sueño no perder a mi má nunca 
de mi lado 
Hago esfuerzo para no maltraten 
a los animalez. 
Espero que me den las ordenes de 
ablar. 
Soy mal geniada. no me gusta 
la rumba 

 Lucerito Sanchez Ramirez, 
15 años 
 Contact @ afrye1 
 
Signs Are In English Now 

  
  Contact @ atedla1 
 
The People Spoke 

By Juan Mejia 
 
El pueblo habló (tanto los que 
votaron por Santos como los que no 
votaron)... El pueblo habló, y en un 
día gris y lluvioso declaró con 
firmeza y complacencia que quiere 
mas de lo mismo. 
 
Declaro primeramente que esta 
contento con mantener en el poder a 
aquella cúpula de familias 
adineradas que son las que han 
gobernado desde siempre e igual que 
siempre. El pueblo declaró que quiere 
seguirle haciendo reverencias a estos 
pocos que se han mantenido en el 
poder a punta de pan y circo, a punta 
de promesas de equidad que NUNCA 
llegan, a punta de programas 
asistencialistas, a punta de 
enriquecerse entre ellos y asegurarse 
sus dinastías, sus embajadas, sus 
notarías. 
 
Los pobres declararon que están 
dispuestos a seguir siendo pobres 
pero que por favor no les quiten los 
mercaditos, los doscientos mil pesos 
mensuales… que no les quiten la 
caridad;  
 
los de clase media declararon que 
quieren seguir pegados al sueño de 
que si siguen jugando al juego de la 
lambonería, de matarse en el trabajo, 

de una que otra transa por ahí, de 
encontrar los contactos que son… el 
sobrino de fulano de tal…que así 
pueden llegar algún día a ser parte 
del club ese, del exclusivo, del VIP… 
de la misma cúpula de poderosos que 
mediante políticas económicas y 
sociales llevan ya por décadas 
exprimiendo a esa misma clase 
media, reduciéndola cada vez mas; 
 
y los ricos… bueno los ricos 
simplemente declararon que quieren 
seguir siendo ricos… o aún mas ricos. 
En realidad estos son los mas 
sensatos. Los que entienden 
verdaderamente lo que significa este 
gran triunfo; los que si saben lo que 
les conviene.  
 
Y todos… todos de cierta manera 
declararon a alaridos que a “ LAS 
FARC LES LLEGO LA HORA”. Que a 
esas ratas hay que acabarlas como 
sea. Que VALE TODO. Que están 
dispuestos a voltear la cara y cerrar 
los ojos siempre y cuando le prendan 
candela a esos igualados terroristas. 
Ayer el pueblo admitió públicamente 
que cree firmemente que las FARC 
son la raíz de todos los problemas de 
Colombia. Que acabando con la 
guerrilla se soluciona todo. Que 
estamos llenos de un odio profundo 
que nos ciega tanto a causas como a 
consecuencias.  
 
Ya a nadie se le ocurre pensar que las 
FARC (un grupo violento con un 
triste legado de violaciones de 
derechos humanos y sumergido 
perdidamente en una lucha arcaica 
en la que están cada vez mas solos) 
no son la raíz del problema, pero una 
consecuencia. A nadie se le ocurre 
pensar que ese terrorista mugroso 
disparándole a una estación de la 
policía en el Caquetá, es un 
campesino colombiano que ya no vio 
mas opciones. Hablen lo que hablen 
de la cúpula de lideres de las FARC, 
la realidad continúa siendo que la 
gran mayoría de sus combatientes 
son gente del campo, colombianos 
pobres que no se morían de ganas de 
agarrar un fusil e internarse a la 
manigua a que se los devoren los 
zancudos y el paludismo; 
simplemente es gente que se cansó 
de promesas, que se cansó de comer 
mierda. Yo por ningún motivo apoyo 
a las FARC y soy muy crítico de lo 
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que veo como una lucha armada ya 
falta de verdadero fin que trae mas 
violencia y mas tragedia a este país. 
Pero tampoco estoy tan invadido de 
odio para pensar que acabando con 
las FARC a punta de plomo se van a 
solucionar las cosas. El que no lo crea 
que mire a nuestra alrededor. en 
Perú se acabo con la guerrilla a 
plomo y derramando la sangre del 
que fuera. Hoy ya resurge poco a 
poco en el campo el Sendero 
Luminoso conformado por las 
mismas caras de campesinos aún con 
poca tierra, aún sin alternativas, aún 
al margen del proyecto de 
“desarrollo” del país. El problema es 
mucho mas profundo y yace en una 
desmedida desigualdad social 
profundizada por esos a los que ayer 
el pueblo Colombiano nuevamente les 
hizo reverencias, a este mismo 
circulo histórico de gobernantes que 
se insultan en los debates y después 
juegan tenis juntos, comen en los 
mismos lugares, van a las mismas 
fiestas y solo se reproducen entre si. 
 
Ayer en un día de esos en el que el 
clima colaboró como un presagio 
más, el pueblo decidió que no quiere 
cambio. La mayoría seguramente por 
que le teme, porque no conoce otra 
cosa; y una minoría, porque 
sencillamente no les conviene. Al 
final de cuentas, que le quede claro a 
todos lo que ayer Colombia declaró a 
todo pulmón:   
 
Que creemos que el paramilitarismo 
es un mal necesario y sus brutales y 
sangrientas masacres son un arma 
más para acabar con la guerrilla. 
Esto claro incluye la parapolítica. 
Cagada que tantos de los miembros 
de nuestro gobierno tengan vínculos 
y alianzas con grupos paramilitares 
que están masacrando campesinos y 
manejando la mayoría del 
narcotráfico del país… pero que le 
vamos a hacer, siempre se rompen 
algunos huevos para hacer un 
omelet. 
 
Que el desplazamiento forzado que 
ahora es igual al de Sudan… el peor 
del mundo.. puede seguir creciendo 
siempre y cuando sea a raíz del 
plomo que se le esta dando a la 
guerrilla. Además no ven que todas 
esas tierras están quedando en 
manos de gente que si sabe hacer con 

ellas: La agroindustria, las 
transnacionales mineras, las 
petroleras.  
 
Que estamos dispuestos a hacernos 
los huevones con el hecho de que el 
ejercito este matando a jóvenes 
pobres… jóvenes literalmente 
“desechables” y vistiéndolos de 
guerrilleros para hacer brillar mas 
esta gran política de seguridad 
democrática. Para que vea al jefecito 
todo lo que se esta haciendo para 
complacer su mano dura. Para 
mostrarle resultados. 
 
Que estamos totalmente dispuestos a 
ignorar el hecho de que se descubra 
una fosa común con mas de 2,000 
cuerpos no identificados en nuestros 
montes. Que de verdad ni queremos 
saber quienes son… seguramente de 
alguna u otra manera se lo merecían. 
Es la fosa común mas grande desde el 
holocausto, pero bueno, que más da. 
Que no nos importa que el organismo 
de seguridad del estado, el que 
responde directamente a la 
presidencia, sea una central de 
espionaje ilegal la cual no solo abusa 
de su poder, sino que engaña al país 
entero. Que nuevamente estamos 
dispuestos a perdonar las 
acusaciones fabricadas, los engaños, 
las mentiras, las intimidaciones y las 
amenazas, por que el jefecito esta 
haciendo lo que tiene que hacer para 
librar este país de terroristas y 
comunistas. 
 
Que nos tiene sin cuidado que los 
programas de fortalecimiento y 
financiamiento rural estén plagados 
de corrupción y los dineros del 
Estado se repartan entre las roscas 
de adinerados agroindustriales, y los 
sobrados si a los campesinos… es que 
esos analfabetas no van a saber que 
hacer con la plata de todas formas. 
Que no es tan grave que se compren 
votos y apoyo en el congreso a punta 
de regalar puestos y notarías. Que 
importa un poco mas de corrupción 
si puede garantizar que no se cambie 
el gran rumbo que lleva este país… 
acaso no ven como es que están de 
buenas las cosas?  
 
Que ni modo, que se puede hacer si 
no hay fondos para programas 
sociales que vayan mas allá del 
asistencialismo y la caridad. Hay 

veces toca sacrificar vainas, y el 
hecho de que la desigualdad social 
solo sigue y sigue creciendo en el 
país, es el precio que toca pagar para 
poder seguir dando plomo con toda. 
Lo mismo con la salud… lo mismo con 
la educación… es que los recursos 
tienen que ir pa’ donde tienen que ir 
y nuestra prioridad es la guerra. 
 
Esa fue la declaración del pueblo 
Colombiano. Yo vote por Mockus y 
soy sincero cuando digo que el no era 
un candidato que me moviera el 
alma. Que no estaba de acuerdo con 
un número importante de sus 
políticas. Pero sea como sea, el 
partido verde si representaba un 
cambio. Si no un cambio en el rumbo 
de las policitas económicas y sociales 
del país, si un cambio en la manera 
de hacer política. Un fin al TODO 
VALE y la posibilidad de devolverle 
al país un poco de decencia política; 
un antídoto a ese odio desmedido que 
nos tiene sumidos es un espíritu 
guerrerista y que se refleja ya mucho 
mas allá de los campos de batalla e 
invade la cotidianidad. Además 
representaba la esperanza para 
devolverle a Colombia por lo menos 
un semblante de democracia. Porque 
la democracia va mucho mas allá de 
votar en elecciones. La democracia 
debería garantizar la posibilidad de 
hacer oposición política sin miedo y 
sin represión. 
 
Pero el pueblo escondido bajo sus 
sombrillas habló en las urnas y con 
mirada sobria y determinada dijo: 
queremos más de lo mismo. Y más de 
lo mismo es lo que viene. 
 
 Contact @ 
juan_mejia@mac.com 
 
The People Spoke (English 

translation) 
 By Deivid Rojas 

 
The People Spoke 
 
The people spoke (as much those 
that voted for Santos as those that 
didn’t vote at all). 
 
The people spoke and in a rainy and 
gloomy day declared firmly and 
complacently that it wanted more of 
the same. 



12            10.18.10          Volume IV Issue I             SwatOverlaps   

 
Firstly, it declared that it is content 
with maintaining in power those 
wealthy families who have always 
governed and who govern similarly. 
The people declared that that it 
wants to continue to bow to those 
who have maintained power through 
bread and promises, through the 
promises of equality that NEVER 
arrive, through assistentialist 
programs, through making 
themselves wealthy and securing 
their dynasties, their embassies, and 
their notaries. 
 
The poor declared that they are 
willing to continue being poor as long 
as they don’t take away their meager 
subsidies, the monthly 
handouts…that they don’t take way 
the charity. 
 
The middle class declared that they 
want to continue to be glued to the 
dream that if they continue to play 
the suck-up game of killing 
themselves at work, of one little 
scam once in a while, of finding the 
right contacts…the nephew of so and 
so... Like this they think one day 
they can be part of that club, the 
exclusive VIP…of the same powerful 
group that through political and 
economic, policies have squeezed 
this same middle class for decades, 
decimating them little by little. 
 
And the rich…well the rich simply 
declared that they want to continue 
being rich…or even richer. In reality 
they are the most sensible. They are 
the ones who truly understand what 
this great triumph means; those that 
know what truly suits them. 
 
And everyone… everybody one way 
or another declared loudly that “THE 
TIME HAS COME FOR THE FARC”. 
That these rats have to be 
exterminated by any means 
necessary. 
 
That All IS ALLOWED in this mission. 
That they are willing to turn their 
faces away and close their eyes as 
long as these insolent terrorists are 
eradicated. Yesterday, the people 
publically admitted that it firmly 
believes that the FARC are the root of 
all problems in Colombia. That, by 
finishing with the guerrillas, 

everything will be solved. That we 
are filled with such deep hatred that 
it blinds us just as much to the 
causes as to the consequences. 
 
Today no one happens to remember 
that the FARC (a violent group with 
sad legacy of human rights violations 
and submerged in an archaic 
struggle in which they are 
increasingly alone) are not the root 
of the problem, but a consequence. 
No one likes to think that the “filthy 
terrorist” shooting up a police station 
in Caquetá, is actually a Colombian 
peasant who saw no other option. 
Whatever might be said about the 
leaders of the FARC, the reality 
remains that the majority of their 
combatants are peasants from the 
countryside; poor Colombians who 
were not bursting with desire to grab 
a rifle or to bury themselves in the 
jungle so that they could be devoured 
by mosquitoes and malaria; these 
people simply got tired of false 
promises… they got tired of eating 
shit. I don’t support the FARC by any 
means, and I am very critical of what 
I see as an armed struggle that lacks 
a true end, and brings more violence 
and tragedy to this country. But I am 
also not blinded 
 
with so much hate as to think that by 
finishing with the FARC with bullets 
and bombs will really solve anything. 
Who ever doesn’t believe it, should 
simply look around us. In Perú the 
guerilla was ”eradicated” with brute 
force spilling the blood of whoever 
appeared to stand in the way. Today, 
slowly, in the countryside, Sendero 
Luminoso resurfaces in the same 
peasant faces still with little land, 
still without alternatives, still at the 
margins of the country’s 
development project. The problem is 
much more deeper and it lies in the 
excessive social inequality 
intensified by those who yesterday 
the Colombian people bowed to once 
again; by this same historical circle 
of rulers who insult each other 
during debates but then play tennis 
together, eat at the same places, go 
to the same parties, and only 
reproduce with each other. 
 
Yesterday, in a day where the 
weather acted like an omen, the 
people decided that they don’t want 

change. The majority probably 
because they fear it… because they 
do not know another way; and a 
minority, because it is simply not 
convenient for them. In the end, let it 
be clear what Colombians declared 
with all their breath yesterday: 
 
That we believe that paramilitarism 
is a necessary evil and that it’s brutal 
and bloody massacres are just one 
more weapon in the struggle to finish 
with the guerrillas. This of course, 
includes “para-politics”. “It’s a real 
shame that so many members within 
our government have links and 
alliances with paramilitary groups 
that are massacring peasants and 
driving the majority of drug 
trafficking in the country…but what 
are we going to do, we have to break 
some eggs to make an omelet”. 
 
That forced displacement, which is 
now as bad as in Sudan…the worst in 
the world, can continue to grow as 
long as it’s a result of the powerful 
military offensive against the 
guerrillas. Also, “don’t you see that 
all these lands are ending up in the 
hands of people who actually know 
what to do with them: the agro-
industry, the transnational mining 
corporations, the oil companies. 
 
That we are willing to play the fool at 
the fact that the army is killing the 
poor, marginalized youth… literally 
youth considered to be “disposable”, 
and dressing them up like 
guerrilleros so that the great policies 
of “democratic security” can shine 
more brightly. So that the boss can 
see everything that is being done to 
please his strong hand approach. To 
show results. 
 
That we are completely willing to 
ignore the fact that a mass grave has 
been found in our mountains with 
over 2,000 bodies that have not been 
identified. That actually, we don’t 
even really want to know who they 
are… “surely in one way or the other, 
they deserved it”. It is the largest 
mass grave found since the 
holocaust, but well, what does it 
really matter. 
 
That we don’t care that the state 
security organism, the one that 
directly responds to the presidency, 
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is actually a center for illegal 
espionage, which not only abuses its 
power, but also deceives and 
misleads the whole country. That we 
are once again willing to forgive the 
fabricated accusations, the tricks, 
the scams, the lies, the intimidations 
and the threats, because “the boss is 
doing what he has to do in order to 
liberate this country from terrorists 
and communists.” 
 
That we could give a shit that the 
rural government programs for 
strengthening and financing the 
countryside are plagued by 
corruption, and the State funds are 
shared amongst groups of wealthy, 
agro-industrialist families while the 
leftovers are for the peasants…it’s 
better that way, “those illiterates 
wouldn’t know what to do with the 
money anyway”. 
 
That it is not that bad that votes and 
support are being bought in congress 
by promising appointments and 
public notaries. “Does a little more 
corruption really matter that much if 
it can guarantee that the country will 
not change its great course…don’t 
you see how well things are going?” 
 
That what can we do if there are no 
funds for social programs that go 
beyond assistentialism and charity? 
At times some things have to be 
sacrificed, and the fact that social 
inequality is only increasing in the 
country, is the price that has to be 
paid in order to be able to continue 
shooting it up. The same goes for 
healthcare…the same for education… 
“the resources need to go where they 
really need to go and our priority is 
war”. 
 
That was the declaration of the 
Colombian people. I voted for 
Antanas Mockus and I am sincere 
when I say that he was not a 
candidate that moved my soul. That I 
didn’t agree with an important 
number of his policies. But either 
way, the green party did represent a 
change. If not a change in the 
direction of the economic and social 
policies of the country, at least a 
change in the way of doing politics. 
An end to this vision that ALL IS 
ALLOWED, and the possibility to 
return to the country some sense 

political decency; an antidote to this 
excessive hatred that has submerged 
us in a warmongering spirit today 
reflected much farther than the 
battlefield and that invades the 
everyday. It also represented the 
hope to at least return to Colombia a 
countenance of democracy. Because 
democracy goes farther than voting 
in elections. Democracy should 
guarantee the possibility of having 
political opposition without fear and 
repression. 
 
But the people hidden under their 
raincoats and umbrellas spoke at the 
polls, and with a sober and 
determined look said: we want more 
of the same. And more of the same is 
what is coming. 
 Contact @ drojas1 
 
America in Okinawa 
 By Miyuki Baker 
 
In March I visited Okinawa 
prefecture in Japan since my 
Taiwanese visa was about to expire. 
It was my first time back in Japan 
since I last visited at the age of 14 so 
the trip was highly anticipated. 
 Never having been to Okinawa, I 
recalled the sandy white beaches and 
tall coconut trees captured in a 
Japanese TV drama series set in 
Okinawa, and I excitedly filled my 
backpack with halter tops, shorts, 
and my trusty bathing suit.  That 
was, until my girlfriend reminded me 
that it was 55 degrees out in Taipei, 
and that Okinawa was north of us. 
 Right.  
 
Anyways... with my plan to escape 
the cold utterly shattered, I decided 
that Okinawa could still have much 
to offer me.  I was there for three 
weeks, so that would be more than 
enough time for some quality 
exploring.  When I arrived at Naha 
Airport, I was immediately struck by 
how Japanese it was.  Okinawa, 
which is only 55 minutes Northeast 
of Taiwan is the southernmost island 
in Japan and is generally thought to 
be like the Hawaii of Japan.  It’s hard 
to describe what exactly that 
“Japanese-ness” was, but I knew that 
I had missed it for the past 7 years. 
 The pay as you go Internet booth I 
saw at the airport was made me a bit 
nervous and was foreshadowing of 

the agonizingly slow 10 dollar city 
bus ride that followed. 
 Transportation is expensive in 
Japan, I noted.  (That was also when 
I decided that hitchhiking was 
necessary for me to survive on the 
money I brought with me, but more 
on that later) 
 
But a bit of shocking news (at least 
for me) about the island of Okinawa. 
 There are about 50,000 Americans 
living in Okinawa because of the 14 
U.S. army/navy/air force bases 
which occupy 18% of the island.  If 
you’re wondering what kinds of 
effects this might have on Okinawa, 
these are some of my findings: 
 1) Tourists from other parts 
of Japan go to Okinawa not for 
glimpses of traditional Ryuku 
culture, but to go to American Village 
and to see what American suburbia is 
like. 
 2) American military guy 
and Japanese girlfriend/ wife 
phenomenon (ahem, certainly 
something I must not forget to be 
grateful for, else I wouldn’t be here). 
 So that also means that there were 
multiracial kids running all over the 
place! 
 3) English signs are 
everywhere! American 
establishments are also everywhere! 
 4) Love and hate 
relationship-- Okinawa’s economy 
would literally go down the drain if 
the Americans left (love) you’re loud 
and controlling our homeland!!! 
(hate) 
 5) American military folks 
receive Japanese government aid to 
live in overly expensive homes, drive 
in overly expensive cars etc. if they 
live outside of the base.   
 6) Scary barbed wire fence 
around all of the bases, planes flying 
overhead at 9AM and American 
families who have never interacted 
with the Japanese people living just 
beyond those fences. 
 
I noticed most of that just by 
bumming around Okinawa. But as an 
avid couch surfer (couchsurfing.org), 
I decided that staying with some U.S. 
military as well as local Okinawan 
couchsurfers might teach me a little 
bit more about the culture 
surrounding the American base.  One 
of the perks of staying with the 
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officers was that I got to go onto the 
base, check out the gym (filled 
mainly with muscular soldiers as 
well as a cluster of women chatting 
while on the treadmills), eat at Chili’s 
and cruise down the too wide, 
straight-out-of-American-suburbia 
roads.  This was the last thing I 
expected to experience on my trip to 
Okinawa--American suburbia in 
Japan.    
 
At a later date, as I stood near the 
entrance of one of the U.S. bases 
hitchhiking, a local jogged past me 
only to make a U-turn and observe 
my “hitchhike thumb.”  After I 
greeted him, he quickly told me that 
I’d better not hitchhike there 
because the Americans from the base 
were known to do bad things to 
Japanese girls.  After thanking him 
for his concerns, I gently informed 
him that I was American and that I’d 
make sure any potential offenders 
knew that.  He frowned, nodded, and 
then went back the way he was 
going.  I was saddened by his 
comment, but it served to be just the 
start to a whole variety of opinions. 
 
If you follow Japanese politics at all, 
you would know that the leadership 
of Japan crumbled one after another 
partly because of promises made 
surrounding the Okinawan U.S. 
bases, that were subsequently 
broken.   
 
In the end, my trip turned out to be 
exactly what I needed because I met 
a lot of incredible people, ate 
delicious food and visited some 
breathtaking places in nature.  But 
more importantly, it opened my eyes 
to a new set of politics that I feel I 
should have known about as a dual 
citizen of America and Japan.   
 Contact @ ebaker1 
 
Venezuela (excerpts from a letter 
home) 

By Kanayo Onyekwuluje 
 
Saludos desde Venezuela!  
 
…I arrived in Caracas the following 
morning around 11:30 am after 
sleeping the entirety of the flight. I 
felt culture shocked immediately. 
Thoughts flooded my head… “What if 
my Spanish isn’t good enough?” 

Going through customs, however, 

wasn’t nearly as scary as I had 
imagined in my head. Although 
nothing was in English, I was still 
able to get through everything 
safely… 
 
…The following day, we packed up for 
Ciudad Bolivar where we stayed in a 
hotel for like three days as we went 
around town buying food, tools, bed 
nets, life jackets,  and other things to 
sustain ourselves during our stay in 
the village, and then later to be 
donated to the community.  We took 
another small trip to Ciudad Guyana, 
which borders the ocean… there 
were a lot of cool street vendors, 
small and large shops, as well as one 
of the biggest malls I had ever seen in 
my life. On the fourth day, we packed 
up for the airport, en route to 
Uriman. If you know me, you know 
that I am terrified of heights, and 

therefore, terrified of flying. These 

feelings were quadrupled by this 
tiny, yet semi-official airport. I was 
terrified the whole flight. I took 3 
sleeping pills, all of which were 
ineffective until we landed in the 
village, and I was knocked out within 
15 minutes.  
 
In retrospect, the flight was fairly 
smooth. We saw some amazing sights 
from the clouds. The village in which 
we are staying is called Uriman, and 
is located in what the Venezuelan 
people call the Gran Sabana or the 
Great Savanna in English. This place 
is completely surrounded by 
mountains. The absolute only way to 
get to the village is by small plane, 
and to land in this less than 
standard, dirt runway. When we 
finally landed in Uriman, we were 
greeted by a hodgepodge of the 
indigenous villagers as well as 

Taiwan, by Miyuki Baker  
Contact @ebaker1 
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several catholic nuns who help to run 
the ambulatory in which we are 
staying, as well as the school… 
 
…The people here are very friendly, 
shy, curious, nice, and humble. The 
great majority of the people here are 
Pemon Indians; a group making up 
the third largest indigenous 
populations in Venezuela. These 
people have been in existence for 
ages. Although many of their original 
customs and traditions have been 
lost, they still maintain their distinct 
style of dance, interrelations and 
most important, their original 
language called Pemon. Although 
Uriman is in Venezuela, and Spanish 
(castillano) is the country’s official 
language, Spanish is the second 
language of these people. 
Surprisingly, it wasn’t until about 
fifty years ago that Spanish was even 
introduced to the people. Many of the 
elderly people in the community only 
know the Pemon language. While 
we’re here, we have made it a point 
to learn as much of the Pemon 
language as possible. It’s actually 
very interesting… we’re learning an 
entirely new language using a 
language that we’re not completely 
fluent in.   
 
The dynamics of the community are 
extremely interesting to say the 
least. Uriman is the largest village of 
a series of 12 villages. Each village 
has its own community captain, and 
then there is one general captain 
that deals with relations between the 
villages. So far we’ve only been able 
to travel to three other villages; all of 
which require a boat (una lancha) to 
get to. Michael and I went to a village 
called San Miguel with these two 
traveling dentists who stayed with us 
in the ambulatory. They are almost 
completely finished with dental 
school, they were just missing their 
service hours, which they decided to 
carry out in the villages as opposed 
to the bigger cities. I had a close 
brush with death in one of the 
villages. We all chose to swim in the 
river, and I swam too close to the 
current and was dragged in. I’m 
obviously alright, but it was really 
scary. The river, however, didn’t 
leave me without claiming something 
for itself--- sadly, this something 

resulted in the only pair of durable 
shoes that I had brought.  
 
Although there are various jobs in 
Uriman, the majority of the people 
get their money from mining 
diamonds and gold. The work is very 
dangerous, but the people need to get 
their money in some form. For 
example, there is a woman here 
named Esther, one of the only people 
here that knows English. Because of 
the incompetence of the government 
she, along with everyone else that 
chooses to work legally (I will 
explain this later), has to travel to 
Ciudad Bolivar (the next biggest 
city) in order to pick up their 
checks… 
 
…As for why we came here and what 
we’ve been doing while here… 
 
As a group we’ve taken on several 
projects. Two of the biggest ones are 
building a pig sty (un cochinero), and 
then providing the village with two 
pigs so that they can sustain 
themselves for years to come… The 
pigsty has come along very nicely. It 
is almost completely finished, as of 
today; all that is lacking are the 
doors to cover each individual pen.  
In addition to the pig sty, we are 
building a new preschool (prescolar) 
for the kids. Although we all work on 
every project together, at least one 
person is the project leader of a 

specific project… Building things 
here is extremely hard. Unlike in 
America, the resources to build are 
extremely scarce. For example, the 
first step in building something is to 
clear the appropriate land. In 
America, this can be done easily with 
a lawnmower or something like it. 
Here, in contrast, we had to do it all 
manually using machetes, rakes, 
shovels, and of course, our hands.   
 
Another big problem here is the lack 
of coordination and organization. As 
a group, we’ve realized more and 
more that we are here less as a 
working force, and more as an 
organizational catalyst. For example, 
everyday it is a struggle to get the 
captain to gather workers, to 
motivate them to work, and to have 
them stick to the plans. Additionally, 
the people do not want to work 
unless we provide food and water for 
them every day… It’s not that the 
people are lazy, they’re taught 
manual labor techniques as early as 
preschool, it’s just the western 
standard of organization is alien to 
them… and this is the hole in which 
we are trying to fill.  It’s been very 
exciting to learn some of these 
manual labor techniques. For 
example, I’ve learned to mix cement 
by hand, I’ve learned how to clear 
land with a shovel, I’ve learned the 
necessary rocks and sand needed to 
make cement.  

Photo by  Kanayo Onyekwuluje 
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In addition to the two main projects, 
we all have individual projects… I 
run a program called afternoons of 
fun (tardes de diversion) every 
Tuesday and Friday in which we play 
different games with the kids, draw, 
color, play basketball, soccer, and 
other things…  
 
…As for the group, and the group 
dynamic… I feel as though we have 
done a great job together, especially 
since none of us really knew each 
other at all prior to this experience… 
…We’ve all done a lot of changing, 
maturing, and growing. I expect 
more and more to come as soon as 
I’m in the states, and I have to time 
to reflect and compare my time in 
this remote village to the time I have 
in the world’s leading superpower… 

Contact @ konyekw1 
 

Portugal 
By Gabriela Morales 

 
What makes paradise so beautiful 
and perfect is what its inhabitants 
choose to do with it.  
 
Every summer I am lucky enough to 
travel with my family and this year 
we had decided to rent a car from 
Madrid and travel to some of the 
main cities and towns in Portugal.  
Even though I was an ardent pro-
Netherlands fan in the World Cup 
finals, I was ecstatic when I realized 
that I would be able to 'semi-
celebrate' with the Spaniards after 
their World Cup victory for I would 
go only one week after they had won.  
When I got to Spain I saw their flags 
everywhere, remnants of partying 
left on the streets (I got there very 
early on a Sunday morning) and one 
or two hung-over looking people 
drinking coffee at cafés.  We went 
through 'El Rastro' (tip: if you will 
eventually go to Spain this is a must, 
the Spaniards sell all types of things 
from CD's to t-shirts to earrings to 
collectors items.  But the most seen 
items were shirts that read: 'España: 
Los campeones del mundo 2010', the 
team's roster on the back and a 
picture of an octopus, presumably 
Paul the psychic octopus, smiling and 
giving thumbs up with all of its 
tentacles in the front.   
  

After staying a few days in Madrid 
we rented a car and drove to Guarda, 
a small provincial town in northern 
Portugal. When we arrived the sun  
 
was falling and we only got a chance 
to eat at a local restaurant, where 
they served a ridiculous amount of 
insanely good food, and walk around 
the small beautiful medieval town.  
 
After staying a night in Guarda we 
left early to go to Porto, Portugal's 
wine capital of the north and boy, 
was it the wine capital.  When we 
arrived Porto had a modern meets 
small-town charm with its fishing 
boats, historic buildings and, of 
course, delicious wineries.  After 
accidentally falling in a restaurant 
tourist trap (tip: stay clear of any 
restaurants with the 'river view'!) we 
kept on walking in the city until our 
feet felt as if though they might fall 
off.  
 
The next morning we left to the main 
attraction: Portugal's capital Lisboa 
(as we say in Spanish). Interestingly 
we found out that Portuguese and 
Spanish were almost two peas in a 
pod (okay, perhaps two peas in the 
opposite sides of the pod but 
nevertheless the same pod!).  We 
spoke to them in Spanish and they 
replied in Portuguese and we would 
get the general gist of what they 
were saying.  They were incredibly 
kind and for the next two or three 

days we ate pastries (the best thing 
they make in Portugal), more wine 
and traditional liquors and of course 
their varied fish cuisine. Tip: for the  
 
best food, bars and local atmosphere 
Bairo Alto is a must (yes Lisboa is 
built on seven hills and this is on top 
of one of them but there is a trolley 
that will take you there if the hill 
feels like too much). After seeing all 
of the beauties in Lisboa, we left to 
Évora a small town close to Spain's 
border where the rooftops were 
covered with huge bird nests.  After 
spending the night we crossed the 
border and went to Cáceres a small 
Spanish town with ancient Roman 
ruins right in the middle of their 
plaza.  
  
We shortly returned to Madrid and 
the day after took the long flight 
home back to Puerto Rico. I had 
never been to Portugal and regret 
that I hadn't gone sooner.  The people 
are kind, the food is amazing (minus 
the tourist traps), the wine 
(particularly vinho verde) is grown 
locally and the architecture is one of 
a kind.  But what I think gave it most 
of its charm was the personality of 
the people there and even of its 
buildings.  Graffiti art ruled the 
abandoned buildings sometimes in 
creative beautiful ways that in its 
own bizarre way made Portugal a 
hand-made paradise. 

Contact @ gmorale1 

 

Photo by Gabriela Morales 
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Rebuilding Efforts 
 By Joanie Jean 
 
On January 12, a magnitude-7 
earthquake struck Haiti just 10 miles 
west of one its most densely 
populated urban centers, the capital 
of Port-au-Prince. The earthquake 
killed an estimated 230,000 people, 
and has left more than a million 
people displaced or homeless.  
In addition to the unimaginable 
human toll, the earthquake has also 
resulted in significant structural 
damage to Haiti’s homes and 
national landmarks. The U.N.-
sponsored Shelter Cluster estimates 
that 105,000 houses were destroyed, 
and more than 208,000 were 
damaged. Landmark buildings such 
as the Presidential Palace, the 
National Assembly building, and the 
Port-au-Prince Cathedral were either 
severely damaged or destroyed. 
Cultural landmarks and institutions 
were also lost, including the island’s 
main art museum and the works it 
housed. Vital infrastructure was also 
heavily affected - all hospitals in the 
capital, communications systems, 
and air, sea, and land transport 
facilities were destroyed, making 
disaster response nearly impossible.  
 
Though it has been seven months 
since the quake, the people left 
homeless are still living in makeshift 
shanty towns and some 1,000 
improvised encampments in the 
Port-au-Prince area. Recent reports 
from the capital state that it looks as 
if the quake was just yesterday - 98% 
of the debris remains uncleared, and 
most of the capital is still impassable. 
Almost no transitional housing has 
been built. The camps that the 
majority of the displaced now occupy 
have no running water, sanitation, or 
sewage disposal, and seven months 
later the tents are falling apart. The 
Haitian government has had 
difficulty focusing on resettlement of 
the homeless due to the approach of 
hurricane season, but the need for 
housing is great. So great, that on 
Aug. 12, exactly seven months after 
the earthquake, dozens of the 
homeless held a sit-in in front of the 
National Palace in downtown Port-
au-Prince to demand decent housing.  
 

A number of organizations are 
currently attempting to address 
Haiti’s rebuilding efforts, including 
Habitat for Humanity. Habitat 
provided emergency shelter kits to 
families immediately after the quake, 
and is now working to help families 
remove or salvage debris from their 
home sites, organize unaffected 
families to host affected families, and 
construct transitional shelters with 
the goal of eventual repair and 
construction of new homes. However 
individual organizations can only do 
so much. Only time will tell if Haiti 
can truly rise from the debris and 
begin anew. 

 Contact @ jjean1 
 

A Brief History of the Inn at 
Swarthmore Project 
 By Stuart Hain 
 
There has been much discussion of 
the Inn project in the campus and 
local press lately. As proposed, the 
project would include building an 
Inn, restaurant, possible residential 
apartments, and a relocation of our 
campus bookstore – to a space 
adjacent to the College’s athletic 
complex and in close proximity to 
the train station.  
 
Since some of our students were not 
here when this planning process 
began, and some new residents have 
moved into the area, I thought it 
might be helpful to lend some 

Namibia, by Justin Reyes 
Contact @ jreyes1 

Photo taken during the artist’s trip to a Himba village in Namibia 
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historical context to the 
conversation.  
In the mid-1990s, there was growing 
concern that Swarthmore might 
succumb to the decline afflicting the 
inner ring of suburbs around 
Philadelphia. It was felt that it was in 
the best interest of town and college 
to understand the issue and to plan 
proactively for the revitalization of 
the Town Center business area.  
 
The Borough’s Town Center Task 
Force then engaged Urban Partners 
with Kise Straw and Kolodner to 
study the issues. In the course of 
conducting “a thorough analysis of 
the physical and economic conditions 
of the Town Center,” they heard from 
over 900 members of the residential 
and college communities. In 
September 1999 they produced the 
“Swarthmore Town Center 
Revitalization Strategy.”  
 
Thirty-four strategic elements for 
revitalization were presented in the 
report. They were grouped in six 
categories, including improving the 
appearance and circulation of Town 
Center; promoting new development 
activity; strengthening business 
activity; protecting residential areas 
adjacent to Town Center; promoting 
Town Center development west of 
South Chester Road; and 
encouraging an intergenerational 
Town Center.  
 
Some of the recommendations – such 
as the reconstruction of the Co-Op 
and the creation of an economic 
development position in the Borough 
– have already been implemented. 
Other more long term goals called for 
the Borough and the College to 
jointly pursue development of a high-
quality, small-scale inn and 
restaurant (approximately 65 rooms 
were suggested).  
 
Soon after the report was issued, 
subsequent discussions with the 
consultants led to the conclusion that 
a restaurant with a liquor license had 
the greatest likelihood of success. A 
referendum of Borough voters 
passed legislation enabling a liquor 
license at a restaurant in the 
Borough on College property.  
 

The report also suggested that the 
Swarthmore College Bookstore could 
be relocated to a larger space in this 
area, possibly in joint development 
with a restaurant. Should this 
happen, the Bookstore would move 
with its current management team in 
place and every effort would be made 
to maintain the very comfortable, 
down-to-earth feel our community so 
enjoys. There are no plans, as I’ve 
heard suggested recently, to “sell” 
our Bookstore to a large chain.  
 
Further, the report recommended a 
new south college entrance at 
Rutgers Avenue and S. Chester Road 
that would not only formalize what 
has been a subtle connection between 
the Borough and College, but also 
provide safer, easier access to and 
from the area by motorists and 
pedestrians, and improve overall 
circulation in the Town Center.  
 
While it is not unusual for such 
projects to take years, even decades 
to come to fruition, this project was 
further delayed due to changing 
economic conditions. 
 
Then, this past spring the Borough 
was awarded $2 million through the 
Commonwealth of Pennsylvania’s 
Redevelopment Assistance Capital 
Program (RCAP) to pursue the 
Swarthmore Town Center West 
project with the College. The state 
grant was awarded by Pennsylvania 
Governor Edward G. Rendell and 
enjoys bi-partisan support, with 
assistance from both State 
Representative Bryan R. Lentz (D) 
and State Senator Ted Erickson (R).  
It is now time for a developer (or 
developers) to come forward with a 
concrete proposal. That plan would 
need to move through the 
appropriate legislative process, 
including submission to the Borough 
Planning Commission, the County 
Planning Commission, the 
Environmental Advisory Council, the 
Delaware County Conservation 
District, and Borough Council. It is 
only after extensive community 
discussion and ultimately, legislative 
action taken by Borough Council that 
a final decision will be made about 
the Inn project. 
 

There has been and continues to be a 
commitment to keep the community 
informed of any development 
activity. There will be open forums 
initiated by the Borough going 
forward, in which the College will 
participate. The College community 
will also be engaged through open 
forums and informed conversation 
and debate. 
 
There is already great passion 
surrounding this project. Proponents 
believe the project will result in more 
jobs for the area; provide an 
economic engine to the retail district; 
create new tax revenues for the 
Borough, the Wallingford-
Swarthmore School District, and the 
Commonwealth; provide a place for 
parents, friends, and visitors to stay 
while on campus; and create an 
enhanced sense of community 
between and among College and 
Borough residents. Others are 
concerned it may further erode 
green space; hinder existing retail 
outlets; create the possibility for 
public safety and health hazards; and 
may not be economically viable. 
 
I hope that as the weeks and months 
unfold, and once there is a more 
concrete proposal to respond to, we 
will collectively honor what has been 
a longstanding tradition in the 
Borough and at the College – to study 
the facts; to listen respectfully; to 
engage passionately; and to analyze 
all elements of the plan before 
reaching an informed conclusion 
about it. I look forward to many more 
conversations about this as the 
project, long ago identified as an 
important part of Swarthmore’s 
economic future, moves from 
“concept” to “proposal.” 
 
Swarthmore, Inc.  
 By Adam Bortner and 
Jonah Wacholder 
 
Swarthmore College is no exception 
from a disturbing trend in higher 
education toward corporatization, 
which threatens "the very mission of 
the academy as an institution 
devoted to the common good."1 One 
recent example on campus is the 
subcontracting out of basic services 
such as campus security and 
groundskeeping to private 
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companies who put profits before 
people. As the College again gears up 
to build a hotel complex on top of its 
softball field, the specter of 
corporatization is rearing its ugly 
head.  
 
The Daily Gazette published an 
article in February 2008 stating that 
developers of this hotel project also 
planned to quintuple the size of the 
College Bookstore, move it off-
campus, and sell it to none other 
than Barnes and Noble, Inc. In 
addition to the inconvenient location 
and the disappearance of our 
bookstore’s friendly black labs, the 
replacement of our local, college-
owned and operated bookstore with a 
large, for-profit chain exacerbates 
the dangerous trend toward 
corporatization on our campus. On 
its website, the bookstore 
emphasizes its purpose of benefiting 
and serving our community; private, 
for-profit control of our bookstore 
would seriously undermine that 
purpose.  
 
Beyond concerns about the 
bookstore, this trend toward 
corporatization adversely impacts 
many people working in our 
community. Though the hotel 
complex would be located on college-
owned land, its employees—like 
subcontracted workers on campus—

would not work for the College and 
would thus be ineligible for the 
College’s living wage, workers’ 
compensation packages, healthcare, 
and retirement benefits. 
Furthermore, according to the latest 
figures released in The 
Swarthmorean, the College is 
proposing to subsidize this private 
development project with $2.3 
million of student money, after 
cutting over $6 million from the 
budget this last spring. This decision 
harmed students on financial aid, 
eliminated several tenured positions, 
and slashed the healthcare benefits 
of staff members who were already 
overworked due to staff shortages 
under the hiring freeze. The 
hypocrisy of cutting millions one 
semester to line corporate pockets 
the next is outrageous. This project 
claims economic revitalization and 
job creation, but what good are jobs 
that reproduce the vicious cycle of 
poverty and inequality that 
accompany unfettered capitalism? 
 
President Chopp and College 
marketing material frequently 
emphasize Swarthmore College's role 
of furthering the common good. It is 
time to examine whether the policies 
of the College she leads are in line 
with this moral imperative. Thanks 
to student efforts, the College has 
recently committed to keeping its 

bookstore out of corporate 
stranglehold. Now administrators 
must commit to labor protections at 
all stages of project development.  
From construction to daily operation, 
people working to build, clean, and 
run this hotel deserve dignified 
wages, solid healthcare benefits and 
a fair workplace where they are 
respected. Finally, before 
steamrolling through this project, 
Swarthmore College must avoid 
corporate-style, top-down decision 
making and instead live up to its 
commitment of openness and 
transparency by building consensus 
for this project—one that currently 
raises huge ethical, environmental, 
and economic concerns among many 
members of both the College and 
local community. 
 
1 Schrecker, Ellen. The Lost Soul of 
Higher Education: Corporatization, 
the Assault on Academic Freedom 
and the End of the American 
University. New York: The New 
Press, 2010. Quoted in 
http://www.truth-out.org/the-lost-
soul-higher-education-
corporatization-assault-academic-
freedom-and-end-american-
university5 
 Contact @ abortne1 
 
The Wal-Marting of Swarthmore 
 By Meg Long and Alison 
Roseberry-Polier 
     
Across the country, local businesses 
and their communities are being 
destroyed by large-scale 
corporatization.  We live in a nation 
ruled by Wal-Mart.  At Wal-Mart, 
profit maximization comes at the 
cost of workers well being, and 
community businesses cannot 
possibly compete with a force so 
large and so expansive.  
Simultaneously, within Wal-Mart 
itself, workers are marginalized.  
They become deskilled and therefore 
dependent on the business for 
employment; workers are isolated, 
unable to build a community or 
organize for their rights.  And this is 
the standard that the entire twenty-
first century business world is 
adopting. 
 
Frightened? 
 

Illustration by Miyuki Baker 
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Well, this is exactly what is 
happening to Swarthmore.  Under 
the guise of helping the local 
economy and creating jobs, corporate 
America is entering into our 
community.  What good is creating 
over a hundred jobs (per the most 
recent press release) when they 
come with poverty wages, 
inadequate health benefits, and no 
protections?  Not only that, but this 
project funding by public and college 
subsidies will overpower current 
small businesses, putting the 
livelihood of local business owners 
and workers alike on the line. 
 
By building an entire complex with 
an inn, restaurant, and, according to 
a Daily Gazette article in February 
2008, possibly even a Barnes & 
Noble, the giant of the bookstore 
industry, the college is turning a 
blind eye to the school community, 
the town, and its own founding 
principles.  If this project is to move 
forward, it cannot do so as it 
currently stands.  There are 
currently no protections in place for 
members of our community who 
would build and work in this 
complex. 
 
The disregard shown for workers’ 
rights and community businesses is 
unacceptable.  Members of our 
community must act.  We must work 
to transform this project and ensure 
that the college creates safeguards.  
Swarthmore needs to be held 
accountable, or our home will fall 
victim to an ugly variation of the 
Wal-Marting of America. 
 Contact @ mlong1 
 
Thoughts on a Bike Trip 
 By Hannah Jones 
 
I have always associated biking with 
independence. Not the sort of every-
man-for-himself attitude the word 
sometimes connotes, but a 
nourishing sense of autonomy of 
movement. Before I could drive, I 
could get around by bike, and I could 
do it without paying the prohibitively 
expensive $1.25 for the bus. In high 
school, I commuted to my summer 
job on my bike to avoid Seattle 
traffic. And at Swarthmore, it has 
become my escape on days otherwise 
spent holed up in my room staring at 

the glowing words of a pdf file. 
Nothing feels more like bursting free 
from the Swat bubble than flying 
down Yale on a bicycle. It helps me 
remember to smell fall setting in.   
 
This past summer, two other 
Swatties and myself decided to spend 
much of the summer experiencing 
independence by bicycle. In June, we 
loaded up our bikes with clothing, 
camping gear and a banjo, and 
started teetering west. We set off 
from Maine intending to make it at 
least as far as Detroit for the U.S. 
Social Forum (a massive gathering to 
discuss people’s solutions to 
environmental and economic crises - 
http://www.ussf2010.org). Traveling 
with nearly all of my material needs 
packed on my bike was exhilarating 
(with the exception of a few very 
large hills in New Hampshire) and 
magnified the sense of autonomy I 
had always felt while biking. 
 
The trip was at once an act of self-
reliance, and one of vital 
dependence. When biking with 
others, despite being in a group, you 
are often in your own space. Yelling 
back and forth over the sound of 
traffic becomes too exhausting after 
the third semi rumbles by. Still, you 
are all struggling up hills together, 
feeling the downhill wind together, 
seeing the surroundings together, 
smelling the cows together. Most 
importantly, you all have to make it 
to each day’s destination physically 
and emotionally healthy. In this 
sense, the bike trip was intensely 
communal.  
 
Once we made it to the forum (with 

many glitches along the way), I 
attended a workshop hosted by the 
Fender Bender bicycle collective of 
Detroit. The collective provides a 
safe space for self-identified women, 
transgendered individuals, and 
members of Detroit’s genderqueer 
community to learn about bicycle 
repair and safety. The workshop 
touched on the intersections between 
different forms of oppression and 
how they come into play in the 
cycling community. They gave us 
each a packet with articles about 
everything from routine bicycle 
repair to why it is important for 
people with marginalized gender 
identities to have a safe space. There 
was one particular piece that stood 
out to me called “one more 
untouchable crazy” by Amets 
Primerje. The piece describes a love 
of cycling that encompasses much of 
what the bike trip meant for me. 
Primerje writes, “oppressive systems 
detract from our abilities to satisfy 
our longings for freedom, 
autonomous movement, and our 
right to know our surroundings as 
intimately as we do when biking…I 
like to bike because I can do it 
myself, I can do it with others, but 
ultimately because I am able to 
create my own wind, unhinged but 
present. Because I can fully and 
unabashedly occupy my own space” 
(the full article can be found at 
http://fenderbenderdetroit.wordpres
s.com/2010/02/25/one-more-
untouchable-crazy/).   
 
I felt this play out on the last day of 
the forum in a Critical Mass bike ride 
through Detroit. Similar rides are 
held once a month in cities all over 

Sketch by Hannah Jones 
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the world in which cyclists get 
together and ride through the city to 
“celebrate cycling and to assert 
cyclists’ right to space on the road” 
(http://critical-mass.info/). It started 
out with no more than 30 of us riding 
down Trumbull St., picking up 20 
more at a beautiful old church while 
riders blew trumpets and rang bells. 
We picked up more and more people 
as we road by the convention center 
where the forum was bring held, and 
by the time we hit the heart of 
downtown, we had close to 400 
riders. Along the way, we also 
acquired four police cars and seven 
officers on motorcycles, not knowing 
what to do with 400 people riding 
down Detroit’s main thoroughfare. 
They began yelling at us to get off the 
road, and to keep right as far as 
possible. One man, with his five-year-
old son in tow, went around the 
officer to the left, explaining, “Sorry 
sir, just passing slower traffic.” The 
combination of the wind, the people, 
the palpable energy flying back and 
forth from the front of the ride to the 
back, felt powerful. I was not only 
“unabashedly occupying my own 
space,” but was taking part in a 
defiant celebration of shared space. 

 
Biking is joyous. Biking is angry. 
Biking is spiritual. Biking is 
resistance. 
 
Create your own wind.  
 
Comments? Questions? Like biking? 
Hate biking? 
 Contact @ hjones4 
 
Para Joan Friedman 
 By Aurora Camacho de 
Schmidt  
 
Tuve una amiga 
llena de presencia. 
Donde ella estaba 
había luz solar. 
 
Cuando se iba 
la seguía la risa: 
sarta de cascabeles 
anudada a la cauda de un cometa. 
 
Era capaz de recordar 
las frases largas de una sinfonía. 
Y si llamaba por teléfono 
se escuchaba en el fondo 

a Yo-yo Ma, a Rudolf Serkin 
o a Astor Piazzola. 
 
Hablaba el lenguaje de los jóvenes: 
una lengua de pájaros 
y agua que mana a borbotones 
en lo alto del monte. 
(Nadie como ella podía hacerlos reír, 
mientras les enseñaba 
la lengua de Cervantes y Neruda, 
la lengua de Teresa de la Parra). 
 
En su cocina se encontraban 
muchos caminos. 
¡Cuántos platillos criollos! 
¡Cuántos manjares sazonados 
con especies del Este! 
¡Cuánto pan, cuánto vino, 
cuántos amigos, cuántas 
conversaciones 
junto a aquellas orquídeas que 
nacieron 
como parte de su alma 
en Lara, Venezuela! 
 
Esta mujer hizo de la amistad un 
arte. 
Pero guardó lo más profundo de su 
amor 
para un hombre, una niña y un niño. 
Mientras crecían los hijos, 
en esa casa rodeada de un jardín 
cuidado con esmero por sus padres, 
aprendieron varios idiomas vegetales 
y hablaban con delfinios y 
clemátides, 
rosas, lavanda o agapanto, 
el arce japonés con sus hojas 
cobrizas, 
los robles que velaron sus infancias, 
los castaños, nobles y silenciosos, 
y el incendio anual de las azáleas. 
 
Amiga traductora, amiga puente, 
¿no decías que trasladar relatos 
de una lengua a otra lengua 
es parte de tu sino 
como caminadora por el mundo, 
caminadora por un mundo de 
palabras 
como memoria viva de tu pueblo, 
como judía-china-venezolana-
neoyorquina- 
pennsylvaniense? 
 
Gracias por Cláper, de Alicia Freilich, 
por los poemas que registran la 
historia 
nómada que enlazó una vez más 
a Europa con América 
y a ambas a un dolor y un asombro, 
—un nuevo enraizamiento— 

en el siglo apenas terminado, 
y gracias por los diálogos que 
provocaste 
entre investigadores de literatura.  
 
Ahora te confiamos a la tierra, 
la que se te metía en las uñas 
cuando la trabajabas en tu jardín. 
Con ella fuiste hecha, 
“maravillosamente 
tejida en el vientre de tu madre”, 
dice el salmista. 
 
Alabado sea quien te hizo. 
Alabado sea quien te dejó vivir entre 
nosotros. 
Alabado sea quien te lleva en sus 
manos. 
 
For Joan Friedman 
 
I had a friend, 
always intensely present. 
Where she was, 
there was sunlight. 
 
When she left, 
laughter followed her 
like jingle bells tied up 
to the tail of a comet. 
 
She could remember 
long phrases of a symphony. 
And when she called on the phone, 
one could hear in the background 
the notes of Yo-Yo Ma, Rudolf Serkin, 
or Astor Piazzolla. 
 
She spoke the language of the young: 
a tongue of birds and water 
bursting forth from high up 
in the mountain. 
(No one could make them laugh 
like she did, while she taught them 
the language of Cervantes and 
Neruda, 
the language of Teresa de la Parra). 
 
Her kitchen was the intersection 
of many roads. 
¡So many creole dishes! 
¡So many lovely foods seasoned 
with flavors from the East! 
¡So much bread, so much wine, 
so many friends, so many 
conversations 
next to the orchids that were born 
(as a part of her soul) 
in Lara, Venezuela! 
 
This woman made friendship into an 
art. 
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But she kept the deepest part of love 
for a man, a girl, and a boy. 
While the children grew up 
in this house surrounded by a garden 
lovingly cared for by their parents, 
they learned the idioms 
of the vegetable kingdom. 
And they spoke with the delphinium 
and clematis, 
with roses, lavender and agapanthus, 
with the Japanese maple and its 
copper leaves, 
with the oaks that watched over 
their childhood, 
with the chestnuts, noble and silent, 
with the azaleas and their yearly 
fire. 
 
Translator friend, bridge-friend. 
¿Didn’t you say that taking stories 
from one language to another was 
your fate? 
You, globetrotter, wordtrotter, 
you, live memory of your people, 
as a Jewish-Chinese-Venezuelan-New 
Yorker- 
and Pennsylvanian? 
 
Thank you for Cláper, by Alicia 
Freilich, 
for the poems that testify 
to the nomadic history that once 
again 
tied Europe to America 
and both to sorrow and amazement 
—and a new growth of roots— 
in the century that just expired. 
And thank you for the dialogues 
you fostered among scholars 
of literature. 
 
Now we give you back to the earth, 
to the dirt that got under your 
fingernails 
when you worked in your garden. 
Out of this earth you were fashioned, 
“marvelously knit in your mother’s 
womb,” 
according to the Psalmist. 
 
Praise the One who made you. 
Praise the One who brought you to 
live among us. 
Praise the One in whose hands you 
have been taken. 
 Contact @ acamach1 
 
 
Notes from the US Social Forum 

By Zein Nakhoda 
 

Two months ago I traveled to Detroit 
to attend the US Social Forum, a 
movement building space where 
people from across the country and 
abroad converged to share and learn 
in the struggle to build a multi-racial, 
multi-sector, intergenerational, 
diverse, inclusive, internationalist 
movement for social justice. People 
represented struggles from 
healthcare, the environment, labor 
solidarity, immigrant rights, queer 
justice and racial justice to Palestine 
solidarity, ending the wars, and 
police brutality, running the gamut 
of anti-capitalist politics. We 
attended workshops, panels, and 
speakers hosted by active 
organizations and prominent 
movement leaders. Below are some 
open-ended thoughts that were 
circulating in my head/heart during 
the Forum that I’m still working 
through… 
 
…Intersectionality…movement of 
movements…multitude…overlaps… 
that struggles for freedom are 
interrelated. From the perspective of 
analysis, that forms of oppression 
and social injustice have structural 
roots in common and from the 
perspective of waging struggle, that 
there are strategies that will allow us 
to ‘get to’ these roots collectively 
while being engaged in 
local/particular struggles and 
campaigns… 
 
…This perspective was recurrent at 
the Social Forum- at a workshop on 

‘Race, Gender, and Climate Change’ 
where organizers explored the 
connections between patriarchy and 
environmental degradation and the 
urgency of climate change, 
discussing ways in which women’s 
health issues and the environmental 
health of many communities of color 
can be excluded from mainstream 
environmental discourse; at the 
Ecological Justice People’s 
Movement Assembly, where a 
condemnation of SB1070 informed a 
resolution that linked climate change 
and climate displacement/migration 
with economic globalization; and at a 
panel where Detroit educators 
shared plans for a community school 
that integrates community 
organizing into youth education 
through place-based curriculum. I 
found myself thinking much about 
how such overlaps are articulated 
and how they influence strategy… 
 
…In addition to the organized events 
at the Forum, the planning and 
logistics themselves exemplified 
steps toward forming safe space and 
democratic organization amidst 
diversity, i.e., gender-neutral 
bathrooms, multilingual access, 
solidarity pricing for registration and 
events, free tables, child care and 
the privileging of native/indigenous 
and other marginalized voices… 
 
…I enjoyed getting to experience the 
Forum with other Swarthmore 
students- camping together in tent 
city, surviving rainstorms, and 

Photo by Zein Nakhoda 
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finding our way around 
Detroit…(and finding food!). After 
two years at Swarthmore, I’ve 
noticed that I meet so many friends 
and allies off-campus, at conferences, 
actions, etc. and the Forum was no 
exception.   
 
…At the Forum, I also found myself 
thinking about academia and its role 
in the movement building process. At 
Swarthmore, we face contradictions: 
how the college as an institution is 
servant to societal relations of 
privilege and power, but is also a 
place where some students develop 
radical politics; how it can serve as a 
depoliticizing engine of individualism 
and competition, but also offers 
space for transformative cooperative 
endeavors and community building. I 
attended several panels at the Forum 
by the Team Colors Collective, a 
‘militant research collective’ that 
researches movement building and 
organizing. Speakers stressed that 
even though the university is not 
necessarily the most important site 
of struggle, and that radical ideas 
usually originate elsewhere, the 
academy still offers unique resources 
and spaces that can facilitate 
political work. An article was shared 
entitled “Leveraging the Academy: 
Suggestions for Radical Grad 

Students and Radicals Considering 
Grad School,” which offers ways to 
understand the role of the academy 
and how to use it for transformative 
social justice work (if anyone would 
like the link to the article, please 
email me)… 
 
…After the Forum I had another 
article forwarded to me that aptly 
said, ‘the most important part of the 
US Social Forum is coming home.’ I 
couldn’t agree more. As I reflect 
about the Forum and returning to 
Swarthmore in the spring I’m 
interested in how understandings of 
intersections or overlaps become 
embodied in the way we practice our 
activism and organizing…because it 
seems there are two directions from 
which we ‘approach’ the overlaps. 
From one direction, by analysis and 
articulation, like facilitators sharing 
their perspectives in workshops and 
panels at the Forum and through 
publications like Swarthmore 
Overlaps. The other direction is 
maybe more difficult to articulate, 
but in its broadest sense is ‘making 
life’ together; striving to build 
diverse community even when all the 
intersections aren’t fully understood. 
For example, the logistics of the 
Forum itself (‘making the Forum’ 
together), setting up camp at tent 

city, making meals together, creating 
community within the workshops 
themselves, and coalition work like 
the IC/BCC Coalition. When these 
activities are done with intention 
they offer space to wage our 
vulnerabilities and self-limiting 
beliefs, challenge privilege as it’s 
exercised, and redefine our social 
‘common sense’ in ways that are safe 
for all and open doors for powerful 
movement building. I guess this isn’t 
groundbreaking. It’s only to say that 
as we develop our analysis we must 
inform it with active struggle, with 
each other and elsewhere, and that 
even seemingly apolitical or 
mundane activities can be powerful if 
they bring us together and build deep 
community. 
 
…I’m looking forward to ‘coming 
home’ to Swarthmore in the spring 
and seeing how these ideas can be 
exercised on campus in ways that 
also open spaces within the academy 
for making ‘another world possible.’  
 
If anyone would like to hear more 
about the Forum or anything else, I’d 
love to correspond during my 
semester on leave. Email me… 
 Contact @ wnakhod1  
 

Photo by Zein Nakhoda 
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Events – Announcements – Blurbs 
 

Organizing for Jobs not Wars 
October 10th, 4:30 pm at the University Lutheran 
Church. Lecture by Tom Cronin, a prominent 
Philadelphia labor leader. 
Part of the Brandywine Peace Community Potluck 
Supper Program. Visit www.brandywinepeace.com for 
more information. 
 
 

Greening the Rust Belt: Urban Agriculture 
and Food Security in Detroit and 

Philadelphia. 
 

A panel consisting of Malik Yakini of the Detroit Black 
Community Food Security Network, Mike Score of 
Hantz Farms, Randall Fogelman of Eastern Market 
Co., and Lisa Mosca of the Pennsylvania Horticultural 
Society, will explain the complex issues surrounding 
land reclamation and food access, Moderated by Pat 
James of the Pennsylvania Horticultural Society.  
October 28 at 4:15 in LPAC. 7:30 - informal discussion 
with the panelists.  Contact @ wtreece1 
 
 

Training for Change Workshops 

 

“Whites Confronting Racism”  
Friday, October 8th – Sunday, October 10th, 2010 
& Friday, December 3rd – Sunday, December 5th, 2010  
Philadelphia, PA 
 
“Training for Social Action Trainers” 
Friday, December 10th – Sunday, December 12th, 2010  
Philadelphia, PA 
 
Visit www.trainingforchange.org for more information. 
 

“Have You Heard From Johannesburg?” 
Film Series 

 

First Unitarian Church, 2125 Chestnut Street, 
Philadelphia. Wednesdays, September 22nd, 29th, October 
6th, 13th at 7:00pm 
 
Films: 
1. “Road to Resistance” 
2. “New Generation” 
3. “From Selma to Soweto” 
4. “The Bottom Line” 
5. “Free At Last” 
 
Windows & Mirrors: Reflections on the War 

in Afghanistan 
October 7 – November 7, Arch Street Friends 
Meetinghouse, (4th & Arch Streets).  Open: Mon. – 
Sat., 10 am. – 4 pm  Tuesday, 10 am to 9 pm. 
 
 A provocative art exhibit on the human cost of war: 
including: Forty-five 4’ x 6’ murals created by U.S. and 
international artists, a collection of artwork by Afghan 
school about living with war, and related public 
programs.  
 

End the Wars – Money for Jobs, Education, 
and Health Care (March and Rally) 

Saturday, Sat. October 16, Noon  
Gather: Philadelphia City Hall west side (15th & 
Market) followed by March to Independence Mall (6th 
& Market) for Rally  
Go to www.10-16-no-war.org, or call 267-994-9448 for 
more information 
 

 

Wooden Shoe Books: October Film Series 
Monthly People’s Movie Nights held on Sundays at 
7:30 PM. Confirmed so far: Oct. 3rd – “The Yes Men Fix 
the World” (several pranks on major corporations and 
governmental agencies by anti-globalization activists) 
and Oct10th – “Riding the Rails” (teenagers hopping 
trains during the Great Depression). 
More details at wwwwoodenshoebooks.com 
 

Judith Taylor: Can I Trust You? A Memorial 
Exhibition 

 
The private thoughts of teenage girls are transformed 
into works of art in Judith Taylor: Can I Trust You? A 
Memorial Exhibition. The exhibit honors the legacy of 
Philadelphia photographer Judith Taylor, who died in 
2010 
Magill Exhibition Gallery, Haverford College.  From 
Oct. 22 – Dec. 5.  Monday – Friday from 9 a.m. to 6 
p.m. and Saturday and Sunday from 10 a.m. to 6 p.m. 

 
 
 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, and pass it on!** 
Many thanks to the Intercultural Center and the Office of Multicultural Affairs for 

supporting the publication of SwatOverlaps. 
                                                swatoverlaps.wordpress.com 


