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most closely in the longer-distance runs while the gap in
time difference widened in the shorter, faster-paced
races. Additionally, although teen women ran the fastest
times in the female half marathon, women in their 30s
and 40s ran better times than younger women in their
teens and 20’s in the full marathons. 

Certainly not a proven fact, these statistics and my
common sense tell me that women seem to run better at
greater distances with age compared to their younger
counterparts and males. Consider the mind-boggling,
50-plus-mile race known as the ultra marathon. Running
for as long as 100 miles, the top ultra-marathon runners
have primarily been women. This is especially
remarkable considering the low ratio of women to men
competing in these extreme races. An ultra marathon
starts men and women at the same time, unlike the L.A
Marathon, which employs an “equalizing element”
consisting of giving women a 19-minute earlier start than
men.

forward view
Recently, I was thinking about all this as I tried to

catch up with my mother, who was running ahead of me
on a winding, leaf-littered path at a park we frequent near
our home. Usually, my mother begins her jog with a shy
skip that builds slowly into a self-conscious trot. Her
strides are short, and she deliberately keeps her limbs
close to her body. She wears a blue-knitted top and soft,
faded blue jeans, refusing to wear sports bras or any
form-fitting workout clothes. “It’s just a little walk. Una
caminadita,” she says when I suggest that we buy her a
pair of cross-training shoes. A little walk indeed! I’m
huffing and puffing behind her, trying to catch up on that
head start she got while I stayed behind to stretch and
warm up. Is it me, or is she running longer, maybe even
faster?

I’ve noticed her timid trot has loosened to a more
open, regular jog. Today she has extended it from “just
this tree to the next, y no más!” to a wide arch around the
lake. Her body has naturally assumed the relaxed but
strong posture of an experienced runner. At a bend in the
path I can get a good view of her face, which is flushed
and moist. She is breathing hard but regularly. My
mother is focused.  

My mother the marathon runner, I say to myself
through my own labored breathing. I’m proud of her, and
suddenly, I’m looking forward to the decades to come.

Carribean lives, writes, works, runs, dances and
sunbathes in her hometown South El Monte.A graduate
ofUCLA's Chicana/o Studies programs and CalArts’ MFA
Writing program, she is currently working on her first
book, The Legend of the South El Monte Zombie.

at a male-dominated sport like the marathon. According
to studies by Drs. Julie Hobart and Douglas Smucker,
published in American Family Physician, one of the most
common characteristics among competitive female
runners is amenorrhea, or the loss of regular menses. 

The absence of periods is linked with long-term
problems with osteoporosis and interference with the
ability to conceive.  However, amenorrhea is not inherent
to running or any other rigorous physical activity and can
be prevented through proper nutrition.  According to Dr.
Bill Comer, director of development for Boston-based
running club Community Running, maintaining a
calcium-rich diet with adequate protein and consuming
sufficient calories to meet the athlete’s energy needs can
help avoid amenorrhea. Furthermore, although many
women experience menstruation as an undesirable
nuisance, some recent studies show that learning to train
in harmony with bodily cycles can give women an athletic
edge. 

“Don’t view your cycle as a training disadvantage,
but rather a training secret,” says Dr. Stacy Sims in her
article “The Menstrual Cycle and Your Performance.”
According to studies, your body is more equipped for
faster, shorter runs during the first 13 days of a 28-day
cycle, known as the follicular phase, when estrogen
levels are lower. Women perform better in longer runs
during the luteal phase, the last 15 days of the cycle,
when higher estrogen levels burn fat slower, over longer
periods. Sims urges, “Use what nature gave you as an
ergonomic aid, and have confidence in your training.”

aerial view
From a helicopter’s viewpoint, I saw Ramilia’s

head bobbing rhythmically above a set of bare limbs
flashing out and back, out and back, pushing forward
over the black stream of asphalt. I was trying to convert
the meaning of “lead over the men” into distinguishable
distances between Ramilia’s body and the runners
behind her. But the helicopter camera intently focused on
this singular, top view.

There was something very vulnerable and
heartbreaking about those moments before Mogaka and
Koronia passed her. Through my disappointment and the
blur of the last mile-and-a-half, I began to think more
deeply on her. Ramilia, I realized, was not a sprite young
woman in her 20s. At 45, she must be one of the
strongest, definitely most enduring and muscular women
I have ever seen.

Burangulova’s remarkable running ability is no
rarity in distance-running competitions. In fact, women in
their late 30s to mid-40s generally perform better in
longer races than younger women. The Freescale
Marathon in Austin, Texas, posted its half- and full-
marathon results between 2004 and 2005 with average
race times broken down by sex and age. According to
the numbers, women’s times approximated those of men
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Ramilia’s pace was strong and unwavering with her
entire body stretched and pumped with perfect
consistency and control. My own body was rigid, riveted. 

In my excitement as I waited for the pending
historical moment, I found myself becoming aware of a
growing anxiety. My eyes hungrily took in every detail of
that powerful body. The wholeness of Ramilia’s body
moving through space inspired and excited me. But the
specific details of her body frightened me. Her lean,
muscled body was chiseled, free of all body fat, including
breasts. Almost desperately, I scrutinized the image on
the TV screen, looking for subtle signs of what I could
recognize as a distinctly female body. Her breasts; where
were her breasts? 

American media has ingrained in me, as it has in
many women, a seemingly inescapable obsession with
body image. As a runner myself, (although not yet a
marathon runner), I am aware that female athletes this
disciplined and rigorously trained sometimes lose their
breasts in the process. Having personally experienced
long stretches of rigorous physical training coupled with
periodic bouts of eating disorders, the image of a
chiseled, fat-free woman struck a familiar chord of fear in
me. After many years of thinking the contrary, I have
decided that I would like to give birth to and raise children
of my own. Feminism and maternity can be compatible if
one chooses, yet I still worry when I recall months that
went by with hardly a drop of menstrual flow. 

As with most other activities that require women to
step out of traditional gender roles, I have begun to
wonder to what extent marathon running endangers
women’s reproductive health. Although statistics show
that the health of female runners is a legitimate concern,
it appears that the risks that arise in training for such
athletic competitions are not necessarily intrinsic to the
activity itself, but rather to the lack of awareness about
the specific needs of women’s bodies. 

If a female runner fails to pay attention to the
specific mechanisms and needs of her body, of which
many women are not even aware, she ends up
sacrificing her body's health. This could be in exchange
for a leaner, sexier body, or it could be to finally beat men

My memory of the first 24 miles does not exist. The last
mile-and-a-half is a blur. However, shot by shot, instant
by instant, the images between the 24th and 26th mile of
this year’s Los Angeles Marathon are crystalline in my
mind. There is a woman in the lead. A woman breathing
hard but consistently, sweating, her gaze focused ahead.
Russian-born Ramilia Burangulova, 45, resident of
Gainesville, Fla., is winning the Los Angeles Marathon. 

Then two men begin catching up behind her with
less than two miles to go. Ramilia finishes first of the
women and third overall after Fred Mogaka and Moses
Koronia at 2:37:55. The image of Ramilia running
demonstrated on national television that not only is it
possible for women to be as physically adept as men in
arduous athletic competition, but also capable of
surpassing them. For the first time, I was able to
visualize the real possibility of this triumph for all women
who ever dreamed of seemingly unthinkable and
tremendous victories. 

front view
The television cameras generally stuck to three

angles — front view, profile and aerial view. But there
was no shot wide or deep enough to show the
significance of this win. From my perch, watching the
television set, it was not enough to simply accept the
announcer’s words when he said, “She’s got a big lead.”
I wanted to see a woman, to see Ramilia, winning this
race.

profile view
The camera followed Ramilia’s side at street level.

From this angle, it is possible to get a good sense of a
runner’s rhythm and pace. One can gauge the runner’s
strength in these crucial last few miles where even the
fittest, most experienced runners often break down.

by carribean fragoza

view of woman running
angles on the myth of endurance

All of the reasons to create a MOVEMENT Issue were crystal clear several months ago when Sheana and I were
planning the year for LOUDmouth. I purposefully “saved” it for last as I imagined it a holy/unholy trinity/narrative of
sorts. I imagined we would cover much difficult terrain: the historic freedom rides as well as the recent immigration rides
and their relationship to Otra Campana, bicycling and ableism, art in the context of social and public space, hijacked
histories and spaces, the rhetoric of “progress” both personal and on a larger scale, guerilla dance and more dance.
Not all of these nor really, very few of these are present in the issue.  And that’s okay.  But, what happened?

Life. Death. Moving. Breaking up. Hooking up and then hooking up some more. Epidemic assault and violence
and rumors of such across various communities. May Day in Macarthur Park. I could go on and on and on… Up to a
point, I was able to deal, self-medicate in someways healthy and other ways certainly not healthy. It manifested into a
hiding game, where not even my roommates, family or people I worked closely with on various projects throughout this
year had any idea what was happening. The irony was that I did not move during this time. I  worked on an issue called
MOVEMENT while I didn’t leave my bed, the same park I visited nearly everyday or my chair. 

Luckily, I was able to transition out of that period. But, most of it I did alone in seclusion or with unknowing project
partners that had no idea that their presence was cathartic to me.  I regret feeling like I couldn’t communicate what was
happening and part of me feels ashamed that I thought I needed to hide. In retrospect, I think that when we are open
about what is happening to us, it promotes real change. Right now, my ideas around these things as well as betrayal,
assault and justice are really shifting. What good is having anyone in my life or being a part of theirs if I “smile and nod”
all the time?  Our lack of language is intertwined, in a dirty tryst really with the rhetoric of “progress”. How can we talk
about the things that happen to us and others without resorting to words like victim, abuser, rapist, addict, and loser to
be the only ways we have to describe them…Clearly, these words don’t work for me to describe my father, myself, my
best friends or any past or present partners, acquaintances etc. And they don’t work to describe yours either.

Oddly enough, I have perhaps watched LOUDmouth going through a similar process. Amidst all of this, I
wrongfully judged my own position for what I am supposed to bring to this project. We were insanely lucky to have
participation from amazing artists like Linda Vallejo, Luna Maia and Kelly Marie Martin. With Kelly’s piece in particular,
I beat myself for not having any skillshare on ableism. Another collective member and I had had a discussion to discuss
how these things could be included. I have worked hard mentally to avoid asking the same people for their token pieces
on ableism or any other ism just because they belong to the said group. I joked with another friend and we nicknamed
it Noah’s Ark syndrome. Because really, why is it that others are always looking for the others? We begin out of a place
of inclusion which quickly and quietly shifts to near fetish.  With so many groups that I am a part of, I hear people
wondering where they are? The they can be anything from women to people of color to trans people to you name it.
Let’s look at who we are, who is here and move from there without wondering…but really move. It’s not about a lack
of critical engagement that I am suggesting but about a settling into lack of movement with this as the excuse. When
I worked through my shit and looked at Kelly’s photos again, I looked at what was there instead of looking at what
wasn’t there.

In closing, we are so lucky to have Crystal Irby join the collective!  She brings strength, sensitivity and balance
to everything she does. And much of this issue is the result of these growing connections and malfunctions. We have
a great piece by Carribean Fragoza about the images, realities and politic of the female athlete.  Paloma Parfrey
delivers yet another fun and thought provoking piece, this time an interview with local choregrapher Mecca. Luna Maia
looks to travel out of her safe queer bubble of San Francisco while Michelle Zenarosa looks for practical solutions and
strategies to stop cooperatives and punk houses from displacing communities. So please enjoy this long-awaited issue!
It’s been a process, certainly just as messy as birthing in my opinion!

Special thanks to Vera and Kelly Besser for the impromptu emails, LIST contributions, graffix and guidance!  I
also feel like we haven’t thanked Connie Martinez in a long time for all her hard work, love and support. 
Besitos!

Viva la vida!
Love and limerence,

Get LOUD with us!
LOUDmouth is always looking for new writers, editors, illustrators, photographers and other fine folk to join our team.
Send submissions and/or letters of interest to loudmouthzine@gmail.com. Letters to the editors are also welcome.

Editor in Chief
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This dispatch is from eastern North Carolina, on the Outer
Banks, where I’ve come back with my friend Emily to a strange
locale we discovered six years ago on a bike trip —
Mattamuskeet, largest natural lake in the state and winter home
to 150,000 migratory waterfowl who travel the Atlantic Flyway
from as far north as the arctic. By far most of these are tundra
swans, whose warbly gobble is our constant companion, day and
night. It never stops! They must sleep in shifts. The darkness had
clouded my ears upon arrival so that I immediately misidentified
the sound as a pack of coyotes. We try, in daily writing sessions,
to describe this sound:

Such an en ve lop ing  honk ing  f lutter ,  l i ke
tumb l i n g  th rough  a  s nowsto rm of
popcorn ,  or the d in  of a thousand
p e nc i l s  o n  o n e  p a g e ,  a  mu l t i p l e
murmur ing ,  crad l i n g  your bra i n  the way a
b i te  of bak la va  becomes the un i ty  of so
many phy l lo i nd i v i dua ls . . .

Emily and I are staying on the grounds of a big brick lodge built
in 1915 as a pumping station to drain the lake. New Holland
Farms, Inc. created a Dutch-themed settlement and agricultural
enterprise on the newly dried-out turf, but they brilliantly seemed
not to have cared or taken into account that the bottom of the
lake was three feet below sea level, guaranteeing an ongoing
brawl against gravity. They gave up in 1934, and the government
bought the land to create the Mattamuskeet Migratory Bird
Refuge. Fish and Wildlife brought in the Civilian Conservation
Corps to convert the pumphouse into an English-style hunting

lodge. The building is condemned now, so we live nearby in an
Eastern Carolina University field-station trailer that no
researchers happen to be using this month. 

Hold Still , or Artist Residencies for
Squatter-Types

Emily cleverly nailed down our accommodation here by cold-
calling a quizzical local history buff, who in the end proved
sympathetic to our peculiar urge just to be at Mattamuskeet for a
few weeks. After couching our request as a “residency,” Emily
finally admitted that what we were looking for, really, was more
like a “residence.” We spend our days making short forays into
the surrounding woods and marsh, looking and listening, or to
another nearby refuge in search of snow geese, but always
gravitate back to the trailer and lakeshore, to the scratchy couch
on which I succumb to deep, brief naps.

Yesterday we took the field-station canoe down the seven-mile
Outfall Canal, which was dug around a century ago to drain the
lake water. “Outfall” sounds foul, but really it’s a lazy, peaceful
river, flanked by trees harboring the occasional flock of turkey
vultures and turtles flopping off logs into the water. The canal
opens out at its end to the vast flat saltiness of Pamlico Sound,
where we camped for the night on a very small beach with barely
enough room for two. But our idyll was punctured at 2 a.m. when
truckloads of hunters in full camo started launching boat after
boat into the water — the first day of duck-hunting season, and
these guys didn’t seem to register the lack of sunlight as any sort
of indicator that said “day” might not yet have started and that
some girls might still be snoozing out here! Of course it scared
the shit out of us when a bunch of men rolled up on our unofficial
campsite in the middle of the night with flashlights. And even
once we realized they were after smaller prey than us, we
couldn’t really drift back to sleep with shotguns ringing out all
over the place.

Swans All Around

Hold still — keep going.   
Robert Frank

By Kate Dollenmayer

Two girls listen to 100,000 birds.

Chronic illness changes life, slows it down, makes you notice the
world around you. I used to speed walk wherever I went, through
parking lots, parks, hallways — not because I was in a hurry.  I
was impatient with life. Then, in my late 20s, almost
imperceptibly, I began losing steam. As I entered my 30s my life
resembled nothing of the high-spirited, overachieving, speed-
walking girl of vigor by which I measured my worth. I woke up
every day with flu-like symptoms: a sluggish, weak-in-the bones,
foggy-brained malaise. This existence became, and for the most
part remains, my general state of being. 

It took three years to find out that I had Fibromyalgia (FM).
I was one of the lucky ones. Most fibromyalgics spend two to
seven years with the condition before they even get a diagnosis.
However much I was determined not to let FM change me, it has
won out in at least one area: I am strapped down, sometimes
bed-ridden for weeks or months at a time; I take deliberate,
shallow steps when out walking. Sometimes I don’t make it to my
destination and have to sit down on the bumper of someone’s
car, a storefront window ledge or the sidewalk, immobile. 

Fibromyalgia has been traced to the seventeenth century
as fibrositis, while other sources refer to it as muscular
rheumatism.  The association with rheumatism is how FM fell
into the laps of Rheumatology, although studies over the last
half-decade uncover neurological dysfunction as its pathology.  

During my quest to figure out what was wrong with me, I
learned how western medicine, pioneered and maintained by
men (privileged with education), has notoriously looked for the
source of a problem at its location. My symptoms don't fall into
the pain-at-the-site category of, say, arthritis in the hands or a
broken ankle. Doctors do not know what to do with symptoms
lacking visible signs of malfunction that can be measured. And
though western physicians have had to acknowledge the mind-
body connection through disorders that they eventually
understood as having origins in the brain — Multiple Sclerosis,
Parkinson’s, Depression — they continue to deny the legitimacy
of so called “invisible” illnesses. 

Patients seen for multiple, seemingly unrelated symptoms
are sent home with pharmaceuticals and insinuations that these
problems are all in their head. Western medicine does not train
doctors to identify FM symptoms. And no wonder. Immobility is
un-American, which is reflected in our crippled health system, a
symbol of our denial of death and obsession with youth. To be ill
is to be a pariah. Our economy is based on mobility, spending,
expansion. If you haven’t the energy, if you’re debilitated, you
aren’t contributing to the overproduction and gross profit of
economic colonization. The new world order is in fact the
antithesis of illness, a hegemony so inherently misanthropic the
ill are underserved with the hope that survival of the fittest will
finally eliminate them. At the same time, an individual with too
much mobility poses the threat of too much energy, too much
power. We have become so entirely anti-individual we fail to see
one another, as invisible to each other as my illness is to the
world.

As there are no tests to diagnose FM, the illness is
characterized by empirical reports, the most common of which
include chronic muscular pain above and below the waist,
fatigue and sleep disturbance among myriad other symptoms
from Irritable Bowel Syndrome to cognitive dysfunction. 

My symptoms actually fall under both FM and Chronic
Fatigue Syndrome (CFS). Many doctors think that FM and CFS
are the same disorder, but too little research has been done to

understand either condition. Some people diagnosed with
Fibromyalgia do not suffer from severe energy loss, while the
majority of CFS patients have chronic pain. Clinicians tend to
stigmatize that which is not understood, mislabeling the enigmas
and thereby affecting the way they are perceived. The name
“chronic fatigue” is an unsuitable a description.  In Canada and
most of Europe, CFS is called myalgic encephalomyelitis (ME),
but the Centers for Disease Control in America has not changed
the name. As a result, the disease isn’t taken seriously. 

I’ve been sick at various times in my life like the rest of us:
a cold, a torn ligament, mono, food poisoning.  These ailments
deplete your energy and keep you in bed for days.  But my
declining energy over the last five years does not come from a
physical lack of strength, but rather, ironically, a power within my
body detaining my energy, intentionally withholding my ability to
move through life. Strangely, I intuit the energy, but when I go to
actually perform a task, within minutes that same energy is
displaced, eludes me, and then altogether disappears.

This ghostly energy reflects the disparaging attitudes
towards Fibromyalgia itself. FM is associated with being a
women’s illness. Eighty to 90 percent of people diagnosed with
FM are women. It is no coincidence that in the 1980s, when FM
outbreaks appeared across the country, the disorder was
dismissed as the “yuppie flu,” an ailment of bored, affluent
suburban housewives. FM afflicts both genders, children, adults
and people of color. Still, the label remains that FM is a “female”
problem which has deterred progress in understanding FM,
treating it, and funding research for it. 

My first year after being diagnosed with FM, I frantically
searched the internet, purchased FM-related books, spent
hundreds of dollars on vitamins and therapies from hormone-
replacement to trigger-point injections until one day I found
myself at a support group. I met a medical doctor at that meeting.
With all his schooling and expertise, he could not fix himself. It
was then that I realized I had better start accepting FM instead
of avoiding it through a reckless and unrealistic effort to cure
myself. 

Upon realizing that my “self” was not tied to my physical
body, I began to quiet down enough to begin noticing the way I
treat my body. I have begun changing fundamental aspects of
my life like diet and learning to pace myself. It’s a process that I
bungle and restart continually. My goal is to reach a level of
manageability with my illness, but I’m still in the discovering
stage. How much can I do? How far can I go? What exacerbates
which symptoms, what relieves them? I rely on the success
stories I hear from people who have taken back their bodies.
There is a common denominator: They did not wait for their
doctor to fix them, but began figuring out how to live better with
their limitations. 

I am still the same person I was before Fibromyalgia. I
don’t have the energy to forge new relationships, but the old
ones have grown as I have had to learn to allow people to help
me, take care of me, sometimes feed me. I no longer ingest my
whims, but consider the consequences. I don’t accomplish tasks
as quickly, so when I’m physically restricted I read more,cuddle
with my dog, lie on the grass and render cloud menageries in the
sky. 

Sheana continues recovering through promoting awareness of
FM and all “invisible illnesses”. You can reach her at
sheana88@hotmail.com

LOUDmouth 28LOUDmouth 3

                  



12/19/2006

Three days later, as Emily and I prepare to leave Mattamuskeet,
the official swan hunt begins on the refuge. Permits granted by
lottery to 5,000 hunters allow them to “bag” one swan each. We
don’t smile or say hello to the men who look like big babies with
their bellies zipped into one-piece quilted jumpsuits. We don’t
examine our revulsion to the culture of hunting; each shot we
hear makes our lips twitch with disgust. Though I gather that
some hunters have a deep respect for nature, tied up somehow
in the chivalry of worthy adversaries, my imagination falls short
of empathizing with the urge to kill for sport. I do vaguely want to
understand how a love of nature can be expressed as bloodlust,
but it’s too easy to chalk it up to men’s fucked-up desires. I think
I should find some women hunters to talk to, to try to understand.
I know they exist. 

Keep Going, or Flock Maneuvers for Humanettes

What are we doing here, if not hunting for something? On past
trips together, Emily and I have usually been more on the move,
biking, exploring, feeling uncomfortable, feeling wonderful, but
still always guided by at least a vague sense of direction. I
thought of Peggy Ahwesh’s feminist appropriation of the Tomb
Raider game environment in her video She-Puppet, in which she
moves through the game landscape without always accepting
the goals of that movement (kill, acquire weapons, progress to
the next level) established by the game’s creators. 

Ahwesh appeared on a machinima talk show on the Internet,
similar in some ways to her own video, in which host and guest
move through a game-engine environment while they converse,
appearing as game characters decked out in full body armor:
“Two strangers explore a bizarre new world, a world normally

governed by rules and a quest. But they are simply rovers, and
there is no quest. There is only curiosity and play.” 

What if our movement through the real world could be as
questless as this wandering through the virtual realm? Maybe
hunters hunt as a way to move through nature without the
unease of aimlessness. Non-hunters do this too: hikers set out
with a goal in mind; there’s a clear parallel between “bagging a
peak” in the lingo of mountaineering, and “bagging a swan” in the
lingo of the Fish and Wildlife Service. Though in the true
wilderness (a place increasingly extant only in imagination) we
can walk anywhere; unconstrained by paths, we still have an
obsession with orientation so that we can make it back to our car
in four hours before the sun sets or in four days before our
vacation is over and we have to drive back to the city and be at
work the next morning. How can we really, really, really wander?
Is it even possible?

I guess the swans themselves do anything but wander. Pulled by
the biological disposition to migrate, they move with a flock to a
destination without doubt, the random movement of any
individual corrected by the flight of the mass. Wandering, by
contrast, implies a leading and following accomplished all in one
organism. But the constant invention of both mental and physical
agendas can be daunting. Hopefully Emily and I will sign on to
the unquestioning mass-movement of the swans’ migration and
go back to Lake Mattamuskeet again next year. If we cede our
bodily navigation to those bird brains, maybe we can concentrate
on more wandering minds. 

Kate Dollenmayer is working* on a movie about walking* through
Germany, using a camera made in or around 1926.
(*slowly)

MobilityIm

by sheana ochoa

as
Un-American
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A self-proclaimed artist,
activist and educator, Sandra
de la Loza’s belief that we
live in a culture where
information is monopolized
and distributed by those
whose interests are served
best is the catalyst for her work
in challenging students to
create conscious narratives.
She teaches students to
illustrate their own stories
within a historical context.
For de la Loza, “the
imagination is a very important
space, and the space of
imagining something different

is vital in the investigation of history and of art.”
De la Loza is a recent addition to the faculty in the

Department of Chicano Studies at Cal State L.A. Teaching classes
on Latin American and Chicano art and culture, De La Loza’s
philosophy revolves around her “struggle to simultaneously
dismantle reductive, flat and fixed representations while searching
for a visual language that permits shifting and complex portrayals to
remain constant.”  

Born and raised in Los Angeles, De La Loza graduated high
school as the crack-cocaine epidemic swept through the city during
the ’80s. She credits being part of that generation as one of the
main motivations behind her art and activism. De la Loza’s working-
class background in a city that was in the midst of an economic
downturn shaped ideas about the world that she still has today. As
a result, de la Loza focuses her attention on deconstructing the
representation of chicanos in mainstream media through art 

Outside the classroom, De La Loza was a co-founder of Arts
and Action, a space dedicated to generating artistic and political
dialogue and action. She is also founder of the Pocho Research
Society, an anonymous collective that investigates Los Angeles’
history through various modes of public intervention. The PRS
exhibited Collective Synapse: A Forward Memory of the Peace and
Justice Center, an expo that approached history through archival
materials, gathering and displaying photographs, documents and
video of a youth-run space that existed in Los Angeles during the
mid-‘90s. 

De la Loza is also a recent recipient of the California
Community Foundation emerging-artist grant. Her work has been
exhibited in galleries and museums in Los Angeles, San Francisco,
Texas and New York. In 2008, she will be featured in an upcoming
traveling exhibition, Phantom Sitings: Art After the Chicano
Movement, organized by the Los Angeles County Museum of Art.

Jaimie enjoys a world view that incorporates a healthy, scientific
skepticism.

At 29 years old, Seema Kapur is
the founder of the Sat Naam
Creative and Healing Arts Center in
South Central Los Angeles. Being
a member of a family of color
(Kapur’s family is Punjabi Indian) in
Plymouth, Wis. would make anyone
race/color conscious, so after Seema
finished college in Wisconsin, she
made her way west.

The leap from college to
building a space for the community
in and around Jefferson Park
occurred while Kapur discovered
the healing powers of yoga after a
serious illness. During her road to
recovery she noticed the lack of
people of color in the yoga community,
which seemed incongruent with the
origins of the ancient practice. Clearly, in this country yoga had
become a class privilege, not a spiritual practice available to
everyone. While the seeds were being planted for a future space for
yoga accessible to people of all economic statuses, Seema went on
to earn her MFA from the California Institute of Arts and began
screening her films and showcasing her art through exhibits and
performance events.  

She describes her art as “interactive,” in which the
community is involved in the creative process. Among her projects
is a show she co-curated titled Everything Wrong: The Knights of
Shocking Difference. This event celebrated the state of “wrongness” in
2006. Different installations were set up where artists and
attendees could celebrate such things as thickening their ethnic
accents rather than Americanizing them.  There was a writing wall
where visitors could anonymously (or not) confess about something
they did “wrong.”

Last year Seema also made strides toward the dream she
had been contemplating since attaining certification in Hatha and
Kundalini yoga. In February she walked into a charter school in
Jefferson Park to volunteer yoga instruction to the elementary
students. She was given a permanent paid position soon after.
Upon seeing the students’ response to yoga, Seema realized how
vital a community space in the neighborhood would be. In January
2007 she opened Sat Naam Creative and Healing Arts Center. The
name means “I am truth” in Punjabi. Sat Naam’s mission statement
describes “an organization created to help low-income and
traditionally underserved communities by providing programs and
activities in the arts, yoga, meditation, and other healing
modalities.” Classes cost $5 in a city where the going rate runs
between $14 to $18 per class. Sat Naam’s goal is to not only
provide bodywork classes, but also workshops in photography,
painting and gardening. An artist, DJ, activist, teacher and healer,
Seema’s work reclaims a centuries-old practice for children and
adults alike.  

Visit Sat Naam: 2526 W. Jefferson Boulevard, Los Angeles, CA
90018 or www.satnaam.org. You can also hear Seema’s radio show
at 90.7 FM.

An amateur yogi herself, Sheana is excited about visiting Sat
Naam.

by Jaimie McEachern

loudmouths
KNOW YOURINSPIRING

sandra de la loza

By Sheana Ochoa

feminist faculty
seema kapur

business. The Trafficking Victims Protection Act in 2000 labeled
human trafficking as a federal crime. It grants protection to victims,
enables victims to reestablish in the United States, and prosecutes
traffickers. In September of 2006 SB 1569 was signed, providing
survivors of human trafficking who are not US citizens the same aid
given to refugees including money, food assistance and
employment social services. 

The afternoon spent within CAST’s workshop concluded
with all participants either sobered or outraged. As my small group
from the Academy walked back to join the rest of our company, we
discussed what we learned. Our strongest impression from the
workshop was that prior to it, we had very little, if any knowledge,
on the topic. Perhaps the reason nearly 800,000 people are
trafficked across borders each year is because many people are
unaware this modern day form of slavery exists. Even fewer are
aware of the existence of programs that fight human trafficking. 

Human trafficking deprives individuals of their rights as
human beings to live in a world where they can feel safe. It is
impossible to change the world over night, and no, no one could
single handedly end something as gargantuan as human
trafficking. Still, if we arm ourselves with knowledge we have the
capacity to make a difference in people’s lives.

Jordyn Kruse will be entering her junior year at Redwood High
School. She is currently aspiring to become a licensed driver.

On International Women’s Day, Visalia’s Female Leadership
Academy joined a conference in Los Angeles focused on
discussing women’s rights. The conference offered up a variety of
different workshops. A few girls from the Academy and I decided to
attend a workshop titled Human Trafficking headed by CAST
(Coalition to Abolish Slavery & Trafficking, 1998). Basically defined
human trafficking is modern day slavery in which persons are
moved in or across borders to work in sweatshops, used for sexual
exploitation, or for domestic work. It is modern only in that it takes
place in an advanced world.

During the workshop my group heard the stories of many
different women who had become a commodity in the modern
world. Many are deceived into becoming a part of this illegal trade,
generally through debt-bondage. Debt-bondage occurs when the
trafficker transports the victim to another country, and the victim
believes (s)he is headed to a better life. The trafficker then
convinces the victim that they owe money for their living situation
and/or transportation to the other country. They must work to
eliminate a debt that they will never be able to payoff. Many are
held mentally captive, convinced that they cannot escape their fate.
Still others are kidnapped or bought, often through the efforts of
someone close to them (parents, husband, friends). 

Despite the 1948 Universal Declaration of Human Rights
which abolished slavery in all countries, the slave trade continues
to thrive. Organizations such as CAST fight this abominable

By Jordyn Kruse

LOUDmouth 26LOUDmouth 5

Movement  Without Grace
A look at Human Trafficking

QUICK FACTS
1. Human slavery is the third biggest illegal economic trade after trade in illegal drugs and firearms
2. 600,000-800,000 humans are trafficked across borders every year, the majority women and children
3. An estimated 50,000 women and children are trafficked into the United States each year
4. 70% of trafficked people become apart of the illegal sex industry; half of these people are children

RED FLAGS TO LOOK OUT FOR WITH TRAFFICKING VICTIMS
1. Living with Employer
2. Poor Living Conditions
3. Multiple People in Cramped Space
4. Inability to Speak to an Individual Alone
5. Employer Holding Identity Documents
6. Signs of Physical Abuse
7. Submissive or Fearful
8. Unpaid or Paid Very Little
9. Under 18 and in Prostitution
10. Heavy security at the commercial establishment including barred windows, locked doors, isolated 

location, electronic surveillance. Women are never seen leaving the premises unless escorted.
11. Victims live at the same premises as the brothel or work site or are driven between quarters and 

"work" by a guard. For labor trafficking, victims are often prohibited from leaving the work site, 
which may look like a guarded compound from the outside.

12. Victims are kept under surveillance when taken to a doctor, hospital or clinic for treatment; trafficker 
may act as a translator.  High foot traffic especially for brothels 
where there may be trafficked women indicated often by a stream 
of men arriving and leaving the premises.

To report cases of 
human trafficking

call 1 (888) 373 7888. 

                                 



Moving Through A World Of Privilege
& Penalty  ( or, this smile of mine )

Is it attraction, fascination or possibly
obsession? It appears in much
of our work, representing sentiments
and possibilities ranging from
caustic sting and indescribable
pleasure to maddening ignorance
and empowering perspective.
I’m talking about the tongue and
its literal and symbolic use in
many-a poem, image and
performance in the collective
conscious of feminist and queer-
of-color cultural movements.

I discovered the utility of
my own tongue through feminism.
In the 80s Cyndi Lauper was
cooing “Girls Just Wanna Have Fun” and unabashedly self-
identifying as a feminist. Although I intuitively used the label
“feminist” throughout my girlhood, it was not until early adulthood
that I began to understand Cyndi Lauper’s feminism and learned
that along with her feminism there existed multiple feminisms. My
mother, for example, represents a type of unnamed working-
class, woman-of-color feminism that women like her practice. As
a chicana without a formal education, my mother has been my
first real-world embodiment of feminism and has inspired me to
deploy my tongue to ensure that her reality is addressed in
feminist praxis.

In its most recent incarnation, my feminist tongue persists
in the cultural, political and academic outlets of Los Angeles. As a
co-founding member of the organization “Tongues,” I have worked
through the highs of creating community outlets for queer
feminists of color that attempt to free the tongue. I have also
experienced the lows of fielding uncomplicated accusations that
the identifier “queer women of color” is nothing more than an
outdated politic and label rather than a political project grounded
in addressing structural inequalities.

Tongues sponsored TtoT, a three-day dialogue among
queer women of color from Sept. 7 to 9, 2007 at The Village. It
featured workshops, lectures, visual art, films and performances
alongside space for the dialogues to emerge into concrete
proposals for continued organizing and solidarity building. Within
“Tongue to Tongue,” I participated alongside many fierce tongues
in a non-hierarchical organizing process in hopes of building a
radical, queer, multi-cultural social-change project that can
respond to the empire that is the United States and the
transnational world in which we live.

Whether it is untied, wild, lashing, all-enveloping, or
provoked, the tongue persists as a powerful image and notion in
our movement work. Misused, it can distort history, fuel ignorance
and inflict violence; optimized, its effects are boundlessly
productive. We humbly put to work our feminist, working-class,
queered tongues to engage in much-needed dialogue and action
and invite you to join in.

Stacy I. Macías can be reached at maciass@ucla.edu. 

Q : Dear Jeri: I have infrequent
bowel movements. It can
range from being really

uncomfortable to having to go all the
time! I have heard of Irritable Bowel
Syndrome but don’t really understand
and am too embarrassed to ask
anyone.

HEALTH
Dear TTHHEE FF--WWOORRDD

what  femin ism means to  me

Questions for Jeri? Send them to
loudmouthzine@gmail.com

“The F-Word” is a regular LOUDmouth column in which Southern
Californians of all stripes weigh in on what feminism means to
them. E-mail loudmouthzine@gmail.com to share your thoughts.

Jeri Landon, R.N., C., MPH

By Stacy I. Macías

A: Constipation is a common digestive problem in which you
have infrequent bowel movements, pass hard stools or strain
with bowel movements. Almost everyone suffers from

constipation at some time in their life, and it is usually temporary and
not serious. Many people think that they must have a daily bowel
movement to be “regular”. Normal range can be from three times a
day to three times a week. Constipation is usually caused by a low-
fiber diet, lack of physical activity, decreased fluid intake or ignoring
the urge to have a bowel movement. 

In rare cases, constipation could be a sign of something
more serious. It is important to see your medical provider if you
experience any sudden change in bowel habits, severe abdominal
pain, constipation alternating with diarrhea or constipation that lasts
longer than seven days despite changes in diet or exercise. See a
clinician immediately if you have rectal bleeding or find blood in your
stool. Bleeding from the rectum can be caused by constipation,
hemorrhoids, infection, polyps, peptic ulcers, inflammatory bowel
disease or cancer.  

In order to diagnosis the cause of the constipation and/or
rectal bleeding, your medical provider will take a medical history,
perform a physical exam and order screening tests. These tests may
include a fecal-occult blood test to detect microscopic blood in the
stool, a sigmoidoscopy to check your rectum and lower part of the
colon, a colonoscopy to look at the entire colon or a digital rectal
exam to feel anything unusual inside the rectum.

Irritable bowel syndrome, or IBS, is not serious or life-
threatening, and symptoms include constipation, diarrhea or a
combination, along with cramps or abdominal bloating. There are no
screening exams for IBS, so it is important that your medical
provider rule out more serious diseases and conditions before
determining that you have this syndrome.  Symptoms of IBS may be
relieved by stress reduction, dietary changes or medications.

The Student Health Center is located on the main walkway across
from Biological Sciences and adjacent to the Center for Career
Planning and Placement. For more information, call (323) 343-3300
or go online to www.calstatela.edu/univ/hlth_ctr. Services for
women and men include diagnosis, treatment and referrals for a
wide range of health conditions; family-planning counseling and
prescribing; STD testing and treatment; HIV testing; and
chiropractic, dental and optometry clinics. Pap smears for cancer
screening are available for women. Outpatient care is available
Monday through Thursday, 8:30 a.m. to 5:45 p.m., and Friday, 8:30
a.m. to 12:00 p.m.

Fall 2005 — Schwarzenegger is in town peddling his ballot
initiatives, and my friends and I are among a crowd of protestors,
along with a handful of counterprotestors. Deciding to turn these
“protest warriors” into billboards for our cause, I shimmy my way
through the crowd and position myself behind one of them, lightly
sticking a “No on 75” sticker to his back. Seeing how easy this is, I
do it to another Arnold supporter. The trend catches on, and others
begin doing the same.

At the end of the evening, some of my friends express their
surprise at my sticker-placing antics. They say that looking at me
no one would guess that I had started the “sticker fiasco.” After all,
I could easily be mistaken for one of the right-wing-protest
protestors. I flash my signature smile, cock my head to one side,
and say something that I've repeated over and over in my lifetime,
“Look at this face. This is the face of innocence and all that is
good.” My friends and I bust up laughing, but we all know it’s
fucked up that my blonde-white-girl-from-Oregon persona is what
gets equated with all that is good in the world.

***
Lately, I have been thinking a lot about the ways in which I move
through the world — the ways in which I pass and don’t pass.
Because I'm white, and most people associate “passing” with race-
based passing as white, this concept might seem a little odd. But it
was Nobody Passes: Rejecting the Rules of Gender and
Conformity, an anthology edited by Mattilda a.k.a. Matt Bernstein
Sycamore, that really got me thinking about these issues, and, like
Mattilda, I am talking about passing in the broadest possible sense.
According to Mattilda, this includes "passing as the 'right' gender,
race, class, sexuality, age, ability, body type, health status — or as
a member of the coolest religion, political party, social/educational
institution, exercise trend, fashion cult, or sexual practice." When I
think of passing, often I find myself reflecting on my smile. 

In Black Feminist Thought, Patricia Hill Collins asserts that
everyone possesses both penalty and privilege to varying degrees.
She gives the example of white women who are penalized by their
gender but are privileged because of their race. I am one such
woman. White middle-class girls/women like me are supposed to
be nice; to laugh (or at least smile) when racist, sexist, homophobic
jokes are made; to be caring but not really take a stand against
injustice ... . My smile is a given. My complicity with the status quo
assumed.

Although the ability to pass comes with a host of privileges, as
Cheryl Harris points out in her article “Whiteness as Property,” it
also involves a certain degree of self-annihilation. For me, the
privilege of being able to pass as a “good” girl has been
accompanied by silence and depression. Here are a few examples:

Journal entries — Sometime during high school, I find a
journal from when I was much younger. In it I talk about not liking
the way my step-dad tickles my private parts. I tear the pages out
and, later, throw the whole thing away.

In college, I write a series of poems centered on the theme that I
don’t feel are authentic. In one I ask, “But my words, my steps, my
smiles — will they ever be real?” In another I ask my dad, “Did I try
talking to you sometimes? Didn’t I show you how I was feeling? Or
at age seven was I already an actress?”

I want to die — In fall 2006, I cop to feeling suicidal during
a counseling session. On my way out of the clinic, I smile as I pass
someone who then comments on my “beautiful smile.”

Colonialism saved my life? — In the winter I go to
the World Social Forum in Nairobi, Kenya. During the first part of
the trip, I go on a safari with some travel companions despite our
reservations about the implications/politics of it. We treat our safari
guide and cook, as well as the other Kenyans we interact with, with
respect. Still, I am keenly aware of the ways in which
(neo)colonialism is shaping these interactions.

A few months later, I smile and tell the women in my women’s
group that I am ready to move on, trying to refocus their attention
to someone else. The room is silent, and they look to me to
continue, sensing that I am in fact not ready to move on. A deep
sadness pours out of me as I discuss feeling overwhelmed with the
realization that I have chosen to keep living. I recall the moment in
Kenya when I turned to a good friend and told her that I was so
happy that I was not dead like I had wanted because I would have
never got to experience all the things that I did there.

***
If I seem uneasy with my privilege, it's because I am. I'm happy that
I'm alive, but it seems completely fucked that it took a trip to Kenya
get me here. Still, I don't deny my privilege, or the ways that I can
pass through the world with all of the privilege afforded to a
seemingly normative, big-smile-wearing, white woman. But to the
extent that I don't reject and subvert that privilege, I am trampling
myself along with all those who don’t pass as this white
supremacist, capitalist, heteronormative, patriarchal web of
oppression entangles and implicates us all. 

After all, the sexualization that I felt and experienced as a young
girl is a huge piece of how my complicity/silence/pleasantness was
supposed to have been secured. My depression was and still is an
internalization of this and all the other messages of my inferiority
that I receive because of my gender.
So today when I think about my smile, I think it is part a product of
growing up in a small town, part growing up (white, middle-class)
girl, part what I did to survive chaos and abuse as a young child —
and part genuine. And it’s that genuine part that I think is worth
fighting for.

Christine (activistgrrrl@gmail.com) hopes that all your smiles
are real.  For more info on the anthology Nobody Passes,
check out nobodypasses.blogspot.com.
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Moving towards, away and with...

When Chicken Heads Come Home to Roost: My Life as
A Hip Hop Feminist (Simon & Schuster, 2000)
Where and how does a colored woman, child of the Hip-
Hop generation carve out her space as a feminist?  Picking
up where Ntozake Shange left off, author Joan  Morgan
cleverly articulates this sometimes duplicitous experience
in When Chicken Heads Come Home to Roost.  A fun,
smart, and political collection of personal essays weave this
tale of the complex life of the female  Gen-Xer.  Any woman
old enough to remember Queen Latifah’s Ladies First will
find themselves between these lines.  Filled with heart and
honesty, Morgan  calls out our hypocrisy: feminists dating
sexist men, independent women expecting men to pick up
the check, the power of the punani, and well, everything in
between.  She demands that we do the painful work of
rectifying our dichotomies, but she does it all in everyday
girlfriend language. (CI)

Like Son (Akashic, 2007)
Felicia Luna Lemus’ second novel had me ill and unable to
relinquish my grip on these pages. Why? It’s painfully real
and very much dealing with love in a way that is complex
and without answers.  Lemus is onto something: we wear
our histories and loves in a way that is tangled and messy
with and without apology. Frank Cruz is born to parents in a
doomed love affair only to find himself entering one of his
own after his father’s death. The chaos and fate of these
relationships span from present-day downtown New York
(Frank), 1990s Los Angeles (Frank’s parents) and 1940s
Mexico City (Frank’s grandparents). More importantly,
Lemus should be commended by her cohorts for quite
possibly writing one of the first novels in which we aren’t
reminded or beaten over the head with a characters gender
identity. Her characters are what they are and it assumes
but doesn’t beg the question that it will be read and
appreciated by queer, trans and straight allies alike for times
to come. For more information: felicialunalemus.com(IC)

Empowering exercise instructors
It's easy (and too common), for group-exercise teachers to
make students feel bad about their bodies, so here's a
LOUDmouth shout-out to two local instructors who regularly
make people of all ages and sizes feel healthy, capable,
and strong: Jennifer Haas, a new mama and aspiring
midwife who sometimes teaches strength-training classes
with a baby on her hip, and LOUDmouth contributor Rachel
Kann, who is teaching that step class between mentoring
young  women and writing fierce feminist poetry. Thanks,
ladees. (JH)

Infiltration
Infiltrationis an online zine about places you are not
supposed to go. Unfortunately, the creator of Infiltration,
Ninjalicious passed away in 2005 but his kind and vigilant
friends have continued to keep the site up and sell his
books! Ode to Ninjalicious for his feelings about hotels:
“Some think hotels are just floor after floor of identically
constructed hallways. That's what hotels WANT us to think.”
Amen, Ninjalicious, amen…On your mark, get set, GO:
infiltration.org/home.html (IC)

Community Clinics Campaign
In the summer of 2006, FTM Alliance of Los Angeles and
the Transgender Law Center began community organizing
to transform health care services offered at LA-based
community clinics. The Campaign will identify up to 5 clinics
from around the county with whom we can work to increase
their ability to provide health care to the transgender
community. Services would be available to people without
insurance, people on Medi-Cal, and probably on a sliding
scale basis to people whose insurance excludes transition
related care. Calling all Trannies, Allies and Chasers to join
our Movement for Transgender Health Care cuz a heatlhy
tranny is a sexy tranny! Check it out:
http://transhealthcare.googlepages.com/home (KB)

Jane: Documents From Chicago’s Clandestine
Abortion Service 1968-1973
A zine distributed by AK Press including official statements,
herstories, and "confessions" from individual members, all
telling the stories and analyzing and contextualizing the
incredible history of JANE and the CWLU. Before abortion
was legalized in 1973, Jane members, none of whom were
physicians, performed over 11,000 illegal abortions.  Not
one to glamorize the mainstream reproductive justice movement,
I was shocked at how inspiring these stories truly were.  (IC)

BD Breakout
A DANCE CREW...not a band: B and D have come
together to form the ultimate in dance dynamics....breaking
it down, bodacious drill team style. Inspired by both
commercial dance hits and their favorite bands to create a
synthesis of performance, spectacle, hype and above
all...EXPLOSIVE DANCE PARTY ACTION!!! Armed with
their hypemasters MC Grand Wizard & Ace Xtravaganza,
BD is an unstoppable force to behold...  Check them out:
myspace.com/bdbreakout (BB)

Chuco’s Justice Center
Chuco's Justice Center (CJC) is a youth of color-led,
radical organizing and arts space located in South Central
Los Angeles. Using direct action organizing, advocacy,
political education and activist arts, youth organizers work
to agitate, challenge and expose the inequalities of the
juvenile justice system. Three Los Angeles-based
organizations make up the offices of CJC: Youth Justice
Coalition, Critical Resistance and October 22nd Coalition.
YJC members, ages 7 to 24, are the young people L.A. has
labeled as criminals, gangstas, thugs and hoodlums. The
YJC has made a commitment to building youth leadership
by promoting a voice, vision and action plan for community
justice that is developed, led and staffed at all levels by
people who have experienced the justice system first-hand.
To find out more:  www.youth4justice.org (IC)

Winkie (Grove Press, 2006)
The hero of Clifford Chase's first novel, Winkie is a tranny
teddy bear, old, torn and mended but not broken. Winkie,
formerly Marie, is on trial for terrorism while questioning her
existence in our violent world. Winkie designs his identity
through her desires for life, movement and love. This rare
bear's struggles and longings remind us that letting them know
we exist is a loving act of queer resistance. Free Winkie!  (KB)

Infiltration

Like Son

Jane

When Chickenheads
Come Home to Roost

Winkie

BD Breakout!

In the fall of 2006 I transferred to UCLA from LACC and found
myself confused, disappointed, sleep deprived and ready to give
up college altogether. I can almost swear I had developed some
kind of scoliosis from taking the bus for an hour each way from my
apartment in Hollywood to school every morning and back. At the
end of the fall quarter, I hit rock bottom. I wasn’t getting the financial
aid I needed. I was broke, hungry, lonely and had a statistics exam
the next morning. 

Why was I in college again? Well, let’s back up: About a
week before I turned 18, I had enrolled in Los Angeles City College.
I lied about having a high-school diploma. The registrar
congratulated me and punched my social-security number into the
school database. I wasn’t really interested in getting a college
degree; I just wanted to take a philosophy class and take a break
from my shitty job. 

Most of my friendships developed in a student-rights group
that began my last year at LACC called Students for Education
Reform. It was a nice-enough, legit-sounding name under which
we hoped to implement our leftist politics. We started a book swap,
held a teach-in on the militarization of schools and worked on
keeping the institution bus pass active.  Once at UCLA, I began to
wonder if college was for me. Maybe, I thought, I should just drop
out, work on documentary filmmaking, or go live in Morocco for a
while and raise sheep. Instead, I found myself sitting in a projector-
lit classroom all day surrounded by people with pink iPods and $45
flip-flops. 

As a community-college student, transferring to a four-year
institution seemed like the logical next step toward becoming more
involved. I expected to find enthusiastic students to talk to and
progressive groups to get involved in. Instead I found myself in
painfully quiet class discussions and student groups that met at
inconvenient times for commuting students. I felt frustrated,
disappointed and began to wonder how many other transfer
students felt like me. Perhaps we could start a club. I envisioned
what the recruitment flier would say: Hate flip-flops? Are you the
only “person of color” in your discussion sections?

Ironically, the declining level of diversity at UCLA seems to
be reflected in the vast number of clubs formed on the basis of
racial and ethnic backgrounds, religious beliefs and sexual identity.
It is as if students are feeling so out of place that they are looking
for some kind of guarantee that they will find someone who they
have something in common with, and religion, ethnicity and
sexuality seem to be the most immediate way to decide whether or
not you fit in. While I attended LACC, interest groups outnumbered
groups based on ethnic identity. The school was so diverse, there
was no need to form clubs where one would feel culturally
understood on such strict measures. 

Instead of executing the club idea, I held informal interviews
with several female transfer students at UCLA to see for myself
how others felt. One student, Tanisha, a sociology major who had
transferred to UCLA from L.A. Mission College in Sylmar, explained
to me that she felt like she couldn’t connect with students at her
new campus. She listed her age as an issue, as well as the fact

that she commutes to campus every day. 
Many transfer students are older than their counterparts at

their new transfer institution. In comparison, Project TRUCCS
(Transfer and Retention of Urban Community College Students)
reports that only 21 percent of Los Angeles Community College
District (LACCD) students are under 20. One student, Sandra, an
anthropology major from Santa Monica College said, “When I walk
down Bruin Walk during club rush, no one hands me anything.
Maybe they assume I’m a professor or I work here.” 

Economic restraints, family responsibilities or an
established independent-living setup discourage many transfer
students from living in the dorms.. According to the UCLA Housing
Office, renting a room in an apartment in Westwood can range from
$600 to $900 a month. In contrast, renting a room in an apartment
in Hollywood near LACC usually costs from $300 to $500 a month.
Although living closer to campus makes it easier to get involved in
student groups, take advantage of campus resources and simply
make it to class in the morning, many transfer students cannot
afford to double their rent while already paying the higher cost of
tuition at UCLA.

The best way to improve the transfer-student experience is
to develop and maintain a strong level of student control over
education at both community colleges and universities. Many
school administrations don’t trust students and continually overrule
student interests. Board meetings are not well publicized, nor are
they easily accessible. Students are often too tangled up in a haze
of class assignments to even notice what’s happening to resources
until the deed is done.  

It is not surprising to note that many important decisions at
schools — both community colleges and universities — are made
during midterms or toward finals, or over summer or winter breaks
when only a fraction of the students are around to protest. One
such example is the demolition of LACC’s field in favor of a new
faculty and staff parking lot, which occurred one winter break. 

I used to spend all my Sundays at Food Not Bombs, and
now I spend most Sundays writing papers or catching up on
readings. I’ve had to occasionally cancel my weekly KillRadio.org
radio show, Mea Culpa, to make it to class on Friday mornings.
Transferring to UCLA not only changed my academic life, but
drastically altered my social life and my involvement in activities
that are very important to me. 

But why am I still doing this? There are many answers, and
they are all quite simple: I’m stubborn and just want to finish what
I started. Or it also could be that I like what I’m studying, and I feel
like it’s what I have to do to be taken seriously enough to receive
funding for the kind of work I want to do. It does beat out all the
shitty jobs I’ve had in the past, and I’m using UCLA as a means to
study in Ghana for five months. Heck, it’ll make my mama proud.

Lyl was raised in South Central Los Angeles and is interested in
interdisciplinary research on globalization, immigration and
international media. She enjoys beer, biking, Bikini Kill,
documentaries and string instruments: beautifuk678@gmail.com.  

By Lylliam Posadas
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Often times, depression and other mental illnesses
manifest in the body.  Yoga, which means the union of the body
and mind, can help you manage and possibly cure depression,
anxiety, and other mental and physical illnesses. 

Hatha Yoga, one of the eight limbs of yoga and the most
popular form practiced in the U.S., includes breathing,
meditation, and asanas (postures).  Specific breathing exercises
can calm you if you are feeling anxious or energize you if you are
feeling depressed. Postures can open the heart and body,
circulate blood, and twist and squeeze the organs, releasing
toxins.  In order to experience the benefits of yoga, it is important
to practice a few times a week, preferably, every day.  However,
practicing once a week could benefit your health a great deal. 

I have been practicing yoga on and off for about 7 years.
Partially due to the expense of yoga, I did not experience its full
benefits until I joined the YMCA last summer and started
practicing 4-6 times a week.  Through yoga, I have managed and
recovered from anxiety and depression. It has also given me a
general sense of well-being, strength, and gratitude. 

Sadly, due to it’s westernization and commodification,
when many people think of yoga they think of a thin middle-aged,
bourgeois woman decked out in designer yoga-wear, mat and
props.  This image may make yoga seem unappealing or
inaccessible to some people. But, one should look beyond
representations of yoga in the west, which can often times be
watered-down or skewed versions of Indian Yoga.  

Unfortunately, many yoga classes can be costly, ranging
from $15-$20.  Obviously, it is not necessary to have a pair of
designer yoga pants in order to practice yoga, but what many
potential yogis don’t know is it’s not even necessary to have a
mat! In fact, many yoga teachers do not use one.

Those who are true yogis believe in the spirit of giving and
offer classes that are either cheap or free.  Some options are
free/donation based studios, the YMCA, and community college
courses. I would recommend checking videos out from the library
(although some of these videos seem a bit silly) or even better,
from the Bodhi Tree in West Hollywood.  Also, most yoga studios
offer your first class for free. Since there are so many studios in
L.A., you could potentially hop from studio to studio for months
without dropping a dime!  Namaste. (I bow to the god within you.)

Violent Vickie is a DJ, producer, and aspiring yogi.  If you want a
free yoga lesson, email her at violentvickie@gmail.com.
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navigate through seemingly dichotomous relationships. I find
support in the likeliest and unlikeliest of places, meeting many who
have had to reconcile conflicting identities.

As a woman of color with a hyphenated identity who was
born in one country and raised in another, I am personally invested
in the rights of womyn, people of color, and immigrants. This has
brought me to many movements. By working in collaboration with
South Asian womyn towards eliminating violence against womyn
and the marginalization of immigrant womyn, I am able to build
bridges to and among communities of color. 

My formal education in women’s studies has given me the
foundation to understand how globalization can exploit indigenous
communities affecting womyn’s health and gender roles. My
current work in a domestic-violence shelter providing culturally
sensitive services to the Asian population has taught me how
language and citizenship status influence accessibility to
resources. Thus, it has connected me to other ways of knowing
and has validated my approach to social change through
compassion, empathy, and strength. 

Above all, in these movements that I have come to identify
with and belong to, my motivation to become involved was not
calculate. It came out of the need to relate to others who share my
personal growth & discovery.  If we take a moment to reflect on our
own lives, we will find that many of our values come from direct
experiences or through those we know. We all feel things on a
personal level that may prompt us to become involved in various
causes, no matter how small or big. 

Movements are a lot more than just rising up one day and
deciding that we must institute social change. We all want to lead
lives of justice and dignity, with the ability to make choices and not
have decisions made for us. In this sense, we are all part of
movement(s), whether we come to define it as such or not. We feel
it at our core, whether through sexuality, gender, ability, economic
status, or other markers We are all composed of identities that
have come to shape us in unique, yet similar ways. In our
experiences, we share struggle, pain, hope, beauty, and
happiness.

They make us who we are, sometimes transforming us.
Movements become more about survival. We need one another
as a way to understand ourselves. 

Rucha Tadwalkar is an activist, writer, non-profit junkie, gatherer
of like-minded individuals in the most likely and unlikeliest of
places, self-professed hypocrite chocolate loving, genuine soul.
She writes because she, like everyone else, has a story to tell. 

Being in the midst of a social movement can be uplifting, providing
a sense of belonging among strangers.  This type of movement
assumes the mobilization of large groups of people organizing to
advance a cause or challenge social injustice. However, it makes
invisible to those outside of organizing for social justice the years
of struggle and layers of work that have propelled these larger
movements.  Mass movements are an extension and response to
personal struggles and challenges to oppressions confronted on a
daily basis. 

One contemporary example of grassroots mobilizing gone
highly public is the immigrant rights movement. Composed of
many ethnic groups, this mixture of documented & undocumented
individuals have encountered injustices since the moment they left
their homelands. The grueling physical journey itself requires
adjusting to a life less ordinary. Everyday instances of emotional
hardship, unfamiliarity, and racism are commonplace in the lives of
these individuals. In creating a new life, the need for better pay and
anti-discrimination laws become obvious. Immigrant rights blend
into fighting for other rights as well, such as job stability & workers’
rights. Thus, members of one social justice movement are also
members of other social justice movements because of these
intersectionalities. 

The immigrant rights movement and others prior to it and
those inspired by it, transpired out of people gravitating toward
each other because they share similar racial and cultural identities,
as well as histories. Movement forms out of a need for
preservation and remembrance of where one came from and how
to realize freedom and equality.  Even without mass mobilization,
these communities come together to agitate and celebrate. Even
without changes, people continue to struggle in the everyday,
relying on one another for comfort and security. Movements like
this are not necessarily as wide and far-reaching as the images
entrenched in our minds when we think of community organizing.
Rather, they are ongoing and often invisible to the larger
population. Enclave movements like this often occur simultaneous
to, within, and outside, of other movements.

Not unlike the immigrants who come together out of a
common understanding, the community I have come to identify
with and rely on has grown out of my personal experience of
having to negotiate the immigrant culture my parents raised me in,
with the American culture I was brought up in. My history has led
me to form ties with those who can relate to and share my
experiences and worldview. Reaching out to diverse groups of
people has helped me to discover that I am not alone in having to

Heal
With

Yoga 
By Violent Vickie
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we want your ideas!
As a space that serves Cal
State L.A. and the community,
we are always interested in
hearing what you want.

If you have suggestions for performers,
musicians, speakers, workshops, conferences,
or artists who focus on ethnicity, class,
gender, and progressive ideas, and who
would be great at a college campus, please
email Frederick Smith, Director, Cross Cultural
Centers at: fsmith@cslanet.calstatela.edu. In
the subject line put: LOUDmouth ideas for
CCC.

Call us at (323) 343-5001.
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audience I want and the type of people I want to work with.
Dancing professionally created conflict for years and years. …
[Feminism] is the beginning and the end. For female dancers, I
like to allow them to do movement that [I think] is specifically
masculine because I don’t see any difference. There’s so much
strength in women, so much femininity and delicateness. Why
not fully encompass that within the piece? Allow them to do
what female dancers don’t do? You can hit things just as hard
as a guy can.

PP: So you felt like you were being put in a box or
something by way of your beliefs about gender? Have you
reconciled this conflict, and how?
M: Yeah I did, but it was a box I placed around myself because
I didn’t want to be sexualized or represented in a way that I
didn’t think was respectful to women. I started to find a
compromise within myself, an understanding that being a
feminist doesn’t mean I don’t do particular things. It means that
I can do anything. My compromise involving the arts is the
continuous struggle of where I fit in the whole scheme. I really
have to try hard to care about caring about my weight, nails,
hair, scars, plucking, shaving and presentable gear... all that
crap. That’s the compromise, all the superficial stuff. As a 27-
year-old lady, I've managed a lot of struggles along the way to
realize that you can't always change the world in one fell swoop
just by screaming, “No!!!” I've learned I gotta listen and pick and
choose my battles. Then try to change things from within
instead of callin’ it crud on the first glance.

Paloma Alexandra Parfrey is a 26-year-old post-post-post-
modern feminist. Currently hollering for Bejia Flor, she’s been
involved with the nonprofit Trade City for eight years, directed a
play called Chili Commandos and is currently working on a book
of poetry and short stories.

throughout your life as someone who went to school and
was trained?
M: I try to deconstruct. You have to point your toe in a particular
place or lift your knee this high and so forth for unison and for
the appearance. Sometimes I take that into consideration, but a
lot of the times it’s not the point. Everything doesn’t have to be
in unison. For this particular piece I like each dancer to be a
character. Every single person, not only dancers, have so much
inside themselves to give and provide to the world. 

PP: What kinds of responses do you want or enjoy the
most after a performance?
M: I like it when people are inspired by it. Maybe not inspired to
make movement but maybe to make music, inspired to do
something. The song I’m choreographing right now is “PolicÌa”
by As Mercenarias. If someone can understand the movement
and what the music is saying even though it is in another
language and try to do something in their community, that starts
the ball rolling. 

PP: Do you prefer being a choreographer or a dancer?
M: I’m trying to step further away from the dance and into the
choreographer’s seat. For example, I’ve been wanting to do a
whole show of just the band, Beat Happening’s, music, and it
looks like it will happen later this year! Also, a lot of projects
have been presented to me as a choreographer, which allows
me to present opportunities for people I know are outstanding.
This is Hollywood, so sometimes they don’t fit a particular
aesthetic. 

PP: Do you consider yourself a feminist? How does it affect
your art?
M: Yes, but professionally I’ve always been conflicted by it. I’ve
always felt that women were objectified and sexualized a lot
[and] not given roles. [I thought] I don’t know if I want to do this
because I have a lot of respect for myself, about the type of

Mecca’s Black Diamond Performance, 2007.
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Secondly, marketing dollars are continually expended on
colorful brochures advertising comfortable, quick commuter
buses from suburban centers to downtown locations and Metro
Guides to shopping in Hollywood rather than on publications
relaying the easiest and quickest route from Koreatown to South
Central. And yet, fare hikes were imposed in July of this year to
pay off MTA’s deficit, and will be imposed again in 2009. 

Thirdly, local buses are often crowded past capacity
(which is a violation of the Bus Riders’ Union—a civil rights
organization committed to eliminating sexism, racism, and
classicism on public transportation in Los Angeles—decree that
only eight people should ever be standing for more than 20
minutes at a time), while commuter buses serving a wealthy
business class offer plush, roomy seats as if riders were on a
guided tour. Still, our mayor pushes for a “subway to the sea,”
knowing that the current subway is underutilized and expensively
constructed, rather than pushing for a more comprehensive
rapid-transit system, more buses on crowded lines and equal
access to information. I love the subway; I rely on it daily. But I
would rather have a mayor who fights harder to ensure that the
Metro Board does not "balance the MTA budget on the backs of
seniors, the disabled, students, and low-income families" (quote
by Villaraigosa: LA Times, May 24, 2007).    

In a city of 9.8 million people, the plight of 1.3 million on
public transportation is ignored daily in order to bring SIG alerts
and reports of car chases and traffic accidents to the driving
public. But then, most MTA riders are people/women of color,
economically dispossessed; Metro is aware of this demographic,
and their recent fare hikes are classist and racist. 

I am labeled an activist because of my choice, but
essentially everyone depending on transit is active in achieving
the same results. And we should all be outraged. Metro’s
practices clearly tell us that people of color and women are not
important and that they can be exploited. Activists by choice or
by force, we are all in the same boat, or bus, if you will.

If you would like to find out more about the Bus Rider’s Union, go
to busridersunion.org.

Fonda Portales’s poetry has been published in JOTA and Puerto
del Sol as well as in several Really Big Show chapbooks. In light
of the recent fare hikes she is currently looking to move her
disillusioned ass to another state, one with an adequately
subsidized public transportation system. Contact her:
fondaportales@yahoo.com.

I do not drive in Los Angeles. I know how to, but I choose not to.
This always throws people off a bit. Even the most “green” and
progressive of Angelenos stumble over the concept. Cars are
part of the worldview here, so people assume that if I don’t drive,
it is because I never learned how. I often feel alone in my self-
proclaimed mission to resist car culture. 

When I moved to Los Angeles in January 2002, I made a
commitment to myself, my environment and my neighbors: I will
resist the temptations of car culture in L.A. and will rely solely on
public transportation, thereby showing others that public
transportation can indeed work in Los Angeles. I will commit to
changing my lifestyle by living close to work, and when that is not
possible, I will rise early and get home late. I will always carry
change for bus fare and a good book to read. 

In the past five years, I have moved from each end of this
city to the other. I have traveled from my studio apartment in
Koreatown (which I chose because it is directly across the street
from the Wilshire/Vermont Red Line Station) to Arcadia,
Calabasas, Studio City, Pasadena, East L.A., Pacific Palisades,
Santa Monica, Burbank, and everywhere in between, often
working two jobs while attending school full time. I have worked
my way through a master’s degree by doing homework on the
bus and subway, written poems for publication and walked my
legs into very strong, muscular pins. 

However, spending the last five-and-a-half years on public
transportation, even working briefly at Metro in the Marketing
department (a further honoring of my commitment), I realize that
my choice to move about this urban sprawl using only public
transportation is a luxury. One that has been a sacrifice and an
inconvenience, but a sacrifice of luxury, nonetheless. I am a
single woman, independent and without children. I have no
dependents to run home to and feed and protect. I don’t have
pets or even plants. I am not what Metro would label “transit-
dependent.”

Every day, I ride the Metro with over one million fellow
travelers, most of whom are people of color living on low
incomes, some below poverty level, who depend on the
inefficient system to get to work. I have stood next to men and
women coming from the Pacific Palisades after working long
days caring for other people’s children, landscaping luxury
gardens and cleaning large homes. In the rail cars and bus hubs,
I have heard Spanish, Arabic, Chinese, and Russian. L . A . ’ s
public transportation is a reflection of the city’s great diversity,
carrying people vital to its economic prosperity. Sadly, public
transportation is also an outrageous reflection of our city’s
cultural and economic divide.  

First, Metro riders have little access to information, and it
is difficult to obtain timetables except at Union Station and a few
other depots.  To be fair, Metro does offer an online Trip Planner
and an operator service at 1800COMMUTE; however, these
services are not available to the working poor who often live
without phone and internet service. Bus and rail cars are rarely
stocked with schedules for the route the bus is on, and bus stops
rarely give an indication of running hours or mapped routes. 

Notes from the Underground
Public Transportation in L.A.
By Fonda Portales

Update!
MTA brought in 2 fare increases at the May 24th public
hearing. One fare increase passed on 7/1 as well as one
in 7/09 and another potential one up for discussion/vote in
7/11. The long range plan includes a potential 3-5%
increase every other year for the next 20 years!!! Check
out our website for legal updates as well: 
busridersunion.org.
-Esperanza Martinez
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Callin 
the Crud

I first met Mecca dancing in local artist and musician Becky
Stark’s variety show, The Most Beautiful Show That Ever Lived.
Mecca was the choregrapher, while I was untrained, crammed in
a bathing suit, and a lot heavier than any of the other dancers. I
don’t think I would have participated as willingly if it wasn’t for
Mecca’s guidance and natural leadership. After months of
“what’s ups” around town, Tamala [my partner] and  I finally made
it to one of her solo performances at Telic in L.A.’s Chinatown.
There, I witnessed miracles happen as she made cement wave
into water at the tip of her toe. 

Tamala Poljak: How does movement affect your daily life in
the world?
Mecca: I have danced my whole life — I study movement not just
in a class scenario but when I go out and see bands play, [when
I am] walking down the street and watching small children.  I want
it to be something that’s accessible to a dancer but mostly
accessible to people who aren’t that familiar to dance. [This is]
what I imagine when I’m choreographing: somebody just walking
down the street and breaking into movement out of nowhere and
then continuing walking like nothing. 

Paloma Parfrey: How do you choose who you work with?
M: The first and foremost is whether a person is a kind person
and whether I feel that their understanding of society, of how

things function, is broad. I want [and] I like to work with people
who understand that every man is not an island to himself, that
dance, that movement isn’t just for them [but is] to be shared with
everybody. Everybody, once they can get out of their head, has
their own special movement. 

PP: What is the difference in a social movement vs. a dance
movement? How do these relate? Breakdancing, for
example, didn’t come out of the dance community but out of
a social movement.
M: The truth that I’m trying to establish, I call the “movement
movement.” I have such an affinity with activism, community
outreach and with trying to share dance with everybody. I don’t
see dance as something to just be shown in a grand theatre. I like
the idea of presenting movement to people on the street; having
it is an open avenue to share, to make it more accessible. A lot
of people associate dance with people who have money, this
aloof ballet dancer with her nose up in the air.  For example, I’ll
get reviewed for the LA Times through this thing called Spectrum
that Deborah Brockus puts on. It’s this really awesome
opportunity to present work, but a lot of times I feel like the
reviewers don’t understand that it’s coming from a sub-cultural
place. They’re seeing it as academic, and it’s not academic. It’s
for the people. It’s straight-up working-class. 

PP: How has the meaning of dance changed for you

By Paloma Parfrey 

Callin 
the Crud
Callin 
the Crud

A Dialogue with Mecca Vazie Andrewsabout her Movement Movement
about her Movement Movement
A Dialogue with Mecca Vazie Andrews 
about her Movement Movement

The freedom to distribute long-form videos on the web
interferes with the U.S. decision to control images of the war. The
death-toll casket look of Vietnam and the infrared bombing of
Desert Storm has not accompanied the current War on Iraq.
Youtube sits on the World Wide Web as a conduit for soldiers to
post their own videos and for the audience to comment. A search
for “war on Iraq footage” led to soldier-made clips and Iraq-related
news video coverage that garners around 50,000 views each. Here
the images of the war that make it into the public eye can be
somewhat offensive, like a soldier singing the song “Hadji Girl” or a
Marine with bare buttocks. Underneath the video footage,
international Youtube users post their reactions to both the video
and the prior comments in an ongoing dialogue thick with racial
slurs, homophobia, sexism and hostile sentiments. The global
commentary is reactionary toward the video material, and without
a formal purpose aside from entertainment, Youtube seems to be a
missed opportunity for serious dialogue.  

The indymedia.org site that climaxed during the WTO
protests in Seattle in 1999 was a beacon of hope for the kind of
attention that Youtube garners today. On Indymedia, activists
posted footage from the riots in Seattle, and the world was able to
watch events unfold from an alternative-news source as a major
network. Indymedia centers sprang up around the world, and today
it is still a hub for radical journalists to post alternative coverage. If
Youtube were more like Indymedia, then the true power of personal
technology in the hands of the masses might have a larger impact
on society just like large-scale demonstrations. As they stand,
Youtube and sites like it seem to be driven by users’ desire for fame
instead of their desire for political change. It will be interesting to
see if radical filmmakers harness the power of this new arena with
a political aim and push the dissident spokesman into a wireless
(and thereby wiretap-less) space.

Online distribution means instant access, and even monolith
networks like NBC broadcast their shows in full on the web. Do-it-
yourself alternative-media filmmakers are finding resources to be
readily available and affordable. The range of bedroom
testimonials to comprehensive feature documentaries posted on
the internet are proof that personal technology has flourished. The
grassroots filmmaking movement is here, and as Christopher
Burnett of indymedia.org says, “the access to bandwidth is there
for ease of use. And anything outside of their [the current
administration’s] monopoly on information control is a good thing”.
The digital-video divide is the space between availability, visibility,
usage, time and control. The tools necessary to bridge this divide
are at present in the hands of the people.

Hilary Goldberg is a filmmaker, writer, artist, utopian idealist and
pain-in-the-ass vegan homo. Her work can be admired or
disdained at hilarygoldberg.com.

Picture Yoko Ono and John Lennon’s infamous bed-in today using
a direct live-chat feed to the world Timothy Leary stated in his book
Chaos and Cyber Culture, “Power to the people means personal
technology available to the individual.” The future looks bright
because today video cameras and computers offer distribution to
the masses unlike ever before . As filmmaking technology embeds
itself into the grassroots movement, this generation has an
immediate line to the world, and the question is who will make the
call.

The political climate under the Patriot Act is similar to the
atmosphere surrounding Nixon’s counter-intelligence program, Co-
Intel Pro. J. Edgar Hoover’s FBI-run Counter Intelligence Program
performed wiretaps and other measures to dismantle radical
organizations from the late ’50s through 1971. Today the full
political potential of available technology is determined by daring
pioneers who combine filmmaking, activism and the internet in
groundbreaking ways by using what is available for their own
purposes.  

In the late ‘90s, Sony released the VX-1000, a three-chip
digital-video camera with a professional-quality look at a consumer
price. And at the same time Canon offered its XL-1 model, Adobe
Premiere led the way to the film industry’s use of prosumer editing
software. Ten years later, affordable digital-video cameras are up to
High Definition standards. This trend elevated the video movement
of the early ‘80s to a higher-quality, film-industry offshoot.

In creating the film Render: Spanning Time with Ani
DiFranco, Ani and I made use of this burgeoning technology to
create a political music documentary from a home studio. We
pushed the digital-video medium and software to its limits by
making a full-length feature documentary. Since that time, editing
software has become extremely user friendly, hard drives can
handle vast amounts of media, and the World Wide Web offers free
distribution. This technology hit the professional-consumer market,
and now a grassroots filmmaking movement is tangible to the
masses way beyond what we were able to do by 2002 with our
feature. Diverse film festivals spring up on a daily basis and bring
alternative films into larger theaters. Youtube and Myspace offer
video-uploading capability as easily as free e-mail accounts, and
the general public has access to a broader audience than ever
before with the internet.

An incredible example of a woman making use of
available technologies to raise questions about our world is Sofia
Shafquat and her film 911 Mysteries. Its posting on Google Video
alone has received over 2 million views. The film compares a
typical building demolition with the physics behind the collapse of
the World Trade Center. Prior to the new, high-bandwidth, easy-
access video websites, a film without distribution would not be
seen by a wide audience, but today a full-length documentary can
be viewed in its entirety on the web. 

by hilary goldberg

Press
RECORD!

the digital–video divide
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Vegans, vegetarians, and Atkins dieters are all well-practiced at
carefully considering certain aspects of eating — be them humanity,
environmentalism, health, or something else. But perhaps the impacts
of our food choices extend further than we imagined. Eating “exotic,”
for instance, seems to be a worldwide fad. Is it a harmless exploration
of other cultures — or is it something far more sinister and
exploitative? 

Eating at McDonald’s or KFC in China — not
to mention the much pricier Pizza Hut — symbolizes
a certain social standing that is very different from
that in the nation of their creation: Here, groups of
trendy teens crowd KFC at lunch and dinner time.
McDonald’s billboards and TV commercials portray
young, athletic women listening to their iPods and
munching on their 6-RMB orange pies.

For the past three years, I’ve been living in
China and thinking about this contrast. Indeed, many
westerners who come here and observe this exalting
of American fast-food restaurants might proclaim it
strange, but it doesn’t seem too far off from the
exotification of food that goes on among much of the
snob class of so-called developed nations.  Why do
we (the worldwide “we,” apparently) want to eat
“exotic,” anyway? Does it represent our worldliness,
our cosmopolitan lifestyle, our modernity and
sophistication in (ironically) a world that’s
increasingly shrinking and homogenizing? 

And while labeling food items “exotic” doesn’t
inspire the same outcry in regard to objectification
that labeling people “exotic” does, it’s indicative of a
consumer culture in which everything — from plastic
to people to the food we eat — is turned into a
product.

You might expect a ride on this cash cow
from grocery-store-posh ice-cream brand Haagen
Dazs, who markets its “Reserve” series with rhetoric
about searching the globe for “rare” and “unique”
ingredients that have “scarce availability.” Yet even
Trader Joe’s, with its down-with-the-neighborhood,
do-good vibe, releases a box of chocolates called
Single Origin Truffles that advertises being “made
from cocoa beans sourced from a singularly exotic
region.”

U.S. city dwellers might opt for Indian food
over their local burger stand, Thai over pizza and go
to a “bistro” before they’d set foot in a “diner.” And
when blondes in Santa Monica discovered sushi
about a decade ago, eating it quickly became a sign.
Of something. To be sure, part of it is simply about
giving our palettes a variety of tasty goodness, but
the other, bigger part, seems to be about giving ourselves a certain air
of sophistication and worldliness — or that’s what it became now, in
this time of excessive commodification.

While putting on airs might not necessarily be the worst thing
one can do, there is a certain element of exotification that comes with
the territory — and that might drive the desire that leads people to
exploit higher spending power to strip places of their resources. It also
creates demand for food or food products that must be transported
hundreds, even thousands, of miles across land and sea. 
In a time and place when and where most of our food is packaged and

moved across the nation, is it really necessary to extend that distance
to the globe? (Though I must note, of course, that simple economics
also play a large[r?] part in driving the global food-transport industry.)
Such questions led to the formation of the 100-Mile Diet
(http://100milediet.org), a movement that pushes relying on locally
produced food. Reducing unnecessary contributions to waste and
pollution as well as eating fresher are aims of the movement, in which

participants avoid eating anything that is in part or in
whole produced outside of a 100-mile radius of their
residence.

Unfortunately, the more we find out, the more
problematic everything seems to become. Caught in
a tangled web of increasing awareness and
increasing self-disgust? The bottom line of this
conundrum, for “ethics” seekers, is that in every
choice we make — in every “movement” we identify
ourselves with — we need to attempt to view clearly
the hierarchy of the consequences of making that
choice.

Take, for instance, the case of the palm oil vs. the
orangutans. Until late last year, palm oil was pushed
as a healthful, environmental answer to both
cooking-oil and energy-crisis woes. It is used in food
products, detergents, plastics and cosmetics, among
other things. One such line of skincare products is
touted by the American Palm Oil Council as being
made of “palm oil and natural ingredients that do not
contain petrochemicals and animal extracts which
are completely biodegradable.” And the oil was
embraced in the “sustainable energy” movement as
a bio-fuel alternative to coal. 
Demand for the stuff skyrocketed, particularly in
Europe, where many governments have lately been
pushing for environmentally guilt-free consciences.
Sounded good, until somebody looked into it and
realized that the main source of all this palm oil is
Indonesian and Malaysian rainforests — one of
Earth’s defenses against climate change and home
to the orangutan, a species which experts now say is
in danger of extinction due directly to the demand for
palm oil. Meaning that, in fact, many of the
arguments in favor of palm oil were turned on their
heads. It was, it seems, a case of jumping on the
bandwagon too early, too enthusiastically, before all
the research was done. 
Many of us identify as part of a movement or, more
likely, several different movements. But in all these
movements, what’s the end goal? What do we do
with those choices we originally thought were better
but in the end turned out to have costs that were
equal or more devastating to what we were originally

trying to combat in the first place? How do we make our choices?
What is our ultimate priority, and what sacrifices do we make in order
to achieve those goals? 

An important place to ask these questions is right at the dinner table.
We’re there every day. 

Jennifer is a west-coast-Stateside-born half-Chinese hunxue who
now lives in western China, which, to the rest of the world, is just
the East: voodikon@yahoo.com.
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I sometimes do not want to tell this story because

I don’t want to focus too much on the individual when the problem
is structural. 

All the protagonists are white.

I’m not sure if it’s an act of class protection or respect for some
loved ones’ agency and privacy or aesthetic overreaching that has
motivated me to publish this under a pen name.

No matter how I tell it, it’s always missing significant elements,
details that might change your impression of one of the characters
or the dynamics between them or even the whole purpose, or
theme. 

I’m uncertain about centering already-privileged narratives, even
critically.

Although some of it has been used to pay for months and months
of therapy, and some of it has been redistributed to organizers
working to move this city to a housing model I believe is more just
than the present one, the money sometimes transferred from Y to
me is a persistent source of confusion and internal conflict (ethical,
political, psychological, emotional) for me. 

Nothing about this story is necessarily representative. And I’m not
sure how useful it might be. And then I’m not sure what I think
about stories-and-usefulness.

It’s scary to tell the story with all the big questions unanswered
(and so above I’ve done it flatly, detachedly, one might say
disconnectedly).

But—

5

I was born in Van Nuys in 1978.
“If the infamous German inflation of 1920-23 ruined the Weimar
middle class, [the] Southern California land inflation of 1975-79 by
contrast enriched many tens of thousands of middle-class families

beyond their wildest dreams. Yet the second inflation ultimately
produced almost as much anxiety and political turmoil as the first.
”–Mike Davis, City of Quartz (181)

In the 1980s and early 90s, I was always crossing, from one home
to another, from one parental force field to another, from home
cultures to school cultures (private to public), from here to here to
here, all over L.A.

In the 1990s, there was a recession, then a housing bubble that
kept growing and growing. Y got in at the right time and isn’t
worried about what will happen if it bursts—or slowly leaks, as if
from a tiny pinprick, as some predict. 

I was an adult in my homecity in the late 90s and early 00s, at first
easily affording a life of multiple part-time/freelance jobs and time
left over for activism and art. And then that housing bubble grew
and grew, and most people’s incomes did not; in 2007, almost no
one I know—except Y—has affordable, or stable, housing. X, who
fled this city years ago, now rents someone else’s land in the
Pacific Northwest.

Today there is a citywide housing squeeze, with more than half of
rental households paying more than 30 percent of their income on
rent. Ever fewer middle-class residents are able to even consider
purchasing a home. As workers who cannot afford to live near their
urban jobs are pushed out, commuting increases, with a host of
attendant environmental and community/individual health impacts.

I type from a rented apartment in this city, a 

mixed-class/class-crossing/housing-insecure/privileged 

daughter/struggling adult/tenant advocate/challenger of
capitalism/potential inheritor of real estate/

and more. With you, here.

J Heller is a descendant of a great-grandmother who was named
Mrs. Geller and partner to a creature who hates religion but is
obsessed with Hell-with-a-capital-H (let’s call those two other
points C and D; but they’re another story). 
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By Jennifer Ashley

THE:Global:Food:Movement
What:Are:Its:Implications:

?

“Unlike traditional chocolates,
these chocolates are
made from cocoa beans that are
sourced from a single plantation
or region. Better yet, they’re
from exotic destinations like
Tanzania and Sao Tome. ...
Indulge yourself in a truly
unique chocolate
experience.” 

Trader Joe’s Single-Origin Truffles
package

“Andy Nusser, of Casa Mono,
first spotted cockscombs
in Barcelona and knew he had to 
serve them. It’s tempting to 
suspect that they are there for
the sake of pure novelty, to
lure the army of restless New 
Yorkers who crave the 
exotic if only to consume it and
transform it into the banal
as quickly as possible.”

“Extreme Eating” New York
Magazine
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“You came home to a house that was owned.”

My dad said that to me last week; we had both just been crying
(about something other than houses, property owned).

By age 17, I’d called more than two dozen places, almost all of
them in L.A. County, “home.” Most of those places were rented by
my mother. But, my dad reminded me recently, I first came home
to a house that was—that he—owned.

2

Let’s say my mother is X, and my father is Y, and I have spent my
life moving on various slopes between, toward, aside, away from,
or otherwise in relation to them. (And let’s, for the sake of this story
about specific points and the movement between them, ignore the
chromosomal and other normative implications of those
variables—or, no, let’s not).

X, who primarily raised me, has been financially and domestically
unstable, a tenant, for the three decades that she has been an
adult and I have been alive. Y, the parent I see more often as an
adult, was once financially unstable and then a moving-up young
parent/salesperson/homeowner and then broke again and is now
the owner of five properties, landlord of one person and three small
businesses, and broker of many wealthy people’s real-estate
deals. 

For a few months when I was a child, the meeting point between X
and Y, who divorced when I was two, was John Wayne. X had
moved us to San Diego, and Y had stayed in L.A., and every other
weekend they met in the middle at an Orange County airport
named after a movie-star/cowboy. My sister and I were transferred
from a station wagon with dogs breathing heavily in the way-way
back to a vintage convertible, long freeway zooms on both sides of
the transfer, and then, a few days later, back. 

Because X moves and moves, as a child I also moved and moved.
Studio City, Northridge, Hawaii, San Diego, Woodland Hills,
Encino, Sherman Oaks, Castaic, Venice, North Hollywood …
Apartments, guest houses, houses we lived in alone, houses lived
in by other families who let us temporarily occupy an extra

bedroom. In my memory, sometimes I would come home from
school and discover that my things had been boxed up and we
were heading to some new home I’d never heard of. Maybe a few
of the times I caught X’s hope that everything would be better in the
next place—even if we were being forced out of this one through
no desire of our own, by some landlord’s choice or lack of money
to stay—but usually not. Usually I felt anxious and sad, like an
unstill, unstillable sad thing was leaking under my ribs, and it is
only recently that that feeling doesn’t immediately rise up when I
travel far from whatever is currently home. 

Sometimes when Y works as a real-estate broker, paying close
attention to people who are making a move they desire (let’s call
them y-people, and again let’s be partially aware of the problems
with that naming), people to whom Y is not paying much attention
(x-people, let’s problematically say) are forced to move by the
desires of the y-people Y is working for, whose movement Y profits
from. If Y thinks of those other people, the x ones, whose
undesired movement is sometimes forced by the desires of the y-
people Y is closely thinking of, which Y usually doesn’t, Y thinks (in
chorus with the economic system of which he is a product), Those
x-people have no one but themselves to thank for the position
they’re in. I disagree. I will always identify with the x-people, having
been forcibly moved so much, so much that sometimes I wonder if
my empathic pain is warping my perception of their actual pain, so
much that sometimes I wonder if I appropriate them, absorb
something of them that’s not mine, when what I mean to be is an
ally. And sometimes some of the money Y garners is transferred to
me. 

3

You, a child, are traveling between two different neighborhoods,
homes, lifestyles, spheres of parental influence. 

Occasionally, you, an adult, ride your bike diagonally across L.A.,
from an apartment you rent and worry near-constantly that you will
be forced out of (your neighbors have been illegally evicted, rents
are rising and rising, you don’t trust your landlord, you don’t trust
the economic system—it can’t be trusted) to an apartment that one
of your parents owns and lives in. Along the way, you pass diverse
and divergent neighborhoods and people—so segregated, so little
cross-class contact. And yet you and others are constantly
crossing, moving through.

By J Heller

Private Property?

Scattered Stor i es  f rom 
Three Decades of  LA Moves
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move out!

boy/b-girl footwork. Queer youth archive their spirits and cultures
similarly. Before Madonna grossly bastardized the art of vogue,
young gay blacks and latinos lit their muscles aflame and formed
modes of acceptance, “creating their familía from scratch,” as
Cherríe Moraga puts it.    

I mourned on the bus that day, rage gradually replacing
my loss; what happened to this place that saved me from street
lurking and squeezed out our angers, our closeted selves, our
pangs of isolation, validated our experiences as the majority, and
allowed us to breathe away from our guardian’s pressure to
straight ‘normalcy’--- where did The Royal go?  

I want to understand as a Pinay trans educator, performer,
and Chicagoan, how we have transformed bodies into acts of
resistance.  Before we have the language of political discourse or
identity, before we talk about binary genders or same-sex
marriage, this is sometimes before we understand our ethnic
queer ancestry. Before we get kicked out of our neighborhoods
and mushrooming forest of condominiums culturally erase our
struggles. Our bodies, our moves, the authentic ways we
establish collective have to be honored as lineage, as means to
record and remember how we grew up brown and queer with at
the very least, our rhythms to sustain us.

kay ulanday barrett is a spoken word performer, poet, speaker,
and shaker. Kay connects life as a filipina/pinay-amerikan queer
navigating struggle, resistance, and laughter in the U.S.

Yesterday I was riding the Fullerton Ave. bus in my old
neighborhood, Logan Square — comprised of Latino, Black, and
Asian Pacific Islander communities. As the wheels turned, I
noticed my usual view of mom and pop stores had changed –
now peppered by big condos and chains like Starbucks. Then I
winced, when I noticed that my spot, the home of my queer fam,
The Royal, turned into a 7-Eleven and a tanning salon. 

To those of you who like ice cold slushies and orange
skin, this may have been an improvement – but for those of you
who need a place to feel connected – to feel the beat in your soul,
this is a tragedy. In Midwestern, conservative Chicago, the social
community of a dance club’s juke night (chi-town slang for move
or dance) is a formidable forum for releasing the systematic
stress of a queer of color youth.  Yes, song lyrics can be
problematic; however spaces like The Royal unify low-income
status youth. Youth that so often endure authoritarian public
school systems and brutality from law enforcement can enact
their queerness in these safe spaces. Places where queer youth
can shake their bodies, manifest their truest gender in sweat and
speaker blare, is a source of empowerment. The youth club is
inevitably political.   

For people of color, in communities surviving colonization,
all dancing — from boriqua salsero to indigenous malong dances
of the Philippines is an act of resistance. In low-income
communities in the U.S, we learn our his/hertories via body
memory, beat, and witness; self-empowered with hip-hop’s b-

pushed out!
by kay ulanday barrett

                     



being bought-out by large chains. If a Borders or Barnes & 
Noble is looking to buy out the local bookstore, organize to 
resist that change from occurring. 
Contact local government. After the community knows 
what it wants (i.e., community garden, recreation center, 
low-income housing), let your city-council members know 
what’s going on, and steer them in the direction of the 
community.
Brainstorm for financing strategies. Build alliances with 
nonprofit organizations, potential investors and even 
landlords or private developers to create proactive financing
tactics.
Work with existing development proposals. If it looks 
like that huge condo complex is going to happen, try to 
minimize displacement by making sure that local 
government sets aside a percentage of the development for
affordable housing, living-wage jobs, parking and/or open 
space. You can even negotiate for monetary assistance to 
local nonprofit community organizations or for 
implementation of rent-control policies.    

And if you’re looking for less-intensive ways of resisting, get
creative! Don’t forget about the neighborhood you live in when
you’re arranging the next event at your house or infoshop. When
you are consistently bringing outsiders into the mix, you are
contributing to gentrification. The best way to counter gentrification
is to keep the life and bonds of the existing community strong and
alive. Of course every community has its own specific needs and
unique cultural vitality, and these are just some ways to approach
gentrification. The best time to start organizing is at the beginning
of it.

the   revolution   is   local          
…And it needs to happen now, in our neighborhoods. There’s
obviously more than one way to gentrify a neighborhood, and
punks aren’t always the catalysts. But it’s classic for a structure like
an infoshop or a punk-affiliated cafe to be the first sign of imminent
gentrification. After your neighborhood gentrifies, and you are
priced out, think again before helping to gentrify yet another
neighborhood. Now that you have the knowledge, don’t let it
happen again. Make responsible and well-thought-out decisions to
make sure you can do the most to secure the community you will
move into next. There is absolutely no reason why people who
have worked so hard to build their lives and improve their
neighborhoods should not be able to stay there.

Michelle Zenarosa is a punk/grad student studying journalism at
the University of Maryland who puts peanut butter in everything,
including spaghetti: grrldeconstructed@hotmail.com

b r e a k i n g   i t   d o w n   a n d   g e t t i n g   a   c l u e  
a b o u t   y o u r   r o l e   i n   d i s p l a c i n g   r e s i d e n t s .

Michelle Zenarosa
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Punx
AS GENTRIFIERS

So you wanna start an infoshop? DIY space? You probably don’t
have much money, so you look toward what you can afford. You fill
out an application, and the landlord hands you a lease. You
couldn’t be more excited about how promising your new life is
looking. 

Fast forward a little bit. You’re out on the rooftop reflecting on what
has happened since you set up shop: a whole new set of affluent
faces have moved into the neighborhood. A new yoga studio, an
art gallery and an upscale pet boutique have even staked their
territory down the street. Contrary to popular belief, gentrification it
is not a normal market phenomenon. Displacement means force.
It entails harassment and violence. 

The main problem with gentrification is displacement, but that’s not
the only consequence. When poor residents get displaced it’s
nearly impossible for them to find adequate housing because of
the reduction in cheaper housing stock and the nonexistent
attempt to re-house them in the richer suburbs. There is a long,
complex history of imperialism and white folks claiming land as
theirs whenever they see it fitting to their desires, profit and
convenience. And it isn’t unique to just your region; it’s a
dangerous wave that is happening everywhere and fast. 

what   you   need   is   a   little
No folks, I’m not talking about rest and relaxation. I’m talking about
responsibility & resistance. “But it’s not my fault,” you say?
Regardless of the intention, the reality is that when gentrification
occurs, even your mere presence contributes to the displacement
of the former residents — not to mention the destruction of the
spirit of the existing community. Just because you don’t have a
working relationship with corporate-scum developers, doesn’t
mean you aren’t an active participant in gentrifying a neighborhood. 

turning   intention   into   action           
There is a vast number of ways you can prevent or at least
minimize displacement.  There are concrete ways to combat
gentrification before the wave hits. But it’s going to take some
work. Here are some suggestions:

Determine the needs of the community. Hold a town 
forum and invite everyone to discuss options, concerns 
and needs.
Identify potential areas of contention. This means 
properties like run-down, dilapidated or abandoned 
buildings that are deemed undesirable land. Developers
often wait until these properties are dirt cheap so they
can buy and re-develop them. Other properties to look
out for also include the other side of the spectrum: buildings 

**

*

*

*

*

By

the bicycle is the ideal weapon for the transnational citizen: a
simple non-destructive means for liberation. i bike because it’s a
practical joy. – federico tobon
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Growing up as a mestiza dyke in LA, I was not perceived as queer
in a way that would compel people on the street to respond in any
recognizably homophobic manner. I caught people’s attention for
having a different hair color or dressing all in black. These
appearances were still viewed as being strange in the mid nineties.
It was a common experience to walk down the street and have
teenage boys or young men yelling at me, sometimes yelling
“Marilyn Manson” which really bothered me because I hated
Marilyn Manson at the time. There seemed to be an obvious visual
difference between the goth and punk aesthetic. 

Thirteen years later, March 29th 2007, I arrived at the
Burbank Airport en route to Arizona from my safe gay bubble of
San Francisco. In San Francisco, I was so deeply nuzzeld into the
belly of a gay utopia, that I lost the sense of how homophobic the
rest of the world was.The minute my feet touched ground, my
sense of other was very clear. My new lover picked me up at the
airport and the first thing I wanted to do, besides go home with her,
was go to the Burbank In and Out. In an obvious homosexual
manner, we gazed at each other, words, image and voice turned to
flesh. There was an unmistakable thickness in the air of shock and
homophobia. I am not exaggerating: this could have been
Arkansas, the overwhelming suspense, before the threat of
possible violence. As we left, a crowd of eight men made their
dominating presence known, yelling at us, “LESBIAN POWER!” It
was behavior reminiscent of high school boys, although these were
grown men. What did they expect us to do, cower? My lover threw
her fist in the air in response and I kissed her for being so damn
adorable. 

After my mistaken Marilyn Manson days, my transitional
appearance went from being the goth/punk girl with a bob haircut,
to fifteen year old boi with big titties. I could not pass as boy had I
wished to and certainly still cannot be perceived as heterosexual. I
thought to myself, if this is what LA feels like to this little goth girl
gone queer boi, I can only imagine what Arizona will have in store
for me. 

The remainder of the trip was intended for visiting a
reservation of my ancestors in Tucson. It was my third journey out
to the Yaqui Rez, and the second time I would be attending  Yaqui
Ritual. Traveling to what was previously unknown territory to me,
was now the familiar. I was now able to bring home stories for my
mother. Stories that she was never told. I was able to bring home
the stories that brought us closer to the part of my grandmother that
we never knew. My mother had never been to the Yaqui
Reservation and neither of my parents have ever been to Mexico,
much less set foot on an airplane. It pisses me off to hear of white
people going to mexico just to surf and drink margaritas, whereas
I do not have the luxery of my own culture. I have the privilage of
being an American but at a great loss when it comes to my people's
history.  I could not imagine what it  would feel like stepping off a
plane in France or Germany and consider the fact that those too
are the homelands of my ancestors. It is this disconnectedness that
had driven me years and hundreds of miles seeking. With only 60
bucks in my pocket, nothing would stop me from searching for a
sense of culture that my parents ommitted and never encouraged.
On Friday March 30th at 8 pm, I boarded the bus in San Fernando,
CA. After arriving at our layover in Phoenix, Arizona very early
Saturday morning, first thing I did was get coffee. In front of me in
line at the depot coffee shop was a bus driver that the cashier

knew. She mentioned that she had not seen him around lately. He
had changed routes and said that he relocated to San Francisco.
Her eyes grew wide, arm quickly raised, she exclaimed in a
singsongy voice, “That’s where all the LA-LA-LAA-LA-LAAS live”,
instead of her hand gesturing the universal sign for so-so, it was
her entire arm swooping up and down, which was completely out-
emphasized by her entire torso swooping simultaneously in the
opposite direction. That, I believed was a very dramatic gesture for
gay. Later as I recall the story to my best friend, she tells me, that
she wishes that she was that enthusiastic about being gay. “That's
the land of where FAIRY-tales come true” she exclaimed. The bus
driver turned and looked at me embarrassed. I felt convinced that
he too must be gay. 

On Sat March 31st at 9am, the bus pulled into the Tucson
Greyhound station immediately after exiting the freeway. It is a
confusing location, as it is on the opposite end of downtown from
the station’s previous location. Knowing that Tucson's downtown is
tiny though, I was just annoyed at the inconvenience, since the old
station was just three blocks from the Roadrunner Hostel. 

I started walking down what turned out to be the wrong
street as it was deserted aside from some residences, old
warehouses, and the men in pickup trucks who slowed down as
they passed me.  I felt closer to rape and death with each man that
drove by. I thought, they could attack me in broad daylight, and
nothing would happen. Even if someone saw, I felt that they
wouldn't blink an eye. I felt vulnerable and afraid. I quickened my
pace following the railroad tracks to the direction of known
civilization. Unscathed, I finally happened upon 4th ave, where I
could smell the hippies half a block away, and I knew that I would
be out of immediate danger. The facade of progressive hippies felt
safe, because in those circles men have only tried to will
themselves upon me, under the guise of universal love and false
feminist ally proclamations. After being flustered by the men in
trucks, I needed to feel safe. I needed the health food co-op, I
needed the hippie cafe (with the horrible white people ethnic  food
that I forgot about), and I needed the feminist bookstore to feel
grounded. Here is Michelle Tea’s book Rent Girl, here is Brown
Cow yogurt, here is organic-fair-trade-shade-grown-animal-free-
hairy-legged-coffee. These were the subcultural  elements I gained
from Lesbian and Pagan Communities, the identities that had
never doubted my authenticity. I was close to  “home”, a sense of
home that I had constructed for myself, far from the San Fernando
Valley. There is a light at the end of the tunnel of fear.

On the reservation, there was a totally different feeling
going on, no one was staring at me. It was not appropriate to stare.
The 13 year old little girls were giggling at me, did they think I was
a teenage boy I wondered, I hated not passing for boy. I wondered
how my gender was received there, late at night in my puffy jacket.
I ordered a pop-over from one of the food stands, and one little girl
boasted, that she was the one that made it for me, “for Him”, she
said.  The other little girls looked at me contemplatively in
response, I just laughed. 

Luna Maia is a queer artist-innovator oriented towards mixed
heritage, feminism, and gender identity. She has produced a
series of 'zines entitled Marimacho, chapbooks, History of this
Body: Bodies on Fire and Tortixa. She recently won Honorable
Mention for the Xochiquetzali Poetry Award.

By Luna Maia

Out of the Queer Bubble
Politics of Local Travel
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Kelly Marie Martin received her MFA from the University of California, Irvine. Bike It: Portraits of My Bicipandilla, is a
series of black and white 4x5 portraits she began to document her bike buddies. She plans to incarnate the project further
into a book or accompanying soundpiece.

                 



When I was six years old, my family moved to a white university
town where the majority of people of color were single students, not
families. Along with all the other children of color, and the children
of progressive white folks, I was sent to an alternative elementary
school that had a strong arts program and two different dance
companies. Though I was a thin kid, I didn’t have the proper body
for classical dance (ballet and modern), so at my school I was
eligible only for the folk-dance troupe and musical-theater
productions.

What I did have at the age of 9 was a black body, full of
curved, thick muscle like my sharecropping grandparents. By the
time I was 11 years old, I had a mature woman’s body, at least as
far as the white men who approached me were concerned. When
my mother exclaimed, “She’s only 11!,” it barely seemed to give
them pause.  

Without understanding it, I was in the middle of a
complicated and vicious minuet in which my black-girl’s body was
seen as both savage and sexual. Yet when I danced, my body was
my own.

Among lithe white girls
my body was always
full dark of the moon
Yet I was medium red honey brown
not night sky inky
where I was forced to walk
blackly invisible

From “Isn’t She Lovely?”

Dance has historically been a source of cultural resistance
and cultural renewal for people of color, especially in the Americas
and other colonized regions. The bodies of queer women of color
specifically have been and still are contested territory in terms of
labor, sexuality, reproduction and movements (i.e., migration,
dance, escape and social justice). From the days of early
European Christian fundamentalism and colonialism, the physical
freedom of dance was seen as the first step to the greater sins of
sex, pleasure and disobedience. A dancing body controls and
expresses itself while it interprets music and reinterprets both
space and time. Our dancing bodies — free, articulate and sexual
— make us dangerous. As a transgressive cultural form and an
embodiment of social-justice activism, dance holds tremendous
potential for queer women of color.

While touring with my elementary school’s folk-dance
troupe, I started taking more intense classes at the same studio as
professional dancers. Whenever I performed I was singled out.
One parent told my teacher, who then told me, in front of my entire
dance class: “That black girl needs a bra.” I was the only girl with
breasts, woman-sized 36-C breasts that leapt when I did (never

mind the fact that in those days there weren’t a lot of good exercise
bras on the market). I was a painfully shy child, and most of the
time I didn’t speak to anyone. I generally tried to make myself
smaller to avoid bullying. Dancing was the only time that I took up
as much room as I wanted. As Ralph Ellison wrote of the Invisible
Man, I was both highly visible and invisibilized. It was an intense
contradiction between how I saw myself and how others saw or
didn’t see me. With my body, I wasn’t supposed to be dancing, and
yet there I was, dancing.   

Social constructs around race, gender, sexuality and class
influence attitudes toward dancing bodies. These constructs fall
into all-too-familiar binaries of fit or fat/frail, beautiful or ugly,
classical or grotesque, ideal or deviant. Female dancing bodies are
further filtered through the myth of a morally pure femininity. This
myth is housed in an idealized (thin and white) body. As a fat black
queer femme woman, positioning myself as a dancer is a public act
of defiance and definition.

By the time I was 15, the minuet between white men and the
stereotype of the promiscuity of black girls finally tripped me. Like
my great-grandmother and her sister before me, I landed flat on my
back, screaming. 

Now, I dance the stories of the women in my family. Our
shared blood and experience as rape survivors allow me to re-
inscribe our past through my body. When I dance, I can remember
and embrace history. Dance allows me to write my own papers of
manumission to reclaim ownership of my body and soul. In the
book Dancing Many Drums, Jawole Willa Jo Zollar, of the Urban
Bush Women dance company, describes black women surviving
strong, traumatic sexual abuse. She says that we can “…reclaim
sexual being through dance. In Nigeria, shaking the butt is raised
to a powerful level of artistry … [we can raise that energy] to a
higher level so we can begin a healing cultural momentum.”   

African diasporic religions are danced religions. There are
dances for spiritual and physical healing which transcend the
worldly to the otherworldy, the spirit world needed for
transformation. These dances incorporate sensuality and sexuality
in a holistic and organic way to create change. These dances heal
because they are designed to work to serve the people they come
from and the bodies that dance them.

Black domestics embarrass me.
Especially at breakfast
staring at me from the syrup bottle and the pancake box.
Their round shiny dark brown face so comical,
their ready hearty hardy laughter surfs
over their jiggling bodies.
They stuff their anger
like I eat pancakes
my melted butter rage
and hot runny syrup that drips from the edge of the bottle.

From “Breadth”

In my life I have encountered many obstacles to dancing as
a form of creative expression. Most people look at my body and
assume that I could not possibly be a trained dancer. Two years
ago, in one of my regular hip hop classes, a new student came to
stand next to me in the first line of the class. In dance tradition, that
position is generally reserved for the company members/best
dancers, a place that I have earned through talent and work. This
new dancer spent the first few minutes of warm-up chatting about
how difficult the technique was for him, completely unaware of the
meaning of the first line. From his comments I got the sense that
he assumed that he would be a better dancer than me, the one fat
person in class. After we had done a few bars of movement he
turned to me in surprise. All of his stereotypes about my fat body
were deconstructed in that moment. Dance is more than sheer
ability — it is a representation of my fighting spirit and will to
survive.

Dance is an embodied knowledge that defies the Western
culture split that leaves the “mind” to white people and the “body”
to people of color. Katherine Dunham said that dance was a way of
knowing, an affirmation of self and culture. Dance gives us the
opportunity to rise and give symbolic expression to our visions.
Dance gives us a way to be present in, heal and take conscious
ownership of our own bodies and our cultures. From the Harlem
Renaissance to the Black Arts Movement, dance has witnessed
our movements for social change even as it has shaped them.  

Some days I hate my fat belly, my big ass, my heavy thighs.
Recently on vacation, a tour guide suggested that we avoid a long
hike and steep descent to a particular valley temple because I was
“so tremendously fat.” Fat-liberation politics have given me the
words and ideas I need to counter stereotypes, but dance has
given me the ability to focus on what I can do rather than what
other people think of my abilities. After the visit to the beautiful
sunken temple and the clear, cool river, the tour guide said, “I think
that I had a very wrong idea. I did not know that you were a dancer”

and therefore physically capable of hiking anywhere.
When I dance I am never more beautiful, intelligent or

powerful. I love the way I can turn pencil, barrel, pirouette, I love
the way my hips move in a three-dimensional figure 8, I love the
cyclone of my breasts and stomach. When I dance it is an act of
love for myself and a prayer for change.

Queer women of color literally and figuratively embody the
intersections of race, gender, sexuality, class, culture, size,
citizenship and nation.  Our histories are in our bodies. Though
there has been wide adoption of Black dance forms like hip hop
and burlesque, we also need culturally specific dance forms like
the Garífuna punta, Mexican zapateado, Afro-Bolivian cascabeles,
and the Aymaran chiriguano, to re-member, know and understand
our history to lead our communities toward social justice.
Choreographer Rennie Harris has said that dance is a form of
folklore. To remember our dances while we create new dance
forms is to remember our past while we create a new future. Dance
is crucial to social-justice activism for queer women of color
because it is the spirit of those who refuse to be defeated. 

I kept my body covered with ashen homespun
the fire in my 
bones dampened, bitter frost infecting
my muscles, grief swelling my feet,
rage cementing my right knee.
There was rock salt in my eyes and on my skin. I could not
spin the heavy saline crystals off my tail.

From “Isn’t She Lovely?”

T. Kebo Drew has lived in the Bay Area for the past 11 years. A
2nd generation community activist, she is also an award-winning
poet, dancer and writer.

Fire in my Bones
Dance as Social - Justice Activism
By Kebo Drew
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Kebo Drew, age 11, in a middle school dance performance.

        


