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hey there dear reader!

it’s been a true honor to curate and see all the
fabulous work submitted to KCSB’s zine.
we hope u can feel the spirit of renaissance
in our 2021 zine,

REBIRTH,

hugs and butterfly kisses
kcsb <3
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zine committee
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Well

see now

It was late when we
spun down to the cement center

Swingin and tilted like

two dames in a
muggy parlor
But then

this fellow turns
and
flattens out
all muffled
all bones
and says he’s
some ghost
on his way to the
foothills so

I laugh and say well

Alex Wenceslao

At the End
of fhe S‘/'MLC

When there is 4

T N no city
o

k and you feel

— thrown down
from heaven

The bird sings and has

bright plumes in

varied form

There is no grown back grass
it is the Stamping Ground
of the west—
So stretched out  carnivorous and
fruitful in that it is
veritable and
sweet— No
there is no cat to tango
over a puddle
of gasoline
This teething nest

" this subdued 5
convolution o BB {w ﬂqs“‘- u
is an emblem of passing : W

Only there is sand and

no hourglass d"-‘gg{ Lﬂ;%cz, Wy
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Then again
the HOpl were once snakes

S0 that the rain
might come and

o : I now H&"@':E)p 311‘.&_{" )
understand = f%
2 as I have
2 not swayed
in the mud

So I think T11

stayand ‘¢

dance.
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right ;, down to your
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§ Too late
, scuffed heels!
]
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§ { Only the next day

] § there’s t O spitti 11
vritenty 5 L
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swallow their medlcme,
- watch the moon’s gestation,
sit at the grave of my friend. ™

I am learning to love this life when it is co
Because Canadian geese gather here: loud, cleal;
announcing as Mary said— we are all

learning to love the tender & harsh.

#
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art by Maxme Lemu

Because I was born on a new moon in spring,
May offered cattail pollen in return,
harvested hands through

generations, sald here, plant this—

5 # (e 54 i Yemember) 4

Because I've spent summers scorning sun
\ tag game of burn, begrudging

radiance, light heart(edness)

grown ripe on windowsills

swarmed with fruit flies.

Because he died that fall,
little geese already in the cemetery,
the one next to Costco.

So I practice loving where
. we planted plastic flowers,
- hollow holes in oak trees
where woodpeckers once bored.

t You see, I am learning to love
change in cycles—
cliffside erosion, each house
we fill with laughter:
gardens left behind
& ones yet to bloom
teachers & friends
resting in marigo.



Hibernal in Deep Grey-Blue,
Op. 4 No. 1 -

We are the hollow men

Shape without form, shade without colour,
Paralysed force, gesture without motion;

I am a hollow man;

A flesh shell and a heart
which derives spatial
understanding through feeling
and not seeing

You are the woman
With no midsection
and the chaos of
only-feelable particles
surrounding her being

You became before me
fighting crying, asking
where could you go

I know how nothing except
To offer myself to you;

To offer up this mansion
For new tenantship

But you are not wanting
Of this place;
Of this shelter

L]

Between the tears
You told this mansion
“You are not home”
And it’s foundations
presently collapsed
(to ruins we go,
i suppose
Not with a bang but with a whimper.)

I watched a bird fly
away, looking just past you
to the cloudless morning

Hibernal in Deep Grey-Blue,
Op. 4 No. 2 -

Alone in the back

seat again

watching humanity through
the windows

A beautiful cacophony
of movement and energy
beyond my capability
careening, interweaving
narrowly avoiding and
individually meaning

each thread, a past
unknown to me beyond
its beginning at the edge
of my sphere;

and a future unknown
to all except perhaps
God [<>]self

I sit in the back

holding the life which was
handed to me

for safe-keeping

Hibernal in Blue,
Op. 4 No. 3 -

“Winter(‘s) Sun(/Son)”

On a south-eastward facing

bench, I find that I can
feel the sun and the
cold wind on my

face and neck

again

DS

Hibernal in Blue, Op. 4 No. 4 -

“Depression is the
Skeptical Nightmare”

But I do not yet know clearly enough
what I am, I who am certain that I am;

I am a hollow man;

A flesh shell and a heart—
Cut me open and find

out what’s inside;

what’s else within

these illusions

Is it the infinite
void I imagine?

Or is it that same

straw of the stuffed men?
(leaning together)

Am I (certain(ly))?

I imagine that body, figure, extension,
movement, and place are but the

fictions of my mind.

written by Yusef Rayyan
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Artwork by Sherry Zeng



Leaves so bright.
I see them through slats. ~°
A friend

Carrying oranges
Their blossoms,

Too.

I have seen this
so many times,
The view
from here
My mother’s
bed
before
mine.

We've
both
slept here,
under the

same fan,

\ At the

- \‘ same age.
{ K ) My mother

] is not a poet.
=\ But I'd like to
D \ think
b - \ \ She looked
at those

friends in
the morning

)

And smiled at
the leaves,
Too.
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audio splinters into
harsh, digital twangs
voice disconnects
from pixelated move-
ments  of  mouth
connection breaks
as screen dlitches
into galaxy of
scrambled pixels
unexpected  beauty
as the virtual world
breaks down

GLITCHES

by Olivia Consterdine
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written by Al Simpkins

For a pleasent weekend get-away along the Santa Ynez river, check out the numerous
campsites and swimming holes along Paradise Road! Campsites feature studded oaks

and grassy hillsides with encompassing walking trails and easy access to swimming in

the river. The most notable watering hole is called Red Rock, a relatively popular spot for
locals and students alike. Due to the impressive rock formations surrounding this bend of
the river, cliff jumping can be enjoyed at various heights based on your comfort level.

Directions: Take US-101 South from Isla Vista and use exit 101B towards State Street after
about 5 miles. Shortly after, make a left onto State and another left onto CA-154. After 11
miles of scenic driving up and over the surrounding mountains, take a right onto Paradise
Road. Los Prietos campground can be reached on your right after about 5 minutes. To
check out Red Rock, continue on this road until you reach the parking lot at the end. A
prominent trail on the left side of the lot will lead you to the spot after a 20 minute walk.

Tips: Make campsite reservations a week in advance online at recreation.gov or come early
to try your luck for a walk-in site. For an easy campfire meal, roast hot dogs over the flame
and place a can of chili near the embers for a satisfying round of chili dogs!

Pronounced “Naw-hoo-ee”, this local
gem boasts of another 100 ft fall at a
leisuely .8 mile walk through shaded
forestry. According to Chumash lore,
its origins trace back to a devastating
drought that was resolved when a
beautiful woman transformed herself
into this waterfall.

Directions: From Isla Vista, take
US-101 North for 21 miles until you
reach the Old Coast Highway just
North of the Gaviota tunnel. Turn right
and make another right on Alisal road.
A turn-off for Nojoqui Falls Park can
be found shortly after on your right.

Tips: Make a day trip out of it and
continue on your way to Solvang! Also
best after rain or during the rainy
season.

“@igr;xy@rm@

Ever seen a waterfall with ocean views? Now
you can! Nestled in the rugged Cold Springs
Canyon of upper Montecito, Tangerine Falls
offers stunning views, plenty of wildlife, a
100 ft cascade, and just enough bouldering
to bring out the adventure lover in you.

Directions: Free parking can be found at
the trailhead on East Mountain drive where
you will hike the first .25 miles up East Fork
Trail. At the junction, cross the creek and
hike another .6 miles along the left bank.
Take a descending trail to the creek bed
when you pass a white sign on your left and
hike upstream until you reach the waterfall.
This last stretch of the hike will require
quite a bit of clambering but should be
obvious when you’ve reached the top.

Tips: With an out-and-back distance of 2.5
miles and an elevation gain of 875 ft, this
trail is rated moderate to difficult for most
so pack plenty of water and make sure to
bring a friend! Best after a decent rain.
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An Interview with

full interview transcript
can be found here
on our website <3

by Ryan Scibetta on In The Spotlight // February 2020

“?F‘ You were talkmg about how it was only Wegtern instruments that were being
able to be played back when their [Zimbabwean] songs were being suppressed.
And in this concert, you had Western instruments with the piano and the

':lmdmonal instruments that | you were playing.

Was there a reason.ferithat sort of fusion?

T J— F o
o

T: Of course, of course, my music is who | am. | wrote a paper when | was

an undergrad about the colonial encounter. It was an extension of Frantz
Fanon’s The Wretched of the Earth. And there’s a chapter in his book called
On National Culture. My paper ,was looking at how to describe those of us
born after war, after colonial encounters and war. Because what happens

is colonialism, the act of jt; this idea of stripping people of their identity and
making them fit within this mold tobe little British people, in the case of
Zimbabwe. It's something that.nevér works, but what it does is, it’s like an
irreversible.chemical reaction. And what you instead create are these hybrid
beings. | speak the way | spedk because | went to a Catholic school, a private
sehool with mostly British teachers. This is how I've always spoken, even when
| was in Zimbabwe. This is not because | came to America for school. I've been
speaking this way since | was a child. And that’s because of the education
system that still is rooted in colonial education:

At the same time, everything you saw in the performance today, how | was
dressed, theymusic | was playing, the instruments | was playing, is because
that’s my-identity.with my family. My grandmother was a spirit medium and
we would have these ceremonies where people would come and play Mbira
and people would be possessed. And it was all grounded in tradition.

This is something that I carry within myself as a.person in‘an almost bilingual
way. It’s like I'm culturally bilingual, but.it’s'not even being bilingual. It’'s what
my expression of being Zimbabwean is. It's my truth as a Zimbabwean.

I went to a convent for school. | had my piano teacher, Sister Loyola, who
started to teach me piano when | was eight.years.old, and" she taught me
cello when | was 11. I played in the Harare Youth Orchestra. | did my theory

* exams. | did all of the A.B.R.S. M the Associated Board of the Royal Schools
of Mus:c“Exams aIl the way up to grade eight.

R: Sounds very brutal!

T: You know! (laughter) | probably would have been a head girl or a
prefect (laughter) like Harry Potter, you know. And at the same time,
| was in this traditional context as well. And that’s really, as | said, the
most honest expression of who | am. And so in this paper of mine,

| describe myself as almost like a hybrid being. And that everything
about me will always express the traditional and the colonial.. It's not
something | can shake, but it's something | must acknowledge in my
work.

You know, | can’t strip one. To strip one is to remove a part of my story.
And | can’t do that, you know? And so both must live. But it’s really like
Harry Potter being a horcrux for Voldemort. Like, that is not supposed to
work. Are you a Harry Potter person?

R: Mm-hmm.

T: Good. Because otherwise | would’ve been like, what kind of life are
you living? (laughter) So you know in Harry Potter where Voldemort
tries to kill Harry Potter and by mistake, Voldemort latches a piece

of his soul to Harry Potter. And so Harry, throughout his life, can
speak Parseltongue and speak to snakes and has all these things
because a little bit of Voldemort is in him. That’s me as a post-colonial
neocolonial being. We have the traditional but something about the
colonial encounter created something it didn’t intend to create - me.

And so that’s what you see and hear in the music, that it is this story,
this traditional story, but presented within the classical idiom. | grew up
in classical music just as much as | grew up in traditional music. We
were singing Handel and Mozart at our church choir competitions in
Zimbabwe. So for me to try only to be one thing or try only to be the
other is to only tell half my story.

So that’s why these things are married in this recital. That’s why you
see the piano. That's why you see the mbira. That’s why you hear the
specific style of vocal production. Because that’s who | am.
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If you'd like to know where I am, I'll most likely be in my car,
on my way to see loved ones. Some months, I can be found in
Northern California where my family resides, and some weeks, when
I am not up north, you can find me further south, near Los Angeles,
for time with my boyfriend. Take into account that I live
somewhere in between these locations, and it's clear that I also
spend a reasonable time alone as I make my way towards either
party. To the drivers who seldom drive more than an hour away from home, the driving I do
might be somewhat shocking, maybe even exhausting to imagine, but for good reason. Over the
past year I've covered three-fourths of this state enough times to have memorized the
sections of the freeway that are riddled with potholes in areas where there are no landmarks
to indicate when to switch over to the other, more level, lane.

In transit from one location to the next in what feels like perpetual rotation, music plays.
Mazzy Star for the beginning of the drive, to compliment the speed of the car pre-freeway,
Pavement to give me something to sing during the lull of the middle of the trip, and Sonic
Youth to help rebuild my enthusiasm as I near my location.

Listening to music to keep yourself occupied and to provide yourself some pseudo-company
while you drive alone is typically not something done to impress other people, yet every
once in a while, a voice inside of me will ask myself, "Who are you trying to prove?" As if
the things that I do when I am isolated from everybody else is an act I put on to seem cool.
Cool to who exactly? I couldn't tell you, I'm the only one ever in my car. It is a seemingly
irrational self-critique but the voice inside me asks the question genuinely.

Growing up, I always held this idea about the girls who listen to Sonic Youth and Mazzy
Star. I imagined that these girls read profusely and had good taste in films all while being
intelligent and independent. I longed to one day be as effortlessly cool and interesting as
them. Now, at nineteen, I am one of those girls who listen to Sonic Youth and Mazzy Star. I

<., feel passionate about literature and film and I like to think that I am
yr. Tk e somewhat intelligent and independent. On paper, I am what I've always
_alr v T wanted to become, but at times, I feel unworthy of these labels.

e ey _‘ It's impostor syndrome, but for my interests, as if there is a criteria for
i Ry being able to like and be interested in certain things. Maybe I have

Lo o i looked up to those girls for so long it's hard for me to accept that
= maybe I have become the girl I have always wanted to be. Or maybe, I

2 haven't. I guess I couldn't tell you right now, my perception of
i ' myself is incredibly biased, sometimes causing me to believe
that I am much cooler than I actually am, and at other times
feeling that I am a flat-out poser.

Days come and go in such a blur as of lately, but helplessly,
I have fallen into a routine. Almost every day I listen to

music, I read a book, I watch a movie - I participate in my

hobbies and indulge in my interests. There is as much evidence
that could possibly be found to prove to myself that I don't
deserve such harsh self-critique for something as innocent as
reading a book, alone, in my room, so I'm left to assume that this
hyper-self-consciousness felt is a symptom of growing confident in
myself. I exhaust myself with the way I gatekeep my own interests
from myself but I imagine that one day I'll allow myself the
pleasure of doing what I love without judgment.

I will drive down the 101, with half the windows rolled down
‘i Jjust enough to feel the air push gently against my skin but not any
further than that to preserve the sound of the music. I will play
“Bull in the Heather" by Sonic Youth and feel like the coolest girl
in the world doing so, equally confident as I will be unapologetic.

written by Isabel Cruz
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10 rap never really escapes its own
these crazy a** album covers”

ARTIST SKETCHES

I asked my friends/family/co-workers/anyone
who would listen for a quick sketch of any musician,
with a single sentence explaining their choice.

This is what I received.

CADCA41




Nicole drew Su Tissue because “Suburban Lawns
have a song with her dog’s name in the title”

o M g\/\ ‘,sgmv
Subn(ban

Ryan drew Blind Willie Johnson, “who
died of poverty. His music is on the
Golden Record”

Emma drew Adrienne Lenker because “she is her
’'m-feeling-numb-n-would-like-to-feel-comforted
artist cuz she makes her think of her big sister
Olivia”

feel Vike

I'wm (00\ -
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Shelby drew Frangoise Hardy because she makes
her feel “cool and French”

ﬂ/ was ot 2 /// 51

L st ,,,:,»/r/j'//«// ov whittstar.

1 274

Brandon drew David
Bowie because “he
was not a popstar,
film star, gangstar, or
white star”

Sabrina drew Michael
Gira because she “likes
him and his ¢

hats”

Aidan drew Fetty Wap
This muscan because “Trap Queen is Gen
[ feel IHE Z's original banger”
e Mg {vom B> :
ey Ade To inAPTE

and help P cople .
Jhon drew Townes Van

Zandt because “he sings
from his inner side to
inspire and help people”

2 K gell'toiaﬁ"""“"oo
Rlank P2

Nick drew Jim Morrison because “the Lizard King

THIS I MICHAEL GIRA AND 1 LIKE can 46 anything”
BIM AND HIS (OWBOY #ATS AND fLe OF
W13 MUSIC AND Moy HE YEUS IN SwANS
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Adam drew Connie

“she is
5

Francis because

an amazing artist

Big Green House

makes Thomas cry

IJ”

+
“GROUP DANCERS”

“MYSELF WHEN I AM REA

BY

5

Maddy drew Parquet Courts because they “sing the words inside her brain

YUSEF RAYYAN
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ST yUUTIETSEl T e T : mﬁﬂ adeline Peng Miller— i
do you remember our arrival here? who we were before then?

reach down into the soft recesses of your still-forming brain. into the nerves which
__they struck. where is that classroom hiding, the one in which you received a thin blue book with — _

e glossy cover and pretty illustrations and the characters you gouldn’t )hdersjand’arr@nged.mf
1 tfis movmings T am oms tweney ehres Verticaifines? %
@ﬂ&%& @ﬂ‘@% CUT My fm ﬁﬁ@ MM where hides the thick-leaded pencil you used to trace the edges, until you were better

# @ 5“‘ ”@%ﬁmﬂffo @ mm@f@ - acquainted with the drawing of the calendar than your own name? iy
Z

you remember the field, don't you? the man, leaning, two gen
curved lines with dots? the cartoon horse? they wanted to show you
__the history of these pictographic words. the little conglomerations
of lines made to fit in neat squares. | know you cannot understand, #1

an American 171Jfﬁ we fmwn*\t [t’(l?"ﬂt

to Baée But f'a r 6616& Amu’s [a ugﬁ and there is little English to help. but someday you will want to ¢/
- understand. you will crave understandmg p/ease understand now;
tlnle[gss a”rd/ lncere Sﬁ St1tc’l€d ———while it still comes easy tO_yOU — - = Sl
: understand who you are. why you were there. why we are s
here. who you are now, before you change. understand this moment,

__before you are alienated from this understanding, and must struggle to unde .
understand this: who you are cannot be eliminated. it cannot be erased.

sEzr'ts for ﬁeacf(esc dol[s 1 sna}a}aed

. understand this: no one will remind you but yourself. you'must not let yourself forget.
on a bitter s Ww{ay» so delicate 1 hid gl remember the melons you will not be able to identify. the market stalls, thewsn(//lng faces.
% wﬁen ﬁe got ﬁome Q\/bw an ocean awa ~— remember the crabs, the smllmg sun, the numbers, the wi s G Sy pr oy
— remember this joy within the difference, if nothi é ?/

dear younger self,
__good luck.
an a}aa rtment, a ﬁome fm’]mec

R . _’" we gmﬁﬁecfon the way out] ‘W@ﬂ‘ﬁ’f = me“ l“‘j WM\& on l 6\4

- overf[owtng trash. You COU[d ke es oo s o wrllen éy %«Z‘Qﬂw«/
: y - ’?}%

= - ( k-
= My mom tells 1 me ‘thatT didn’t want to go to Chinese sch}) vvhe/vve cdme toSan Diego. She

——_tells me that she asked me, and | said no. In.my third-ye inese language class, a classmate
———mentions in her introduction the classes she took as a k ?ﬁe dislike for being made to do so by
her parents. “All of my heritage students describe it like that,” our professor laughs in response.
Reminiscing on the self-hate that plague(d my younger self, those first two years in southern
/_:Eatrfgﬁmaﬂ wonder if it was a dlS |ke fqr Saturday classes or for anything tied to that half of me.
=-Not that it’s so simple., iculat a skil LI didn tLearn until many years after | made
Eha "deC|5|on and the era before | aﬂ h iﬂtu t to describe in retrospect 2
as it was in the moment. Myumeﬁplj y L}e |egw- ut in my writing of them. The
vobbly lead tracings ofme lﬁ&lmatm[w jteagﬁe xplammg the accompanying text. The

al'S’ed US Wltﬁout fler Care; -
5%1? sttff iBNzver call, and now,
fm @ sunemer ffor removed, 1 f@@@ﬁv@

4

Jnot t

mem@rie S O @@1’5 indentations of the p aper, no 'hia/ %t
? 9 @@ o 2 o ~ R : -In col ege |)MI f th ath"Fo separate our AS|an American-ness into two parts;
y@ﬂ{lif awr@v \ . o G —Thto Asian-ness Amerlcan ness. The phrase “secondary orientalism” sticks-intd my brain,

om bemg educated in Westemframeworks
noment of elapsed doubt. In a split-second of

storfes sir@mm
%W @f@ﬁ"@ﬁ > e 3 interrjalized ori
! | repnember etcty
y =-i=na1ne self- ue,stlo ' .

) . i Chmgs ‘heritage come from heritage, or West-
ol .f’( \Eaught "lArﬁ{gm@"i’ﬁ‘to the myth that the answer lies
are not mine? ™ am S)’@ across t anguage? | always feel odd asking my family about

f". 8TESS ﬁ =0t ; 3 Ttrust a class mo"??ﬁan my blood kin?
@f@ﬂ "W ) @ S ﬁﬁf ? Isn’t who | am, enough? Isn’t the (f)act of being raised by my Chinese family, steeped
ﬁﬁﬂ‘ e ©o fnﬁ @W@yo eir thought-processes and mentalities, enough? Am-tearning this language—not even my

! amily’s language; we are a Cantonese-tongued group'—for«m_i,;oﬁioapmvesemethmg to the
Poctap Opse Vedbésba w@@@%
e o

~ voice of setfsdeubt which was enculturated |nto me? Why can’t +find-joy-in-mere existence? —
Cloitlage byt Nataliel Cappelline

I’ve_learned-to find joy in my gender, my fat—cast in writing-and-voice enough times

if this is my_body, Ttis worthy of love; if this is my—bedy—aﬁd-# no girl; it must not be a Eﬂf—-—/
. body—but joy in my ethnicity, in my culture... d to reach. —_——
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art by Al Simpkins



the group.'
Coyote finally won. All agreed that people
would have hands like Coyote’s.

The next day they all met up in the sky
around a beautiful table-like rock. The top of
the rock had such a smooth surface that
whatever touched it left a perfect print. The
animals decided that the handprint of the
new people would be stamped on this rock.

Story told by The Chumash People ; :
Recorded by JP Harrington, Fernando Librado, Maria Solares,
Luisa Ygnacio and Lucrecia Garcia ;
Compiled by Thomas C. Blackburn in December’s Child
Adapted by Kay Sanger in When The Animals Were People
Zine layout by Thomas Moran ( gtbdpresents )

Photo: Looking out towards the Santa Barbara Channel from
Pine Mountain Summit ( 35mm by Thomas Moran )

Joaquin Valley. Current data shows that they
have continuously occupied these lands since
8000BC. A once proud, rich and peaceful nation
both culturally and linguistically diverse, by the
end of the mission period, the greater part of their
culture was but lost to the wind. Within 60 years,
their entire livelihood went extinct to brutal
colonialism and genocide.

Whose land do you occupy?
Text your zip code to 1 (855) 917-5263
to find out.




-y

he’s got Tolstoy on her bookshelves,

Picked up, put down, unread.
Though something about that stlll
4 .x“&é\,,ﬂ keeps her sw1mm1ng thr

Gt ST tu, Th sl

She’s very skllled at backstroke,!
- always rehearsing in the shower.
e Sw1mm1ng*through the bathroom alr,

She k]

ere s’

53 All of a sudden Im struck
By the immediacy of the unknown
% By the constancy of change

. Tomorrow is already sooner

o

bk ”
The interruption of
sounds

! ‘ ' _ Lingering

Ribbiting §

As if the

lagoon was
there

How trividil

ourselves, how human a

no water to explore. s

to cutiinfo categories.
Instead she’s housediniside my mind, R B iy

~

A residual sunset
shining smoke
the smell of night
Next to the curtain
Transported by the moon
To the edge of my discerning
And it’s already today

v
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F\peetatlons re not sure whele to set
Questions we don’t know how to avoid

The voice of the wind in the canyon
And yesterday’s thoughts left ajar

To be met by choice or -
By chance

; ': ol indivisible

and read somehow, in an excess of hair;

‘proc/lwf’ to wuL nnd fo war, -

or fo uu?ul from the an”cs of 1 “\t
_splashing tgygqrgs the door. A

Whaf nurrow halls
we are born-into and allow owsclvcs to Lc caHed

what simple words subsume our persoas,” o enger wcil;i .

can recollect all our vastness ///"" b gl gt

nogin gegpiioble 2 i we loved them any less,

§ to curtail the Cosmos into spaces so -

swall, n‘s vcry defwhn is a defuf :
o

Wc are the children of @ sfardusf advuse
i'to compression and stratigication

"ot best we are withessed and known incomplete; - art by Tsing Miller

. at worst we Lcc.omc Black Holes. |

! poem by Michael Turle
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Y ou haven’t had old friends misrecongize you the way mine have,
“Whitewash. It’s cool. It was bound to happen to you.” That’s odd because
my speech never changed. I always spoke English, and if it was ever
broken it was to mock elders. I want to affirm my Latin culture but it’s not
mine-mine: It belongs to my Salvatrucha mom and Catracho dad who are
walking pictures of a silent film to my language. Labels don’t work to
represent memories you haven’t had, which is presumably why they’re
hard to name. This is an awkward situation, so I want to hastily life-line
my parents with, “What is most important to be?” The thing is I can only
reach from old talks that turn quiet, and then it's back to research. War or
poverty has not been everything for them, but just enough that they leave
familiar to adopt a new country, a new culture, a new identity. I imagine
they’d agree on “adaptable.”

I am still because I haven’t found out how to say it for myself. My
friends and family experiences are their own, so maybe WHITEWASH
must mean something for me? You go to college and you struggle with half
survivor’s guilt for escaping the hood, the other an ambiguity like you
kind-of-do-kind-of-don’t deserve to be there. The white T, mint green
shorts, and Toms are camouflage because long polos, crisp Dickies, and
Converse present an unsophisticated past. The classes are rigorous so you
need to spend more time studying in a surprisingly well-equipped new {
building. You also do not have to watch out for perverts like at the Los
Angeles Central Library--only rushing fraternity freshmen who perform
naked backflips. Aside from this there is a shock in the culture of your
cells. You know you are not white, and you do not care to be. Yet each time
you join organizations with people you think look like you, your third
culture kiddiness leaves you in a state of arrested relationships. This is
especially true after the seniors who semi-adopted you graduate.

Now think about these familiars. You want to be acknowledged as a
volunteer, a worker, and sober but each commitment is a conflict only you
can recommend. Some understand yet it’s somehow even harder to
connect. They say, “Yeah, those are good things.” Then the chat ends, so
hanging out is more like hanging alone. At this point I realize the
ambiguity is less about pressure to be white, but a failed misunderstanding
that only white people do what I do. In sum, the only expectations they
have are of what they have seen other brown people do, like Work and
Puro, Pinche, Parti. Whitewash is not a misrecognition, or a

transformation. It’s a sad, sad misattribution. So yeah, “It’s not cool” and,
“Nothing was bound to happen. I chose to improve my education and what ¢
4

I think of myself being American Latino.” :

The Jerlbea

by Sean Finch

THEY SAY THAT HOW GOOD ...I DON'T KNOW AND NEITHER DO ANY
YOU WERE IN YOUR PAST WHAT (T MEANS OF TUE SCUOLARS OR
LIFE DETERMINES WHAT TO BE REBORN MONKS ('VE TALKED TO.
YOU'RE REBORN (NTO, BUT ... AS A JDERBOA.

IS5 TUAT GOOD? I'M
CUTE, I GUESS, BUT
NOT BUNNY CUTE.

(2

WHAT THE HELL DID I
DO IN MY PAST LIFE?

DID I DONATE
TO A CHARITY THAT
WAS ACTUALLY A
MAFIA FRONT?

POST SOMETHING
PROBLEMATIC ON-LINE?

DRINK
ALMOND
MILK?

I FINALLY FOUND BUT GOD SAID THEY OUTSOURCED

A MONK THAT THE RULES FOR THIS TO A COMPUTER
COULD ACTUALLY A WHILE BACK AND DON'T KNOW
TALK TO GOD... HOW IT WORKS ANYMORE, EITHER.
@ _
7@ &<

AT LEAST I KNOW
WY I'M A DUNG
BEETLE NOW.

IN FRUSTRATION, T BIT GOD.




L300 L,\'\OA,,OL Areamﬁ\ M{O«S,,c\n,o\\,mp'\c arhlete in
by T _*\‘e*“@\"f“e"—‘{—- prestigious category of winter

Marlene ) "c'e**\"e"‘,“’é\’mx—s?‘f‘ﬂ*\ﬂgrc\es?:*e training in

B it _aaxockico g

77mwver>{7£\cs¥ Juenp-\however, only * wo people

,,,,S’\?)t\eé\ up foc the Co:‘\‘@‘\-\’é\cv\ ;SO\ qek o Siler vedal
L g I hacnmingbicd by edy 53 R

assembled

T

rgom;\,\ e holdin
Q

0 ne B
_ €N \d\oad house as o for _\_e\_‘\\ua.ms‘__ ,
Whole fomily.oukSide, Lor 50mMe ceaso
There are ¥Wo QUiES FTYING £ Yhrow
bommy in iy house ond €or some reason
TR g thod HRe onN WOy —-So—s\»e?v-\-h— :
IS KO ok LaCK . ST\ 00 AOWA e ol
oo ony boXhcoom ondte Ye center o
\0? e \203\‘\1\,(7@9'1(?\,,\Eg\\ht.sﬁ,\d\\,tz*w—\ﬁﬁ,
ke, o nre o - doley \ike o colook Suk |
FVoXk 15 o Yolek Aok con fgind &V}\g‘é
D d XA L e (MUl {33 pur it
SN and beok HRetN IRt WeS oo\,
53 Ti9-100 Wonderer BY CORTR o
Deect heark ond WS trosyc Dand

2015 I3 B oy lucs ive cver i
RO g:\\'\i\\uc \d dreom t've ever

eSS NN, i'n ot o movie
Trearer on O dalre bok k'S Yo See Som,
Sevrn ‘*Oxxﬂ-ﬁ impack fony +ie comegd
A V'@ €ome Wit My boyfriend and
& buach of mis Friends it was pret :
SN T & S LA g e
D \ N W \ o
;:\ A POTKe A ron {rc‘?\-k.”nce \ s’dwenés
T WASNY: o Seoak saned For e

= A A oying Yo gt e adiention
S o Were Roo toko Fre paouie Yo
\'::i\‘\““ﬁ‘ﬂ .ond So\ 5*0&\- wakc

Al
o CASUNR 1 @ o cOW cb NS+

e s 3%me 13 cor Ad ced\nead KA S
bealqy Mo BET ‘-A\\'o e\ mg \ _\ﬂm, £
\ c-eo\\\lQé\ SN, and W X\rat mrownent,
Cov\d {o TV L WAS Fova\in adream and
Ovkside, Padover | warked. so v ron
D O A rae shceek, jvenped in
S\\Adea\‘ s\oxted £ \:n% g
daTresed \\ by gacopek concks 44—

ete landscapes

and on...

Roads:Series T =

'\ Some Pen\?\i\r\ buddies, VU fal \7ec|7 7

Long Valley, NV

Mojave National Preserve, CA

Fremont Highway, OR

text and photos by
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