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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. 
 
The Spring 2011 semester has been one filled with 
changes, challenges, and collaborative work. 
Swarthmore’s new provost has been announced. The 
controversial Town West project is still underway and 
numerous students and groups have been questioning its 
plan. Strategic Planning is progressing, a process that 
will profoundly shape the College’s future. Pressure 
against mountain-top removal coal mining is mounting. 
Millions are galvanizing to come to the aid of Japan after 
thousands of Japanese people have died and are 
suffering from the disastrous earthquake. And, of 
course, millions of people, from Egypt, Libya, Tunisia, 
Syria, Yemen, to Wisconsin are demanding democratic 
reform and capturing the world’s attention. 
 
SwatOverlaps is compiled by Swarthmore students. If 
you would like to get involved, send us an email at 
SwatOverlaps@gmail.com. 
 
Cover art by Anjali Cadambi  
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SUPPORT JAPAN! Dear Swarthmore community, 
 
With your support and help, we’ve 
raised over $2500 in just a couple 
weeks. This is really amazing. Thank 
you.  Keep an eye out for related 
events and please do read below. 
 
 
Most of the following information 
was provided by Miwako Tezuka at 
the Asia Society via email: 
 
(1) If you are interested in donating, 
please do read either or both of below 
articles first. 
 
http://www.charitynavigator.org/index
.cfm?bay=content.view&cpid=1221 
 
http://www.huffingtonpost.com/saundr
a-schimmelpfennig/donation-tips-
disaster-relief_b_834956.html 
 
http://www.huffingtonpost.com/saundr
a-schimmelpfennig/donation-tips-
disaster-relief_b_834956.html 
 
In a nutshell, the point about "waiting 
to give" and "giving part1, following 
up, and giving part2" is very 
important as the amount of donation 
decreases sharply as the time passes 
while there will be increasing need 
for additional and continuing 
support.  
 
Many people have a question: "why 
not 100% going to Japan?!" Well, 
again in a nutshell, the reality is this:  
"As the situation continues to unfold, 
many charities are yet unsure if they 
will raise more than they need and 
therefore use the donations instead 
for future disasters and/or their 
work in other parts of the world."     
 
(2) There are SO many places 
collecting donations. For now, please 
do start looking into the following: 
 
Google checkout is sponsoring this 
100% donation site to go to the 
Japanese Red Cross. This in our 
opinion are the best places to donate.  
 
http://www.google.com/crisisresponse/ja
panquake2011.html  
 
http://www.jcie.org/earthquake 
 
http://usjapancouncil.org/fund  

 
http://www.japansociety.org/earthquake 
 
If you have any questions or 
comments or want to stay updated 
on events we are planning at 
Swarthmore, please contact 
swarthmore.japan@gmail.com. 
 
Dreams Make You Tired 

By Javier Perez 
 
Ask anyone who’s ever dreamt of 
 revolution 
N not just for the romantic reasons 
 which water parched seeds to 
 grow on concrete streets 
N not just for the overfed promise of 
 enrichin the poor 
Not just because it’s easy to sleep on 
 injustice and dream the 
 nightmares of the unjust 
But because you love the people 
 the way heaven loves death 
 
Like planets orbiting stars in 
 creative paths never actually 
 touching the center they    admire 
That’s Love. 
I perpetually admire the untouchable 
 soil of a heaven too pure for 
 ignorance 
I got love for the hated 
 for love for our people is sacred 
 we’re students to the dark a 
 people with pupils dilated 
 communicatin in untranslated 
 languages of lower classes 
this is wat I breathe for, this is what 

I choke for 
 

 
See when u taste something so  

unique ur bound to get hungry 
well I tasted the pussy of a bitch 

called life n now im starvin’ for a 
love 

have u tasted tears of a man 
distressed by homelessness, 
street victims, slaves to a drug? 

la vida – que tragedia 
 
But I love…you… 
Mi gente…te amo… 
n fact is, I know you might not 
 reciprocate the love  

like a man tryna replace his 
woman’s first 

I can’t replace ur Jesucristo, ur 
Che Guevara, ur Oscar Romero 
  but I love u too much to give 
a fuck how much u’ll love me 

see, it doesn’t matter how much ur 
loved, but how much u give love 
  …that’s worthy of bringin 
even God tears 

 
My love for u makes me miss those 
 soulless doses of nicotine 
 It’s that painful, yet captivatin 
N like the ink on my arm which will 
 eternally flow onto da pages of my 
 poetry, grippin the tongue of my 
 soul, 

I will never let u go, 
  my narcoleptic people 
 
they say u snooze u lose, but we love 
 to dream… 
Dreams r like shadows of a tomorrow 

too fragile to touch 
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Its dreamers r like potent seeds too 

afraid to grow 
but even when these dreams of ours 

seem as dead as mi abuelito por el 
alcohol its da strugglin dream dat 
gives our people’s  heart rhythm 

 
Well speak for urself, cuz I don’t 

know what keeps me goin 
Im just an addict fienin’ for another 

fix of da matrix 
Each dose is a rose which feeds my 

blind eyes while my fingers bleed 
at the ruthlessness of her thorns 

Life’s full of bull, n I’m grippin its 
horns 

 
Sacrifice for the people’s awakening 

is a must! 
The People, like a lion caught in a 

trap, ready to sink its claws so 
deep to anyone who gets close 
even ur souls will  need stitches… 
  but death is just eternal    

  sleep and such a beautiful  
 being doesn’t deserve to b 
  imprisoned within dreams 

So while some of ya’ll wanna  
comfort the beast with love- filled 
kisses of death 
Ima try to free it at any     
  expense 

n is it worth the sacrifice? 
if I actually feared broken hearts 
and pain then I’d be sacrificin 
love. N dat ain’t worth it 

 
I heard once that “a giant can’t 

slumber forever” 
Good… 

cuz im getting tired of just 
watchin’ dreams 

 
Dreams taste like the word love  
 rolling off ur tongue 
But the taste is artificial 
 
N I’m starting to wake up… 
Reality is interesting 

Contact @ jperez2 
 
 

No Place I'd Rather Be Black Than 
in America 

By Eva McKend 
 
Originally printed on January 20, 
2011 in The Phoenix of Swarthmore, 
and available on Eva’s blog at 
http://acampaignforme.blogspot.com 
 

In 2009, Attorney General Eric 
Holder called America “a nation of 
cowards” when it comes to dealing 
with issues involving race. He was 
met with a firestorm of criticism 
from conservatives who believed his 
comments were divisive and 
alienating. 
 
“Even as we fight a war against 
terrorism; deal with the reality of 
electing an African-American, for the 
first time, as the president of the 
United States; the need to confront 
our racial past and to understand our 
racial present, and to understand the 
history of African people in this 
country — that all endures,” the 
Attorney General said. Although 
matters of race occupied a 
considerable amount of political 
coverage, Holder argued 
conventional discourse among 
everyday Americans continued to 
shy away from our historical reality. 
 
Two years later, Holder’s remarks 
are still difficult to digest. Although 
we are at a time of perceived racial 
equality, America seems to be 
regressing. Look no further than the 
current site of intolerance that is 
Arizona. The state has banned ethnic 
studies in public schools with a 
particular emphasis on rooting out 
the possibility of Latino studies 
programs. As Sheriff Clarence 
Dupnik of Pima County appropriately 
concluded from this month’s horrific 
Tucson massacre, “The anger, the 
hatred, the bigotry that goes on in 
this country is getting to be 
outrageous and unfortunately 
Arizona…has become the capital — 
the Mecca for prejudice and bigotry.” 
 
At this time of political unrest, I 
think about the people of color 
throughout history who moved 
elsewhere in attempt to escape 
American racism. I can’t help but 
recall the black expatriates of the 
1920s who sought refuge in Europe. 
Home to artists like Josephine Baker 
and Langston Hughes, the Parisian 
district of Montmartre was 
affectionately deemed Black Paris. In 
the 1960s, there were also a number 
of black visual artists who relocated 
to the continent. Artist Mildred 
Thompson eventually immigrated to 
Germany after she was met with 

severe racial discrimination in the 
US. 
 
Art historian David C. Driskell wrote 
in the 1978 American Quarterly 
article “Bibliographies in Afro-
American Art,” “While the vast 
majority of Afro-American artists 
contributed in their own way to the 
black revolution, many felt the social 
pains of segregation and cultural 
apartheid heavily enough to choose 
to work in Europe.” It was “a form of 
cultural exile over expatriation, 
hoping for a better day to come.” 
 
Some would argue that such racial 
hatred is not yet a distant memory 
and although I agree, there is no 
place I’d rather be black than in 
America. I’ve traveled to every 
continent in the world with the 
exception of Antarctica and the 
United States is not unique in its 
racial bias. In fact, it seems out of our 
own frustration, some Americans 
have wrongfully projected this 
mythical sense of racial utopia on 
every country except our own. 
Though Europe may once have been 
a place where black artists were able 
to gain moderate success, I am not 
convinced that it is the haven that it 
once might have been. 
 
It certainly did not meet my 
expectations of racial progressivism 
when I studied abroad in London last 
year. I had anticipated a wider 
representation of blacks in the media 
and a more inclusive understanding 
of standards of beauty. When I 
approached a young British-
Ghanaian student to ask her about 
her perceptions of race in the 
country as part of my radio show, 
The Politics of Race in London, she 
voiced her frustrations with not 
seeing dark-skinned women that 
looked like her in magazines. 
 
Americans are convinced that the 
UK is better at just about everything 
and the English have successfully 
maintained this image. It is a 
convenient narrative to uphold 
considering the British Empire 
colonized what feels like almost 
every country in the world. Although 
England has become home to many 
disillusioned black Americans 
throughout the years and shows like 
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Sister Act: The Musical gained a 
backing not initially garnered in the 
US, it would be a mistake to conflate 
fortuitous occurrences with this idea 
of total racial harmony. 
 
Over the winter break, I spent three 
weeks in Australia and did not see 
one black person on a single visual 
advertisement unless it was for 
UNICEF or an AIDS relief 
organization. There was a similar 
absence of diversity in television. No 
black actors. No black news 
reporters. No mention of the 
Aboriginal people. 
 
When I spoke to one black 
Australian, he said he could never 
comfortably refer to himself as black 
in the company of white Australians. 
He even went so far as to say that it 
might take an American like myself 
to improve their contorted condition. 
One indigenous woman living in the 
Aboriginal Tent Embassy, an activist 
tent community stationed on the 
lawn of the Old Parliament House in 
the Australian capital city of 
Canberra, similarly noted that she 
believes it was international interest 
in the racial injustice in the country 
that led to improved conditions. 
As we approach Black History Month 
in America, many of us realize there 
is still a lot of work to do. We are a 
country that refuses to let go of the 
archaic notion that human beings 
should be referred to as “illegal” 
despite the evidence to prove it 
contributes to a hateful and 
dangerous atmosphere. It is our 
great nation that continues to use 
the criminal justice system as an 
instrument of torture — mercilessly 
imprisoning poor blacks like the 
Scott sisters — only suspending their 
draconian double life sentences on 
the condition that one sister donate a 
kidney to the other. 
 
However, we are also a nation of 
great promise. America is the only 
Western country that can proudly 
sing Young Jeezy’s “My President Is 
Black” and, for many successful 
Americans of color, their story could 
not be conceivable in any other 
country in the world. 
               Contact @ emckend1 
 
 

 
 By Cecilia Marquez /// Contact @ cmarque1 
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Confessional 
By Anonymous 

 
I had a strict Catholic upbringing: 
Mass every week, sometimes twice, 
Catholic schools, Youth Groups, Bible 
Camps—the works. I was an altar boy 
for four years and I even carried the 
bishop’s mitre and crosier at my 
Confirmation.  
 
Everything was going great until I 
was in seventh grade. That was when 
I saw an episode of The Simpsons, 
the one where Marge gets breast 
implants. I tried to sleep, but I was 
having strange thoughts and couldn’t 
get comfortable. So I shifted around, 
trying to find the right position, and 
then, all of a sudden, I had a boner. 
My sex education wasn’t the best, so 
I honestly thought I could bend my 
dick back into place and it would 
calm down. Without really knowing 
what the hell I was doing, I was 
masturbating. 
 
I wasn’t sure what exactly had 
happened, but I thought it was called 
an orgasm. So I— Swear to God!—
grabbed a dictionary. I found my way 
to the term ‘masturbation’. That’s 
when I consulted the other authority 
in my life: The Catechism. I don’t 
remember exactly what it said, but 
two words stuck out: Mortal Sin. 
 
I knew a mortal sin was the worst 
kind of sin. There was a picture in 
our religion book of Jesus’ pain-
twisted face crying tears of blood, cut 
by thorns. And underneath it: “every 
time you commit a mortal sin, you 
crucify Jesus again in your own 
heart.” I was horrified and ashamed. 
I dropped to my knees, prayed for 
forgiveness, and told Jesus I’d never 
do it again. 
 
But the next night, the temptation 
was just too great, and I succumbed. 
But just as I finished, the image of 
Jesus—broken, bloodied, sobbing—
came back. I was disgusted with 
myself: I’d hurt Jesus again. I felt 
sick. I ran to the bathroom, thinking 
I was going to puke. 
 
I didn’t. I just lay on the floor, tears 
welling up, not sure what to do. I 
wanted to pray for forgiveness, but I 
couldn’t. Why would Jesus trust me 

after I’d broken my promise and 
crucified him again? I couldn’t get 
the picture of his blood and pain out 
of my head.  
 
I realized that I had to pay Jesus 
back in my own tears and pain. I got 
into the shower, and I turned it on, 
freezing cold, full blast right in my 
face. Icy water filled my mouth to 
choking, washed the tears off my 
face. Then I swung the shower head 
around, hot as hellfire, pointed the 
purifying stream at my crotch, 
searing it, punishing it—if your right 
hand causes you to sin, then cut it 
off. I hit myself, I hit the walls, I 
scratched my skin raw, bit my 
cheeks. 
 
I kept up this routine for years: jack 
off, hurt myself, and then start all 
over again. It took years to get over 
it, after I’d left home to go to a public, 
secular boarding school. Without 
constant reinforcement, the guilt 
slowly lost its grip on my soul. I 
realized that it wasn’t coming from 
inside me, but from outside. I was 
just doing what felt good, and the 
Church had come along and told me 
that what came so naturally was 
wrong and evil. I had listened, 
betraying my own feelings.  
 
I left the Church and haven’t looked 
back since.  
 
 
My Middle Name 

By Jim Lin, aka Busy Dad 
 
Originally published on December 17, 
2010 on the Busy Dad Blog; 
www.busydadblog.com 
http://www.busydadblog.com/entries
/my-middle-name.html 
 
The crowd was evenly split, half of 
them waving dollar bills while 
mockingly encouraging their chosen 
gladiator, Jeff. The other half doing 
the same, but chanting "Greasy! 
Greasy! Greasy!" 
 
Greasy Lee. I didn't choose that 
name. It was bestowed by the 5th 
grade bully elite upon the chubby 
Asian kid who always happened to 
suffer bad hair days. 
 
I glanced across the makeshift arena, 

which was nothing more than a 
clearing between two boulders and a 
tree stump in the woods behind the 
school. Jeff and I locked eyes. Not in 
aggression, but more in a desperate 
telepathic attempt to assure the 
other that we were doing this for our 
mutual survival. 
 
I don't remember the fight. But I do 
remember sitting in math class 
afterwards, unable to write anything 
on the worksheet in front of me 
because my hand was trembling 
uncontrollably. I also remember the 
dozens of perfect red dots on Jeff's 
white polo shirt, which matched the 
missing skin on my middle knuckle. 
 
There we were. The only two Asian 
kids in an otherwise white working 
class New England town, divided and 
conquered. 
* * * * 
When we first moved to the suburbs 
from the heart of Boston, it was 
every kid’s dream come true. A 
sprawling ranch-style house with a 
huge playroom, a circular driveway 
for unhindered bike riding, and an 
immense backyard. Which meant I 
could get a dog. Summer was 
everything it was supposed to be. 
 
Fall meant starting a new school, but 
I wasn't worried. I had switched 
schools a couple times before, and it 
always brought with it new friends. 
Also, this was the first time I was 
going to take a bus to school. Just 
like in the movies! 
 
And the first few moments were just 
as I had pictured. As we drove up to 
the corner, I noticed a group of kids 
laughing, chatting and probably 
catching up, dressed in their shiny, 
new back-to-school best. 
 
I said bye to my dad, jumped out of 
the car and made my way over to my 
new friends. 
 
"Ching chong!" 
 
"ah sooo!" 
 
"Hey, chink!" 
 
I sat by myself, at the back of the bus. 
* * * * 
Having grown up in a multi-cultural 
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part of Boston, the only ethnic 
stereotyping I ever encountered was 
Bugs Bunny putting on a rice paddy 
hat every once in a while and bowing 
at Elmer Fudd. When you're 7, it's 
kind of funny. When it's not 
happening to you, it's kind of funny. 
 
Moving to the suburbs in 4th grade 
taught me a lot about race. Namely, 
that it mattered. That when you're 
different, or your parents speak to 
you in a tongue no one else can 
understand, people are allowed to 
make fun of you. I mean, if you think 
about it, it is kind of funny when a 
girl walks up to you at recess, smiles 
and asks you: 
 
"what do you call a fat Chinese kid?" 
 
(smiling back) "What." 
 
"A chunk." 
 
And you learn to laugh along. With 
every karate chop, ching chong, buck 
toothed smile, and slant eye gesture 
they can throw at you. 
 
You also learn to hate your race. 
* * * * 
"What's your middle name?" 
 
"I don't have one." 
* * * * 
Eating by myself in the lunchroom 
had its advantages. On the occasional 
day when my mom would pack me a 
steamed bun, shrimp chips or 
something equally Asian, I could dine 
incognito, safe from ridicule. 
* * * * 
"If you don't practice your Chinese, 
you'll forget it," mom would remind 
me. 
 
"If it means people forget I'm Chinese, 
I'll take it," I thought. 
* * * * 
Jeff didn't look Asian to me. Maybe 
it's because I'd never met anyone 
who was only half Asian. But he 
didn't make fun of me, so there was 
that. Having someone to sit next to 
on the school bus and eat lunch with 
is sometimes all you need to quell the 
stomachaches that well up before 
you walk out your front door each 
morning. Also, he had Atari. 
 
We'd still get picked on, but when you 

travel in numbers, even if it's two, 
you take half the punishment. 
* * * * 
"Why aren't you wearing green?" 
 
"I'm not Irish," I replied. 
 
"Everyone's Irish on St. Patrick's 
Day," Chris threatened. 
 
"I'm American, so I'm wearing blue," I 
countered. 
 
I think the kids savored beating me 
up that day, more so than usual. 
American. How dare Greasy Lee say 
that? He eats shrimp chips. 
* * * * 
Jeff and I got into an argument one 
day. I don't remember about what. 
Probably something we would have 
gotten over the next day. 
 
"Hey Greasy, I'm betting all my lunch 
money you can beat him up." 
 
"Kick his ass, Greasy. I'm betting two 
dollars you can." 
 
"We're setting up a fight for you at 
recess tomorrow. Don't be a pussy, 
Greasy." 
 
I went to sleep that night, replaying 
in my head the right cross that 
Frankie taught me on the school bus. 
While sitting next to me. 
* * * * 
I was riding the school bus home one 
afternoon and grateful that I might 
make it through the day free of being 
teased. Two more stops. As I sat 
there, not really looking at anything 
or anyone, my gaze met Lenny's, one 
of the only Black kids in my town. We 
hesitated for a moment. 
 
"What are you looking at, chink?" 
 
"Fuck you, nigger." 
* * * * 
My sixth grade teacher, Mr. 
Cruickshanks was a World War II 
veteran. He "stormed Iwo Jima and 
killed Japs." His war stories were 
actually quite entertaining. He had a 
passion for them. Science? Not so 
much. 
 
One day, we were learning about 
lighting, and how you're safest in a 
car during a lightning storm. 

 
"Does anyone know why?" he asked 
the class. 
 
"Because of the rubber tires," he 
answered for us. 
 
I raised my hand. "Mr. Cruickshanks, 
that's actually not true. It's because 
electricity in its quest to be grounded 
travels around the metal frame of 
the car and into the ground. In order 
for the rubber to even be a factor in 
insulating you from electricity, it 
would have to be 3 miles thick." [I 
had actually just learned this at the 
Museum of Science.] 
 
Mr Cruickshanks stopped writing on 
the board, turned around slowly and 
removed his glasses. 
 
"Jim, go back to Shanghai." 
* * * * 
I studied hard that year, and worked 
harder than I ever worked. Because 
all I wanted was get into private 
school the next year. I didn't do it for 
the academic challenge. I didn't do it 
because it would set me up to go to an 
elite college. I didn't do it because I 
could reach my full potential. I did it 
so the teasing would stop. Turns out 
you can motivate an 11-year old, 
after all. 
 
And after I made it in, the teasing did 
stop. I even took Chinese my junior 
and senior year. 
* * * * 
"What's your middle name?" 
 
"Oh, it's just my Chinese name. You'll 
forget it once I tell you, so I'm not 
gonna bother." 
* * * * 
By the time college rolled around, I 
had practically forgotten all about 
4th, 5th and 6th grade. I mean, I was 
doing people a favor not telling them 
my middle name. I didn't want them 
to be embarrassed if they 
mispronounced it, right? 
 
* * * * 
Around when Fury was born, I was 
chatting it up with some guys at 
work. Someone made a joke about 
Asians, but quickly apologized to me. 
A co-worker of mine jumped in. 
 
"Jim? Come on, he's whiter than any 
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of us white guys!" 
 
That made me proud. Then a little bit 
disgusted. 
* * * * 
The other day, I was packing Fury's 
lunch. 
 
"Dad, can you pack me some shrimp 
chips for snack?" 
 

"Are you sure?" 
 
"Yeah. I want shrimp chips." 
 
"Ok, but I don't want the other ki-- Ok, 
I'll pack you shrimp chips." 
* * * * 
My middle name is Ching-Kuo. And 
you can pronounce it just fine. 
 
Contact @ BD@busydadblog.com 

Mah People 
By Bridget Boakye 

 
To Maricruz for being an inspiration 
for this piece & for all the love we 
always feel when we see each other, 
"mah dude”, to Helen for being 
enthusiastic about this piece when 
she read the first 2 stanza's and to all 
my past, present and soon to be 
friend. 
 
And finally, my brother & father 
mentioned below are representative 
of groups of people I know. Please do 
not take this as their literal 
viewpoints. 
 
My brother says that n*ggers gotta 
stop b*tching, moaning and 
whinning 
 
N*ggers gotta stop acting like the 
White man owes him something 
 
N*ggers have to work hard and 
make something of themselves 
 
N*ggers can't keep creating babies 
and selling crack, going to jail and 
chasing guap 
 
N*ggers this, n*ggers that, n*ggers 
miss! 
 
N*ggers ain't going too far. 
 
My father says Blacks this, Blacks 
that, "akata" 
 
Blacks nearly killed him 
 
Tried to rob him of his sneakers 
 
Put a gun to his head for fifty cents 
 
Yes, Blacks almost shot him in his 
building 
 
Luck and intelligence got him 
through 
 
Blacks are idiots 
 
"Akata" never! 
 
Choose the White man over him 
 
Any given political situation has him 
off left 
 
His reasoning parallels with those of 
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The Factor 
 
His heart is on integrity and realistic 
interpretations based on past and 
present actions 
 
Not hopes and promises of change 
that remains unfulfilled 
 
Father's longing is for home 
 
The place where his color does not 
equate with a preconceived notion 
boxed in a Black existence 
 
For your definition of Black and his 
nationality of Ghanaian does not 
even begin to express where his 
loyalties lies 
 
I do not know what father checks off 
in that race box but I swear to you 
that he is not Black 
 
But I know that skin is what the 
world sees, so I cease. 
 
The streets of the my home, the BX, 
say, "Ma nig", "Ma nigga", "Ma dude", 
"B", "Bro"...and much more 
 
Clenched fists pounding in solidarity, 
kisses on cheeks, hugs, quivers 
 
Variations and derivations of a word 
that holds together livelihoods and 
reconstructs and redefines history 
 
So that Martin's dream of an 
integrated America almost half a 
century later stands on its head to 
the realities of Riley's fast paced, fist-
pumping, R-Kelly loving, no homo, 
Grandpa let's get fried chicken, 
mentality 
 
Got me wondering if the two coincide 
or co-exist? 
 
Have I or have I not heard Don-
Imus's tale of the "nappy headed 
hoes" and Mel Gibson's "you will get 
raped by a pack of n*iggers" said on 
the streets of 170 or 161 or 
Parkchester? 
 
But rather the former has imprinted 
a subconscious hesitation on my 
deepest desire to have friends of all 
shades and colors 
 
As it is constantly whispered into the 

ears of that young girl whose short 
skirt presumes an invitation 
 
Or camouflauged and slided through 
ads of "You love me because I am 
racially ambiguous and have good 
hair" 
 
Or violently reenacted through the 
tales of Black on Black crime and 
shootings 
 
So that Oprah hates the word and 
Jay embraces it 
 
And the dictionary and the historical 
definitions often diverge and 
reconstructs itself in consciousness 
 
And neither my brother's, father's, 
Riley's or my own evades the 
complexities and its consequences 
 
And tightly clenching my fists when 
she holds mine in solidarity, chest 
tight, and laughter erupting 
 
"Ma nig" or "mah dude" 
 
All I can think of is how much I love 
Maricruz 
 
And the word no longer holds those 
meanings 
 
And in my smile, all I am consumed 
in, is this feeling. phhhhhhhhhhh. 
Breathe. 
 
And still yet the Black America I 
know and see, includes me 
 
Born and raised 10 years in a 
country I have sudden urges to deny 
over what I see as a compromising 
relationship with the West but shall 
lovingly always remember as home 
 
As the birthplace of my forefathers 
and the mother of my worries and 
still ambitions 
 
10 years here. 10 years there. 
 
And experiences never fade 
 
So I ride on my father's ambition to 
do better than what America expects 
of the Black "man" 
 
Face the realities that my brother 
vividly portrays in what he has seen 

from experience 
 
Love that the streets made but is not 
me – carefully listening, indulging, 
and socializing in my environment 
but recognizing that I have lived a 
comfortable and sheltered existence 
even in the South Bronx while still 
shyly laughing off my fears of the 
projects (lol) 
 
And so that although I admit that my 
dual citizenship of both lands has 
endeared me with a unique 
perspective and experience of what 
it means to be African and American 
 
I know and respect that I am not 
AfricanAmerican in the respect that 
is owed to the survivors of my slave 
ancestors 
 
And forever respect that their 
struggles has allowed me the 
experiences and joys that I hold 
today 
 
So that my father is my father 
 
And my brother is my brother 
 
The streets are "ma nigs" 
 
And that while I work hard and pray 
harder 
 
My people - race, color, religion, and 
antics ASIDE - shall always remain 
mah people. 
 Contact @ bboaky1 
 
 
Borders 

By Haydil Henriquez 
 
The United States Immigration 
policies have been the cause of the 
separation of several families, where 
sometimes a parent decides to leave 
their child whom is a citizen in the 
U.S. with other relatives, despite 
their deportation in hopes of the 
child gaining an educational and 
economic advantage. 
 
The chromium fence,  
Linking in tiny metallic lattices while 

our pinkies trace the coarseness of 
the rust 

There are no boundaries 
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So we begin to switch fingers, 
pinky,  
            ring,  
                     middle,  
                                    index 
Allowing our fingertips to oscillate 

but never separate 
The dirt in between my lifelines 

become telephone chords, 
Speaking the language of the mute 
 
Son, there are no boundaries 
So we walk under the moon. 
The moon, not full, but three 

quarters, 
While the earth beneath our soles 

mark distinct territories, 
Finger by finger, 
We play hopscotch between the links 
& while you concentrate on the 

motion of my palms 
I hope you don’t catch on & realize 

this is no longer a game 
& so the moon, almost full, but not 

quite 
Reflecting in your eyes 
With the same gleam that resided 

there before they came, 
To take me away 
 
& so we sit  
Our index fingers folded unto the 

links like the weavings of our 
serapes1 

My red spurting fierce blues as our 
pillars interlace 

There are no boundaries, you say 
Clearly unsure of what the phrase 

means 
So we trace the cold links of the 

fence, again. 
------------------ 
1. Traditional Mexican blanket 
 

  Contact @ hhenriq1 
 
Nacie 

By Haydil Henriquez 
 
I was born on a Wednesday 
I was born on a full moon with 

doctors snapping latex gloves 
I was born with two left feet that still 

trip on open air 

I was born reading a newspaper on 
abortion, ironic ain’t it, born 
reading about death 

I was born with 2 hearts and 2 
mouth so I could love twice as 
much but speak at slow paces 

I was born to my father’s trembling 
hands,  

he always thought I was 
going to be a boy, but there 
came a vagina. 

I was born in between my mother’s 
limbs, 

closing my eyes tightly 
because I did not want to see 
the world 

I was born during a blackout, so the 
nurses searched, but I was getting 
lost, already 

I was born in the boat that brought 
all my tia’s and tio’s to the island, 

before Columbus claimed 
what was not his 

I was born to Tainos who paint their 
faces with tribal stripes 

I was born in between two bullets 
that scurried past my ribs, so I hid 
behind blankets 

I was born with my great 
grandmother’s hair,  

Papi will dig his fingers in it 
in search for his grandma’s 
skull, 

Igual que mama, con el 
pelo negro como el carbon 

I was born like caramel but in the 
summertime I’m mocha 

I was born in between the 
paragraphs of El Listin Diario 

I was born to not sleep  
I was born on a Wednesday and by 

Friday I was walking. 
I was born to make up for the lost 

years 
Iwasborntomakeupforthelostyears 
For the lost years, I was born 

Contact @ hhenriq1 
 
 
Venom Shots 

By Kojo Boateng 
 
Inspired by “Assmilk” - Earl Sweatshirt 
Listen to “Yonkers” - Tyler the Creator 
before reading 
 
I take shots of Venom and chase with 
squirts of lemon and lime rinds 
imbibing with spoonfuls of cinnamon.  
Coughin’ up the evidence gushing out 
like excrement, I’m feeling a little 
disturbed, Excuse my room full of 

elephants. It’s evident my mental 
state’s poorly bent and rent out of 
shape, No wonder it creates such 
fucked- up- fantasies.  Or nightmares, 
who cares(pause)Why can’t it be  as 
Beautiful, Dark& Twisted as a rolled 
up Maxim magazine. I’m stuck 
between feelings of viscosity & 
luminosity; maybe going crazy will 
be the sanest opt out for me. Maybe 
going zany with a maniac depressive 
insurgency will be the only way to 
make sense of a world that keeps on 
burning me. Usually when I feel 
dutifully enticed to the devices for 
my vices I get excited and wr-write it 
off as a cost of pleasure now and pain 
later.  I had a talk with Eve and 
asked her why Apples taste greater- 
Than any other fruit around her way 
or around her head. If you aren’t 
supposed to notice them then why 
are they so fucking red? If they’re 
supposed to be bad for you then why 
are they so fucking delicious. If your 
fall was so real then why does it feel 
so fucking fictitious. And Eve replied 
with no surprise with a blank 
expression. I didn’t really expect her 
to have an answer to any of my 
questions. Or maybe in her silence 
lay some darker truths that needed 
begging, this cyclical thinking made 
me want to shotgun a 40 crammed 
full of Excedrin. I ripped a rib from 
Adam and stabbed it through an 
Apple core, it turned into some type 
of whore who I fucked and left her on 
the floor. Writhing with Adam, 
covered in pints of blood & lots of 
gore. Should I feel bad that part of 
me ravingly really wanted more? 
Open ended and just a little 
pretentious, I send these sentences 
to y’all to try decode and amend it. 
Life sentences in Rykers or in any 
other prison element are nothing to 
the mental cages that keep our 
freedom in Evanescence. 
 
I take shots of Venom and chase with 
squirts of lemon and lime rinds 
imbibing with spoonfuls of cinnamon.  
Coughin’ up the evidence gushing out 
like excrement, I’m feeling a little 
disturbed, Excuse my room full of 
elephants. It’s evident my mental 
state’s poorly bent and need of 
medicine. Like Magneto stripping the 
Adamentium from Wolverine’s 
skeleton.                                 

Contact @ kboaten1 



12                   04.8.11          Volume V Issue I           SwatOverlaps   
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

Students need to organize around…  
specific issues that we are passionate about and could be realistically and significantly affected by their actions /// sound issues that unresolved are detrimental to our education ///  

common interests! There's a lot of overlap between our causes, especially in the IC /// 

centering those most marginalized in our social, political 
and economic systems at all times in our work !!! 
shared experiences of marginalization or silencing, things that come from the collective experiences of the group. Or, issues affecting 
people/situations without organizing capacity--either because it's environmental, people are incarcerated, don't have access to the press in the 
way that other people might, or are so minoritized in a situation that they don't feel free to lead the struggle. Then, people who don't 
necessarily share the experience in common need to come together in support, with a willingness to invest energy and to lead, but also 
continuously listening to the people who are directly encountering the situation, and encouraging their leadership as much as possible. People 
in privileged positions also need to organize around challenging other people who share their privilege. 
 D

econstructing structural 
oppression requires…

 
destructive dynam

ite delivering disillusioning dirges directed at the pow
erful players preying on the 

rebels releasing real  ram
bunctious rhetoric and bullying the brainw

ashed billions blinded by buying into 
broken bureaucratic bullshit.  But it seriously takes a long tim

e and I think you have to w
ork from

 the 
bottom

 up and get com
m

unities to really get passionate about changing a system
 that consistently 

produces oppression.  That takes a lot of social skills, social capital, and organizing pow
er.  I think a 

charism
atic leader m

ight be a key ingredient. 

/
 /

 /
  p

a
t

i
e

n
c

e
    Edu -

 
constant willingness /// cation

 
community, inner work, intellectual analysis, creativity and the willingness to take physical actions that are brand-new, 
confrontational, and might risk alienation or material consequences. It requires both clarity about values and also willingness to 
work with the power structure to negotiate, because first institutions must be given the opportunity to change, then when they 
decline this opportunity (and they rarely take it), they must be challenged in a creative way that is confrontational and makes them 
look very bad. Getting the changes that we want in institutions and corporations is one way, I think, to gradually deconstruct 
structural oppression and transform society into embodying a just, empowering, liberating vision of the world.a 
 

To confront power we must… work together 
take risks and be brave, while always thinking strategically about the foundation of the power and its inherent weaknesses./// to recognize 
the power that we already do have from our unique positionality in this world ///   

critique the system, not the individuals currently serving it ///  

confront each other around how power happens in our own communities, but confront in a way that maintains and strengthens the 
collective integrity of the group instead of breaking it down or weakening it. Sometimes it means being part of the power structure itself, 
but that can be risky in terms of losing sight of what's important and/or getting trapped in endless and meaningless political negotiations. 
So usually it means challenging power collectively from the outside with well-informed arguments and a big group of people. 
work	  with	  power,	  to	  marshal	  power,	  and	  simultaneously	  to	  avoid	  being	  seduced	  by	  power	  
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_______ is/are crucial for remaining creative, strong and resilient. 
Silence, peace, and play /// Spending time in the sun 
Understanding that others struggle intellectually, emotionally, and logistically to organize in a socially-responsible and effective way Keep 
honest discussions going about, not only our desires and strengths, but also our weaknesses as agents of change     ///     // 
Self-care, honest and loving relationships, some organizing successes here and there, and enough sleep 

Social and spiritual time together 
and meeting our material needs 
 

Active allies 
look like… 
strong but humble advocates, willing 
to risk their own comfort and 
reputation to speak out for justice 
and equity and to listen to the 
silenced, viewing chastening 
experiences as opportunities for 
learning and growth and not 
deterrents. Active allies look like 
friends   /// 
using close relationships 
we already have to get 
people talking about these 
issues in settings like 
Sharples /// 
people	   who	   are	   not	   afraid	   to	   acknowledge	  
their	  own	  privilege	  and	  not	   feel	   threatened	  
when	   they	   are	   held	   accountable	   about	   the	  
ways	  they	  might	  act	  oppressively.	  They	  fully	  
commit	   to	   being	   self-‐aware	   in	   order	   to	   be	  
others-‐aware	   and	   are	   educated	   about	   the	  
political	   and	   relation	   implications	   of	   their	  
own	   identities	   and	   about	   the	   nuances	   of	  
others'	   experiences	   of	   marginalization,	   and	  
enter	   into	   this	   awareness	   and	   these	  
relationships	  without	  any	  pretense	  that	  they	  
are	   needed	   because	   the	   movement	   can't	  
happen	   without	   them,	   but	   who	   genuinely	  
want	   to	  be	   involved	  and	  are	  willing	   to	   lead	  
awarely	   but	   also	   to	   follow	   and	   support	   in	  
any	  sort	  of	  way,	  including	  babysitting	  during	  
meetings,	  if	  that	  is	  what	  is	  needed	  ///	  
	  
open people willing to have a 
conversation.  In particular, they cannot 
be easily offended by critiques of their 
personal actions or personal ideals.  
Critique cannot be seen as an affront to 
identity, or conversation is not productive. 
 

Building community at 
Swat looks like… 
less people in McCabe basement and more 
people in lounges.  Less people playing 
misery poker and more people working 
together.   Less people stressin' out about 
work and more people motivated to make 
a change... now! // 
] 

a web of mutually respectful 
interpersonal relationships. 
acknowledging differences and being humble/stepping outside yourself. 
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Is this enough? 
              By Luís Peñate 
 
Sometimes in the middle of strategy 
meetings, endless goal setting 
sessions and the 50th time 
discussing our short and long term 
goals, I wonder if the student 
organizers that came before me had 
to deal with such bullshit. Did they 
have to deal with endless email 
threads, in which people restate 
someone else’s argument while 
making it sound more substantial 
and postmodern? Did they have to 
deal with a hypocritical 
administration, which used their 
bodies to paint a false picture of 
diversity, social justice and a post 
racist society? 
 
I am not just a body. I am a voice. A 

voice that echoes the pain and 
suffering of my community. A voice 
with the haunting tones of the 
trauma inflected upon my ancestors. 
My voice and my body come 
together. If you want to count my 
body in your hollow statistics, you 
will also get my fervent and 
relentless voice. 
 
A voice born out of frustration. A 
voice with the subtle hints of the 
voices of Romero, Lorde, Anzaldua 
and Bolivar. 
 
But is that enough? Who cares about 
ethnic studies? 
 
African American students in the 
60’s fought for voting rights, the end 
of segregation and for other civil 
rights for millions of Americans. 

Chicano students fought for their 
right for a better education and 
carved their own space in the land 
that was once theirs. Back home, my 
parents fought a totalitarian 
government disinterested in the lives 
of its citizens, a government full of 
lust with the promises of 
neoimperialism. As a student, my 
great uncle traveled across Cuba and 
the USSR, learning about socialism 
and helped keep alive the idea of a 
just and egalitarian society by 
secretly teaching Marxism to 
students during the bloody 
Salvadoran Civil War. His students 
fought U.S. trained death squads in 
El Salvador and are part of a new 
leftist wave in Latin America 
pursuing to reclaim our sovereignty, 
history, and identity, after centuries 
of European and American 
exploitation. 
 
With a legacy like that, why am I still 
fighting for a history course that can 
teach me about the powerful voice of 
Latino social movements? Why am I 
still fighting for academic support 
for students of color, first generation 
and low income students? Why am I 
still fighting to see a body and a voice 
like mine in our faculty? 
 
The issues may be different, but the 
goal is the same. An end to white 
hegemony, to capitalism and to 
injustice, used to obstruct access to 
people who look and sound like me 
from empowering their own voices 
and bodies. 
 
Keep them emails coming. We need 
to end racism. PRONTO. 
 
¡Palante! 

Contact @ lpenate1 
 
 
In Solidarity with Wisconsin, 
SwatOverlaps presents a brief 
timeline of events: 
http://www.presstv.ir/usdetail/1710
74.html 
 
FRIDAY 11 February 2011 
Governor Scott Walker unveils his 
budget repair bill, which would curb 
most collective bargaining rights for 
most public employees and asks 
them to increase contributions for 
benefits.  Democrats and labor 
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leaders call it union busting and 
begin to mobilize against it.  
 
SATURDAY 12 February 2011  
Union leaders start lining up workers 
to testify Tuesday at the Capitol on 
the bill. 
 
SUNDAY 13 February 2011 
About 150 people protest in front of 
the Capitol while 100 others 
demonstrate in front of the 
Governor’s Mansion. 
 
Tuesday 15 February 2011  
At least 10,000 protesters gather at 
Capitol Square, while 3,000 more fill 
the Capitol.  Hundreds sign up to 
speak to the Legislature’s Joint 
Finance Committee.  In addition, the 
Madison School District announces 
classes will be canceled Wednesday 
due to “excessive” teacher absences. 
 About 800 East High School 
students leave school and march to 
the Capitol. 
 
Wednesday 16 February 2011 
Increasing numbers of protesters 
 
Thursday 17 February 2011 
As the Wisconsin protests swell to 
25,000, President Barak Obama 
accuses Governor Scott Walker of 
unleashing an “assault” on unions in 
pushing emergency legislation that 
would change future collective-
bargaining agreements that affect 
most public employees, including 
teachers. 
 
Friday 18 February 2011 
Thousands of protesters jam the 
Wisconsin Capitol.  State troopers 
search for 14 Democratic state 
senators whose disappearance had 
prevented a vote on the governor’s 
budget proposal 
 
Saturday 19 February 2011 
Protests swell to 70,000 
 
Sunday 20 February 2011 
Protests continue 
 
Monday 21 February 2011 
Governor Walker refuses to negotiate 
his plan 
 
Tuesday 22 February 2011 
Democrats in Indiana also refuse to 

appear for a vote in order to 
temporarily block a Republican-
backed labor bill.  Protesters in Ohio 
also descend on the state capitol in 
Columbus to protest a bill put 
forward by GOP lawmakers that 
would restrict collective bargaining 
rights for public employees 
 
Friday 25 February 2011 
Wisconsin assembly Republicans 
passes Governor Walker’s budget bill 
in a 51 to 17 vote, yet still needs to 
be approved by the state senate 
(whose Democratic members had 
fled to a neighboring state to deny 
Republicans a quorum).   
 
Saturday 26 February 2011 
Protests reach more than 70,000 
 
Wednesday 2 March 2011 
Republican majority in the state 
senate pass a resolution finding 
senate Democrats guilty of contempt 
and disorderly conduct if they don’t 
return to Wisconsin by 4 p.m. (Even 
after the deadline, there was no 
immediate word that any of the 14 
Democrats had returned).  Union 
leaders consider staging a general 
strike. 
 
Thursday 3 March 2011 
Dane County Circuit Court Judge 
John Albert issues an interim order 
declaring unconstitutional the 
Department of Administration's 
policy of curtailing public access to 
the Capitol building, yet also made it 
a violation of state law for 
demonstrators to remain inside the 
Capitol. Protesters agreed to leave 
peacefully for the first time since 
Feb. 15. 
 
Saturday 5 March 2011 
30,000 protesters surround the state 
Captiol 
 
Sunday 6 March 2011 
A pro-walker rally, sponsored by 
Americans for Prosperity (a group 
funded by the billion Koch brothers), 
draws a crowd of about 100 people. 
 
Monday 7 March 2011 
Blogger Ian Murphy impersonates 
David Koch in a recorded phone 
conversation with unsuspecting Gov. 
Walker, eliciting controversial 

statements from Walker. Democratic 
Party of Wisconsin files an ethics 
complaint against Gov. Walker for 
his statements. 
 
Tuesday 8 March 2011 
Gov. Walker offers to keep certain 
collective bargaining rights in place 
for state workers, while a coalition of 
progressive groups begin demanding 
the recall of several Republican 
Senators.  
 
Wednesday 9 March 2011 
Wisconsin Senate succeeds in voting 
to strip nearly all collective-
bargaining rights from public 
workers.     
 
Friday 11 March 2011 
Gov. Walker signs into law legislation 
that greatly restricts collective 
bargaining by the unions that 
represent the state’s public 
employees.   
 
Saturday 12 March 2011 
Up to 100,000 people protest at the 
Wisconsin state Capitol against the 
new anti-union law.  Firefighters 
protested outside a Republican-
friendly bank and withdrew so much 
money from accounts that bank 
officials had to close the branch 
early.  The bank, M&I Bank in 
Madison, is led by executives and 
board members who contributed 
heavily to Wisconsin’s Governor 
Walker’s campaign.   
 
Sunday 13 March 2011 
Protests continue 
 
Thursday 17 March 2011 
Protesters crash a fundraiser for 
Wisconsin Republicans in 
Washington D.C. 
 
Friday 18 March 2011 
A judge in Dane County, Wisconsin 
issues a temporary order blocking 
implementation of the anti-union 
law, saying that the law was passed 
in a rush, violating the state’s Open 
Meeting Laws. 
 

Special thanks to Aden Tedla for 
compiling the timeline 
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Asian, Gay and Proud 
 
I created Asian, Gay and Proud to be a 
safe space for Asian Pacific-Islander 
American (APIA) members of the 
LGBTQ (and questioning) community 
and to increase QAPI visibility.  Visit 
the site at www.asiangayandproud.info 
for queer APIA coming out stories, 
links, and other resources. Here are 
some excerpts from the interviews. 
Interviewing these QAPI people has 
given me great strength and 
inspiration--I hope they have a similar 
impact on you all.    If you would like to 
be featured on the website or know 
someone who would, please contact me 
at 
asiangayandproudwebsite@gmail.com. 
Any questions and/or comments are 
also welcome. 
-Miyuki Baker 
----------------------------- 
 
Madeleine Lim is the 
mastermind behind 
the incredible Queer 
Women of Color 
Media Arts Project 
(QWOCMAP) in San 
Francisco, California. 
 
Miyuki: How do you 
think being Asian 
affects your queer 
identity? 
 
Madeleine: Well I 
grew up in a mixed 
race/culture, racially I’m mixed and 
also with my stepfather who is German 
and Spanish, but I think that my ethnic 
and racial identity is obviously a part 
of me.  I mean in terms of films that I 
make, someone said to me, “Are all of 
your films going to be about Asian 
lesbians?” and I said, “Well, why not? 
That’s who I am.” Woody Allen’s films 
are about Jewish men in Manhattan, so 
what’s wrong with that? It’s definitely 
a big part of who I am along with being 
queer and being a filmmaker, they’re 
all my different identities, along with 
being an immigrant to this country. 
 
Miyuki: Yeah, I’m mixed race myself 
but the rest of America sees me as 
Asian and they expect me to act 
accordingly so I’m interested in how 
you see yourself in comparison to how 
other people see you.  For example how 
do you perceive your own Asian-ness, 
or do you identify with being Multi 
more than being Asian? 
 

Madeleine: I definitely identify with 
being Asian, but with a mixed race, 
mixed cultural perspective to it.  In 
this country I very much identify also 
as an immigrant because I didn’t get to 
this country until I was 23 so I have no 
concept of attending pre-school, 
kindergarten, elementary school, high 
school here--it’s a foreign system to me. 
I mean I went to college a couple years 
here but that’s about it, so I would say 
that while I fully embrace and identify 
as Asian, that to me includes the 
diversity of the mixed identities as 
well.  That Asians are a third of the 
world from a billion people in China to 
South East Asia to West Asia, the 
Middle East as well as South Asia. So, 
it’s this really broad spectrum and I 
definitely embrace my Asian identity.  
 
Miyuki: Talking to other queer Asians, 

what comes up quite 
frequently is the 
difficulty of coming out 
to their parents. Do you 
think it’s harder for 
Asians to come out to 
their parents. Asian, 
Gay and Proud really 
focuses on coming out, 
not forcing people to 
come out but realizing 
that in order to increase 
visibility and acceptance 
we need to be out, so 
what are your opinions 
on that? 
 

Madeleine: Personally I think that 
Asian cultures deal with being queer 
diff--I mean every culture deals with 
being queer slightly different.  Like for 
Native Americans--because of the 
positions and roles that two-spirit 
people play in their past makes [their 
perception of queerness] different. 
 Also in African cultures there’s a place 
historically for folks who are either 
transgendered or queer. In Asian 
cultures, at least what I know of South 
East Asian cultures, there’s also a 
place for people who identify as queer-
gendered or different sexual 
orientations.  I think that it’s not like 
“let’s march the streets about it”, but 
there’s a very different level of family 
acceptance and social acceptance.  So I 
personally don’t think that it’s any less 
or more difficult than white folks to 
come out to their parents. I think what 
this difference is is that as people of 
color who live in this country, we hold 
on to our families differently.  I think 
that unless we’re disowned by our 

parents we don’t generally separate or 
disassociate ourselves from our 
families and our cultures in the same 
way that maybe white folks do.  I think 
that as people of color, we really want 
our families to be a part of who we are 
because they represent our culture and 
that cultural identity is really 
important. 
 
 
Elisha Lim is the creator of the graphic 
novel 100 Butches, lead singer in 
Elisha and The One Hundred Butches, 
founder of Sister Spit, One Hundred 
Percent Mixed, and her own blog New 
Art Every Day. 
 
Miyuki: So you were talking about 
being in Singapore…what was being 
queer like over there, compared to 
what it’s like in Toronto.  I know that 
the Toronto queer scene is really active 
and vibrant.  Have you been back to 
Singapore recently? 
Elisha: Well you know how it is to be 
mixed, there’s so much culture shock 
on a regular basis, and I think I’m 
recovering as a queer adult because I 
think it was a lot easier in a way to be 
gay in Singapore.  I mean we didn’t use 
words like “queer,” and I don’t know 
what it’s like to be a queer adult there. 
 But I mean there are so many cultural 
contexts that are kind of hard to 
translate.  A lot gets lost in translation 
but, in a way, you know North 
American culture’s described as an 
individualist and at least in Singapore, 
it was more community-oriented. 
 There was just a lot more of a feeling of 
“all for one” and “one for all.” We’re not 
being ambitious on our own behalf; 
we’re being ambitious on behalf of the 
group, on behalf of my class, on behalf 
of my school, on behalf of my country. 
 It sounds cheesy but it was real and 
that reflected in queerness in that it 
wasn’t so important for me to be seen 
as queer.  And so for me to have rights 
as a trans, queer individual…it was 
more that we were a part of this thing 
together. 
 
Miyuki: Like it was unspoken, but you 
were all on the same page? 
 
Elisha: Yes, I mean not even on the 
same page but it was like we didn’t 
make a big deal out of it.  And it’s such 
a profound difference being an 
individualist society. I mean it wasn’t 
even about the sex you have on you 
own, with your partner. It was about 
like, “okay, so you vibrate on a 
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different level from me, how are we 
gonna make this work when we have to 
do a project (in class together)?” Like 
that’s all that matters, that you’re 
productive together, or that you’re 
cooperating. And so your private sex 
life isn’t how we’re going to talk about 
this.  I’m generalizing…it’s hard to 
simplify but for example, I went to an 
all girls school.  And the only way to 
describe it is that the cool kids were 
lesbians.  I mean at the time, it was the 
trend. 
 
Miyuki:  You know it reminds me of one 
of my white cousins who wanted to be 
Asian when she was growing up 
because her private school was 80% 
Asian, and all the cool kids were Asian. 
 I mean do you think that you felt 
comfortable being yourself because all 
the cool kids were dating girls? Or do 
you feel like they opened your eyes up 
to something … 
 
Elisha: I guess I just felt so different 
about it, and like I said, there’s so much 
lost in translation…it wasn’t even 
about feeling okay about being myself. 
 This is kind of North American 
language in a way.  It’s funny because I 
totally feel that, like I want to be 
comfortable being myself, but I know 
there’s an alternative and I guess 
that’s what living in Singapore taught 
me.  There wasn’t really a “myself” to 
be, it was more like “there is something 
right about swagger, and I’m going to 
join in that kind of gracefulness and 
that’s what we’re going to do and we’re 
going to keep it a secret together, from 
our parents and we are going to have 
these signals that we understand about 
each other.  And it’s not like “I need my 
gayness to be understood by my 
parents,” it was just, “we’re gonna do 
this, and we’re gonna protect each 
other and we’re gonna be stealth, and 
I’m going to learn how to do that with 
my legs when I’m sitting so it looks 
really tough, just like Michelle does, 
because she’s the leader of the pack.” 
So yeah, I feel like it’s kind of easier to 
be queer. I mean that being said, it’s 
against the law.  Well it’s legal to be gay 
as of 1994 in Singapore but there’s still 
a lot that’s against the law, and you 
really jeopardize your job if you’re gay, 
so it’d be totally wrong if I said it was 
easy to be gay there but there’s 
something about that culture, the 
sense of community that makes it less 
urgent, and less like an emergency or 
something.  When I came here, people 
were walking around with placards, 

you know, which is a great thing but I 
was like, “this is not describing 
myself.” 
 
Miyuki: Let’s talk about this then 
because as an Asian American growing 
up I just never saw gay Asians. It was 
Elton John or nothing. Maybe Ellen 
DeGeneres in high school. But yeah, I 
spent the last year in Taiwan and I kid 
you not, every 5th girl is a lesbian and 
you have to wonder, “Is it in the water? 
What is going on?” 
 
Elisha: Let’s go there! 
 
Miyuki: Yeah! But like you said, people 
aren’t protesting like you’d see in SF or 
other parts of North America. What is 
it though about North America? Do we 
feel like we have to prove ourselves as 
individuals? Is it that kind of culture? I 
wonder where it comes from; I mean 
how did you deal with that when you 
came back? 
Elisha: It’s such a difficult question 
because it informs everything doesn’t 
it…even the way that we vote.  I don’t 
know about Taiwan but in Singapore, 
you don’t even bother voting! I mean I 
noticed that in North America, even in 
our commercials, 
what’s important 
is that you be you, 
and that you know 
who you are.  And 
really, I don’t have 
the answers, but in 
Singapore I knew 
that, and it was 
okay.  So I feel like 
carrying a placard 
is like saying “I’m 
being me” and “I’ll 
alone in the 
world,” “I’m 
isolated,” “I’m like 
an atom on this 
singular island and 
I need you to see the island that I am.” 
And it’s really kind of lonely. It’s not 
like that over there (Singapore).   
We’re not islands. 
--- 
Miyuki: Do you think there's a 
collective queer Asian American 
experience that we can all relate to? Or 
do you think that this kind of 
categorizing is simply replicating the 
way our society tries to put us in 
boxes? 
 
Elisha: Oh…hmm 
 
Miyuki: Because I feel like that’s the 

million dollar question.  Why do we 
keep talking about justice if we’re going 
to be in our own communities, where 
we feel most comfortable. What are 
your thoughts on that? 
 
Elisha: I guess I think it’s a default. I 
don’t want to be confined to my own 
community. I wish for equality, I wish I 
could be myself everywhere, and right 
now, it’s only in my community that I 
feel strong enough to say so.  But 
hopefully when my kids are around, 
they won’t have to be relegated to their 
communities to feel good about 
themselves. So now, our communities 
serve as platforms. So websites like 
yours are really important and cool 
because there’s no reinforcer in just 
public everyday popular culture, No 
reinforcement.  If anything, there’s 
degradation of being an Asian female 
or male!  
 
 
Mia Nakano has been attracting a lot of 
attention in the Queer API world with 
her incredible photos of folks who are 
Queer API for the Visibility Project.  
 

Two people who have 
participated in the 
Visibility Project 
immediately come to 
mind when I think 
about the invisibility of 
the Queer API 
community.  One 
person, Tatjana who is 
a male-to-female trans 
activist living in Los 
Angeles, came up to me 
after her shoot and 
said, “thank you for 
doing this.  This day is 
the first time I’ve ever 
felt a part of something, 
a part of a true 
community”. During 

the NYC shoot, my colleague Shawn 
came up with the great idea to ask 
participants if they had any questions 
for the audience, anyone who might be 
watching their interview.  Laura asked 
very simply, “if there’s no Queer API 
woman represented in mainstream 
media, does this mean that I’m not 
important.  Does it mean that I don’t 
exist?” I cannot express how much of 
an impact these two incredibly short 
exchanges had on me.  Tatjana’s 
comment filled me to the brim with joy, 
and Laura’s question fueled the 
inspiration to continue finding avenues 
for the participants voices to be heard. 
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Unearthed!... 

from the Swarthmore archives… 
  

Students recently came across this decade-old gem, “Queer and 
Questioning”, in the SQU room and passed it on to Overlaps to share 
with the larger community. The informational booklet gives a quick 
overview of the queer scene on campus for those new to Swat, but also 
serves to answer any questions and/or clear up any misconceptions for 
those simply unfamiliar with it.  While some of the specific vocabulary 
may no longer apply (we know HOLA as Enlace, for example), the 
messages and ideals behind this booklet remain startlingly relevant. 
Though its origins are still slightly hazy, we would like to thank those 
mentioned in the original publication for their admirable efforts in making 
Swarthmore a welcoming place for anyone to attend, regardless of gender 
or sexual orientation: 
 

"This brochure was created by Talia Young'01, Tim Stewart-Winte'01, Julie 
Levin Russo'00, Sara Kawalski'01, Jennifer Barager'98. Special Thanks to 

Ted Kostens, Mary Wiltenburg'98, Ben Tive'01, everyone who contributed 
words and ideas, and the admissions and publications staffs for making this 

brochure conceptually and financially possible" 
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This snapshot of Swat in the 90’s gives us insight into what support networks existed for students in the past 
while serving as inspiration for the future.  At an institution that prides itself on having a wealth of resources, it 
is important that our collective knowledge as students also be utilized and passed down in order to maximize 
potential engagement on this campus.  The queer community recognized this early on, and produced this 
booklet as a result.   
 
Inspired by their example as well as by students at other colleges, Overlaps is proposing a similar project – 
a “dis-orientation guide,” to be ready in time for the ’11-’12 school year!!! 
  
What makes up a dis-orientation guide, you ask?   
  
Well…  
What assumptions do we operate under?  What hopes do we hold for our community? What are the expectations 
we have for our student body? For our staff? For our administration? What are some myths we need to debunk? 
WHAT SHOULD EVERY SWARTHMORE STUDENT BE TOLD WHEN ARRIVING TO CAMPUS??   
Contact SwatOverlaps to see what other schools have done at SwatOverlaps@gmail.com 
  

Disillusion to re-envision // Dis-orient to re-orient  
To learn more or get involved, email swatdisorientationguide@gmail.com. 
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Events – Announcements – Blurbs 
 
April Events at Wooden Shoe Bookstore 

704th South St., Philadelphia. 
 
9th: Intro to Wooden Shoe Time Bank, 1-2 pm // Peace 
Activist Network Discussion Group, 7-8:30 pm 
10th: People’s Movie Night: “Shooting Wall”, 7-9 pm 
11th: Revolutionary Pedagogy in Mexico, 7-9 pm 
12th: Gender EDGE, 7-9 pm 
17th: Rise of the Right, 6:30-8:30 pm 
18th: Anarchist Discussion of Current Events, 7-9 pm 
24th: “Digital Dead End?” 7-9 pm 
For more information and events, visit 
www.woodenshoebooks.org/calendar.html 
 
 
 

Events at Swarthmore 

TRI-CO EVENT: Sisterhood Culture Show,  
April 9th ,7-9:30 pm, Thomas Great Hall @ Bryn 
Mawr 
 
- Film Screening + Discussion: “Iron-Jawed 
Angels” 
Sponsored by Peace & Conflict Studies 
April 13th, 7:30-10 pm, Keith Room, Lang Center 

- Film Screening: “Sango Malo” 
Part of the Africa Film Festival 
April 14th, 7-9 pm, Science Center 101 

- Film Screening + Conversation with Filmmaker: 
“Maquilapolis: City of Factory” 
April 18th, 7-9 pm, LPAC Cinema 

- The Lang Scholars Present: Social 
Responsibility in Action 
April 23rd, 3-5 pm, Sci 199 

- Film Screening + Conversation with Filmmaker: 
“The Coat Hanger Project” 
April 28th, 7-8:30 Sci 101 

- Japan Benefit Art Auction 
Contact swarthmore.japan@gmail.com to submit 
art.   
April 30th, 7 pm, Upper Tarble. 

- Intercultural Center Recognition Dinner 
May 3rd, 5-7 pm, Upper Tarble 
 
For more information and events, visit 
http://calendar.swarthmore.edu   

 

“Revolution is based on land. Land is the basis of 
all independence. Land is the basis of freedom, 

justice, and equality.” - Malcolm X  
Environmental Justice (EJ) currently coordinates a 

community garden in Chester’s largest housing 
development, working primarily with kids.  If you’re 

interested in getting involved, please contact ncortes1 
or visit chestergardenproject.wordpress.com. 

 

Congratulations! 
Our congratulations go out to the six faculty members 
recently promoted from associate to full professor: 
Allison Dorsey, Phillip Everson, María Luisa 
Guardiola, Kathleen Howard, Aimee Johnson and 
Andrew Ward.   

We are also proud to recognize the achievements of 
Pallabi Chakravorty, Anthony Foy, Nicholas 
Kaplinsky, Lee Smithey, and Dominic Tierney, who 
were promoted from assistant to associate professor 
with continuous tenure. 

 
 
 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 don’t throw away this issue-- pass it on!** 
Many thanks to the Intercultural Center and the Office of Multicultural Affairs for 

supporting the publication of SwatOverlaps. 
                                                 

And check us out online!!! –  
download this issue and find archives of all previous Overlaps issues 

swatoverlaps.wordpress.com 


