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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. 
 
When the call went out for submissions earlier this year, 
for the first time, there was a formally suggested prompt 
accompanying it. Figuring it was a theme everyone could 
and would relate to differently, we encouraged the 
submission of pieces that related to family (both born 
and found), and/or inter-generationality, however 
defined. Interestingly enough, our final collection came 
out reflecting both themes of home and families, and also 
of development.  This comes at a time when Overlaps 
itself is transitioning into a new generation, evolving 
from a smaller family and adapting and adjusting in 
order to welcome new additions.    
 
 
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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The Photograph of my Grandma 
 By Peera Songkünnatham 
 
On the wall of my childhood home, 
  
Hangs a photograph of my grandma, 
silver-haired, dressed in white 
  
Carrying in her hands the relic of the 
Buddha 
  
— a lock of hair, or a tooth, perhaps, I 
don't remember — 
  
Encased in a golden lotus-vehicle, 
roofed by a golden headdress; 
  
Her radiant face 
  
Was powdered for the special 
occasion when 
  
The minutest part, historically 
unreliable part of the Enlightened 
One 
  
Visited my hometown. 
  
I didn't go with her that day to the 
local temple 
  
Crowded with the old, waiting in the 
line to catch sight of Peace, 
  
To carry the weight of 
Impermanence; 
  
I have a little regret, that one day 
  
Or another, to the local temple I will 
go 
  
To her funeral instead, to put a paper 
flower 
  
In the thrashing flame — instead of a 
sacred lotus 
  
In worship of the Buddha, to see her 
body 
  
Dissolved in the air — instead of the 
relic of the Body, 
  
Hidden in the golden case, yet always 
present in the mind. 
 

Contact @ psongku1 
 

 
 
 

Photographs by Sara Blazevic 
Two above, one on following page 
 

“The two older adults are my great aunt and uncle in 
their home in rural Croatia. My uncle is a professional 
hunter and a farm animal veterinarian; their basement 
is full of animal skulls and skins and old surgical 
instruments. The photograph by the car is my found 
family, dancing to Gogol Bordello at the top of a 
mountain in upstate New York.” 
                           Contact @ sblazev1 
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Obeying Rules 
 By Haydil  Henriquez 
 
Last week my mother asked me, 
What is your major? 
Again 
And she’ll repeat the question  
Again, next Tuesday 
And so will my father and sister and 

aunt and uncle and great grand-
father’s cousin  

 
Who is not really related to me but 

apparently saw me take my first 
step 

So I step into this world 
The frenzied whirlwinds begin to 

interlace into hurricanes and 
earthquakes 

And can’t you see I’m trembling mom 
Because I am so afraid of turbulence 

but I remain flying when it’s 
hailing 

And thunder storming 

Because that’s what I’m supposed to 
do, right? 

But is it fair to drop the weight of an 
entire family on the arms of a 
nineteen year old 

I swear I will have to write for 
decades before my poetry will ever 
amount to something 

And our family name will rise from 
nothing 

But mom, 
I’ll listen to your orders 
And become a lawyer someday, or a 

diplomat or a psychologist 
And never a Latin American Studies 

major, 
Because the impoverished cannot 

follow their hearts 
Only money trails 
And I’ll do it without complaints 
I won’t hesitate 
Won’t gasp 
Won’t tear my intended Sophomore 

Paper into pieces 
I’ll continue to live your dreams 
But please, never take away poetry 
 
 Contact @ hhenriq1 
 
 
How has globalization transformed 
our conceptions of development? 
 By Mary Jean Chan 
 
Excerpt from paper for Politics of the 
International Economy, June 4, 
2011 
 
Since the 1990s, usage of the term 
‘globalization’ has proliferated in 
academic and lay circles alike. 
Despite its definitional haziness, 
many have proclaimed globalization 
as a novel concept and phenomenon 
that has become central to 
reconceptualising social theory 
(Giddens 1990, Bauman 1998, 
Scholte 2000, Held et. al 2003). As 
such, it appears at first glance that 
globalization has the potential to 
problematize and even transform 
existing conceptions of development. 
Yet, as this paper shall argue, both 
“globalization‟ and “development‟ 
are terms that cannot be taken at 
face value. As an ideology and 
practice, “development‟1 perpetuates 
its own myths (especially under the 
so-called “post- Washington 
Consensus‟ agenda) that effectively 
mystify the imperialistic intent of 
donor countries such as the US. 
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While globalization as explanandum 
(i.e. globalization as a descriptive 
term denoting the “[intensification] 
of worldwide social relations”2) is 
largely unproblematic, 
globalization’s proponents have 
sought to mobilize it as the 
explanans for contemporary social 
change (i.e. globalization as a theory 
in and of itself3). This paper argues 
that globalization theory obfuscates 
the ongoing dialectic between a 
“territorial” and “capitalistic” logic of 
power4 that lies at the heart of post-
1945 US grand strategy, which in 
turns renders invisible a 
“territorializing logic [of] capital 
accumulation”5 that inevitably 
perpetuates underdevelopment in 
certain parts of the world. As such, 
far from enabling a stripping away of 
development’s façade, globalization 
theory keeps hidden from view the 
way in which US neoliberal 
hegemony is sustained through the 
use of development as a means of 
exercising “consensual domination”6. 
 
To grasp fully the extent to which 
globalization theory obscures the 
imperialistic intentions of donor 
states necessitates a clear 
understanding of how our 
conceptions of development came to 
be.7 Embedded within notions of 
development is the idea of a kind of 
“growth from within; a gradual 
advancement through progressive 
stages”8 that is most explicitly 
delineated in Rostow’s theory on 
economic growth which begins with 
the “traditional”, non-capitalist 
society and culminates with the “age 
of high mass-consumption” wherein 
the emergence of the market society 
is complete.9 According to Rostow, 
development is rendered possible 
when “the old blocks and resistance 
to steady [capitalist] growth are 
finally overcome” through ideological 
change and technological 
advancement.10 Apart from 
effectively mystifying the violent and 
socially disruptive origins of 
capitalism, Rostow’s theory further 
identifies underdevelopment as 
mainly originating from a lack of 
capital, technological know-how, and 
engagement with the global 
economy. It is noteworthy that this 
theory seems to have significantly 
informed the work of contemporary 

developmental academics such as 
Jeffrey Sachs who laments the lack 
of sufficient political will among rich 
countries in helping developing 
countries overcome “the poverty 
trap” through sustained aid and 
technological transfer.11 While such a 
view of development did not emerge 
uncontested (as evidenced by 
Frank’s seminal 1966 essay on 
“development as 
underdevelopment”12), I argue that 
Frank’s theory is not so different 
from Rostow’s in that it too 
conceptualizes development as a 
process of capital accumulation 
based on industrialization (albeit 
through import-substitution 
industrialization rather than export-
led growth). 
 
The failure of the New International 
Economic Order (NIEO) during the 
late 1970s coupled with the debt 
crisis in the West set the stage for the 
implementation of neoliberal 
economic reforms of the 1980s 
which saw much of the developing 
world subjected to IMF conditionality 
and World Bank structural 
adjustment measures. While these 
reforms were portrayed by the 
international financial institutions as 
being beneficial in the long-run to the 
developing world, the amount of 
backlash generated within 
developing countries in the form of 
IMF riots alongside various critiques 
emanating from within academic and 
policy circles during the late 1990s 
prompted the realization that the 
pursuit of neoliberalism in the 
developing world could not continue 
in its current form. Many have since 
lauded the advent of a “Post-
Washington Consensus Era” wherein 
development is rearticulated as a 
process involving partnership 
between donor and recipient 
countries based on the principles of 
“ownership” and “participation” that 
enable developing countries to decide 
on their developmental priorities and 
assume responsibility for subsequent 
outcomes.13 In order to better 
capitalize on local knowledge, civil 
society participation has also been a 
distinctive feature of the new 
development agenda. However, far 
from representing a significant shift 
in developmental policy, there is 
much reason to believe that recent 

“reforms” merely represent a 
continuation of the Washington 
Consensus by other means. William I. 
Robinson correctly points out that 
civil society does not necessarily act 
as a bulwark between society and the 
state, for “hegemony is exercised in 
civil society itself, and power is 
exercised only on the basis of a given 
constellation of forces in civil 
society.”14 In a scathing critique of 
the notion of “ownership”, Alastair 
Fraser argues that “new donor 
policies can perhaps best be 
described as attempts to “move 
conditionality upstream”, [thus] 
incentivizing the adoption of donor 
preferences in economic, governance 
and social welfare systems without 
the need for coercive measures to 
achieve the same outcome.”15 Indeed, 
under the new developmental 
framework which centers on the use 
of Poverty Reduction Strategy 
Papers (PRSPs), recipient states are 
well-aware of the need to align their 
preferences with that of donor 
states, since aid negotiations now 
involve “[the contracting of] 
recipient-state conditions on a huge 
range of policy issues in one package, 
funding for all of which can be turned 
on or off by donor-states in one 
move.16 (my italics) 
 
With the understanding that 
development has successfully 
fashioned for itself a new smoke- 
screen under which neoliberal 
practices continue to be perpetuated 
as before, the key question at this 
juncture becomes – can globalization 
theory help us demystify the new 
development agenda and shed light 
on why it has assumed its current 
form? The answer is an unfortunate 
„no‟, for it appears that globalization 
theory lends itself to the exact 
opposite purpose of further 
obscuring the role which 
development plays in sustaining US 
neoliberal hegemony. Advocates 
maintain that “globalization has 
rendered methodological 
territorialism obsolete...”17, and that 
the “cross-cutting, over-lapping 
territorialities of globalization [have 
heralded] the emergence of a post-
Westphalian world order.”18 Such 
claims portray nation-states as 
largely helpless against the 
onslaught of globalization, having no 
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choice but to liberalize capital and 
open up their markets to foreign 
trade and investment if they are to 
survive and compete in the global 
marketplace. What this amounts to is 
the perpetuation of a false dichotomy 
between “globalization‟ and “the 
nation-state‟ which “[obfuscates] the 
role of the state in globalizing 
processes.”19 In fact, contemporary 
globalization must be recognized as 
the outcome of a US-led political 
project to create an interdependent 
world guided by liberal economic 
relations as a part of its “post-WWII 
grand strategy”20 to engender and 
sustain a capitalist world order. By 
denying the existence of a dialectical 
relationship between a territorial 
and capitalist logic of power, and in 
particular, the role of the US in 
fuelling globalizing processes that 
serve the interests of US national 
capital, globalization theory 
effectively naturalizes the spread of 
neoliberalism and falsely presents it 
as the only possible means of 
development…. 

[…] 
1. Discussions of development in this 
paper will focus on the provision of 
official development assistance (ODA) 
through the multilateral institutions of 
the IMF and the World Bank in order to 
highlight the salience of state interests 
in perpetuating the ideology and 
practice of development. 
2. See Anthony Giddens, The 
Consequences of Modernity, Cambridge 
1990, p.64 
3. See Justin Rosenberg, The Follies of 
Globalization Theory, Verso 2000, p.9 
4. See David Harvey, The New 
Imperialism, Oxford University Press 
2005, p.101 
5. See Alexander Anievas, “Theories of 
a Global State: A Critique”, in Review 
Articles / Historical Materialism, 
Vol.16 (2008) p.167–236 
6. See William Robinson, Promoting 
Polyarchy: Globalization, US 
Intervention, and Hegemony, 
Cambridge 
University Press (1998), p.21 
7. Since its birth during the colonial 
era, the notion of development has 
undergone several changes in the way 
it has been conceptualized and 
subsequently implemented. For the 
purposes of this essay, only two 
distinct periods of development will be 
discussed: the 1960s-1970s and the 
1980s to the present day. 
8. See Alastair Fraser, POL 7: Politics, 

Security & Development (Lectures on 
Development and Aid), Cambridge 
University, Lent 2011 
9. See W.W. Rostow, The Stages of 
Economic Growth: A Non-Communist 
Manifesto, Cambridge University Press 
1960, "The Five Stages of Growth – A 
Summary," pp. 4-16 
10. Ibid. 
11. See Jeffrey Sachs, The End of 
Poverty: Economic Possibilities of Our 
Time, Penguin Press 2005, p.31 
12. In what is now commonly referred 
to as “dependency theory”, Frank 
(1966:9) argues that 
“underdevelopment is not due to the 
survival of archaic institutions and the 
existence of capital shortage in regions 
that have remained isolated from the 
stream of world history. On the 
contrary, underdevelopment was and 
still is generated by...the development 
of capitalism itself.” In other words, 
rich countries had “developed” at the 
expense of the poor countries whose 
fate could hardly be otherwise given 
the way in which they had been 
integrated into the global economy. 
13.http://web.worldbank.org/WBSITE/
EXTERNAL/TOPICS/EXTPOVERTY/EX
TPRS/0,,contentMDK:2228389 
1~pagePK:210058~piPK:210062~the
SitePK:384201,00.html 
14. See William Robinson, Promoting 
Polyarchy: Globalization, US 
Intervention, and Hegemony, 
Cambridge University Press 1998, p.28 
15. See Alastair Fraser, The False 
Promise of the Ownership Agenda, 
forthcoming in a Norwegian book on 
the future of aid, published by the 
Norwegian Freedom of Expression 
Council 
16. See Adrian Wood. Challenges to the 
country-led model of development 
assistance, presented at the Global 
Economic Governance Programme 
Seminar, Oxford, November 11, 2005 
17. See Jan Aart Scholte, Globalization: 
A Critical Introduction, Basingstoke 
2000, p.315 
18. See David Held & Anthony 
McGrew, “Globalization and the End of 
the Old Order”, Review of International 
Studies, 1998, Vol. 24, p.219-245 
19. See Alex Anievas, “Theories of a 
Global State: A Critique”, in Review 
Articles / Historical Materialism, Vol. 
16 (2008) p.190 
20. See Barkawi & Laffey, “The 
Imperial Peace: Democracy, Force and 
Globalization”, in the European 
Journal of International Relations 
(1999), Vol. 5(4): 405 
          Contact @ mchan1 

Worker 
 By Javier Perez 
 
[a work in progress]  
 
I. [Trabajadora] 
 
Querida madre 
Reina de los bosces de mis sueños 

perdidos 
I want to share with you 

the fire forged by heavy 
memories suffering split 
personalities 

half regret for the burden I’ve 
been 
half worship for the organic 
life you cultivate through 
sacrifice 

I can remember it lucidly the way a 
corpse remembers his mortal 
beauty 

ur beautifully molded hands 
that would dance cumbia with 
my soul when u held me as a 
child 
caressing my engraved wounds 
with ur fingers which stretched 
like roots for the 

gardens of my inner kingdom 
gracefully flippin pans, pots, and 
hot pupusas to plump up a heart 
starved from a history 

ur atlas-like strength carrying 
another world for 9 months 

just to have the sweet flour of ur 
pain feed yet another mouth 

only u are built with an architecture 
that can stretch and expand 

gorgeously as I push the delicate 
outlines of ur velvety ribs to allow 
room so that I may kick 

but it is not enough to thank u for my 
birth 

for u have sacrificed so much more 
queen of the rich soils that is our 

skin 
I remember watching u give up ur 

crown every morning to get up n 
clean theatres…  

because in order to see ur son rise 
u’d wake before every sunrise n go to 

war with the relentless armies of 
shit ppl left on the floor 

rich and poor acting like gods who 
flooded destructive rivers of Coca 
Cola that unfolded como la 

cola de el Diablo  
striding the war fields royally 
with reluctant mops 
as popcorn, nachos, and 
gummiworms were thrown in 
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ur courses in place of the 
roses 

they should’ve be throwing 
as u graced those hallways 

instead of travellin’ down expansive 
meadows pickin flowers the 
universe humbly grew just for u 

u’d to walk thru theatres pickin up 
pennies and nickels 

just to help pay for my reduced 
lunch every day 

history repeats itself: 
mayan goddesses, once forced to 
pick ripe crops 

q son esta vieja mother 
earth’s canas 

now u arch ur back in 
reminiscent twists curvin to the 
rhythm of oppression 

u, who has the power, second in 
strength only to the heavens, 

to move stubborn mountains 
with the winds of ur sweet 
breathe 

surrendered honorably to moving 
napkins with the artificial gusts of 
a wind blower instead 

te despedistes de tu patria because 
life was not promised 

in the land that grew as much 
death as it did pine trees 

now u manifest untamed like 
mangrove trees 

rooted in a swampy 
history, still reaching for 
a sun that’s never left u  

y ahora mami ur sweat shed every 
morning 

still flows out ur pours thru the 
pipes of my dreams into the 
rivers of my pens  

onto the fertile earth of my poetry 
For two decades your heart 

persuaded your organs and 
bones to willingly hurt 

High pains for Low wages 
I never litter mama 

for, in the janitors and workers I 
meet today I see ur shadow 

composed like experienced 
soldiers 
loving like luminous moons on 
calm nights 
yet tired 

oh so tired 
e q mami yo siempre sera el 

salvatruco q no sabe 
wat the hell a civil war feels like 
u have forfeited the core of ur soul 

that is ur energy for over a third of 
ur life 

to clean up after a bunch of lazy 
sirvuenguezas 

in hopes that I will profit from ur 
prophetic proletariat life choices 

I promise I will avenge u 
 
 Contact @  jperez2 
 
Collect the Sun 
 By Peera Songkünnatham 
 
written after I came out to my dad 
 
Last night, a blizzard 
Devastated the landscape outside 
Spiraled the powdery white, fogging 
Beneath the starless sky 
Pitch-dark, only black and white 
Falling, falling 
Down, filling, filling 
Up, foot-height, 
Knee-height 
Don't go outside, he said 
Don't go outside, he said 
He threatened 
And opened the door, allowing in a 

gust 
Storming in, chilled to the bone  
 
Don't go outside, he said, 
You go outside and you won't see 

anything 
Snow and fog would blind you 
Your skin would coarsen 
He threatened  
And opened the door, allowing a gust 
Storming into our home 
Perhaps he too was chilled to the 

bone  
 
* * *  
 
New day 
It's daylight 
Snow falls lightly 
It's daylight 
Hundreds of white Suns glitter before 

my eyes 
Inviting us to go collect the Sun   

       
(Collect the Sun 
And keep it in your heart 
Collect the power, the great 
energy of the light 
United; never break it apart) 

Try putting on a coat, dad 
And a thick jacket 
Borrow mom's gloves (maybe they're 

too small) 
You may try taking on my boots 
There's a shovel 
Let's go outside and shovel away 
The snow, let's walk together 
Watch the dripping of icicles down 

home's roof 
Pick up specks of snow, melt them 

with our body heat 
Watch the thawing of snow 
With the warmth of the Sun  
  
Dad, 
Don't bury our home under the cold 
Don't entomb yourself under the 

frost 
 

Contact @ psongku1 
 
 
Beyond Feeding my Stomach 

By Miyuki Baker 
 
I’ve been thinking a lot about food 
lately.  I recently completed a 21-day 
cleanse (slip-ups-once-in-a-while-is-
okay kind of cleanse) in which I ate a 
vegan, mostly gluten-free and 
processed sugars-free diet.  That 
meant I was pretty much eating only 
out of the salad bar at Sharples.  To 
spice things up, I carried dried 
seaweed to reconstitute in a bowl of 
water to add on top of my salads. 
 Bringing the dried and shriveled up 
seaweed back to their plump and 
glossy state took me back home 
where my Japanese mother puts 
seaweed in every meal.   
 
It’s actually quite an amazing system 
my mother uses, in line with a 
traditional Japanese diet.  This 
consists of the following set of foods. 
Beans, sesame seeds, seaweed, 
vegetables, fish, mushrooms, yams 
(mame まめ, goma ごま, wakame 
わかめ, yasai やさい, shiitake 
しいたけ, imo いも) The first letter of 
each food group forms the sentence 
まごはやさしいor “grandchildren are 
kind (in the sense of filial piety)” It 
amuses me that such a saying sneaks 
into a mnemonic about foods to eat, 
but that’s another discussion 
entirely.  In any case, I grew up with 
an incredible chef as a mother who 
not only worked her butt off to put 
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delicious food in front of my father 
and I but also cared so much about 
the nutritional values of said foods. 
 She would literally point out each 
food group from the ma-go-wa-ya-sa-
shi-yi list in our meals, viewing it as a 
game of sorts, clucking her tongue if 
she missed a food group or two. 
 There were several occasions where 
I sent me into the kitchen to grab the 
mortar and pestle to grind up some 
sesame seeds to complete the set. 
 
Coming from such a healthy and 
mindful diet, but distinctly Japanese 
diet of fish stock and pork fat, my 
vegetarian, vegan and celiac friends I 
encountered in college and elsewhere 
surprised me.  Wasn’t a well-
balanced diet, one that ate many 
things but in moderation?  I 
questioned the authenticity of such 
diets as I recounted episodes of 
embarrassment in my childhood 
during which elementary school 
classmates would wrinkle their faces 
in disgust at the sight of something 
my mother had labored to create and 
say “ewww, what’s that?”   
 
We Americans have messed up 
relationships with our food.  In many 
cases, kids think of french fries as a 

good representative of vegetables, 
and ice pops as fruit.  I was 
surrounded by friends who grew up 
in households where the only fruit 
they had were apples, oranges and 
bananas.  Ironically, the only 
consistent fruit Swarthmore serves 
are these very fruits.  Variety tends 
to make us think of access and 
privilege, but why must we deny 
people the right to connect with the 
earth? Ditch the expensive health 
food stores. No, actually, buy a 
couple of organic avocados, take the 
pits and make an orchard of avocado 
trees, and make guacamole for 
everyone in the neighborhood! 
 
Of course it’s so hard to remember 
that seeds grow into plants and that 
real animals lay eggs when 
everything is covered in plastic and 
cardboard. 
 
When I worked on an organic meat 
farm a couple of years ago, I couldn’t 
help but revel in the beauty of each 
new size and color of the chicken 
eggs.  Why would I want it to be so 
uniform and white after seeing the 
variety that exists in nature?  And 
yet there are so many ways in which 
people interact with their food, 

influenced by religion, class, race, 
politics, gender and other social 
factors. 
 
There are so many ways of talking 
about food that it becomes 
overwhelming to talk mindfully 
about it with others.  I think we all 
have our own histories and cultures 
surrounding food that impact the 
way in which we view our food and 
its functions.  While going on a 
cleanse made me realize that my 
body felt lighter and cleaner, less 
weighed down when I wasn’t filling 
it up with things that have been 
known to take lots of energy to 
process--gluten, sugar, meat etc., but 
it has also made me think a lot about 
the traditional Japanese diet and 
diets of different cultures.  I grew up 
hearing about the Okinawans (the 
southern most island of Japan) who 
eat every part of the pig, as well as 
an incredible amount of bitter 
melon--apparently a magical pairing 
that put them at the top 3 of longest 
living and healthy people in the 
world.   
 

Then last night I had a moment with 
some friends over a bag of shrimp-
flavored chips, the Asian kind. 
 Having conveniently ignored the 
ingredients list on the back of the 
bag, I cringed as one of my friends 
read off the list.  MSG, shrimp and 
weird oils that I don’t know the 
origin of. I responded that foreign 
food “didn’t count.” Can I get to the 
bottom of this? In my mind, many of 
these so-called “foreign foods” are 
linked to my childhood, my culture 
and to my sense of belonging.  Sure, 
that’s largely due to socialization but 
could there be something more 
fundamental to the way certain 
groups of people eat?  Do I have a 
right to deny this food? Do I want to? 
What am I doing to my soul when I 
deny my stomach? Is it a denial? 
Does converting something 
traditional into a vegan dish make it 
less appetizing to the soul? 
 
I’m still trying to figure out how to 
eat so that I’m being good to my body 
and my soul, and of course to 
animals, the environment and 
workers in the food industry.  In the 
meantime I want to talk to you about 
all of this. LET’S TALK ABOUT FOOD! 

Illustration by Miyuki Baker 
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 Maybe you’ll convince me to stop 
calling myself a flegan (a flexible 
vegan), or perhaps I’ll show you how 
to make vegan chia seed chocolate 
pudding. 
 
 Contact @ ebaker1 
 

Mexico’s Drug War: Not Another 
Colombia 

 By Natalia Cote-Muñoz 
 
Excerpt from paper for the Council 
on Hemispheric Affairs, January 17, 
2012; accessible here: 
http://www.coha.org/mexicos-drug-
war-not-another-colombia/ 
 
The drug war in Mexico grows more 
brutal daily. It is practically 
impossible to read news from that 
country without exposure to a 
myriad of literal rolling heads, mass 
graves, shootouts, and grisly 
abductions. While addressing the 
Council on Foreign Relations on 
September 8, 2010, U.S. Secretary of 
State Hillary Clinton qualified the 
situation in Mexico as “looking more 
and more like Colombia looked 20 
years ago, when the narco-traffickers 
controlled certain parts of the 
country.”[i] In fact, both U.S. and 
Mexican policymakers have 
proposed tactics based on the 
Colombian experience. However, one 
must closely examine the practical 
differences between the two 
countries before applying Colombian 
tactics to Mexico indiscriminately, 
since in practice many of Colombia’s 
crime strategies might well be 
ineffective in the Mexican case. 
[…] 
 
Weak Democracy vs. Corporatist 
One-Party Rule 
Although weakened governmental 
institutions invite the rise of crime, 
the weaknesses of the two countries 
largely occur along different planes. 
Many would consider that Colombia 
has had a long history of democracy 
in comparison to its Latin American 
counterparts. Colombia has regularly 
held elections and features a 
centralized, multi-party system that 
includes three major, well-
represented parties. Centralization 

and established democratic 
institutions make it demonstrably 
easier to reform and reorganize 
ailing institutions, especially in the 
areas of the judiciary and law 
enforcement. 
[…] 
 
Mexican democracy, on the other 
hand, is relatively new and highly 
vulnerable. The government has had 
to deal with the unyielding 
complexities involved in the nature 
of the Mexican state that would 
make the restructuring of that 
country’s institutions much more 
difficult. Former administrator of the 
Drug Enforcement Agency, Robert 
Bonner, describes Mexico’s federal 
system of law enforcement as having 
“two federal, 32 state, and over 
1,500 municipal police 
agencies.”[vii] Reformation and 
reorganization of Mexican multi-
crime institutions would thus require 
a prodigious amount of coordination 
among fragmented and complex 
states, municipalities, and the 
federal layer of government. 
[…] 
 
Post-Escobar Organized Crime: 
Less Glamour, More Strategy […] 
Mexico’s drug cartel situation is 
considerably different than was the 
case of Colombia’s in the 1980s and 
1990s for the following reasons. 
First, its drug cartels are 
increasingly more sophisticated and 
less homogenous. Second, Mexican 
cartels are relatively more powerful 
and more numerous than the 
Colombian cartels, and third, the 
cartels are more or less equal to each 
other in their power and punch. 
[…] 
 
Mexico: So far from God and so 
close to the United States 
The final significant difference 
between how the drug trade operates 
in Mexico and Colombia is 
geographic; Mexico borders the U.S. 
This geographic feature has two 
definitive consequences that have 
not been part of any built-in problem 
with Colombia. First, not only do 
drug cartels operate in Mexico, but 
that country also forms the main 
migration route into the U.S. from 
Latin America. Second, Mexico is 
subject to intensive arms trafficking 

from the U.S., which fuels the 
existing drug trade and helps 
intensify the conflict. 
[…] 
 
Colombia: Success or Cautionary 
Tale? 
What many policymakers fail to 
realize is that the Colombian case 
was not successful. The suffocation of 
the Colombian cartels and the closing 
of drug smuggling routes through the 
Caribbean only strengthened the role 
of the Mexican cartels, as that 
country became the only viable 
option for transporting cocaine. Once 
Colombian cartels were weakened, 
Mexican traffickers formed their 
own cartels instead of retaining their 
role as traffickers for the 
Colombians. These cartels are now 
not only exceedingly diverse and 
numerous, but are also in the 
backyard of the U.S., which further 
complicates the immigration issue. If 
anything, the failed results of the 
Colombian strategy only prove its 
shortsightedness. 
 
The current, much heated-up conflict 
in Mexico is simply a different beast 
than the previous one in Colombia. 
Firstly, Mexico has a much more 
complex federal structure than does 
Colombia and a history of corporatist 
institutional corruption, which 
makes reorganization of its 
institutions very difficult. Secondly, 
drug cartels are now more 
sophisticated, varied, and numerous 
than was the case in Colombia. 
Finally, Mexico’s proximity to the 
U.S. makes inter-cartel territorial 
battles much more brutal, since the 
seizure of key routes into the 
country is a main and immediate 
goal, and arms trafficking is far from 
being controlled by its across-the-
border neighbor. These issues 
become key features when 
formulating an appropriate anti-
crime strategy in Mexico. 
 
The picture painted of Mexico here is 
appropriately grim, and calls for 
immediate attention to the root of 
the issue. If the U.S. wants to prevent 
large criminal organizations from 
threatening the sovereignty of these 
two neighboring nations, then it 
needs to attack the root causes of the 
status quo instead of launching 
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episodic skirmishes against 
diaphanous symptoms. Even if the 
problem in Mexico is “solved,” it will 
be hard to predict what may happen 
next. After all, “success” in Colombia 
concentrated the power of organized 
crime in Mexico. What remains 
enticing about these criminal 
organizations is the chance to earn 
high profits in places where jobs, 
especially living wage-paying jobs, 
are scarce. Ironically, the 
profitability of the drug trade is 
mostly due to ongoing drug 
prohibition in the U.S. The punitive 
nature of U.S. drug policy raises the 
stakes and cost of drug trafficking. 
This leads to an exponential 
multiplier effect in the drug trade, 
which makes the industry highly 
profitable. The U.S. must reexamine 
prevailing drug policies within its 
borders and at least begin to explore 
the decriminalization of drugs in 
order to save its neighbor from the 
violence caused by organized crime. 
Policy change is more important 
than the mere provision of military 
assistance or territorial interdiction. 
 
 Contact @ ncotemu1 
 
 
 

Yunior Yunior 
 By Noel Quiñones 
 

Uno: 
 
It was hot as hell.  Smoldering the 
street corners, multitudes of Latinos 
were crisscrossing the streets, going 
about their business.  Andres sat in 
his folding chair, his ass sticky 
against the plastic bottom.  His 
dominoes slipped between his 
perspiring fingers as he decided his 
next move.  He sat in front of a 
foldable wooden table, centered 
between him and three other men.  A 
radio, flickering from the constant 
hits it needed in order to work, sat on 
the bottom step of the apartment 
building the men sat in front of. 
 
“Capicu!” screamed the man across 
from Andres, a boisterous face mixed 
with creases of age met Andres’ eyes.  
“Porquería man.” said Andres as he 
threw his remaining dominoes down.   
 
Truthfully, he had not been paying 
attention to the game in the first 
place on account of the stifling heat.  
It had been heavy since this morning 
when he awoke and it had not given 
to cooler air. 
 

“I’m going to take a walk 
compadres.”  Andres got up from his 
chair with some resistance from the 
plastic and began walking down the 
street.  He had heard one of the local 
kids had broken open another fire 
hydrant near by, something he 
needed desperately.  There would 
most likely be a ton of people outside, 
so he followed the yells and screams 
through the neighborhood.  He 
walked for a few minutes until he 
reached the back end of an 
apartment building, and then 
decided to use it as a shortcut since 
he was sure he could hear the noises 
of water and children on the other 
side. 
 
On the other end of the alleyway 
Andres saw a couple leaning against 
the red brick of the building.  He was 
pushing her against the wall; their 
bodies holding each other in place 
while they pushed back and forth 
with their lips.  Andres pushed his 
feet to the other end of the alleyway 
yet kept his eyes on the couple, a 
human quality of curiosity that he 
could not control.  Yet as he 
approached them his eyes blew up in 
their sockets. 
 
“Yunior, is that you?!” he exclaimed 
as Junior stopped kissing the woman 
and turned to his uncle. 
 
“Tío?” he said as he turned away 
from the woman against the wall, an 
incriminating face meeting Andres’ 
eyes.  “How you doing?” said Junior 
as he composed himself, shifting in 
front of the woman who looked to be 
about Andres’ age. 
 
“Who is that Yunior?” asked Andres 
in a firm tone, demanding an answer 
from his fourteen year old nephew, 
sweating anew with perspiration. 
 
“This is my friend Tío, her name is 
Monica.” said Junior as he nodded to 
Monica.   
 
“Hola” she said as if in a haze.  Once 
Andres could get a good look at her, 
he realized she was definitely older 
than Junior but not only by a few 
months but by at least a few years.  
Andres turned to Junior and gave 
him one of his parental looks, 
something he could turn on and off at Latinoamérica by Evelyn Fraga  Contact @ efraga1 
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will while he still held his age around 
23 years old.   
 
“Monica, I need to go with my Tío but 
I will call you later.” as Junior said 
this, Monica rushed back the way 
Andres had come, away from the 
screaming children and sounds of 
water hitting the pavement.   
 
“We need to have a talk Yunior.”  
Andres and Junior began walking 
towards the oasis of children, 
running back and forth through the 
fire hydrant waterfalls.  Now that he 
could see this spectacle, Andres felt 
cooler under the sun yet he knew he 
would not feel this for long. 
 
“How old is that woman Yunior y 
digame la verdad.” 
 
“She is in her mid teenage years, a 
little shy of the mark you know Tío.” 
said Junior brushing the question 
aside as if it were nothing. 
 
“Niño say one more smartass thing 
to me and watch what happens, 
you’re gunna get it.” 
 
“Ok, ok Tío.  She is well, she is about 
to turn 22.” 
 
“What is this some kind of joke niño? 
You are 14 years old, what the hell 
are you doing with a 22 year old 
woman?!” screamed Andres so loud 
that some of the children near the 
hydrant looked up from their 
paradise. 
 
“Well you see what happened was...”  
 
“No, forget it.  I don’t wanna hear it.  
I only have one question.  How have 
you kept this a secret from my 
sister?  She would kill you if she 
found out niño.” 
 
“Yo se Tío, I have it under control.” 
said Junior as they continued to walk 
down the street and past the 
hydrant.  They turned a corner and 
Andres stopped on the next block in 
front of Junior’s building. 
 
“Look Yunior, I am not going to tell 
my sister but if this gets out of hand 
you need to come tell me first and I 
will help you out, entiende?” asked 

Andres as he looked his nephew in 
the eyes. 
 
“I got you Tío.” said Junior as he 
began climbing his building steps. 
 
Andres watched him and then let out 
a ferocious laugh as Junior 
approached the last step. 
   
“You got some balls niño, I have to 
admit that shit.” he called after his 
nephew who smiled before shutting 
the lobby door behind him. 
 

Dos: 
 
Andres sat like a sloth on his 
pullback armchair, a remote in one 
hand and a beer in the other.  He 
wasn’t really paying attention to the 
show flickering on the monitor, 
merely relaxing because it was one of 
the first days he had off in a while.  
The temperature had waned off since 
that day he saw Junior with that 
older woman.  For some reason he 
could not stop thinking about his 
nephews guts and style in the whole 
thing.  While he knew it was terrible 
and his sister would kill him if she 
ever found out, there was something 
comical in it.  Junior was more of a 
man in looks than in personality.  
While he is only fourteen years old, 
he looks to be at least 18 or 19 if you 
weren’t in the family and could call 
his bullshit.  Andres had heard 
rumors through the brickwork about 
his nephew’s rumblings’ with 
neighborhood girls but they had only 
been girls and not women.  Andres 
laughed under his breath and soon 
fell asleep as a quiet breeze floated in 
from the South Bronx. 
 
Bang Bang Bang! Andres was 
abruptly awoken from his sleep by an 
incessant noise on his apartment 
door.  Lazily he got up and treaded to 
the entranceway muttering constant 
“Hold on’s” under his breath.  He 
unbolted his door; it had the look of a 
vault entrance covered with locks 
and iron bolts, and pulled it open.   
Junior tumbled inside. 
 
“Tío, I have a big problem.” he said 
out of breath as he slumped onto 
Andres’ plastic covered couch.  
“Monica wants to marry me.” Junior 
had caught his breath enough to say 

those words but they cut Andres’ 
breath as he heard them. 
 
“I thought I told you to be careful 
niño?” Andres said with a sigh as he 
sat down beside his nephew, a 
crunch following his descent as the 
plastic molded to his ass.  “Tell me 
what happened.” 
 
“So I went to pick her up as usual 
from her apartment.  I was being all 
suave and taking care of her as we 
walked down the street.  We spent 
the day together and then went out 
to a restaurant, nothing special just 
one of the local Caridad’s in the 
neighborhood.  We ate our food and 
she bursts out saying I love you 
Yunior, we should get married and 
run away with each other.”  Junior 
took a breath and slumped back into 
the sofa, a defeated look on his face. 
 
“And then what happened? How did 
you end up here? 
 
“Well she said that and I booked it, 
ran all the way over here because I 
didn’t know who else to go to.  I’m 
fourteen years old Tío! I don’t want 
to get married and go off with a 
woman for the rest of my life!” 
screamed Junior. 
 
“I know niño I know but I am no good 
with these relationship problems.  I 
have been married and divorced 
three times and look at where it has 
gotten me.  As much as I hate to say 
it, we need to go to your mother.” 
Andres tried to keep these last two 
words at bay for as long as he could 
but once they escaped his lips Junior 
slumped even deeper into the plastic 
sofa top, a blob being eaten up by the 
reflecting covering. 
 

Tres: 
  
Andres shook his head vigorously as 
he sat down to a plate of heated arroz 
con pollo from the night before.  He 
had gone to visit his sister, Zaida, to 
talk about Junior’s recent mishap 
with Monica.  Zaida updated him on 
the events that had followed after 
Andres had solemnly knocked on her 
door, Junior held by his shirt collar 
just in case he decided to book it at 
the last minute.  Once Zaida had 
heard the full story she beat him so 
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bad that Andres could feel wounds 
creeping up on his leathered skin.  
He had left the house consoling 
Junior in the only way he knew how, 
by saying “You had it coming Yunior, 
you stupid ass.”  Junior told him 
knew how his uncle meant these 
words but it didn’t sooth his skin. 
 
He went home that night and as soon 
as he left his house the next 
morning, the entire neighborhood 
was talking about his “smooth” 
nephew.  But that wasn’t the end of 
the story, as Andres said Hola to a 
group of gossiping senoritas; they 
told him he should be proud of his 
sisters’ quick work of Monica.  
Apparently Zaida had dragged 
Junior to this woman’s house and 
forced an apology and a legitimate 
age out of him.  As everything goes in 
the neighborhood, dignity was 
something you coveted with your life.  
Monica was publicly disgraced and it 
was said that people heard her 
packing bags as soon as she closed 
the door on Zaida. 
 
Andres had seen every story you 
could think of in the neighborhood 
but this one was a top ten, prime 
material considering how old Junior 
was.  If he could put one over on a 22 
year old then why was he still single?  
Andres washed the question down 
with a swing of Corona and decided 
to try his luck on the street.  Where 
would the Latin honeys be if they’re 
not going for a late night stroll he 
thought. 
 
He walked out of his apartment in a 
button down over a white beater and 
a pair of jeans.  If he was going to find 
a girl she would have to take him the 
way he is: a little drunk and 
averagely dressed.  As he strolled 
through the neighborhood, he was 
greeted by the late night community 
of rollers and hustlers mixed with 
elderly men playing dominoes. 
 
Andres rounded the corner and 
viewed a couple loitering by an 
apartment stoop.  They talked but 
progressively moved in and out with 
their lips, touching and receding 
until it became a game of foolish 
children.  As Andres approached he 
realized the woman looked to be 
around his age and then his eyes 

expanded as they had the week 
before. 
 
“YUNIOR?! Otra vez!”  
 
 Contact @ nquinon1 
 
 
Hegemony, power and capitalism: 
why international agreements fail 
to effectively curb climate change 
 By Majandra Rodriguez 
 
International consensus is that the 
increase in global temperature must 
be kept below a 2˚C average in order 
to avoid the worst-case scenario of 
climate change (UNEP). There have 
been international efforts to curb 
global warming more or less since 
most college students today were 
born. Despite this “lifetime” of 
negotiations, to date we lack a truly 
binding and effective agreement. 
Most significantly, nations are not on 
track to meet their currently stated 
commitments and pledges; and even 
if they did meet them by 2020, the 
decrease in global emissions would 
still be insufficient to meet the 2˚C 
limit.  
 
We must come to terms with the fact 
that any candid assessment of the 
scientific evidence paints a pretty 
bleak future. Without a 
transformation in the way that 
states perceive security and self-
interest –that is, without disrupting 
the hegemony of capitalist and 
neorealist ideologies-, international 
efforts will not be able to decrease 
emissions in time to avert global 
ecological disaster.  
 
The tragedy of the common 
environment today is created, 
furthered and heightened by our 
globalized capitalist economic 
system. As Gibson-Graham state, 
capitalism is essentially defined by 
an orientation towards growth, 
within a certain framework of 
selfhood and self-interest most 
clearly expressed in the zealous 
protection of private and individual 
ownership rights. The rise of 
multibillionaires and multinational 
corporations as we know them today 
are stereotypical yet very real 
examples of a capitalism based on 

expansion, accumulation and the 
concentration of resources in a few 
private hands. Furthermore, 
capitalism has been historically 
fuelled by the production and 
consumption of industrially 
produced goods based on low-cost 
coal and oil, and today is 
fundamentally dependent on non-
renewable energy sources. This is 
especially problematic as capitalism 
tends to the externalization of 
environmental costs.  
 
Despite these concerns, it seems 
“presently beyond” governments to 
agree to put in place the changes 
“that could halt destruction of our 
environmental commons” (Gibson-
Graham x). Hegemonic 
conceptualizations of what is 
possible and desirable thus need to 
be confronted if states are to 
effectively curb climate change. As 
self-proclaimed “theorists of 
possibility,” J.K Gibson-Graham 
describe how the depoliticized 
economy, or capitalism seen as a 
structural object outside of our 
command, is to be re-politicized by 
recognizing “ourselves as theorizing, 
authorizing subjects of economy,” 
and “cultivating ourselves as 
subjects who can imagine and enact a 
new economic politics” (xxviii). More 
specifically, Gibson–Graham aim to 
move away from “capitalocentric” 
discourse and highlight “nonmarket 
transactions, unpaid labor, and 
communal or independent modes of 
generating and distributing surplus” 
among other “different” forms of 
economy, not as “departures from 
the norm” but as fully existent and 
even statistically predominant (68).  
 
As Gibson-Graham argue, these other 
forms of economic and political being 
are not to be seen as marginal, 
utopian or unrealistic, but as 
concrete, real and relevant. Doing so 
would for example allow us to 
recognize, validate and bring to the 
forefront the myriad ways in which 
communities and people in different 
regions across the world are 
confronting climate change and 
environmental degradation. Thus, 
J.K. Gibson-Graham’s analysis can 
lead to understanding that we need 
not solely rely on current 
international negotiations and 



SwatOverlaps           Volume VII Issue I         3.20.12                 13 
 
“capitalocentric” frameworks to 
present solutions to climate change 
in time. Rather, it is a hopeful 
message of acknowledging and 
furthering the work already being 
done at multiple levels of society.   
 
There are many reasons why 
institutions and people continue to 
believe in the –still unrealized- 
potential of international climate 
negotiations and cooperation. The 
fact that “carbon dioxide molecules 
do not respect borders,” as Stiglitz 
put it, implies the need to question 
state-centric ideas of survival and 
security. Nonetheless, such a 
conceptual and practical shift entails 
a confrontation of strong political 
and economic interests that abide by 
“capitalocentric” as well as neorealist 
conceptual frameworks. For 
neorealists, survival in international 
relations is equated to obtaining 
maximum relative gains. As carbon 
emissions and natural resource 
exploitation are key to economic 
growth, and as economic growth is 
linked to political power and military 
might, neorealist concerns are 
especially relevant to the 
international failure to curb climate 
change. Even if some countries 
consider environmental threats a 
priority and are willing to cooperate, 
more powerful countries oriented by 
neorealist thinking can –and do- 
effectively block negotiations The 
current failure of the Kyoto Protocol 
to limit carbon emissions is 
connected to the impasse between so-
called “developing” and “developed” 
countries, generated by relative 
gains concerns. As a result of this 
impasse, how so-called “developing” 
and “developed” countries will limit 
their emissions is to date unclear. A 
more concrete discussion on the 
matter has been officially postponed 
until 2015, with projections to 
implement a new agreement by 2020 
-by which time it will most likely be 
too late to reach the 2˚C increase 
limit. 
 
In conclusion, as Stiglitz warns us, 
“global warming is too important to 
rely on any country’s goodwill.” It is 
useful to acknowledge and bring to 
the forefront ways of addressing 
climate change that exist outside of –
and despite of- state-centric 

international negotiations. As J.K. 
Gibson-Graham argue, outside of 
dominant processes there always 
exist spaces of possibility, but we 
need to be able to conceptualize and 
imagine them first. In other words, 
their “theory of possibility” is 
enabling; it is but a first step towards 
better recognizing and supporting 
already existing endeavors as well as 
the potential for action held within 
communities. Through this, not only 
can we better acknowledge the 
energy that constitutes the root of 
the domestic pressure that pushes 
states to action, but we can also 
move past the conceptual and 
practical constraints of state-
centric international politics. 
Business-as-usual was the cause of 
climate change, and if we are to 
address it in time, we have to 
recognize that we cannot necessarily 
depend on international institutions, 
states and hegemonic thinking to 
take effective action in time. Rather, 
we must recognize our collective 
potential to act differently.  
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roaming on mami and papi’s island 
listening to anthony santos 
 By Haydil Henriquez 
 
Te vas amor.  
You’re leaving love. 

 
with the lethargic heat  
dancing past mufflers and 
our toyota camry’s bumper,  
galloping to the versus of anthony 

santos. 
my father’s hands escalate away 

from the steering wheel 

and orbit above his dark scalp 
in a backward stroke motion  
all coinciding with the beat 
 
the guitar solo ripples  

past the tassel hanging on 
the rearview mirror, 

swivels 
across eight crammed legs 
in the backseat, 

bounces  
off the sunroof and down 
to the cup holder, and  

glides   
out the back window 
swiftly 

 
Si asi no quieres, que le voy hacer. 
If that’s how you want it, what else 

can I do? 
 

my father’s hands return to their 
appropriate place, 

left on the wheel, 
right on my mother’s lap 
 
Tu vanidad no te déjo entender.  
You’re vanity did not let you 

understand. 
 
for years I’ve craved Dominican air 
so I stick out my foreign tongue on 

this august morning 
to see if my taste buds savors coffee 

beans or perhaps plantain trees  
and I taste a midst of guava seeds 

instead, 
circulating near my window  
exiting my mother’s palms 
 
Que en la pobresa se sabe querer.  
In poverty you learn to love. 
 
we continue to cruise  
past the mountains of the island 
with no traffic signs. 
we wisp the heavy air and sing along 
 
Te vas amor 
Si asi no quieres, que le voy hacer 
Tu vanidad no te dejo entender 
Que en la pobresa se sabe querer. 
 
  Contact @ hhenriq1 
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The first time we let go of our 
existence as we jumped the wall of 
soil 

By Haydil Henriquez 

We found ourselves in midair, thirty 
feet too far from the semi-shallow 
river that mocked our warped legs. 
 
I held my nose. 
 
With your cupped hands resembling 
the arcs in which mango trees in the 
campo grow, (in fetal position, 
hoping to saturate all the brown 
nutrients) you glanced over as the 
seconds sluggishly crawled past the 
spaces between our fingers. 
 
Your hands held mine but I yearned 
for the man who stood by the edge of 
the bank bathing his stallion. 
 
I wanted my father’s recognition. 
 
Perhaps I saw you as the direct link 
to the man whose beard surpassed 5 
o’clock, but you are a native to this 
semi-shallow river and the only 
bodies of water I’ve had the pleasure 
to inhale lie beneath the George 
Washington Bridge. 
 
I thought that if I applied pressure 
unto your palms I could slowly 
excavate your insides and slide into 
your exterior. 
 
I was wrong. 
 
If I could take time, I’ll remove it 
from stallion man’s jaw line and 
reverse the egg from the sperm 
amalgamation so I can become his 
preferred gender, maybe then he’ll 
take me on horseback rides to see the 
horizon hide underneath hoofs.  
 
The first time I let go of my existence 
as I dived off the parapet, I reentered 
a realm where I lunged into time, 
where the mere sight of his arched 
back was enough, and my tongue 
stuttered in a dialect of Spanglish 
and Nuyo-Dominicanism 
 
I am worthy. 
 

Contact @ hhenriq1 
 
 

Divestment FAQs 
 By Swarthmore Mountain 

Justice 
 
First published on the Daily Gazette 
 
As much of the campus knows, 
Mountain Justice is working to end 
Swarthmore’s dirty financial ties 
with the destructive fossil fuel 
industry. Through its financial 
investments, Swarthmore is 
supporting some of the most 
destructive extraction companies in 
the world. As we ask for support with 
the campaign, we wanted to address 
some questions and concerns we’ve 
heard from students so far in the 
campaign. 
 
Why doesn’t Mountain Justice 
propose a shareholder resolution? 
Shareholder resolutions are useful in 
cases where a company can reform 
its practices, principles, or 
procedures, but are virtually 
impossible when the reform 
undermines the economic purpose of 
the company in question. In other 
words, shareholder resolutions can 
pressure a fossil fuel company to 
“clean up its act,” but they still allow 
the company to continue to extract 
and use fossil fuels. Companies can, 
and frequently do, throw out 
shareholder resolutions that 
are “related to the company’s 
ordinary business operations.” 
 
Why is divestment the best 
solution? 
As mentioned above, dirty energy is 
dirty energy, no matter how 
“cleanly” extracted, and is not 
sustainable. By withdrawing both 
ideological and financial support 
from these companies through 
divestment, we are sending a clear 
message that we will not be complicit 
in irresponsible extractive practices 
OR the continuation of a destructive 
dependency on fossil fuels. 
 
In 1986, Swarthmore College ended 
its complicity in an unjust system by 
divesting from companies supporting 
South African apartheid. This nation-
wide campaign was hugely successful 
in working toward the end of the 
South African apartheid. It is now 

time for the College to respond to an 
analogous system of injustice. 
 
Won’t divestment negatively affect 
the endowment? 
Many studies have dispelled the 
myth that securing a financial 
bottom line necessitates throwing 
social and environmental 
responsibilities out the window. 
According to Mercer, a vast majority 
of studies on socially responsible 
investments show environmental, 
social and corporate governance 
(ESG) factors can have a positive 
impact on portfolio returns. 
 
We understand that this 
transformation will entail necessary 
public discussions about the College’s 
financial transparency and 
investment strategy, and we want to 
affirm our own commitment to a 
healthy endowment and 
maintenance of Swarthmore’s 
financial aid.  We are ready and 
willing to do everything necessary to 
see this process to its completion. 
 
Will this really make a difference? 
It’s true, a single campus divestment 
campaign is not enough. This is why 
we are working with a national 
coalition of students from 
universities around the country who 
are all pushing for fossil fuel 
divestment. A single voice is rarely 
enough to change stayed and corrupt 
practices, but a concert of voices 
from institutions of higher learning 
around the country can make a huge 
impact, as we have seen with the 
campaign to divest from South 
African apartheid. Swarthmore has 
an amazing opportunity to redefine 
the role of higher educational 
institutions and set a bold precedent 
in the fight for climate justice and 
the common good. 
 
Why so urgent? 
There are people fighting the dirty 
extraction practices poisoning their 
communities every day. We couldn’t 
stay silent and allow Swarthmore to 
champion struggles for social justice 
while pouring money into the same 
companies that are destroying 
communities all over the country. 
 
We have done a lot of thinking about 
how we, as Swarthmore students, 
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can best support communities on 
these front lines of climate change 
and fossil fuel extraction. While we 
are not often on those front lines, we 
can stand in solidarity with those 
communities and use the power we 
have. We are members of an 
institution that controls huge 
amounts of money. When 
Swarthmore makes choices to invest 
in certain industries, it is actively 
allowing those industries to continue 
those practices – something that we, 
as students, can guide to a more just 
purpose. 
 

Contact @            
swarthmoreMJ@gmail.com 

 
 
200 South Sea Avenue 
 By Miyuki Baker 
 
i 
 
The suitcase was always under my 

bed for easy access, 
“Going to the Cape this weekend” dad 

would announce 
and I’d whip that suitcase out faster 

than he could even blink 
 
Solving crossword puzzles with 

grandma, 
Writing plays and causing mischief, 
The Cape was always raucous and 

full of energy, 
The perfect getaway for my cousins 

and me. 
 
I still remember the feeling of the 

grand piano’s ivory under my 
small fingers, 

as I swayed with the pendulum of the 
Grandfather clock 

Shuffling barefoot across the musty 
maroon Oriental rug, 

the sand from the beach hiding in its 
depths, crawling up between my 
toes 

 
The south room was well stocked 

with dress up clothes, board games 
and a lot of sunlight. 

When we exhausted the south room, 
off we went 

Giggling from atop the tree swing, 
Nearly crashing into Grandpa’s old 

office shed, Ballyglunin 
And when it was hot, 

Conquering the beach with our big 
striped towels and pink bottles of 
sunscreen 

 
Everything about 200 South Sea 

Avenue was welcoming and I miss 
seeing grandma with her poofy 
white hair, waiting at the door as 
we pulled up ready to smother me 
with her wet kisses. 

Grandma with her penchant for 
genealogy kept me on my toes 
about who we used to be, 

Wampam jewelry and mothball 
infused lace were the key to our 
very own Pocahontas and John 
Smith love story.  

 
In my mind, Cape Cod and family are 

synonymous for one another. 
 
ii 
 
Dad, where’s okasan? 
She’s in the living room reading. 
Why are you always reading okasan? 
There’s nothing else to do. 
 
I often noticed her isolation when we 

visited the Cape. 
She didn’t necessarily look 

depressed, but she was always 
alone reading books or making 
dinner for everyone. 

She smiled widely when everyone 
scarfed the food down,  
giving her thumbs up for her Asian 
culinary talents  

but after dinner,  
she was back at her books 
 
She often said that she couldn’t sleep 

at the Cape 
She often said that there was nothing 

to do at the Cape. 
 
So one weekend, she didn’t come 

with dad and me. 
 
The next weekend, she said her back 

hurt 
 
iii 
 
Now that we live several hours away, 

she tells me how relieved she feels  
to not have to go to the Cape.  

 
John, Henry, Thomas, Fred, Josh, 

Hilary, Jen, grandma and grandpa. 
 

They all bullied me at one point or 
another, 

They don’t show it to you but it’s 
true. 

When I was cleaning your father’s 
shoes, they told me I was a man’s 
slave. 

When I helped around the Cape Cod 
house, they told me they knew I 
was marrying for the inheritance 
money. 

They were young but that’s no 
excuse. 

For the anxiety they caused me, 
it was no excuse. 

 
When we have guests over for 

dinner,  
a dozen dishes glittering on the table, 
my dad often remarks that marrying 

my mom was the best decision he 
ever made. 

And she says, marrying him was the 
worst decision she ever made.  

I used to laugh at the joke that 
actually wasn’t a joke at all. 

 
If you’ve been with someone for this 

long 
they become the oxygen you breath  
you need it to live,  
even if it’s polluted 
 
Okasan has built a thick wall of 

armor 
to protect herself from 28 years of 

pollution. 
 
I’m trying to plant new trees  
so that their ripe leaves will  
cleanse the air that she 
chokes on 
 
 Contact @ ebaker1 
 
 
Estranged  
 By Peera Songkünnatham 
 
My mom died today. Or tomorrow, to 
be precise. In the middle of night, I 
woke up with a start to answer a 
phone call from the other side of the 
world. It was the deep, calm voice of 
my dad, worn out by age. (It was the 
first time my dad called me in years.) 
My mom passed away; she died of 
heart attack that morning. The 
funeral was in a week. I must hurry 
home. 
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"Don't cry. When I die that's the time 
to cry," her voice shrilled through the 
corridors of my memory. She said 
that to me crossly when I was a little 
boy every time I cried. 

 
I lay on my bed, stunned. To my left 
lay my partner, half-awake. I called 
him from sleep and told him what 
happened. At the word "died," my 
whole body went powerless and sank 
in bed. He held me close as if I would 
have fallen down a bottomless black 
hole. But I was not falling. Knives 
were stabbed through my heart, yet I 
was not hurt. Maybe they were blunt 
or I did not have a heart. 

 
In the stillness of night and the 
confusion of sudden light, we booked 
the exorbitant plane tickets for two. I 
had six hours to prepare myself. I 
dropped a message to my editor that 
I would be away to my hometown for 
a week for my mom's funeral.  
 
I was reminded of my grandma's 
funeral, more than ten years ago, 
when I had just graduated from 
college. I helped my mom with the 
funeral that lasted seven days. My 
mom held back her tears till the last 
moment. She rose, stepped up the 
podium, and delivered a eulogy. (She 
had asked me to write a poem but I 
couldn't.) Then her cherished 
memory poured out, until she 
couldn't hold her grief back. Her sobs 
went on for minutes on end, consoled 
by her sister. Later she told me how 
disheartened she was that many of 
her friends did not come; most just 
dropped messages, offered 
condolences, put some cash in 
envelops, but they did not come.  
 
Now I was coming. After several 
years of turning my back on it, I was 
coming home. The flight was 
uncomfortable as always, like it was 
to my mom. The first time I travelled 
on an airplane my mom told me to 
swallow saliva and let the air out of 
my ears to ease the earache. Now the 
plane was 30000 feet in the air. 
Night became day; day became 
evening; I lost track of time. I reread 
Albert Camus's The Stranger but 
could not concentrate. I faintly 
remembered I had been struck by the 
novel's conclusion about the mother, 
so I had picked the book with me... 

 
Wine ran in my blood and diffused 
warmth. I sank into a dreamless, 
heavy sleep. When I awoke the cabin 
was dark; I turned sideways and saw 
the sleeping face of my partner. I 
wasn't sure if he should have come 
with me. Dozens of eyes, hundreds of 
ears: we could not escape them. That 
was bearable, but that pair of eyes 
extinguished, lids closed, could we 
face it?  
 
The plane rotated and descended. 
Numbers on the screen kept 
dropping and dropping. The ache in 
my ears worsened; over and over 
again I swallowed saliva; I blew the 
air out of my ears and noise rushed 
in. I put my earphones on and off; I 
tried to talk. I tried to distract myself 
from the pain, in vain; it was so 
intense that tears welled up. "Don't 
cry. When I die that's the time to 
cry."  
 
On an impulse, I picked up The 
Stranger and flipped through it right 
to the last page to find the part, that 
part: 
 
For the first time in a long time I 
thought about Maman. I felt as if I 
understood why at the end of her life 
she had taken a "fiance," why she had 
played at beginning again. ... So close 
to death, Maman must have felt free 
then and ready to live it all again.  
 
Mom, I didn't know if you had freed 
yourself, but oh! Your sudden death 
had tugged you away; it had left you 
no room for a new beginning. Your 
suffering I had caused, though you 
would blame it all on yourself, that it 
was your failure. How could that be 
your failure, mom? You had been 
drowned by the weight of love for me. 
And I, your only child, had done 
nothing but left you! 
 
In my head I pictured my dad, silver-
haired, blurry-featured, whom I 
would introduce "my friend" to, "my 
friend" who would forever be alien to 
him, and to you, wouldn't he? I would 
rise to the podium and deliver a 
eulogy to you, in praise of you. Was I 
ready to live it all again? 
 
Suddenly, the plane plunged down 
through the clouds, and the sharp, 

twisting pain in my ears burst and 
blared. Tears streamed down my 
face. I was falling, and I held the 
hand beside me firmly so as not to 
fall into the black hole. I shook and I 
shouted from the bottom of my heart, 
but nothing could be heard. My 
throat roughened; no more saliva. 
Through the window, shimmering 
lights of my homeland bathed in 
evening blue filtered through my 
blurry vision. I wished I had sunk 
into the black sea. 
 
 Contact @ psongku1 
 
 
Gay Marriage is Tricky 
 By Hannah Jones 
 
Today I cried in McCabe. Not tears of 
midterms stress or paper freak-outs, 
but tears of…relief…joy? It wasn’t 
quite clear to me why. It certainly 
was not a sense of elation that 
brought them on, but just a feeling of 
finding something small to hold on 
to. I found out today that the 
Washington State legislature, in my 
home state, just passed a gay 
marriage bill. 
 
This was an unexpected reaction for 
me. Since coming out three years 
ago, the issue has not been at the 
forefront of my mind. This is 
partially because I am young and not 
planning on getting married anytime 
soon, but also largely because gay 
marriage is politically complicated 
for me. For many radicals, leftists, 
queers, etc., skepticism of the 
institution of marriage is par for the 
course, for many good reasons. Many 
of the mainstream LGBT 
organizations pushing for gay 
marriage have drawn on 
nationalistic, pro-nuclear family 
rhetoric that further reinforces 
normative ideas about what a “real” 
American family looks like: white, 
suburban, gender-conforming 
parents with the two children 
playing behind the picket fence…Not 
my idea of liberation1. 
 
Beyond that, I don’t want to have to 
get married in order to validate my 
love for another person. I don’t want 
to think of love as a finite capacity 
that can be given to one person and 
not another, or to bound it in some 
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sort of nuclear family, instead of my 
community and friends.  
 
Hence, when I saw New York 
celebrating this past year, I had 
mixed feelings. I saw people rejoicing 
and wanted to feel that joy with 
them, but also wondered what it took 
to get the bill passed. I wondered 
what sort of language gay rights 
advocates had to use, who they had 
to distance themselves from in order 
to seem “reasonable” and “safe.”  
 
Still, after all of that, I cried when my 
state passed its gay marriage bill. As 
I’ve been watching the Republican 
debates proceed, I have felt 
personally attacked. I have felt 
unsafe. I have watched our political 
climate become hateful toward 
people like me. That hate has always 
been there, but has not been as 
immediate and as loud for me as it is 
now. Just to be clear, I am lucky for 
only having felt that hate and danger 
until now. For many queer and trans 
people and people of color, that is a 
constant presence. Still, for me, that 
danger has seemed to increase lately. 
Even when I go home to Seattle, I feel 
isolated. I get taken away from my 
community here, and placed 
somewhere where I cannot 
comfortably come out to most of my 
family and friends. I have an 
incredibly strong connection with 
the Northwest, but that connection 
has been painful in the past few 
years. That’s why, as I saw friends 
and acquaintances from home 
posting Washington’s news all over 
facebook, I cried. People who I am not 
out to, people who I don’t know, all 
seemed to be supporting me, in a 
way. I felt safe. I felt like I could go 
home. Is it queer liberation? Not by a 
long shot. But will it help some 
people feel safer, provide their 
children with health insurance, and 
in some eyes make their family 
legitimate? Yes. 
 
This doesn’t mean the fight is even 
close to over. I think of it as a place-
holder. We shouldn’t need marriage 
to feel safe, we shouldn’t need 
marriage to have health care, and we 
shouldn’t need marriage to feel 
legitimate. However, in this political 
and social moment, gay marriage is 

helping some people. I sometimes 
forget that.  
 
1. Many of these organizations also tried 
to capitalize on post-9/11 xenophobic 
rhetoric to distance “us” (Americans, 
queers and all) from “them” (Muslims, 
American and all). “Because look at us, 
we’re white just like you! And we hate the 
Middle East just like you! We are not 
different at all, they are!” 
 
 Contact @ hjones4 
 
queer // brown // home 
is a state of permanent migration 

By anonymous 
 
we were never meant to survive. 
right? 
those are the words that elders tell 
me, 
a truth I feel but don’t want to 
believe. 
 
am I meant to feel forever split, 
many lives, always searching,  
never finding, never at rest? 
 
will home always be elusive, just past 
my reach, 
...and when found, just for a moment, 
still unsafe? 
 
are my dreams all meant to collide, 
crashing into each other, 
shattering, 
fragmenting into pieces? 
 
maybe. 
 
but maybe those pieces will 
reassemble, 
take from the past, create something 
out of nothing. 
 
not whole, never whole, 
but somehow more beautiful. 
 
and maybe that crashing, that 
shattering, 
will  
       reverberate, 
 
              reverberate, 
           
                      reverberate, 
beyond here, beyond me, beyond 
this, 
 
making space next time for someone 
else, 
someone next, 

or maybe even you or me, 
 
to stay  
just a little 
more whole. 
 
Photographs by Deivid Rojas 
following pages 
 
On January 19, 2012 I had the 
opportunity to march alongside 
50,000 people in Istanbul who 
shouted and held flags and banners 
in Turkish, Kurdish, and Armenian 
exclaiming "We are all Hrant, we are 
all Armenian." As a prolific 
journalist, Hrant Dink, a Turkish 
citizen of Armenian descent, spoke 
out and criticized Turkey's continued 
denial of its role in the Armenian 
Genocide. After numerous threats 
from Turkish nationals, he was 
brutally murdered on January 19, 
2007. Days before this 
commemoration took place, the final 
verdict on the case was released. 
While the people directly responsible 
for the Dink’s death were found 
guilty and charged accordingly, the 
court rejected any connection 
between the death and the state. It is 
widely believed that the killing of 
Hrant Dink was orchestrated by 
parts of the government. Siar R, one 
of the lawyers involved in the case 
shared with me:…….While marching 
and shouting with the people on that 
chilly morning I thought about the 
vast censoring that I came across in 
my travels in Turkey. Saying the 
“wrong” thing or attending a 
“questionable” event could lead you 
to be labeled a terrorist. There are 
thousands if not millions of issues in 
the world, but if one cannot generate 
discussions to address them, then 
the odds of finding the truth, 
solutions, and peace are slim. Yet 
there are people like Mr. Dink who 
risk their lives everyday to just 
that—create spaces for dialogue. I 
hope that the following images 
inspire their own internal and 
external dialogue, at the very least a 
momentary realization of the fortune 
we have to have spaces of mutual 
discussion because at the end of the 
day  "We are all Hrant, we are all 
Armenian." 
 

Contact @     
deividrojas88@gmail.com 
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