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Prefatory Note 

 
 

Voices of Compton contains academic and creative 
explorations on our campus. We hope you will enjoy works 
that examine the pertinent themes of people, places, 
politics, and passion. 
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The Inauguration of President Barack Obama 
By Kanayo Okafor 
 
 Discrimination in America has come a long way 
from the pre-civil rights era of the 1950s to the world as we 
have it today. In “Fourth of July,” Audre Lorde talks about 
the quandary of racism and the injustice meted out to Black 
people. Her sister Phyllis was denied the opportunity to go 
on a class trip to Washington because her class, all of 
whom were White, would be staying in a hotel where Phyllis 
“would not be happy” (Lorde 143). On her journey to 
Washington with her family, she found out that Black people 
were not allowed into railroad dining cars, and at the ice 
cream bar, her family saw discrimination firsthand. She 
writes that a waitress in response to her father’s order for 
ice cream said: “I kin give you to take out, but you can’t eat 
here. Sorry” (Lorde 143). Most Blacks all over America had 
similar experiences and stories to tell especially during the 
pre-civil rights era. After years of racism, inequality, and 
discrimination, I was able to be a part of history when I 
attended the Inauguration of Barack Obama as the 1st     
African American President on Tuesday, November 4, 
2008. 
 Born to a Kenyan father and a White mother, 
Barack Obama’s story is unlikely for a President, let alone 
the President of the most influential country in the world. 
This is a remarkable shift from the times of Audre Lorde. In 
my mind I think aloud, is this not the same country where 
hotels some years back didn’t rent rooms to people like 
Audre’s sister Phyllis because they were Blacks? Now 
citizens of the United States have overwhelmingly voted to 
“rent” to a Black man for four years the most coveted 
mansion in the world - The White House! Impressed by this 
significant history, I joined folks who came in their hundreds 
of thousands to the city of Washington to witness the 
inauguration of the first Black man as President of the 
United States.  According to CNN, an estimated 1 million 
people were in attendance. The tickets to the event were 
free and as soon as they were released, millions of people 
signified their intention to obtain them. The lucky ones who 
did secure tickets headed to Washington to go make 
history. It was this same city that Audre Lorde wrote, 
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“refused to allow Marian Anderson to sing in their 
auditorium because she was Black” (Lorde 144). It was 
certain that this singular event will go a long way in bridging 
the gap between Whites and minorities, heal wounds from 
racism and discrimination, and re-affirm the hopes of people 
in America and the American Dream.  
 The flight from Los Angeles to Washington was 
direct. Everybody on board seemed to be going for the 
inauguration. There was a sense of joy and patriotism in the 
air. The mood and experience was nothing like that of 
Audre and her family while on the train to Washington 
where Blacks couldn’t eat in the dining car.  People 
expressed their happiness in being able to attend this 
historic event. As we alighted from the airplane we met an 
unprecedented level of security. Both plain and uniformed 
policemen remained vigilant, not willing to allow an inch of 
lapse in security. At the Inauguration venue on Capitol Hill 
in Washington, it took me 2 hours to go through security 
checks. Streets were cordoned off. The cab that brought me 
to the inauguration had to drop me off about a mile from the 
venue due to security. We all went through metal detectors 
and infra red scanners. There were bomb sniffing dogs, 
closed circuit security cameras everywhere, herds of secret 
service agents, dozens of helicopters hovering in the air, 
teams of emergency personnel on standby, hundreds of 
news and television crews. It was a bee hive of activities. I 
was filled with happiness to be there experiencing this 
moment in history.  

I was proud to be Black and felt like a king. This 
was unlike the feeling of Audre Lorde and her family when 
they were discriminated against in the ice cream store and 
she wrote, “Straight-backed and indignant, one by one, my 
family and I got down from the counter stools and turned 
around and marched out of the store, quiet and outraged, 
as if we had never been Black before” (Lorde 145).   The air 
was filled with cheers as excerpts from Obama’s campaign 
speeches riled out through the public address system. I 
turned and looked around me absorbing the sights of 
people around, the cheering, the hugs, and the kisses. 
Individuals from different walks of life-- White, Black, Latino, 
Native America, Asian, Chinese, young, old, disabled. It 
was a sight to behold.  
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As we were seated and enjoying the stage 
entertainment, there was a loud wailing of sirens. Security 
personnel were struggling to control the crowd that had 
gathered outside to watch the event on large screen 
televisions. The sound of sirens grew louder and louder. A 
voice on the public address system announced the arrival of 
the then-President Bush and President-Elect Barack 
Obama. People screamed and cried at the same time. A 
new dawn had come. The national anthem was sung and 
the swearing-in ceremony began. After several formalities, 
the President-elect, looking humble and yet presidential 
stepped forward before the Chief Justice of the Supreme 
Court to take his oath of office as the 44th President of the 
United States of America. The crowds erupted chanting 
OBAMA! OBAMA!! OBAMA!!! After the oath-taking 
ceremony, President Obama delivered a speech that still 
dwells in my heart up until this day. Referring to his election, 
he said, "This is the meaning of our liberty and our creed…. 
why a man whose father less than 60 years ago might not 
have been served at a local restaurant can now stand 
before you to take a most sacred oath” (Obama 
Inauguration Speech). As the crowds erupted in cheers, I 
thought to myself, America is a great country with deep 
rooted democratic ideals. At the end of the ceremony, as 
the crowd left Capitol Hill, it seemed like a dream, as people 
wept, lost for words, not thinking they would ever live to 
experience this history take place  
 Freedom is sought by many but achieved by few, 
and we can finally truly be part of the few. The journey has 
been such a long one, marred by demonstrations, 
oppression, discrimination, hatred, segregation, and most 
importantly, the loss of lives. America has come a long way 
in fulfilling the dreams of the founding fathers. At last we 
can say we are truly free, and the United States has proven 
that it is truly a place where individuals can aspire to be 
whatever they want to be, and no one will ever need to write 
an angry letter like Audre Lorde to the President of the 
United States. 
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Billionmother 
By Brandon Jones 
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Her  
by Elis E. Barahona 
 

When I look at you  
I tell myself I want to get away from here  
The way you look at me  
Makes all my systems go fuzzy  
You make me laugh, then cry  
And then you give me butterflies  
I hate what you've done to me  
But I guess this is reality  
So I lie in bed  
And think in my head  
Of what it is you do  
And that's why I love you...  
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Paranomasia 
by Diego Ramos 

 
 

I Heard ’Em Say 
by Michelle Bolden 

 
A speaker was something I didn’t want to see. 

But something soon interested me. 
I swear to everything I wanted to leave. 

But what I was hearing I couldn’t believe. 
Poems and stories that caught my attention. 

Even LaTonia’s and Hu’s a favorite to mention. 
It felt good to support a fellow classmate 

They wrote great stories, I can’t even hate. 
Everything that was said was so real and so true 

Maybe one day I’ll write a great story too. 
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Journeying into the Unknown 
by Yodit Mesfin 

(Collaboration with her husband) 
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that gurl 

by Leeona Brown 
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I’m going to make it! 
By Kindra Harris 

 
Sitting by the dripping water thinking about the fresh scent 
of flowers, the birds flying with the wind and the fresh smell 
of oranges. When I awake, all I can hear is screeching tires 
and paper blowing wondering why me? When will I get a 
chance to see clear water? I’m going to make it! I’m going to 
make it out of poverty and live on the hills where the grass 
is green. The birds are chirping; even the air smells like 
peace. 
 
 

 
Wearing the World on Her Shoulders 

By Elizabeth Evans 
 

 
The weight of the world lays upon her shoulders, 

 
To learn as she goes with nobody to show her. 

 
A little girl being the woman she lost, 

 
So willing to pay but not knowing the cost. 

 
All is well like she thought it was supposed to be, 

 
The only thing in her mind is I wish it was me. 

 
As the seasons changed and years have passed, 

 
Now it’s her turn to lead her own class. 

 
Started off with her faith still intact, 

 
A new look on life when the world is not on her back. 
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My Sister Kareemah Jackson 
by Jameelah Rasheed 
 
Have always had problems with words like, no, maybe, 
can’t, later and I’ll think about it. She stopped smoking over 
night cold, turkey. That was twenty years ago, and she is 
still free from Tobacco. Then have the jobs like McDonalds, 
Taco Bell, telemarketing, customer service, assembly, and 
hair salons she spent hours on her feet just to make a buck, 
to pay her bills. She had a few bad abusive relationships, 
but she survived, and then she traveled from Santa Barbara 
to Los Angeles, to Oakland, San Francisco, San Bruno, 
Colorado Springs, back to Lompoc, CA, and then Los 
Angeles. Then she got lucky and met Marla Gibbs and 
worked with her for a few years as her secretary and a none 
profit organization called (Amer-I-can) for troubled youths 
started by Jim Brown the ex-football player and they 
became good friends. Then she ended up landing up 
another great job with The Bedford Group and The 
Management Company as an apartment to Executive 
Assistant to Developer. She has come a long way in just a 
few years. I am proud to have her as my sister, and a sister 
that never took Can’t and No, as an answer. 
 
 
What Is Beauty? 
By Elnora Bunkley 
 
 “I am an ugly daughter.  I am the one nobody 
comes for,” says the character Esperanza from the novel 
House on Mango Street, written by Sandra Cisneros.  What 
is beauty? Is it skin deep?  Who is the judge of beauty?  My 
mother says “beauty is in the eye of the beholder.”  What 
does that really mean though?  In my essay, I will contrast 
the difference between having beauty and being beautiful.  
How beauty isn’t only skin deep and what’s considered 
beautiful to one might not be to the next. 
 In the novel House on Mango Street, the author’s 
character Esperanza is faced with being in adolescence and 
getting to know her body.  Esperanza is a teenager facing 
the challenges of growing up.  As we know, growing up is 
trying to find where you “fit in” while also dealing with finding 
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your sexuality.  Esperanza first compares herself to her 
younger sister Nenny.  She belittles herself and puts her 
sister on a pedestal.  “Nenny has pretty eyes and it’s easy 
to talk that way if you are pretty,” Esperanza says about her 
sister (88). It seems even though her sister is younger she 
embraces her flaws and is comfortable inside her skin.  At 
least to Esperanza, but she could just be ignorant to the 
cruelty of the world and hasn’t dealt with getting laughed at 
or talked about by her peers.  Maybe she hasn’t 
experienced any verbal abuse.  Esperanza’s mother is a 
huge influence.  Her mother told her when she gets older 
her hair will settle and her blouse will learn to stay clean--a 
metaphor used for becoming a woman.   If you live in a 
family where it isn’t encouraged to give encouragement or 
compliments then it’s a lot more difficult to “find yourself” 
and who you are.  Being beautiful is something you show 
and it makes it who you are.  Physical beauty disappears 
and fades, but being beautiful can last forever.  Who’s to 
say Esperanza isn’t beautiful?  Esperanza holds the 
answer.  She is the beholder.  The person she sees when 
she stares into the mirror.   
 The character Esperanza also compares beauty to 
“a woman in the movies, with red red lips who is beautiful 
and cruel.  She is the one who drives the men crazy and 
laughs them all away.  Her power is her own.  She will not 
give it away” (89). This scenario given describes an 
independent woman.  A woman who seems to know what 
she wants.   A woman, that doesn’t need any outside 
encouragement or love but of her own.  She belittles the 
opposite sex and puts herself on a pedestal.  So is that 
beauty?  On one hand, she’s an independent woman, sexy 
and beautiful but is cruel to men by laughing and belittling 
them.  This makes her definitely ugly in their eyes, but in her 
eyes she’s beautiful.  Building yourself up, doesn’t mean 
tearing the next person down.   
 Esperanza then starts to find her place a little.  She 
states: “I am one who leaves the table like a man, without 
putting back the chair or picking up the plate.”  Esperanza 
has chosen her own path to finding beauty.  She’s chosen 
to not conform to the way society teaches women to be,  
either by getting pregnant to be beautiful to someone else 
or being cruel and independent to be beautiful in her own 
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eyes.  In my personal experience, I have been through 
many stages of beauty.  I can relate with Esperanza 
completely.  Growing up, I was always taller and bigger than 
the other children.  Boys only wanted to be my friend.  I 
used to look at the smaller girls and wish I could be like 
them.  As I have gotten older and out of the negative 
environments I was in, my world started opening.  I started 
working at 16 and started being noticed.  It was not because 
of my physical change but my personality started blooming.  
As my circle of friends started growing, so did my 
confidence.  I was already beautiful and didn’t know it.  I 
had been called a lot of cruel names from fat, ugly, lion king 
(because my hair), bucky, and all types, but once I found 
my self-worth, I started to dress more feminine and hold my 
head high.  My beauty was growing and most importantly 
my attitude didn’t change. 

Beauty is much deeper than skin.  Beauty pertains 
to you inside and out.  Being a “beautiful person” is a 
growing process.  Physical beauty can easily fade away, but 
having a beautiful heart and character amount, you will 
never fade.  Beauty projects from the inside out to outside 
in.   

 
 
 
 

 
Streetlight 1 

by 
Alicia Teele 
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Through the Eyes of Vanity 
by Teela Murphy 

You are in the process of adopting your first child 
and have the option of choosing between two beautiful, 
healthy baby boys, but there’s a catch involved. Due to a 
medical disfigurement known as cleft lip palate, one of the 
children has a very noticeable hole in the middle of his face 
where his upper lip and nose normally would be fused 
together. The adoption agency assures you the baby is not 
in pain and within several weeks will have the cleft lip palate 
repaired, at no additional costs to you. Keep in mind the 
other baby has no visible disfigurements. Now given the 
facts of the case, which child would you choose and why? Is 
your decision based off of vanity or sympathy? 

According to Sondra Wheeler, “facts about 
parenting is that prior to embarking upon a relationship, we 
don’t know who is coming. We receive and live out our 
responsibilities toward our children, whoever they turn out to 
be, simply because they are ours we are theirs” (Wheeler 
696). My opinion on the issue of enhancing or altering one’s 
beauty or appearance changed forever the day I became a 
mother. On December 16, 2004, I was blessed with a 
beautiful, healthy baby boy. It was the happiest day of my 
life, but I will never forget the silence I heard once my son 
was born. This wasn’t a silence due to death or urgency. 
This was a different kind of silence, a silence of unknowing, 
a silence which lets any caring mother know something is 
wrong. My doctor told me my son was fine; however, taking 
a long pause, he stated that he had a cleft lip and palate. 
Naturally my concern was if my child was in pain, what 
medical risks were involved, and could it be fixed? The 
doctor assured me that with plastic surgery the cleft lip and 
palate could be repaired early on within the first few months. 
The decision was mine to make, and it was clear to me 
what needed to be done. Three factors helped influence my 
choice to have the plastic surgery: medical reasons, 
personal concerns, and public approval. As a mother I 
wanted to make sure my son would get the best doctors 
available which he did. Not only did my son have the best 
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plastic surgeon in Houston, TX, but he was also blessed to 
have had one of the best plastic surgeons in the country, 
whose passion was cleft palate procedures, to perform the 
final surgery. 

  Reconstructive surgery is a major procedure, 
especially when the patient is only 10 weeks old. No 
surgery comes with certainty; there are always risks 
involved. My son may have more procedures, which need to 
take place in the future, and no one knows how he’ll take to 
the anesthesia or the stress that may come from the 
surgery. Luckily, the surgery was a success, the physical 
outcome was amazing, and medically he has yet to have 
any type of medical issues related to the overall procedures. 
The entire process he endured did make his feedings as a 
baby easier and safer, which caused him less of a risk of 
choking. The procedure also eased my personal concerns; 
he was left with a faint scar, and no longer looked drastically 
different from other children. It was hard to accept that 
vanity somehow played a factor in my personal decision. 
Until you’ve become a parent of a child who is of special 
needs or a disfigurement, you will never fully grasp what it’s 
like to have your precious child gawked at. Even though I 
knew and felt my son was beautiful and perfect, I could see 
people were somewhat hurt and shocked to see him prior to 
his surgery, because at first glance it looked as if he could 
be in pain and it wasn’t something you saw everyday. He 
now has a better chance of fitting in appearance-wise; no 
longer will the first thing people see be the disfigurement. 
They’ll see a cute little boy, which makes him more 
approachable when it comes to making friends in school. I 
can’t guarantee that my son won’t have self-esteem issues 
from the cleft lip palate, because he will have to wear 
braces longer than your average child, and he does have a 
faint scar, but it is a part of adolescence to have self image 
battles here and there. 

We hate to be judged through the eyes of vanity 
we ourselves are guilty of possessing. Many people, myself 
included, despise even more to acknowledge that they have 
attributes of vanity and that the opinions of others do matter 
to an extent. Despite the fact that the medical was my 
primary reasoning for the procedure, it was still a personal 
decision that was influenced by what I and society in 
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general viewed as beautiful or handsome. Parents naturally 
want to protect their children from pain, and if they are 
honest with themselves, no one wants to have a child that 
will be the outcast in school and is ostracized due to 
physical appearance, especially if it could be fixed. Because 
of this, I personally made a decision that I felt would best 
benefit my child’s health and overall happiness. 

Sondra Wheeler states, “It is this unreserved and 
uncalculated commitment to accept and love the children 
we are given that makes the relationship between parent 
and child so central a metaphor for our relation to God, who 
welcomes and receives and cares for us, whoever we are” 
(Wheeler 696). Sadly, we live in a society that first 
impressions are vital, but first impressions coincide with 
appearances as well and the slightest distraction can play a 
key role in a first impression. I have loved my son 
unconditionally and have always thought my son was 
beautiful. That was the main reason why I gave him the 
name Jamoel Amir, which in Arabic translates to handsome 
ruler or prince. I wanted a name that I felt best described 
what I saw when I looked at him: strength, intelligence, and 
beautiful. 
 

Work Cited 
Wheeler, Sondra. "Making Babies” The Aims of Argument.
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Daddy, I can speak clearly now . . . 
By Sharanders Fisher 
 
 As a child I had a hard time speaking clearly. I often 
stuttered. My father would smile and tell me to take my time. 
But whenever my dad and I were talking, I had so much to 
tell him. I couldn’t hold back my excitement. As a result, my 
words were crammed together like a balled up piece of 
paper. 
 “Take your time, Munchkin,” he would tell me. “I’m 
not going anywhere.” I would put my head down in shame. 
So I would stand and speak slowly. He would laugh and 
say, “I could understand you when you’re talking baby talk, 
and I can understand you now, but the world doesn’t know 
you like I do. Speak with your heart, your mind, and your 
soul.” 
 I’m all grown up now. I no longer stutter. I take my 
time and speak with my heart, my mind, and my soul. I do it 
so I can be understood. I do it for my daddy. 
 
 
 
 
 

My Father 
by Kanisha Hill 

Mr. John Bratton was a very intelligent, hard working 
man.Through his life time he achieved a lot of things.He 
worked for thrity-five years, and travelled around the world. 
He has taken many cruises, and has the flashiest canes you 
could ever find. He drove an even flashy PT cruiser. John 
has three closets full of clothes,shoes,hats,ties, socks to 
match the ties. His favorite thing to do is be the best 
dressed. Every thing must match. He was a very nice man 
who made friends everywhere he went. My last day with my 
father was Thanks Giving his favorite holiday. He will be 
missed dearly of every day of my life. 
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Handsome Little Older Man 
(Collage #1) 

by Darlene Harvey 
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Happy Feet 
(Collage #2) 

by Darlene Harvey 
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Handsome Little Older Man 
by Darlene Harvey 
 
One hot summer day, this little old man would be walking as 
everyday with his two pretty dogs. This little old man had a 
very pleasant and beautiful smle. He would always wear his 
worn out jeans and striped shirt with a sun hat on his head. 
The little old man was a handsome man who lived in a huge 
rude down house two blocks down. He had very snow white 
hair, pretty hazel eyes. He was a very happy person with a 
beautiful smile coming down quickly down the street, 
singing his great zealous joyful songs. He was a very 
pleasant and friendly person who spoke to everyone with 
that smile. One day, the little old man went for his daily walk 
and each day another little old man would join him. Each 
and every day thereafter they sang cheerful songs as they 
continue to walk. They discuss their gospel songs daily 
among each other. They were very inspirational to the 
community. 

POEM:  bustas step off 

by David Futch 
BUSTAS STEP OFF 

REAL MEN STEP FORWARD 
BUSTAS WONT TO BE A SUPERSTAR  

WHEN YOU KNOW YOU NOT 
BUSTAS EVERYWHERE 

2 MANY TO COUNT 
FAKING, SHAKING, PLAYING 

TRYING TO GET YOU TO COSIGN 
WHEN ALL THE TIME 

THEY TRIPPING CUZ THEY NOT A FRIEND OF MINE 
STEALING, LYING, CHEATING,  

ABUSING WHAT LITTLE THEY HAVE 
BUSTAS MAKE IT BAD’FOR EVERY MALE’ 

THAT WANTS TO MAKE IT BAD 
DON’T FRONT, DON’T HATE 

DON’T CALL AND TELL YOUR MOTHER 
BUSTAS DAYS ARE OVER, 

REAL MEN ARE TAKING OVER. 
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Heavenly  
Photo of the Classroom of Elizabeth Jackson’s Girl 

 
 
 
 
 

Poem 
By Jasmine Vasquez 

 
A.J. is always running around the house. 

Reaching for the smallest things in the highest place. 

He is always eating but never gets full. 

Never watches television. 

Loves to listen to the radio. 

Quietly does things behind my back. 

His favorite way to express himself is saying Aww. 

But regardless I love my trouble maker. 
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Poem  
By Albert Robles 

 
John is a hard working man. 

 
He is tall, light skin, and skinny. 

 
He is always running around to get from place to place. 

 
He moves quickly around his work. 

 
He gets paid every two weeks. 

 
A lady pays his cash. 

 
When he gets the money he yells, “Hurray.” 

 
After a day, he has no money left. 

 
 
 
Stop being lazy 
By Patricia Johnson 

My son is very lazy. All he likes to do is eat and watch 
T.V. He really gets on my last nerve, but I still love him. He 
does not like to do his homework. He says it’s too hard. I 
respond by telling him, “Just apply yourself. You can do it!” He 
can do better if he would just change his schedule. I asked 
him, "What do you want to do with your life?” Of course he 
responds, "I don't know." 
 
 
My Life  
By Eddie Aiono, Jr 

 Have you ever looked in the mirror and asked 
yourself what if you were a different race? Or what if you 
were the only student in class teased or picked on? Well in 
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the story “I Became Her Target,” author Roger Wilkins was 
the only Black student in his new school. His mother, who 
was a widow, remarried and his stepfather bought them a 
house in a White neighborhood where they weren’t wanted, 
in other words, they didn’t like them because they were a 
different race. I feel that I and Roger Wilkins have so much 
in common in so many ways. In my essay I’m going to be 
talking about the experiences that I’ve been through as I 
grew up as the only Samoan kid in my school and how I can 
relate to the story “I Became Her Target.” 

I remember when I was younger and at the time I 
was in elementary school. I was the only Pacific 
Islander/Samoan kid that was attending my school. In the 
story “I Became Her Target,” author Roger Wilkins being the 
only Black student in his new school made the situation 
considerably worse. He could easily have the focus of the 
other students’ prejudice and fear. Instead, help came in the 
form of a teacher who quickly made it clear how she saw 
him as a class member with something to contribute.  
 Those first few weeks, Roger Wilkins went to school 
and some of the kids were quite nasty and very rude 
towards him. They threw stones at him, chased him home 
on foot, and even spat on his bike seat when he was in 
class. I can relate. In class, my teacher Ms. Aguilar would 
call roll and my name was always called first, so whenever 
my classmates would hear my name called, they would 
tease and make fun of me because of how my name was 
pronounced and how funny it sounded to them. My teacher 
Ms. Aguilar would always treat me with kindness, but also 
no different from all my classmates. Whenever my 
classmates would tease me, she would make that individual 
stand at the corner of the wall and put their finger on their 
nose for a half an hour. I would sit at my desk and laugh 
silently and enjoy every second. 
 Roger Wilkins’ teacher Dorothy Beans also was a 
liberal person who believed among other things that 
Negroes were equal. She taught American history to the 
eight-graders in the junior high section of Creston, the high 
school that served the north end of Grand Rapids, 
Michigan. Roger Wilkins was also the teacher’s pet; the 
students didn’t like the fact that he was the teacher’s pet. 
One day, Miss Dorothy started to ask Roger Wilkins 
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questions. He answered them, but they weren’t brilliant 
answers, but they established the facts that he had read the 
assignment and that he could speak English.
 Throughout this story I learned so much. The 
stages and ups and downs I faced in my life are very similar 
to Roger Wilkins’ story “I Became Her Target.” I can relate 
to a lot of things to Roger Wilkins’ life. At my elementary 
school, no one even knew about my culture or even about 
my people. I felt that I was left out and was an outcast that 
everyone hated and didn’t care about. But through 
everything I have GOD who gives strength and life each 
and everyday. I also have my beautiful parents and family 
who love me for me, and that’s all I need in my life.  

                                                                        
 
 
 
 

Winning is Getting Up 
By Jason Hernandez 
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Layers 
By Jacqui Greenfield 
             In Audre Lordes' "The Fourth of July," where she 
talks about how her parents tell her not to trust White 
people, it was the total opposite in my house. My mother 
always listened harder to what anyone who was White told 
her. Almost to the point if a White person said it, it must be 
true. My mother is Asian; her parents were Thai, 
Vietnamese, and Chinese. My father was mixed Caucasian 
but nevertheless White. She met my dad when he was a 
soldier during the Vietnam War. We came to the States 
when I was about two years old.  Early on it seemed I 
envied all things "white".  During my elementary school 
years it seemed like this all-things-white image was set in 
my mind. It was something I struggled with, on my feelings 
of fitting in all throughout my school years. Those ideas I 
had put in my mind started early on when I watched how it 
was easier if you were part of the general norm of society. 
Something that should have been unique or special was 
something I wanted hidden. Learning to face my own self- 
imposed prejudices has helped me to grow as an individual 
and unlocked awareness to my self-worth.  

         During grammar school, I had always felt out of place. 
Cerritos in the early 1970s was predominately White. The 
demographics were changing fast around me, although I did 
not notice it at the time. There were schools where the kids 
with the blonde hair and blue eyes seemed to get more 
attention. They were the most popular, the richest, the most 
talented to my young eyes of eight and nine. Fitting into a 
certain group was hard when you stood out a little bit more 
than the rest. For me in my mind my little bit more was my 
mother, the exact person who lived and loved the so-called 
White world. She was this short, spunky, colorfully dressed, 
heavily-accented Asian lady.  We lived across the street 
from our school. When school would get out and she did not 
have to work, she would be outside yelling and fussing at 
my sister and me. You could hear her yelling from across 
the street. I always wished we lived further down the street. 
That way if she was fussing, it would not be around anyone 
else. I would not have even minded if she had done it in 
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another language. At least that way if the kids asked, I could 
at least make up an excuse  

         My mother is a very proud person. She is able to 
speak three languages fluently and two more she can get 
by on. My mother also can not read any language very well 
at all. When I was in about third or fourth grade, there was 
in influx of immigrants from Vietnam that had come over to 
Los Angeles. Many ended up living in Cerritos or Artesia. 
The school did not know how to communicate with the kids, 
so they had asked if anyone knew how to speak 
Vietnamese. I had let them know that my mother did. The 
principal asked my mother if she would be willing to come to 
school and do some volunteer work on her days off. She 
said, “Yes,” and came to help. I had totally forgotten that my 
mother could not read English well when I volunteered her 
services. I just wanted the principal to pay attention to me. 
In volunteering my mother’s service, I ended up 
volunteering for my own because I had to read to my mom 
so she could translate. So instead of being out there with 
the people I so envied during recess, I was now with kids 
who did not understand me and my mother whom I tried to 
avoid. I did not want anyone to know my mother could not 
read, so I stuck to her like glue, making sure she went home 
immediately after the little time she spent with the kids. 
Holding my breath making sure she would not say anything 
to embarrass herself or, heaven forbid, me. My mother is 
not really good at listening when someone is talking. She is 
really good at giving her opinion. The immigrant kids were 
all a very quiet group, so it was easy for my mom to tell 
them her ideas of what the teacher wanted. Sometimes it 
did not fall into task of what the teacher actually wanted. 
The kids would listen to my mom though. They understood 
her and she spoke their language, so my mother must be 
right. It was not too long after that I think the school caught 
on that my mother could not read that well, and they hired a 
translator.  

Going to family functions was a very bittersweet 
experience growing up. My full-White cousins never let my 
sister or I forget who and what we were.  My brother did not 
really count as he was my half brother from my mom’s side 
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and not really related to them. I was told time and again. He 
was older than my sister and I, and we were not that close 
with him. I was older and looked after her. My sister had my 
dad’s light brown hair and did not get the crutch of what was 
said. I, on the other hand, was glad that the older cousins 
did not hang out too often. The other two cousins always 
seemed to say something cutting. In those moments when I 
would feel really bad instead of being proud of who I was I 
hated it more. These kids who were supposed to be family 
made fun of us. My mother would run around cooking and 
cleaning while my aunts would sit there and do nothing. My 
mom tried so hard to please everyone. They always 
seemed to talk over her. My uncles and aunts knew she 
would not understand, and it did not seem to matter. Instead 
of being upset at them I was upset at my mom, did not 
understand why she catered to people who were making 
fun of her. My paternal grandmother, whom I adored, did 
not allow my mother to speak to us in Thai. My grandmother 
would say, "This is America. We speak English." I never 
understood why my mother never stood up and just spoke 
to us in Thai. At least it would have been a language we 
could have totally understood together.  

Always wanting to belong to something or fit in 
somewhere, I ended up jumping from group to group in 
school. I never really fit into one group. Not sure if it was 
self exile or insecurity. I just kind of floated, never 
committed and never belonged. In George Orwell’s 
“Shooting an Elephant” where he said, “He wears a mask, 
and his face grows to fit it,” that was me growing up, so 
many masks wanting to fit in but not being able to stomach 
doing it. Being torn between what I was shown to strive to 
become versus who I actually was. Always feeling since I 
was not white enough I would not ever be good enough. In 
my mind, I was blaming my mother because I felt those 
were her ideas--that she felt we had to be a certain way to 
make it in this world. 

Deception is an ugly thing, when you have to look 
inside yourself. There were many things I did not agree on 
with my mother about growing up. Many times I gave her 
the blues in my defiance. In my own self-centered thinking 
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growing up, I never realized how hard it was for my mother. 
When I blamed her for not being White, and then kissing the 
feet of everyone White, I did not have a clue of what she 
went through. How she blamed herself for not being able to 
read. How leaving all of her family and friends she came to 
America so that we could have a better life. I never once 
asked her what her dreams were. The person I looked up to 
and loathed as a child had so many fears herself. I always 
thought my mom was unaffectionate when I was younger. 
The hugs and kisses that my friends’ parents would give 
them seemed to pass my sister and me by. My mother was 
not brought up that way. They were taught to keep 
everything inside. Only when I became a parent did I see 
some things my mother tried to show me. That no matter 
what you think you see there are so many layers hidden. I 
never knew that her fears kept her from doing or saying the 
things she wanted. She never wanted anyone to know she 
really could not understand what they were saying. Most 
importantly, she did not want us feeling the same way.  

       Growing is not evolving if there is not any pain involved. 
Growing pains sometimes hurt, but they are good for you. 
They allow you to appreciate who you are, and what you 
have. For example, having a spunky, talented, vivacious 
mother will always keep you on your feet. The kisses and 
hugs I did not remember getting as a child, I make sure I get 
them as an adult. 

I grab her and pick her up and kiss her. Sometimes 
she gets embarrassed when I do it. Not doing it for me is 
harder. It does not happen every time I see her, but I make 
a point of doing it often. I love that I am this unique 
individual. I am this melting pot of nationalities. I am proud 
to be from both sides of the world. When I was younger, I 
felt like I did not fit in anywhere. Now as an adult, I feel like I 
fit in everywhere. Funny, now that I have gotten older, I do 
not look as Asian as I did as a child. Now I wish I did. What I 
longed for I got, what I despised I want. In learning to 
accept all the layers of who I am, and everything that 
encompasses my life, there are so many more experiences 
to encounter. 
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A Mysterious Gift to the Motherland 
by Yodit Mesfin (Collaboration with husband) 
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“Yes, Lord”  
By Kenneth Harris 
 
 I’ve often wondered if we really hear the resounding 
voice of the Lord speaking to us when we’re in that moment 
of prayer or that crucial time of need. Reflecting back to a 
time when I was a teenager I recall an experience similar to 
that of the great writer Mr. Langston Hughes’ essay 
“Salvation” (160-162) in which he had to deal with his 
spiritual awareness at a young age.  

There I was at the age of fourteen on a Friday night, 
waiting out in front of Gospel Prayer Center, hanging until 
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Y.P.W.W. began. It was a service that was primarily for all 
the young folk at the church, teenagers and the young 
adults. The young adults who attended the church and were 
“saved and sanctified and filled with the holy ghost” would 
be the ones teaching that night with a little assistance from 
the Bishop, Deacon, or one of the Mothers of the church.   

 We had our normal routine on Friday. There were 
about seven of us who all hung out together at church: I, my 
little brother Kevin, Tommie, Reggie, and three of Sister 
Smith’s boys. The rule was whoever arrived first would wait 
outside until we all were there; then, we’d all go in together 
or someone would make us come in. We never went in 
willingly. We were too engaged in comparing or bragging 
about what we did or whose school story was the best, to 
hear the first command to come in, but when Sister Williams 
came out and shouted “you boys get in here now” we 
marched right on in with no questions to be asked, ’cause 
we all knew Sister Williams didn’t play.  

Once inside, Sister Williams made sure that our 
little crew sat right in front so that she could keep a close 
eye on us. She was the one who would do the dreadful pull 
or the flick of the ear if she felt one of us was talking too 
much during service. Friday’s service flowed much like 
Sunday; the only difference was the Bishop wasn’t 
preaching and the choir wasn’t singing, but we’d sing our 
praise songs, give our testimonies… “Everybody would give 
a testimony” and some people were very long winded. 
Needless to say a few of us got our ears tugged on during 
that time; an offering would be taken, then prayer, and 
finally the lesson.  

The closing of the lesson or service would always 
end with an altar call for those who needed prayer or if you 
were ready to give your life to Christ (be saved). So the 
Bishop stands and says, “if there is anyone who needs 
prayer or someone you know needs prayer come on up to 
the altar,” so of course I’m thinking “good, no need for me to 
go up. Everything is good with me and my life,” and I’m sure 
that’s what was going through the fellas’ minds also, but we 
were all shocked that night. Bishops says, “I want all you 
boys to come up to the altar and receive Jesus Christ and 
your personal savior.” Now I’m thinking, “Hell, I’m at church 
on Friday, Saturday, and Sunday. There is no need for me 
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to go up. I’m good.” All of a sudden I felt this hand on my 
shoulder and it was Sister Williams who just happened to be 
my Godmother also, and there was no denying her, and off 
to the altar I went.  
 Now I’m nervous. What am I supposed to do now? 
This is not what I came to church to do tonight. I’m fourteen 
years old. I’m not ready to be saved yet. Being saved was 
for the older people, not us teenagers. All of these thoughts 
were going through my mind as I went to the altar. We all 
had prayer partners; some had a Deacon, a Mother, but 
why did I get the Bishop? He comes over to me and 
explains to me that if just two people agree, all prayers will 
be answered all you have to do is say, “Yes, Lord.” He 
begins praying and he’s intense with what he’s saying, 
“Lord cover this child with your blood and mercy,” and I say, 
“Yes, Lord.” Then, he said, “Father, let your spirit be with 
him wherever he may be, in the classroom, on the street,” 
and I say, “Yes, Lord.” He was getting so loud and even 
more intense that the isolated prayer that was for me began 
to take over the entire room and all you hear is “Yes, Lord” 
to every request he made. I would sneak and peak just to 
see what was going on and the Bishop was sweating all 
over his face and head. The veins in his neck were bulging 
out; he was truly in another place. Some the older adults 
were in that same realm of spirituality as the Bishop, me, on 
the other hand, just continued to reply, “Yes, Lord,” to each 
prayer request.  

I remember thinking at that moment of that prayer, 
why am I not shouting or crying or falling out on the floor? 
I’m saying, “Yes, Lord,” just like all the other young adults. 
And what I’ve come to realize is that it’s not about the falling 
on the floors, crying, or shouting. At that very moment when 
I said, “Yes, Lord”; I agreed to have the Lord always present 
in my life. So when things happen that I can’t explain, or my 
prayers are answered or are resolved in my silent thoughts, 
I just take a moment and say, “Thank you, Lord”. 
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Downtown Los Angeles: An Adult’s Playground 
By Tristan Yves Adriatico 
 
 Constantly changing, unpredictable, that is the 
ambiance of Downtown Los Angeles. The city is a booming 
metropolitan with a population of several thousands, a 
crowd that’s constantly on the move, heading to directions 
that’ll lead to unknown destinations. This place with “too 
many buildings, too many people, too many street lights 
changing mechanically, too many thoughts changing just as 
mechanically” (Kamiya 112) is my playground. No other 
place can bring so much joy in me like this melting pot of a 
community, where different cultures meet. From the tasty 
dim sum houses in Chinatown to the frantic bargain 
shopping in the Fashion District, Downtown Los Angeles 
has it all.  
 Normally, individuals don’t find a bustling city, such 
as Downtown Los Angeles, to be anything near enjoyable. 
In fact, many find the towering buildings looming over their 
heads frightful. Some even fidget at the idea of walking the 
busy streets of LA, as driving would be impractical. The 
constant blaring noises of cars, people, and animals that 
envelop the community add a feeling of anxiety to most 
individuals. To some, the smoky air of the city intensifies the 
suffocating feeling normally felt by those who are not used 
to crowded places. However, my perception of the city is 
nowhere near any of those.  

I dare look up at those towering buildings and 
marvel at their intricate designs, as I praise the brilliant 
minds behind the architectures. The street level may not be 
so exciting but if you look up, a different world appears right 
before your eyes. I dare walk blocks of those crowded 
streets, feeling a sense freedom surging through my body. I 
explore the nooks and crannies of the city with a mad 
passion for adventure. I dare stand still at the middle of a 
lively street walk and listen to the voice of the city as it sings 
to my soul. I dare inhale the oh-so-sweet caramel scent that 
pervades the area. That is the fragrance of a thriving 
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community that has a rich history, commerce, style, 
entertainment, nightlife, and culture.  
 Just like what the ranch symbolizes to Kamiya, I 
think of Downtown Los Angeles as “a place where you can 
go to watch the world get old and young, live and die” (112). 
The joyful atmosphere that usually permeates throughout 
the city is sometimes subjected to the constant threat of 
sadness. Homeless individuals are scattered around the 
vicinity of Downtown, distorting the picturesque sceneries of 
the city. These unfortunate individuals serve as reminder to 
us the nearness of human suffering, even in the most 
serene places.  
 Many of my visits to Downtown with several friends 
have given me a more profound understanding of what 
beauty really means. That cliché, “beauty is within” is 
actually true, and can be applied to numerous places in 
Downtown. The Bradbury building, for example, a relatively 
smaller building just adjacent to the Grand Central Market, 
looks ruined and torn from the outside. However, once you 
enter the building, your eyes are automatically overwhelmed 
with elaborate wrought iron designs, that give an illusion of 
hanging vines. The elevators in the building are famous for 
being cage elevators surrounded by wrought iron grill 
works, which gives it a retro-futuristic concept.  
 Downtown Los Angeles, the heart of California, 
would not be the place many of us would consider as 
pleasant. The city is constantly associated with pollution 
and poverty, which couldn’t be farther from the truth. 
Downtown is a fashion and entertainment hub that possibly 
equals Paris. Its lively atmosphere, friendly residents, and 
great surroundings are factors that make me cherish 
Downtown so much. Downtown Los Angeles definitely 
brings happiness in my soul whenever I visit the energetic 
city.  
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September 11: The Day My Innocence Died 
By Michael Bartschi 

 
 I recall being awoken on a day that seemed like all 
others, by my sister who shouted madness through the 
phone about a bomb going off at the World Trade Center. 
No one at that time really understood the magnitude of what 
was happening. The reporters coming across the airwaves 
were confusing at best with many assuming an explosion 
had rocked the center. Some of the reporters spoke of a 
wayward plane smashing into the tower. I assumed at that 
time that it must have been a small plane but what I saw on 
the screen betrayed that idea. I would come to realize that 
September 11th was the day that forever stripped me of my 
naiveté regarding the horrors of this world. 
 I was greeted by a scene from what seemed like a 
Hollywood movie. The World Trade Center Tower 1 had a 
cavernous hole in the direct center of the façade as if an 
enormous cannon ball had pierced through. Like a huge eye 
from some demonic creature which had leapt inside the 
tower and was now leering at the world in the midst of this 
chaos. David Helvarg recalled witnessing similar eyes 
during Katrina when he wrote, “I began to see […] high-
rises with glass windows popped out like broken eyes” 
(103).  Encircling this demonic eye was a smoke so thick it 
looked like oil from a shipwreck. It frothed forth from the eye 
and wound its way upwards through the upper floors and 
then erupted and seeped from the windows like some evil 
snake escaping his cage, as if the smoke itself thought the 
hellish environment too hot. I was hypnotized and 
awestruck for it did not seem real until I saw the faces in the 
windows. I tried to reassure myself that the fire that was 
raging uncontrolled would somehow be put out. I tried 
convincing myself that brave firemen would somehow save 
the day. Isn’t that how these stories end in America? In that 
moment when my mind was still grasping for hope, the 
second plane swooped into my view then dipped its wing 
like a bat diving for prey and sliced like a laser into infamy 
and straight into the second tower obliterating all chance for 
hope. 

40 

Immense fear and sorrow like nothing I had ever felt 
began to rush over me like a titanic wave which builds and 
crashes above your head. This was the feeling of having 
reality torpedoed like one of those poor civilian cruise liners 
blasted out of the water that you saw in WW2 movies. I was 
having trouble breathing; the world seemed to be slowing 
down. These things happening on a television were 
somehow pulling me into them like a vortex and how was I 
to know where this swirling maelstrom would take me? I 
began to have the overwhelming sensation that I was no 
longer safe, not even in my own house. All around me it felt 
like the walls were closing in. My clothes felt too tight like a 
straightjacket had been placed about my heart and some 
sick creature was slowly pulling the strings tighter and 
tighter and tighter. 

This felt like war. It looked like war as well David 
Helvarg mentioned the war-like scene in the aftermath of 
Hurricane Katrina when he described, “power poles down, 
electric lights hanging, metal sheets and street signs on 
mud caked pavement, smashed cars […] rotting smell of 
death […] the smell of a dead city” (104). New York now 
resembled a war zone complete with cavernous streets 
blanketed with thick gravy-like paste as the poisonous ash 
began to mix with the water from the firemen’s hose. 
Scattered all about the scene where indistinguishable parts 
of twisted molten metal which had landed wherever about it 
was thrown, in windows, on top of cars, one mighty piece 
even came crashing down like a fallen angel impaling itself 
onto a fire engine. 

I never thought the towers would fall. It never 
crossed my mind, in fact, not even when the second plane 
hit. Much like when David Helvarg quoted New Orleans 
resident Bob Chick as saying, “I lived in this house 16 
years. We’d have been fine if the levee hadn’t broke. We’d 
be moving back right now” (106). I was also playing the ‘if 
only’ game. All that ended the moment the towers fell. In 
those seconds that lasted years the veil that had been 
covering my mind since a child was lifted from my mind and 
I was awoken to the truly horrific capabilities that dwell 
within the darkest corners of some of humanities’ minds. 
Like a geyser rushing forth, I was made aware that for some 
of us there are no limits to our madness.  
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For months and perhaps years afterwards I could 
not look at a building, a bridge, a boat, a plane, or a taxi 
without having a sense of fear and dread swell up and claw 
at my mind, drowning me in a terrible loathsome state in 
which I was almost lost in a fog, my feet stuck like a fly on a 
glue trap. That terrible day had scared me with an unwanted 
operation on my soul. Things no longer had the same glare 
and shine, things looked sinister and foreboding. Simple 
skyscrapers became as ominous as dark alleyways late at 
night when all alone and just a child. My idea of what was 
safe was changed forever. If planes could randomly fly into 
and destroy the two largest buildings in New York what 
safety was there in my one-story house? How could I 
possibly protect myself from planes flying into buildings? 
Maybe the true message that day was to warn us all; that 
we might prepare ourselves for when we are faced up 
against these greater demons of humanity. 
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Passing through the South:  

Longest Ride of My Life 
By Sherell Eurey 

 
 There was a time when parts of America were 
segregated. Many Negroes were of mixed heritage and 
could pass for White. By doing this they were able to eat at 
any restaurant, ride on the front of trains, buses, and 
planes. Audre Lorde’s experience in “The Fourth of July” is 
similar to one my grandmother had on her way to Los 
Angeles from Memphis in 1955. 
 My grandmother, Katherine, was 21 when she 
moved to California. She was married and had three small 
children 4, 3, and 1. She worked as a maid and relief nanny 
for middle-class Whites in the South. She and her sister-in-
law, Bobbie Jean, traveled together here on the train. My 
grandfather and uncle already arrived by car a few days 
earlier. The anticipation of moving to a big city was 
overwhelming; there was so much to prepare for, so much 
to hope for. Growing up in the segregated, lynching, KKK -
run South was an unforgettable experience, and they were 
happy to be moving on. My grandparents heard there was a 
better opportunity in California, although there were still 
racism and silent segregation. They were confident their 
young family would succeed when they made it to Los 
Angeles. 
 My grandmother arrived at the station on a fairly 
warm Memphis day. My aunt had already purchased the 
tickets before she arrived. They boarded the train in the 
Colored section and there were Whites on that car. Now in 
those days, if the White section filled up quickly, then the 
Colored section had to move back a few rows or maybe all 
rows would be taken, it depended upon the number of 
Whites that needed a seat. Whites didn’t like to ride in the 
Colored cars anyway, but if they absolutely had to, then so 
be it. The seats were full but they managed to find a space 
on the last row of White seats. The conductor came to 
collect their tickets; he looked at them up and down and 
looked at their tickets. My grandmother knew they were in 
trouble: sitting in the wrong section could get them jailed or 
worse. My Aunt Bobbie tried to tell him there were no more 
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seats in the Colored section, but he interrupted her and said 
there were seats available on another car, an all-White car. 
She tried to tell him they were Colored, but he interrupted 
what she was saying and insisted they go to a better car. 
He even added by saying two fine women like them 
shouldn’t be in there; it just wasn’t acceptable. They obliged 
and followed the conductor to the “better” car.  

As they were leaving, an older dark-skinned lady 
winked at them and smiled. My grandmother said the old 
lady knew they weren’t White. They went to the “White only” 
car and were amazed by it. It had pretty white curtains and 
flowers on the tables with pretty embroidered white table 
cloths. Everything was so clean and so perfect. They tried 
not to make too much eye contact with other passengers, 
just in case someone recognized them. Finally, they made it 
to the front of the car and sat down. Grandmother felt guilty 
lying about who she really was. She was a proud Negro 
woman who had taken an interest to Dr. King and all he was 
trying to do for colored folk. 

The ride was first-rate and the view of America was 
gorgeous. My Aunt Bobbie Jean was contented with 
passing; every chance she had she would try. Once in The 
May Co., a White woman my aunt worked for saw her 
shopping and told the sales lady she was Colored; they 
literally threw her out of the store. There was a lady that 
came in the observation car with them on the last day of 
travel. She talked their ears off; it was nice to listen to her 
stories and laugh about life. Then, this woman started to 
ask questions about them! Oh my God! What was she going 
to do? What would she say?  She wanted to just disappear. 
She started to think the worst. Even though she had never 
been in any trouble, she only imagined the most horrible 
situations when it came to how the police would treat her.  
My aunt answered all the woman’s questions for the both of 
them. The woman didn’t question why my grandmother 
couldn’t speak for herself; she just was glad to have 
someone to talk to. 

Two and a half days, the longest two days of her life 
it seemed. This was a life-altering experience for them. For 
one, White men were going out of their way practicing the 
art of chivalry and everyone was so nice and complemented 
them on how beautiful they were and how they didn’t have 
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to use much makeup. My grandmother was 5’6” very white 
skinned (I think she was whiter than a White woman from 
what I’ve seen in family pictures), green eyes, and long 
straight reddish brown hair. My aunt was very petite, had 
deep wavy black hair, bluish-gray eyes, and very white skin. 
You would have to know them personally to know at the 
time if they were Colored. 

They finally arrived at Union Station in sunny Los 
Angeles. They couldn’t wait to see my grandfather and 
uncle who were waiting to pick them up.  They gathered 
their things and said, “Goodbye,” to the chatty lady. They 
got their luggage and started off to reunite with their 
hubbies. My grandmother says she couldn’t get out of that 
train station fast enough. As they were leaving, they saw the 
chatty old lady as they were going to the parking lot. She 
saw my grandmother and grandfather holding hands and 
her face turned beet-red. My aunt says the woman was so 
angry she just pointed and gasped for air like a murder was 
being committed. They weren’t sure if she was upset 
because their husbands were Negro or if she figured out 
they were Negro. It didn’t matter anyway; now, they were 
home free. It was one of the greatest accomplishments of 
my grandmother’s life. She looks back and says she didn’t 
know why she was ashamed. She has no regrets now. 
 “Segregation is the adultery of an illicit intercourse 
between injustice and immorality,” stated Dr Martin L. King, 
Jr.  It is a shame that there was a time when people from 
the same country or state or town couldn’t even sit by each 
other. Just sitting in the front of the bus or train made a 
person superior. Times have changed so much where it is 
cool to ride in the back.  This is an experience my 
grandmother and aunt would always remember. As they 
grew older and saw the times get better, it always made 
them feel like they helped out during the struggle. 
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Long Journey 
By Yodit Mesfin 
 
 When my mother was living in Eritrea as a young 
child, she was forced to live with her father and stepmother.  
She was very unhappy because her stepmother would 
physically, emotionally, and verbally abuse her while her 
father was at work.  My mother was living in chaos at the 
age of thirteen during a time of war between Eritrea and 
Ethiopia.  She ran away and was forced to fight in the war 
until she was fifteen years old.  She escaped the war in 
Eritrea, Africa, walking to Sudan, Africa, on foot.  In Sudan, 
Africa, my mother met and fell in love with my father while 
working as a nanny for his brother.   
 My mother, a young fifteen-year-old, told my father 
that she was pregnant. He told her that he would get one of 
his family members to raise me while they travelled the 
world.  Since my mother was not Muslim, she was fearful of 
my security because the men in my father’s Muslim family 
had power and were forcing him to be very controlling.  My 
mother changed her name and moved far as she could 
away from my father.  After nine days from when I was 
born, he held me, then, went away and never came back.  A 
couple of times when I was one year old, my father’s family 
tried to kidnap me.   
 The following two years later my stepfather entered 
our lives, taking care of my mom and me; then, she gave 
birth to my sister and brother.  She prayed everyday that my 
father would not come take me away and that she could be 
free from my very abusive stepfather who abused her in 
front of my siblings and me.  One day her prayers were 
answered after being selected in a raffle to live in the United 
States of America.  In the United States, my stepfather 
nearly killed my mother as his domestic abuse got worse.  
She eventually escaped when she found out that she had a 
younger brother living in California, and we began living with 
him.  Despite our difficulties, sadness, my mother’s being 
physically and emotionally abused, I thank her for not giving 
up on her children like other mothers who have abandoned 
their children because of trial and tribulations. 
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The Majesty of Yellowstone  
By Camilla Ribeiro-Kulin 
 

On the third day of our visit to Yellowstone, I stand 
looking out at a herd of bison – magnificent beasts 
silhouetted against the sky.  I gaze at the shimmering blues, 
greens and yellows of the sulfur spring nearby. I don’t think 
that I have ever seen quite these hues before. It seems 
ethereal, like a celestial gateway. My senses are further 
heightened as the steam from the hot springs, on my other 
side, envelops me like a warm winter coat. The 
overwhelming smell of sulfur wafts in my nostrils and 
transports me to another world. I close my eyes for a 
moment trying to take a mental picture of it all. The beauty 
of Yellowstone National Park reminds me of the majesty of 
the natural world. 

I reflect back on when I first see the splendor of 
Yellowstone. Our journey, as we leave the Grand Teton 
National Park and approach our destination. We see the 
tops of the mountains in the distance covered in snow. As 
we get closer, I find myself holding my breath as I gaze in 
amazement at all that is before me. We see miles and miles 
of black burnt out skeletons of trees; as Gary Kamiya writes 
in “Life, Death, and Spring,” “their gnarled remaining limbs 
look like twisted gray hands outstretched to the sky, waving 
a very long goodbye” (113). Recent fires have swept 
through the mountains, clearing a path and making the 
necessary room for new growth in this phenomenal 
ecosystem. My eyes travel across the wide expanse to an 
area where we see wildlife grazing. There are small deer 
and larger moose, showing off their massive antler racks 
like crowning jewels. Not far away, there are also bison, 
antelope and elk – these impressive animals, standing tall 
and proud to be examples of God’s creations.  

We stop at a mirrored lake, after getting a fishing 
permit, and quickly catch and release a shimmering silver 
cutthroat trout. He flips his tail indignantly and sprays us 
with icy cold water as he resumes his interrupted journey.  
We set off along the path and see a line of vehicles stopped 
at the side of the road, and there is an almost audible sense 
of awe. There are many people around me, a veritable 
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mosaic of ethnicities – and yet we all stand as one. We all 
look up. There, perched high in a tree, declared by Gary 
Kamiya to be “John Muir’s favorite conifer, the sugar pine, 
the tallest pine in the world” (113), is a nest. It stretches 
almost ten feet wide. A regal bald eagle sits in her lofty 
construction of branches and sticks; she is so awesome to 
behold - one of many endangered species protected in this 
sanctuary. Standing beyond the perimeter set by the 
National Park Service - so as not to disturb her - we all look 
on in wonder.  

There is such a stillness as we meander through 
the trails. We stop at a picnic area to have lunch and seem 
to have intruded on a woodland conversation - a cacophony 
of sounds - as the songbirds chirp, whistle, and echo, the 
tinkling of the nearby river and the rusting of the leaves, 
high in the trees. It makes me reflect on the sounds of the 
different languages and accents of the many tourists in 
Yellowstone. The inflections of their voices, like musical 
notes, playing in the background, synonymous to the 
symphony of Nature. Later, we hike down to a nearby 
spring, kicking tiny pebbles under our feet, as we move 
along. The noise heralds our approach and sets off a racket 
of discontent from warblers near the water, waiting “to 
devour the tiny insects that dance above the surface,” 
suggests Kamiya (115). Further along we reach a waterfall, 
the surrounding sounds are buried beneath the loud 
crashing of the water on the rocks below. The sound rushes 
into my ears, and I feel the immense power of this place.  

The next day, we set off in another direction. There 
is so much to see. There are hot springs ahead, and we can 
feel the intense heat before we even get there. We are 
being pampered in Nature’s sauna. At that moment, I reflect 
on the things around me that “exist on the boundary of 
wilderness and the familiar” (Kamiya 114), and I am 
content. Later on, we come to a running stream and stop for 
awhile letting our feet dangle in the cool water. It feels like 
our feet are being tickled by minute feathers. We look down 
and through the crystal clear water; we can see hundreds of 
tiny fish swimming around, investigating the intrusion in their 
habitat. I wonder if it is disconcerting to many to feel like we 
are only a small part of all that is around us. 
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Two days before the end of our Yellowstone visit, 
we finally see a grizzly bear standing on a rise in the 
distance, like a monarch surveying his kingdom. We head 
out, for a special trek across the Upper Geyser basin area. I 
nervously walk across the boardwalks that wind around the 
many thermal and luminescent pools. I reassure myself that 
I will not fall in, as the intensity of the gases and steam 
continue to rise around me. I could almost ‘feel’ the bubbling 
and crackling beneath me. That day culminates in a visit to 
the Old Faithful geyser. Old Faithful belches loudly for the 
crowd, who stand, “looking forward to this (seemingly) 
atavistic ritual” (Kamiya 111). She does not disappoint. With 
an intense fury, she erupts, spewing forth hot water - almost 
200 feet - into the air, for over four long minutes. The 
resulting massive, billowing clouds are overwhelming, 
looking like enormous pillars of steam holding up the sky. 
Eventually they drift away, leaving in their wake, a 
breathlessness.  

The night before we are to leave this magical place, 
I take a deep breath and the fresh air and the aromatic 
smell of pine consumes me, making me giddy with the 
happiness of sharing this spiritual connection with my 
family. We make dinner over a campfire and the smoke 
rises up and we are surrounded by an indescribable 
earthiness. We look through the trees and we see stars - 
millions of them - usually unseen and unexpected. As 
Kamiya notes, “when you live in a city, the world is blocked 
from view…too many street lights. Even the moon, the 
harbinger of mystery, feels like an impostor” (112). The light 
glows and illuminates the dark shapes of the trees and the 
shrubs lurking below, making a special dining canopy for us. 
I begin to wonder, do we really need more than what’s 
around us? And at that moment, I feel so very blessed. 

Even as the time in this magnificent sanctuary 
draws to an end, I want to linger and draw out the last few 
moments. Already I ponder on when we may return – which 
is ironic, since we haven’t left yet. Our wondrous 
experiences in this bit of Paradise, leaves me wanting more. 
I am not satiated. I want to be filled up with this sense of 
peace. There is a feeling of serenity and an appreciation of 
the beauty of nature which makes me feel an absolute 
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closeness to God – that this is so much bigger than all of 
us. 
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Travel: An Unrepeatable Experience 
By Esmeralda Banuelos 
 

The story begins when the best summer of my life 
ended, and the beginning of school started. I was in the fifth 
grade in a new school and making new friends when my 
mother and step-father decided to move my two brothers, 
step-brother and me to Chicago, Illinois, and join my step-
father’s three children that were already there. We were 
making the trip across the U.S. in an old GMC Jimmy 
Blazer; it was burgundy with multi-colored specks of glitter 
and the back of the car was filled with clothing, favorite toys, 
and our important papers. The story by Gary Kamiya “Life, 
Death, and Spring” reminds me of some of the carefree 
landscapes that I had seen in a family car trip to Chicago, 
Illinois. 

When we left Compton, California, it was a usual 
day filled with the never-ending sunshine that just makes 
you want to sit down under the tingling sun and sleep as if 
you were in one of those enchanting cloud-filled dreams you 
don’t want to wake up from. I was still in disbelief when we 
left. With the blonde hair doll head my great grandmother 
had given me a few years before she passed away still 
pressed up against my lap, the depression descended in 
me because I wouldn’t see my family anymore. I was also 
scared of the new windy city, Chicago, because I didn’t 
know anyone there, and I had barely made nice new friends 
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at Marian Anderson Elementary, and partially because I 
loathe the extreme cold because of my sensitive skin and 
nasal cavity. My brothers were also disappointed that we 
had to leave since we were used to having our sport 
competitions with our friend from the block over. When we 
said our last goodbyes to our family, the day seemed to turn 
gloomy, and our faces were painted in a frown for the long 
trip ahead. 

 
 
 
Figure 1 The Car This looks like the model we used to 
travel to Chicago, Illinois, with the back of the car filled with 
clothing, favorite toys, and our important papers. 

I had never really traveled anywhere far except for 
the couple of months during the blistering hot summers to 
Phoenix, Arizona, with my dad. I saw many landscapes that 
were captivating, such as Camel-back Road where the 
mountains formed a huge camel or abstract colors in the 
sky after a monsoon ravaged the dusty city. So when the 
sun came out and we started to see the dark goldenrod 
color of the Nevada desert; it seemed somewhat familiar 
and relaxing, but once it hit its peak in the sky we felt its 
wrath in our broken air conditioning car. Our skin felt as if 
we were beginning to melt into the sweat-drenched seats, 
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so once we passed the flashing red light of the Motel 6 
which read 117 degrees, my older brother David and little 
brother Marcos had the same shocked look on their face as 
I did. When the sun descended it began to cool down but 
the humidity still seemed to be entrapped by the car and 
David’s slender arms seemed to be glued to Marcos’s buff 
arms while his “Bobby’s World” head was falling into my 
shoulder. We said goodbye to the lights coming from 
Nevada’s desert; but my brothers and I felt a little sad 
because we thought we were going to see the infamous 
blazing lights of the strip. 
  In Utah, a funny smell started to linger, so David 
and I looked to see where it was coming from. It was my 
little brother Marcos. We kept telling him to put his shoes 
back on but he kept ignoring us, so we started to call him 
"Frito Boy" when all of a sudden he took off  his funky sock 
and start throwing it at us. The scent of Fritos was like tiny 
fists hitting our noses. My mom Sarah heard the commotion 
coming from the back seat and tried to settle us down when 
an enormous shadow engulfed the car that silenced us 
completely. The orange red crimson mesas were a contrast 
to the ones we have in California because they were not 
cone shaped; these were toppled and overlapped like in the 
cartoon “Wile E. Coyote and Road Runner.” We were 
excited that we saw things we only would see in movies. As 
we were heading to Colorado, red and blue lights sparks 
were in the back of the car and we saw a police car ready to 
stop us, so my mom quickly told Martin who was illegally on 
her feet at the passenger seat to stay covered and quiet 
until they let us head off. The officer came and Martin still 
stayed concealed with a towel and the officer was about to 
let us go when all of a sudden Martin popped up his head 
and said, “Hi, I’m bully.” The cop gave a dumfounded look 
when he saw his little head and hand waving. The officer 
decides to give my step-dad, Memo, a ticket and told him he 
needed to put him in a seatbelt along with the rest of us. 
Memo didn’t really get mad but was laughing because it 
was like what just happened. We were lucky because the 
officer could have taken away the car but decided to give 
him a large ticket, but he still hasn’t paid the ticket, so there 
is no going back there.  
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 Colorado was another state with amazing 
landscape where you could actually see a change in the 
seasons. Orange, light green, and yellow leaves were falling 
into the river. In California, “the seasons are pretty 
indistinguishable” (Kamiya). It actually made me consider 
living there. Colorado had turning leaves scattered all over 
the floor; it was like a vision of what a season is really 
supposed to be. Cows, lambs, and goats were grazing over 
large plains of grass. We hardly see farm animals in 
Compton. Well, now we know, just to go to Greenleaf and 
we see them. The uncultivated land that was there 
somehow reminded us of The Little House on the Prairie. It 
was so free it just made me want run through the field 
barefoot while the small black and red birds were chirping. 

The night in Kansas was a screen of black, filled 
with thunderous noise of racing cars passing us through 
every side of the highway when all of a sudden a captivating 
full moon came into view as we reached the top of the hill. I 
felt that if I stretched my arms enough I could touch it. The 
enchanting moon seemed to tranquilize all that were in the 
car giving us a sense of peace. The two mountains that 
were in between the freeway seemed to tunnel crisp wintry 
winds through the open windows adding to the delusional 
snow effect the moon rays casted on the mountain “even 
the moon, that harbinger of mystery, feels like an impostor” 
(Kamiya). My step-brother Martin said it reminded him of a 
scene from the movie ET when ET and the boy Eliot were 
flying in front of the moon on his bicycle. I have never been 
able to depict how every state we passed the more I knew 
“when you live in a city, the world is blocked from view” 
(Kamiya), but the Kansas’s strong wind blow into my ear 
reminded me of the sound that California's ocean makes. 

We passed through Iowa pretty fast but I don’t 
really remember anything significant about it except the 
fluffy white clouds. Springfield, Illinois, was really exciting 
because we saw the nuclear power plant like the one on 
The Simpsons and decided we finally discovered where the 
Simpsons lived because they always try to deceive us on 
the show of the location of Springfield. When we finally 
arrived to Chicago, it was exotic how the trees by the 
freeway were submerged in dark rippling water. I had never 
seen it in any book, so it was really strange to see it existed. 
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We stayed there for three months experiencing new things. 
My little brother, Marcos, got to pee his name in the snow, 
David played football in the snow, and I got hit with a 
snowball in the face while Martin and I were trying to 
unsuccessfully build a snowmen. 

It is weird how the trip seemed to pass by so 
quickly. Even though it took thousands of miles to get there, 
“the experience was so alien, so unfathomable, that it was 
hard to believe it even while it was happening” (Kamiya 
115). I think the trip was enjoyable for all that were in the 
car because we never experienced such a long trip until we 
all decided to move back to California because work was 
slow and we all hated it there excluding the snow. The trip 
was freeing and exposed us to new environments, which 
opened our minds to the possibility of a different life in a 
different state. Sometimes I see how the trip made me 
appreciate Mother Nature and made me wonder how so 
much beauty could exist in such a planet. If I had the 
chance to do it all over again I would, but this time make 
sure I didn't miss out on so much scenery.  
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Dear Mr. President 
By Ashalee Alabar 
 
Dear Mr. President,  
 Today my six year old little brother Jordan asked 
me an amazing question. If you could tell our president one 
thing what would it be? I was so impressed by his inquiring 
mind I started to call our whole family. Surprisingly everyone 
had something to say. My Nana on my dad’s side wished to 
tell you “Let your yay be yay and your nay be nay, in other 
words do what you say!” My aunt Donna said, “Never forget 
where you came from.” My cousin Donavan wants to know 
“Who is your tailor?” My mom said, “Bless you and your 
family and thank you”. My little cousin Rodrick said, “Thank 
you for giving me hope”. My Nanny on my mother’s side 
said, “Congratulations and make us proud!” Then my uncle 
Mike called from prison and before he got off I had the 
chance to ask him what he would say and his response was 
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most touching: “I would first and foremost say God blessed 
you to be in a never before position and God always knows 
what he’s doing, man. There are brothers in here for 
stealing a six pack of beer because of the three strike 
system. Man, you need to do something about this. Some of 
us will never see our families again and die in here alone. 
Good brothers, too, that paid their debts to society. God 
placed you in office because it’s time for a change! God 
bless you, my brother!” The call was disconnected before 
we could say good bye.  I turned and looked at Jordan and 
said I would ask him for a better judicial system. Jordan 
said, “I just want to ask him when is this recession going to 
be over because my allowance is suffering!” 
  
 
 
 
 

Story of My Life Pt. II 
By Alan Gonzalez 
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Racism: An Endless Battle of Futility 
By Armand Dyer 

 
 Wars over race have been fought almost since the 
beginning of time. Throughout American history racism has 
shaped laws, policies, and the way we interact with one 
another. Who is affected by racism and how can we 
overcome discrimination? In “I Became Her Target,” Wilkins 
discusses these questions and how he dealt with prejudice. 
I believe racism can be accosted with a full-fledged 
community effort. Community leaders play a pivotal role in 
undermining racism, and with their help, racism can become 
a thing of the past. 
 Everyone is affected by racism. The Black college 
professor, the Korean shop owner, and the White police 
officer are everyday people entangled in the web of racism. 
Regardless of race, we all live on this planet together. 
Ultimately what one race does to another affects us all. 
During my time in Job Corps, I came face-to-face with this 
dilemma. Upon arrival at the Salt Lake City airport, the local 
sheriff pulled me aside and whispered, “I’m going to pay 
special attention to you, nigger.” Wilkins notes: “[Belief] in 
the neighborhood was that we were spoiling it and that we 
ought to go back where we belonged” (Wilkins 653).  
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Likewise I felt the same as Wilkins: terrified being the only 
Black person present. All alone in foreign territory, I craved 
the comfort of home.  

In determination to prove the Sherriff wrong, I 
volunteered with the Sherriff’s explorer program. Day in and 
day out, Officer Blake tested my will. He always gave me 
the worst assignments. I never once complained at his 
unjust treatment. One morning while mopping floors, I found 
a sparkling diamond ring. I quickly gave the ring to my 
supervisor, not of fear being a suspect but because it was 
the right thing to do. As it turns out Officer Blake had been 
rigorously searching the precinct that morning. When Blake 
found out it was me who turned the ring in, he was 
astonished.   I personally defied all the typical stereotypes 
he had previously thought of Black people. Wilkins states in 
“I Became Her Target,” “Thus, the teacher began to give me 
human dimensions” (Wilkins 654). Slowly our relationship 
morphed into one of mutual respect. By the end of my time 
in Utah, Officer Blake became a valued mentor towards me 
and also changed my views towards White people. 

In conclusion, Roger Wilkins talks about the effects 
of racism in his personal life. In the story, Miss Beaver 
overcame racism by treating Walter the same as other kids 
in the classroom. These actions along with Officer Blake’s 
change of heart can motivate a whole community to begin 
the healing process. Only with these courageous first steps 
that we as Americans can make racism extinct    
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Portrait of Salvador Dali 
by 
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Censorship in the People’s Republic of China 
By Juan A. Guardado 
 
 On November 24, 2004, journalist and author Shi 
Tao was arrested by Chinese authorities on the grounds of 
conspiring to divulge state secrets to foreign adversaries. 
One year later, Mr. Tao was convicted and sentenced to ten 
years for involvement in enemy espionage. The case 
received worldwide attention after revelation that search 
engine company Yahoo! disclosed to the Chinese 
authorities a letter extracted from Mr. Tao’s private e-mail 
account (Sheridan). The letter in question was sent to 
dissident Chinese protesters abroad specifying the tactics 
that were to be undertaken by the communist regime in 
silencing any mention of the fifteen-year anniversary of the 
Tiananmen Square massacre. The case highlighted the 
extent by which government censors in China strive to 
maintain control of the regime by silencing material that 
could incite public criticism. In silencing dissidents, the 
regime uses harsh tactics that infringe on basic human 
rights. Despite the harsh treatment inflicted on those who 
violate the regime’s taboos, the ruling Communist Party 
appeals to the view that the preservation of a “harmonious 
society” is paramount; consequently, anyone inciting views 
that could bring about social disruption may experience 
harsh punishment. Such tactics are viewed as being overtly 
draconian and are themselves subject to criticism by human 
rights campaigns. 
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 Censorship in the People’s Republic of China 
extends to practically all forms of visual, audio, and printed 
media. Censorship is conducted by the Ministry of Public 
Security and, according to some estimates, employs 
approximately thirty-thousand employees to monitor internet 
content for any violations to the country’s censorship codes 
(Freedom).  The most obvious form of active censorship in 
mainland China is found in the government’s management 
of internet content. The Great Firewall of China is the term 
given to the Chinese censorship of material found on the 
internet (Freedom). Appealing to rationality, the communist 
regime believes that it has the right to censor material in 
order to safeguard its sovereignty; moreover, it also 
reserves the right to remove anything that might harm the 
public good. Unfortunately, the Great Firewall across the 
internet is used as a means to convey punishment to 
dissidents seeking greater democratic rights. According to 
Amnesty International, “Article 35 of the Chinese 
Constitution of the People’s Republic of China seeks to 
ensure that citizens enjoy freedom of speech, of the press, 
of assembly, of association, of procession, and of 
demonstration” (Censorship). Despite the claim that the 
regime strives to protect the public good by limiting freedom 
of speech, it is an irrational excuse considering that the 
Chinese constitution expressly guarantees that right. 
Rational conclusion has to arrive to the fact that this is a 
clear example of an oligarchy trying to hold on to power at 
all costs.   
 From a young age, most Americans are 
indoctrinated with their responsibilities towards their local, 
state, and national governments; moreover, they also 
develop an understanding of their unalienable rights 
afforded through the American constitution. Consequently, it 
is not surprising that many Americans seem to believe that 
promotion of democracy is as crucial as the promotion of 
religious ideologies. Based largely on emotional arguments, 
since the beginning of the millennium, democracy has been 
promoted by the national government’s foreign policy in 
much the same manner as a Christian missionary traveling 
to foreign lands in order to spread the word of the Gospels. 
Unfortunately, such policies have come to our own 
detriment as is evident with the debacle of the Iraq War 
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(Ritchie). Emotionally, freedom-loving Americans may view 
with disparaging disgust the manner by which the Chinese 
communist state strives to suppress democratic material 
deemed sensitive. Indeed, many prominent Americans have 
raised outcries against mainland China for their handling of 
imprisoned political activists (Sheridan). However, 
promotion of freedom from Western countries stops when 
reaching the Great Firewall of China. Despite this fact, the 
natural evolution inflicted through the passage of time will 
make the communist state rethink their heavy imposition of 
internet censorship. As Judith Crist asserts, “…censorship 
accomplishes…an unreal and hypocritical mythology, 
fermenting an attraction for forbidden fruit, inhibiting the 
creative minds and fostering an illicit trade” (57).  Instead of 
creating emotional judgments based on our privileged 
democratic existence, collective promotion of awareness of 
the abuses of the communist regime should be stressed as 
our best recourse in the light of the fact that direct 
intervention is unfeasible.  
 In recent years, the People’s Republic of China has 
largely embraced rudimentary capitalist principles as the 
best means of promoting economic prosperity. However, 
the country is still ruled by a heavy-handed communist 
regime. Ethical arguments against the imposition of 
censorship largely revolve around the lack of freedom of 
speech and of the press. However, if one were to explore 
the meaning of ethics, one would arrive to the 
understanding that the regime’s use of censorship is in 
keeping with ethics. According to Webster’s Dictionary, 
ethics is defined as “the system of morals of a particular 
group” (224). The word moral in the definition entails the 
differentiation of good and bad. Communism imposes the 
belief of subservience to the state; moreover, changes 
occur from the top-down. Activism from the grass root level 
is discouraged since it is theoretically believed that the 
needs of the proletariat are met by the socialist state. 
Consequently, the state is supposed to carry out all the 
functions necessary for a productive life which also happens 
to include the suppression of material deemed a risk to 
social peace. In blunt words: the state can do no wrong 
since it is believed that the actions it undertakes are for the 
benefit of the socialist society. Ethically speaking, 
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censorship for the preservation of the “harmonious state” is 
in keeping with the morals established by the regime. 
Despite this fact, the emergence of new technologies, such 
as the internet, is facilitating the transfer of information 
across borders. Currently, there are approximately one 
hundred million internet users in China from an overall 
population of one billion people (Mann). As the availability of 
internet use increases with the growing population, dissent 
is growing against the stifling atmosphere produced by the 
censors. The Chinese population may begin to redefine 
their norms and ethical standards with the passage of time. 
As Paul Blanshard asserts, “Whatever men may think about 
the practical advantages and disadvantages of intellectual 
freedom…there is no doubt that…it is through freedom not 
compulsion that the human spirit gains in power and reach” 
(314). 
 As the first decade of the millennium draws to a 
close, nation-states will have to adapt to the changes 
imposed by technological advancements and growing 
populations. Mr. Tao’s incarceration demonstrates to the 
world that there is a significant portion of the mainland 
Chinese population who are clearly displeased with the 
status quo. The Chinese national constitution is supposed 
to guarantee citizens the right to speak their mind. Freedom 
of speech is not merely granted for altruistic reasons, but 
rather it offers a practical and functional use. The liberty to 
voice thoughts and opinions aids in ameliorating social ills 
and injustices that may be detrimental to society. 
Theoretically, the communist state is supposed to offer the 
populace all the amenities requisite for an honorable life. 
Unfortunately, censorship of grievances greatly harms that 
promise since individuals are not allowed to voice 
frustrations on fear of severe retribution. Let us not forget 
that participation in mainland government depends on being 
a member of the Communist Party. One of the hallmarks of 
a democracy is the existence of two opposing sides 
devising means for the perpetuation of the common good. 
The one-party system greatly affects social welfare in that 
wrong-doers are protected by fellow bureaucrats. As a 
result, there is a minority within China who are finding 
themselves well-off and a majority who are finding 
themselves disenfranchised. Anyone criticizing the system 
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is apprehended by the authorities for violating stringent 
censorship laws. As social ills continue to grow, and the gap 
between the “have’s and have not’s” widens, it is clear that 
the Great Firewall of China will have to come down, much 
the manner as the Berlin Wall came down in keeping with a 
progressive, future-oriented society.       
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The man with the beat 
By Freddy Arias 
 
Here he comes, round the corner 
Spinning his baton in the air 
All dressed in blue 
Getting rid of his blues 
Beating the beaten down 
Helpless children falling down 
I cant stand it anymore 
He has got to go 
He has got to go 
I shall beat him with his own baton 
I shall leave him black and blue 
I shall make bacon out of his tummy 
I shall play a swinging beat as I give him the beat 
I shall be free from conformity 
 
 
For the love of red  
By Jessica Williams 
 
I met a guy who loved to wear red 
I was wearing blue last week and he was very upset 
He loved red but always talked in “code blue” 
He has always driven a red car 
He talks about why he loves red all the time 
He is going to wear red in his wedding 
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Identity 
By Le’Aisha Lee 

 
Strong 

Beautiful 
Independent 

Energetic 
Outgoing 

Phenomenal 
Classy 

Trustworthy 
Caring 

Friendly 
Sweet 

Intelligent 
Would open her door to anyone, loves helping people, 
strong-minded, polished appearance about herself, she’s 
easy to get along with, and everyone loves her. 
 

That Woman Is! 
 
 
 
Silent Love 
By Lavonne Blount 
 
His voice silent 
His love booming 
His ways show love But his words said none 
nothing I hear 
words won’t speak 
Love I feel that makes me weak 
But the hugs and kisses I know they’re real. 
the actions of love will not be still 
I do not know there is no plan 
is it the women or is it the man. 
where is love 
where will it be 
is it in actions or is it in speech. 
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Seasonal Feelings  
By Leonna Brown 
 
When I think of you in the winter 
I think of remembering a minty breeze 
kissing my face while i sip a hot coco  
with a compliment of cinnamon in its aroma 
i am warmed up not from the coco 
but  
from the thought of you 
In the spring time i have fresh thoughts  
always thinking of you in the same way  
but in a new bloom 
hoping that you're remembering me 
hoping we'll meet up soon 
just as the seasons always do 
As the thirst summer awakes 
like heat off the baking pavement 
thoughts of you melt on my mind  
like the xxx that produces steaming sweat  
that drops from your chest and breaths into my flesh 
The fall is our introduction 
when our eyes first met 
when 'I' fell in love 
when the scene was full every one 
but no one was there to be seen 
no one seemed to be present in our time 
just as time is full of seconds 
seconds didn't exist at that moment 
and so did no one else around us 
time paused 
only we went on 
we made our own time in those non existing seconds that 
felt like time had bent and stretched some 
'Our' scene was a scene in scenes 
it stood out from the rest of them 
so that we would remember that moment of feeling close 
even though we had just met 
Well, it's winter again 
and as the seasons pass 
I'm reminiscing on the last on 'You' 
my last season in every season 
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Life Gave Me Lemons 
by Alan Gonzalez 
 
Give me a spark, so I could spit flames 
Allow me a whisper, and I’ll scream my name 
Give me a drop, and I’ll cause a flood 
Grow me a molar, so I cold draw blood 
Make me a bike to outrun a train 
Form a small cloud, most unbearable rain 
Give me a bullet and I’ll stop an army 
Give me a seed and I’ll make a farm bleed (green) 
Give me a flashlight, and I’ll outshine the Sun 
Write me a zero and I’ll make it a one 
Give me a brick and I’ll make it a city 
Give me one cleaner, and I’ll eliminate filthy 
Give me a leaf and I’ll make you a forest  
Only one snow flake but I’ll make it the coldest 
Give me a needle and I’ll make you a sword 
Give me a little and I’ll make you more 
Give me your worm, I’ll make you a snake 
Give me bologna, I’ll make it a steak 
Start with a hill, I’ll make you a mountain 
Water bottle? I’ll make you a fountain 
Let’s face the greatest, and I’ll become greater 
Place me in modern society, then label me a failure. 
 

Drive 
by Pierre Burroughs 

 
Asiatics, Islanders, Koreans 

Hispanics, pioneers, and Europeans 
What is the cause? What is the meaning? 

Up on stage, I had that feeling 
And yet it seems so appealing 

for I’m not stopping 
Till I have a million 

Pursuit of perfection 
Maybe a trillion 

Poems, stories, accomplishments and glories 
Nobody could do it for me, 

So im’a do it for me. 
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In 
Search 
for New 
Hope 
by 
Luis 
Fierro 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The sky is the limit 
by Terrell Johnson 
 
The sky is the limit you can do what ever you put your mind 
to and times things get hard but never give up because we 
all get weak to get strong. Always keep your head up and 
never look down. Always look forward and never behind. 
Stay humble and don’t let anyone change you. Always 
remember life is a journey and the sky is the limit.  
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1. Go to www.turnitin.com. 
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4. Password : writing 
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*Send photography  and artwork  (preferably in digital 
format) to the Humanities Division address on the back 
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roach_r@compton.edu. 
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