


 

 

“Radicals across America turn to art 
& music as a means of expressing 

their criticism of society”

-Hypernormalization film documentary
By Adam Curtis

A sustainable book publication, Intercultural Press was con-
ceived during early spring of 2017. It prints on recycled 
paper and is also published online. Centered in Los Angeles, 
CA., this press prints a range of works involving topics of 
intersectionality while connecting key values of diversity, cul-
tura, awareness, freedom of judgement, self-care & love. Its 
purpose is to provide a safe public outlet/space/canvas for 
people to tell their stories that recognize, inspire, & strength-
en diverse writers, artists, photographers, & creatives. The 
intention is to uplift individual beauty, power, respect, while 
encouraging self expression in various mediums, & promoting/
supporting/writing/publishing through multilingual points of 
views.

This publication strives for intercultural competence, resists 
kyriarchy/hate, & helps sustain healthy creative communities 
in this modern unstable country/society. Art & Literature are 
VERY important, especially at times like these. Stay resilient, 
never stop growing, & never stop following your dreams.
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Mire La Luna en el cielo
y

pensé
Que me quiere decir La Luna?

Miro a La Luna
y

me dice
Mereces paz

–Admiradora Anónima

Cascabel

Andrés Vela  
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Sunday

the priest lifted his hands to the Lord 
and he looked completely exhausted
and bored 
and vexed, could be 
the tone deaf choir, could be 
the empty collection basket, could be 
the lack of Something Powerful 
in the world 
in the church 
in his heart 
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Altruism

long bushy hair pulled through a scrunchy 
and some scruff on his face, 
nightmare fuel for razors 

he gets all up in my personal space 
because apparently I had gone on too long
minding my own damn business
 
he asks me if I have a dollar 
I tell him I don’t, because that’s the truth 
and because I just want to be left alone 

he asks me if I can buy him a donut 
his voice high-pitched and sincere 
maybe like an angel, like a real good kid 

one “sure” later we’re in the shop next door 
he changes his order to a full meal, I’m in too deep 
to be annoyed, get me the hell out of here 

I charge my card and he bows before me, says 
some shit like “your Majesty,” I grew up Catholic –
supplication and worship make me uncomfortable 

I hurry out of the shop, and I don’t  feel 
like a king, or a good Samaritan, honestly I don’t feel 
like an honest man, honest to God

–Brian Goulart
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Bryan López
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Not About You

my eyes see
my body like a lumpy mountain range
White marshmallow fluff, boys call me “goddess” like they’ve never 
seen a naked body before, they say “you’re like one of those 
Renaissance paintings”, like, “your boobs are kinda small and your 
belly is a little less flat than what porn and Hollywood films have 
led me to believe is normal when a chick takes her shirt off but 
that’s ok because those artists must have seen something in your 
curves and I like to consider myself open-minded.” He pats him-
self on the back for this, just like he pats himself on the back for 
“accepting” the fact that you don’t shave your legs, for not saying 
anything about the fact you don’t shave your pits, for making sure 
to interject “you don’t need to wear makeup” every time you do 
decide to wear makeup---he makes sure to let you know that he, a 
man, has put his stamp of approval on everything that you, woman, 
have decided to do with your own body
Boys, let me make something very clear: we do not give a flying 
fuck what you think. we are not doing this for you. in fact we are 
too often too busy still recovering from how society has told us to 
see our own reflections.

I look in the mirror and am too confused by this collection of flesh to 
make sense of it. Inspected from every direction it looks a different 
size, the mirror a tool to deconstruct myself and scrutinize every an-
gle until it becomes like saying a word over and over and over and 
over again until it stops containing any meaning whatsoever.
Sometimes I forget what it’s like to be human because I am too 
distracted by this body to see myself as anything more than a body 
sometimes I am too distracted by my body to see myself as any-
thing other than a plaything to be consumed at the leisure of others 
sometimes I am too distracted by this body to be anything other 
than a cheap collection of fashion magazine printouts and self-pre-
serving one-liners and continuously I am cut out from paper and 
shoved into this hole that screams my body is a cage rather than a 
vessel for life
boys, this is not about you.
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This is for the woman
who has survived a lifetime of men treating her like real estate
who deals with the fact that she will never obtain the unobtainable 
by turning her body into a violent abstract painting
who feels like she is not allowed to be beautiful unless she is starv-
ing or at least denying herself everything she desires
who displays herself as an untamable lioness even when she is 
falling apart on the inside just so that people will leave her the fuck 
alone
who goes along with what she is told in the hope that if she stays in 
her place maybe one day finally she will be loved
But this is also for the woman
who loves herself despite opposition and oppression
who has taught herself the tools to undo years of damage dealt out 
to her since day one
who gives identity to herself however the hell she wants ---femme, 
butch, queer, trans, fluid, androgynous UNDEFINABLE
who loves other women because love is beautiful and love between 
women is beautiful
Boys, our womanhood is not a show for you.
We are not your matinee performance, your bedroom gymnast 
or trapeze artist, your after-hours magic trick, you’re spectacle to 
throw peanuts at, your own personal porno WE ARE NOT YOURS
Boys, this is not about you, this is about us.

–Chelsea Jones
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Penance

 
It’s 3 am.
Shock to the heart.
Shock to the mind.
Shock to the body.
Shock to my eyes.
I am mute. My brain lays idly while I listen. My words spew out 
denial.
I can only put it into words that I cannot say out loud because I am 
a coward.

I’m at more strikes than I can count.
I slash everything around me like a blade piercing pumped rubber.
Hear the cries that follow it.
A blast of fresh oxygen fills up my adrenaline.
I feel alive.

I stumble across a church.
There is a glowing light shining in front of a silent Virgin Mary, 
standing outside in the cold, with open arms.
I hear singing and bells.
There is a mass happening.
I see a priest in white, walk into a door that I thought was part of 
the wall.
I walk up. The door says “confessional”.
Was this a sign?
I hesitate.
I open the door to the confessional slowly and carefully.
I haven’t been inside a confessional in seven years.  
I sit behind a screen that keeps me faceless, nameless.
He speaks for the lord.
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My hands, they are hands that sin.
I look at them as I put my thumb to my forehead, down 
to my heart, swinging up to my left shoulder, and then my 
right.
“Tell me your sins”.
I lie to him. So I can go to a better place after death.
He tells me God forgives me and loves me.
Your penance,
Three Hail Mary’s.
Bullshit.

God isn’t psychic. Neither was that man.
I sit in the pew alone and stare straight ahead.
I look at the decorations of the church.
A malnourished man, in agonizing pain.
It’s so easy to say this is a just a story, maybe even myth.
What makes me human?
I sit and look at these images that have been indoctrinated 
in me. Candles with pulsing flames and flowers overwhelm 
the altar.
Hypocrites fill this altar. Humans who believe that they are 
good fill this altar.
I leave the church.

I walk outside and begin to feel my lungs tightening up. My 
body tenses up.
I grip my blade really tight, and find a dark alley.
I slash more rubber.
The air gets me closer to God.
Or am I just floating up to reality?
The reality that I am a junkie for life, and I have lost my 
way.
My body relaxes.
I’ve sunk deep beneath my numbness and have lost myself.
 
I wake up off the cold cement ground.
I get up, dust myself off. 
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I start my walk home to my mother’s house.
Throughout the walk, I pass by memories.
Site specific memories.
Where I got jumped. Where I got bullied.
Where I was hurt. Where I cried. Where I sat in silence. Where I 
just chilled. Where I had a good time with friends. Where I did bad 
things. Where I had good food and bad.

I turn the last corner to my street, pull out my keys.
A whole body full of relief came over me.
I made it. It’s 5 am. The sky starts to look a little bit more of a light-
er blue.
I open the door to my house. The warmth, the peace, the cleanliness, 
the safety.
I change out of my dirty clothes and change into clean clothes.
I recline into bed and lay.
I lay and take a breath.
I let out all the air that exists in my lungs.
Why confess? When will I realize that it isn’t changing who I am?

Honesty.
That’s what I need.
That’s where it begins.
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Untitled.
 
Fate decided to put us in each others paths.
I remember our very first times.
I remember those times because it reminds me of how much you’ve 
grown.
I am proud of you.
I will always be proud of what you do and will accomplish.

You will be scared sometimes,
Look fear in the eye and tell it bye.
You will be shy sometimes,
Do not get discouraged from having fun.
Great times will roll by. Just give it a beat and spit out a rhyme.
You will be alone sometimes,
Reading a book, catching up on the latest TV show.
You might be outdoors, next to a beautiful ocean. Your happy 
place.
And sometimes, you will be with others.
You will be sad sometimes,
Surround yourself with happy people.
That might sound weird, but allow it to encourage
you to see a different perspective.

I am sorry I cannot be there with you.
I have cut my chain that connects me to you, because I am an an-
chor,
That refuses to let you free and float away.

You are great.
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You will do great things.
And that’s great. I am happy for you.
Anywhere you go, I know you will succeed.
Even in dark times, I know you will shine bright,
And come out a much happier being.
I will always be nearby, never too far away.
Always do what you want. Take care of yourself.
Remember to drink a lot of water, chew gum,
Give and receive massages, give a lot of love.

            
               –––––––––––––––

 
Oh, and remember to take pictures.
Have fun Party Girl. 
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Revive

 
You walk around the world,
You go unnoticed.
You do things that You want to do
For your own selfish reasons.
You hurt people, You scare them.
They can’t read what You’re thinking.
They can’t see what You are doing.
You might not be conscious of it either.
You do lovely things for people as well.
You love them, You take care of them.
You go on unnoticed.
You go on about your day.
You go on about your life.
You go on unnoticed.

You go on unnoticed,  but now someone is watching.
Someone senses You.
Someone You never thought could.
You go on noticed.
Not fully yet.
But You go on noticed.
Over time, they think they understand You.

Even if they didn’t, You wanted them to understand You.
You wanted to be noticed.

You are vulnerable.
You want to make sure this is the right person.
The person that will notice You and accept You.
Even though You hurt people.
Even though You are scary.
 
This person reads You like a library.
They understand why You hurt, why You scare.
You are noticed.
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Constantly learning through every action, every facial expression, 
every word that spills out of your mouth.
This person teaches You things about yourself You did not even 
know.
You are more conscious. You are scared.
You realize that you are able to hurt.
You have to take accountability.
You will take accountability.
You are no longer a ghost.
You are acknowledged.
You are accepted.
 
–Cheshi
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Respect-thy-Teammates-All-of-Them.

Some shit went down today. I might have made a pubescent boy 
cry, but I don’t feel bad about it.
It all started during sparring sesh, where coach paired me up with 
said newb. From the get go he shelled up with his gloves to his ears, 
and that’s where they stayed. Not once did he try to make contact. 
No punches, no kicks, not even head movement to try to avoid the 
straights I threw. I kicked his leg, followed by a push kick, hoping 
to incite some reaction. Nada. I dropped my guard to the point my 
arms were dangling at my sides, even leaned my head out to try to 
bait SOMETHING, anything. Still nothing.
“What are you doing?” I finally asked. “I won’t hit a girl” he said. I 
stepped closer to make sure he heard me. “We’re all here to learn. 
You don’t have to hit hard, just make contact.” He proceeded to 
shake his head as I spoke, refusing to listen to a word I was saying. 
I walked away, took out my mouthpiece, and spoke loudly to my 
coach, but ultimately everyone on the mat heard me. “I need a new 
partner. He doesn’t want to train with me because I have a vagina.” 
Reactions began to ensue. “Hit him, hit hiiiim!” a few of the guys 
yelled out. “You better start hitting her back, cuz she’s gonna keep 
hitting you” the coach added. “Go!” giving us permission to start 
again. Not surprisingly, kid got riled up and started swinging from 
a mile away, hooks so wound up they made him lose balance. None 
of his infuriated attempts to finally hurt me landed. I only landed 
one kick to his body before coach thought it best to call it, and told 
us to work on the bags for the remainder of the round before we 
could switch partners.
In Brazil, where I grew up, there is this term – café com leite – used 
to describe the younglings who get special treatment during group 
games. You know, the younger siblings who want to come out and 
play with all the other kids, but they would lose so hard in a game 
of hide and seek, for instance, if the rules were enforced on them 
with the same severity as the bigger kids. So they’re their own es-
tablished category, the coffee with milk, because they’re too young 
to drink it black.
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But herein lies the early learned hubris of masculinity, where a 13 
year-old boy, youngest in the class, new to the sport, thinks of me as 
the café com leite of the gym instead of his own self. Even though 
I’m faster than him, stronger than him, been an athlete longer than 
he’s been alive, he was unable to fear or respect me, because all 
he could see was “girl”.

“If something like that happens come talk to me in private” coach 
said to me. “He was really embarrassed, it looked like he was 
about to cry” he continued. God forbid a boy feels like crying 
sometimes. “It’s probably something his parents taught him, he 
doesn’t know any better”. He would know better if he listened to 
his higher ranking teammate, but it doesn’t seem to quite sink in 
unless he hears it from a person with testicles. All this effort to shield 
this poor boy from the consequences of disrespectful behavior, yet 
when I have to deal with the constant misogynistic micro-aggres-
sions of this hyper masculine environment, no one cares about how it 
might affect me. All the demeaning “like a girl” comparisons, from 
a weak punch to assisted pushups; none of these are thought of as 
disrespectful to certain teammates, yet punching a woman who’s 
paying to learn how to fight... that’s just not ok.
“Thou shall never hit a girl” – it is taught, almost as if a biblical 
commandment. I fear for the thoughtless dogma passed on to boys, 
masking itself as respect.

–Christina Ciancio
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there are distractions.
it is hard to be aware.
so do some research.

stop saying his name.
there are others who need you;
listen to them now.

you do have a role
in human liberation.
we all have a role.

– responsibility

i went to the cliffs
to read poetry for lunch.

i forgot this muse.

rekindling with
myself and separating

from expectations.

i forgot about 
the time i used to spend on

seducing just me.

"you are so nice to
others, you're mean to yourself".

not today, my love.

– on/off relationship
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if i am who i 
am - there is still quite a lot
of love to practice.

– recognizing ego

little acorn has
a purpose beyond its tree.

it’s the whole forest.

– we are bigger than we think 

–Christine Ongjoco
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Cannibal Convenience
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                 Resistance Has Got A Hold On Me 
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Loss Of Imagination

Eduardo Castro-Munoz
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Confessions on Crossing Racial Spheres
By Irma Garcia

Fatima, 23

 “What are you?” 
I saw the question forming on her face before it broke free of her 
lips. Granted, she was slightly intoxicated and meant no harm, but 
I couldn’t help and wonder how long she had been holding in the 
question. Did the warm alcohol pulsating beneath her pristine white 
skin and a glassy glint in her cool blue eyes give her the courage to 
ask?
 “Human, of the Latin/Hispanic variety,” I respond.
 “Really? I never would have guessed that,” the surprise in 
her voice validating the statement.
 “Like you speak el Español?” Her curly-headed, blonde 
boyfriend chimes in.
 “Fluently, I’m a first generation Mexican-American with 
prominent Spanish ties,” I smile and I’m not sure why. Pause. Then 
comes my question because I too am curious 
about what people see when they look at me. “What did you think 
I was?” More often than not I get Persian, Armenian, or some kind 
of mix. A few times individuals feel the need to share why I do not 
fit into their image of a Latin/Hispanic woman. For example, I do 
not wear hoop earrings, my hair isn’t slicked straight or crunchy with 
product, and I don’t speak “Mexican.” Meg hits me with this last one 
and adds, “You know? Like you don’t have an accent; your English is 
really good.”  Pause. If I react harshly, I fall further into their racial 
stereotype of a “hot-blooded Latina.”
 I take the edge off my voice and say, “I was allowed to leave the 
strawberry fields long enough to get to school.” Their turn to pause.
 Comments like that have a way of cutting through even the 
thickest of alcohol haze. Meg and her boyfriend, Al, forcibly steer 
the conversation in a different direction. My date, whom I affection-
ately call a half-breed, apologizes for his drunken friends’ com-
ments. He pulls me in and reminds me that I am not required to fit 
into their mold. The unpleasantries of my ambiguous features and 
the stark reality of their assumptions are blown away by the crisp 
San Francisco breeze.
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Arjun, 25

 She's perfect, but not. Her warm olive skin glows in the 
summer, a wreath of dark curls, and honey-colored eyes draw you 
in deep. We’ve binged watched every one of each other’s favorite 
shows nestled on the same bed we tried edibles for the first time. 
We laughed into the third season of Friends and mourned Rachel 
and Ross’s relationship; the cottonmouth slowing the conversation 
down for us. 
I told her I loved her and without a breath in between she replied 
“I’ve loved you longer.”
 Our Instagram is a myriad of memories, including a selfie 
she took on our first date captioned: Taking a chance #wishmeluck. 
I’m constantly reminded of how lucky I am to have her. She draws 
the eye. Compliments from strangers are part of our weekend 
outings. Her drive and determination earned her a coveted position 
designing safety features for children’s ride along carts on bikes. 
I’m telling you, I’m beyond lucky. I’ve never felt unwelcome around 
her family even with my poor skills in their tongue. Damn, I wish my 
family could see her as I do.
 Adela’s never met my family. She’s seen them in pictures 
and jokes about them not really existing. She doesn’t know the 
lengths to which I have gone to keep her from them. I call them 
when she goes to the grocery store. I only go back home when she 
has business elsewhere. I forbid them to visit unless she is away. On 
such occasions when she leaves for a business trip, I rearrange the 
entire apartment. It’s like I’m cheating on her you know? I dole out 
my Persian relics like meticulously placed sprinkles on a cupcake. I 
tell her they wouldn’t approve of us living together out of wedlock, 
which is true. They frown upon it, but were it not for her ability to 
pass as Persian I’d have to hide her entirely. Yeah, I know it’s wrong. 
I tell her I do not like to go home. I tell her the firm is too busy. I tell 
her my father is sick and my sister will not leave his side. I tell her 
lies. 
 When my parents ask about the Frida painting or Pancho 
Villa wanted poster, I tell them Adi studied abroad and became 
infatuated with the Mexican culture. Mom purses her lips, and Dad 
puts a heavy hand on my shoulder raising his eyebrows resignedly. 
I’m protecting her from them. They will never accept Adela, but they 
tolerate Adi.
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Jovanna, 29

 “But he is so dark,” my grandmother complains.
Michael is an ebony beauty, so she's not lying. However, it is one of 
the many things I like about him. I have grown tired of having this 
same conversation with everyone who has an opinion with what our 
unborn child will look like. My family takes pride in the fairness of 
their skin. It is indicative of a wealthy class as opposed to outdoor 
laborers browned by the sun. In her youth my grandmother had 
golden hair that cascaded down her back and gentle green eyes. 
Features she continues to look for in every offspring our family 
brings forward.
 “It will look nothing like us,” she points a wizened finger at 
my protruding belly, and I hold it protectively.
 “Nonna! Do you want to give my child the evil eye?” 
 “Your mother didn't listen. She should have stopped this ear-
ly, but look now… too late. It would have been better if you had 
waited,” she goes on. I feel the happy kicks against my hand and 
breathe in deeply. I forgive her on the basis of her old age, faulty 
memory, and lack of exposure to other races. Nonetheless, it hurts. 
It hurts to know she will treat this grandchild differently than the 
others. In her eyes diluting our blood, with that of a white person, is 
a step in the right direction. My cousin Margie did things right and 
birthed two of grandma’s poster children for the family name. 
 She is still going, but I can tune her out. I finish my ravioli’s, 
rinse my plate, and head to the living room to get my bag. I can 
hear the garage door open, so my mother is back. I was only sup-
posed to watch her for an hour. Grandma follows me trying to find 
the right blade to cut me down with. It takes her a while, but she 
finds it. 
 “You know the doctor isn’t going to know if you gave birth 
or took a massive shit!”
This blow strikes true. Tears of hot rage seep out of my disobedient 
eyes. I slam the door behind me and go home to my husband.

Heather, 34

Our wedding was small even though Elisa wanted something gran-
diose. Her family is still having a hard time accepting that Elisa is a 
lesbian, and an even harder time accepting me as her wife. 
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 I’m white. Well, technically, I’m Irish. I managed to mostly 
get over the gawking by making light conversation and avoid-
ing those who are more vocal about their dislike for me. When I 
couldn’t avoid them, I raked my hands through my inch-long hair 
and threw back a beer. 
 Elisa’s mother is finally coming around, but that may be 
because we are moving 2,000 miles away. I landed a job as a 
director of a school district in Maryland. Upon accepting the po-
sition Elisa’s mother looked to me and said, “Oye, you will be fine 
in Maryland. Elisa, you I am not so okay with you going there. You 
see what is happening out there to people like us?”
 Although I wasn’t the one who she was talking to, I’d 
thought about it. Elisa looks Black. I mean, she is Black. She is 
Afro-Cuban. The political discord happening between police and 
Black people was going to be a prominent thought on my mind 
every time she would leave the house. Unfortunately, one of Elisa’s 
wonderful traits is optimism. She has a “good feeling” about the 
move, and the job is ideal for her to go back to school. It isn’t 
that she doesn’t know what’s going on out there; it’s that she thinks 
it won’t be as bad as they are making it seem. Is it possible for 
someone to be so optimistic about a negative situation that they 
are in denial?
 Last week we were driving to a friend’s house in Sac. I 
was driving Elisa was in the passenger seat when the red and 
blue lights went on behind us. We’d been singing along to Prince 
songs and adlibbing Barry White imitations when we forgot the 
words. I pull off and silence the radio. Elisa quickly pulls her seat 
in the upright position and starts scrambling through her back-
pack.
 “What the hell are you doing?” I say through clenched 
teeth with my hands on the wheel.
 “I don’t know where my wallet is,” she opens the middle 
console and begins digging through it and then makes a reach for 
the glove compartment.
 “Stop it!”
 “What?”
 “Stop fucking looking Elisa!”
“Sir?” An officer is at my window hand on his weapon asking me 
to roll my window down further. 
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Elisa freezes hands in the glove compartment. It’s too late, he draws 
his weapon. “Miss? Place your hands on the dashboard, now,” Elisa 
does as the officer says and nothing else.
 Another officer has approached on Elisa’s side and is asking 
her to step out of the car. She looks at me apologetically as the 
officer opens the door for her to step out. She goes to the front of 
the car and is told to wait. 
 “Sir let’s have-”
 “Ma’am. I’m a woman,” I say as calmly as possible.
 “Oh? Oh. Right. Well let’s have you step out too,” the officer 
is unable to keep the wonder out of his voice. 
They search the car and find nothing. They run our IDs and find 
nothing. We are let go with a warning regarding my left brake 
light. I am fuming, and the officers share a joke that I am thankful is 
out of earshot. 
 “I know that was stupid. I panicked and forgot-” Elisa starts.
 “Forgot what? Forgot that you’re Black? Brown? What Eli-
sa?” I’m yelling and I cannot stop, “You could have had a gun they 
don’t know! That was so fucking stupid!”
 She goes quiet. I put a fist to my forehead. 
 “What if they’d shot you instead of asked you to get out?   
God Elisa. What the hell?”
 
 After a beat she quietly answers, “I wanted my ID, so they 
would know I was legal.”  We drive on with only the hum of the 
road to sing-along to.
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Untitled, written on a blank Hallmark Card with a photo 
of a smiling cat on the front

Today we wallow in the anguish of ourselves for no good reason to 
stay in bed plug in stretch get dressed                     —what have 
you to say: this is not how we have always been, who we were, etc. 
—simply
 figuring it out, or, 
 buying time, or,
 —simply
 figuring it out, or, 
 buying time, or,
making quiet vocal contortions 
at hearing aids shut off, or, 
creating road blocks so people take 
side streets to their 9-5. 10/10 says,
shoot me with pain killers doctor, or, 
when i severed my tongue i thought i was refraining from saying 
anything that wasn't beautiful but instead i just became hard to 
understand, or, sorry I was wrapped up
with being self conscious, or, forgive me, 
but I'm gonna keep doing it (sinning). 
Proper english & neck ties for god's sake. 
This was supposed to be a love letter 
but I went & soiled it to clear my head 
from its poisons—in vain. 
Coffee disgusted me, the glass was half full before I poured it 
down the sink. 
The metaphor that described my generation was lost in the follies of 
astout observation 
but no one cared, then patted their backs 
put on shoes (finally) and stepped 
out into the world to feel something—that's it!
 A vague 
abstraction of what it is to feel so much 
& be at a loss for words, or, 
powerless, or, 
without the help of the reader.

                                                      love, Jared
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       mi TiA se murio, my aunt’s funeral.

       How my family handles sadness, tragedy 
       and pain with honor and respect,  frames 

       my understanding of life and love.
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a self portrait with childhood colors.

This palette resonates through my 
memories as a child and formed who
I am but I cannot recall exactly why. 
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peaceful warrior.

This peaceful warrior lies within me.
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the meditation.

Meditation is changing all the possibilities 
of the world.  It is my liberation and my connect 

to the past.

Marlené Nancy López
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Clean Hands

 
I still recall days full of puddle jumps:
the slap of landing hard enough to spray
my trouser legs; Dad’s calloused hands as warm
as gloves, a charcoal graze against mine.

I kept the flaking Union badge he pinned
into my chest, pressing until his fingers
paled, drawing blood he said was as much his
as mine. He’d laugh at tide-marks on my neck,

mouthing his count of rings since my last wash,
sure that boys should be caked like chimney-sweeps.
Today he said my hands are Feminine,
they’ve never known a day of proper graft.

Although his name is inked into my skin,
he says tattoos aren’t marks of Miner’s sons.

–Michael Rush
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Traffic Stop on Tully and 10th

 
I. Code 4

At 5:36 PM I make a left hand turn westbound onto Monterey 
Road.
The sun’s beating down on my head
And I can feel my face turning red from the heat.
I spot a black Chrysler 200 with dealer plates headed eastbound.
The driver is an African-American male with
A Hispanic-American male passenger,
Both 18 - 35.
I make a U-turn at the end of the median and begin pursuit.
There is light traffic, but we are able to catch up to the Chrysler in 
a short time.
The perpetrators make a right-hand turn northbound onto Tully 
Road.
Officer Gomez and I pull them over as they
Tailgate a car to beat a red light on 10th Street.
I make my way to the driver’s side window,
Obtain his license and his insurance documents as well as the pas-
senger’s information.
Officer Gomez conducts the traffic stop while I run the information 
through the system.
The driver is a cook at a Korean restaurant and a father of two.
The passenger is a graduate student at San Jose State.
I wait for Gomez to finish conducting his interaction.

These are not the ones.

II. Package Thief Strikes Again

So we make a left on Monterey and Hoyt points out this black 
Chrysler, no plates.
This motherfucker’s bloodthirsty as hell so
It’s just a matter of time.
We follow ’em all the way down toward the East Side.
These pendejos obviously see us coming
And think they can lose us at a yellow light, like forreal? No way 
they can get away.
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I hit the lights, we roll through the intersection and
Hoyt makes a beeline for the driver.
He’s already red in the face over these assholes.
He gets the information and starts running that shit,
I go for the passenger and get his I.D.
Spanish last name, lives in the East Side
He’s got those indigenous eyes, dark skin, wearing red and black
I’m thinking we got ourselves a Norteño.
So I start drilling them with the questions on the off chance they’re 
stupid
Enough to confess some shit.
No bites.
I give the passenger’s papers to Hoyt, who tells me the Black one is 
clean.
I tell Hoyt to let me do all the talking ‘cause knowing his pasty ass,
He’d probably catch a case,
And we don’t want another Mario Woods situation.
We’re already short staffed, we can’t afford to have one of us on 
paid leave,
Especially not Hoyt with his ball-bustin ass.
If anyone should get a vacation, it should be me
For the Oscar-worthy performance I gave
Because I can tell these assholes are getting upset.
I’m telling them they passed all my tests,
That we’re looking for bricks of cocaine, uzis under the seats.
I tell them about that cabrón with the crack balloon in his ass.
I said I caught him ‘cause he didn’t have no plates.
Remember that car full of M-16’s from Oakland that Chen and 
Jeffries brought in?
I told them me and Hoyt caught ‘em.
The Mexican’s eyes go wide 
I’ve got them by the balls now.
I look over to Hoyt
Who’s shaking his head no.
After all that, these aren’t even the right guys.
I’m just stalling until Hoyt gives their shit back,
So I start blowing smoke up their asses,
Admitting I fit the profile myself
And those dicks at CHP are always pulling me over.
I tell them they’re fucking lucky they passed my tests
‘Cause we could’ve gotten them for those plates.

37



That’s my bread and butter.
I’ve written up people for a lot less than them,
But I figure it’s not even worth the paper work.
They’ve already wasted enough of our time.
That’s when Vega calls in about the package thief in Evergreen 
again
Like we can do something about it.
What a fucking dumbass.
III. The Driver

We’re ‘bout to hit up the McDonald’s when we see them turning. 
We both call it.
We knew it too, ‘cause they had to drive around the island to even 
get behind us.
They followed us from the Burger King on Monterey
All the way down to fuckin’ Tully, bruh.
But you know what? I already got my license back,
I made the payment on the car, the plates are on the way, registra-
tion is in the mail,
I’m ready for it. There’s nothing they can get me on and
Homeboy is Asian, a student, ain’t got shit on his record,
We’re golden.
So we make a turn on Tully, and they’re falling behind a little bit.
We make a yellow light, easy.

Whoop whoop.

The fuckin pigs run the red light just to catch us.
We’re in the far left lane, tryna turn, but they make us pull all the 
way
Over to the right, in front of that school that’s next to the Fair-
grounds,
Kinda by that parking lot where they have the flea market on Sat-
urdays.
I roll my whole window down ‘cause I’m not afraid.
There’s nothing they can do to us ‘cause we’re with the shit.
The White cop runs up on me real quick.
I hand him my papers and tell him I’m waiting on the DMV
To send me my plates and stickers.
I told him to go ahead and run that shit, please.
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But then, the brown cop starts knocking on the passenger’s side 
window
And I roll that shit down all the way too.
They don’t need us to roll the other one down, there’s no law requir-
ing it,
And he asks for homeboy’s I.D.
There’s no reason they need his I.D. for a regular traffic stop,
So I know they’re fucking with us.
But homeboy’s from the East Side, so he ain’t new.
He hands the cop his I.D.
There’s no reason they need his I.D. for a regular traffic stop,
So I know they’re fucking with us.
But homeboy’s from the East Side, so he ain’t new.
He hands the cop his I.D.
The cop looks him up and  down and starts accusing us
Talkin’ ‘bout bricks of cocaine and shows us how big with his hands.
Lookin’ for choppers under the seat.
I’m like, go ahead and search the car,
All they’re gonna find is car seats and diapers, bruh.
He starts telling us about some thugs from Oakland
And how he did all this extra shit to some dude
With a handful of crack in his asshole.
Some bullshit, I’m thinking what the fuck does this have to do with 
us?
And he tries to play it off,
Talkin’ ‘bout we passed his tests,
And how he gets pulled over by CHP for fitting a profile.
First of all, he told us they just profiled us.
Secondly, why is his brown ass getting pulled over?
He knows it’s fucked up.
I’m just trying to keep it together ‘cause I know homeboy is pissed 
by the look on his face.
Brown cop is trying to connect with us covering up for the White pig
They didn’t even run the insurance.
If they did, they would’ve seen the car is registered to Jamika.
They didn’t even bother with it ‘cause they knew this was some racist 
bullshit.
They pulled over the wrong motherfuckers, clearly.
They could’ve spent that time on the real killers out here
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But instead, they’re fucking with us ‘cause we fit a damn profile.
I can’t wait to get my tax return back.
I can’t believe we pay for this shit to happen to us.

IV.  Filipino-American

I grab the door handle and grip it tightly to keep myself from pan-
icking.
My heart rate goes up, I throw up a little in my mouth.
I keep my head pointed forward.
Every time it happens I can never believe it.
One time they followed me from Taylor all the way to Ocala.
This time I wasn’t even driving.
But he knocked on my window
And I gave him my papers.
Upon seeing my address, he asked me where Rubion was.
His eyes lit up just like every other officer whose asked this exact 
same question.

The East Side.

I’ve never as brown
As when another brown face
Raids my skin,
When looking for bricks to flip and triggers to point at me
In the court of law.
He stuck his hand under my nose,
Bragging about the fistful of crack
He pulled out of an addict’s asshole,
Calling me a criminal
Because I was riding around with my friend.

Whatever “model minorities” look like,
They must not look like me.

 
–Steven Domingo
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Have I ever told you about the story of the man with the broken 
heart? 
Shit where do I start, walking around with fake smiles to the uni-
verse 
just to look the part, but that’s just the looking part 
but the feeling part, pain runs deep like a stream of art, 
pains the usual no gain in visuals trying to stay sane
but the brain is missing bro, heart pumping agony another day 
like here we go, another day trapped in this sorry as musical. 

Strings hit the cords but there’s no vibrations, 
ears try to hear it but the brain is blocked 
until you pay the citations, how is this man living
life with all this aggravation can he look in the mirror 
and see he’s the reason for his own annihilation 
he’s ok with the early death matter fact he’s been waiting.

–William Robinson lll
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THE DIVIDED STATES OF AMERICA
by Vianney Bernabé

There’s only me
and no room for you

especially when
black versus white
red versus blue

turn back now immigrants.
but if you stay we will use you
exploit, omit and abuse

surrender now people of color.
there’s no room for you to grow
we will drain you
and make sure it is known

LISTEN HERE you others
we don’t care about your brothers
or sisters or mothers

united
schmunited

there is only me
and never a chance for you.

you’ve been warned.
opposites don’t attract

make America great again
make America hate again

In God we trust.
DIVIDED we stand
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C O N T R I B U T O R S 

-“Any way I can express myself, any forms of art that I am inspired by in 
that moment, is what I love. Creating something that people can relate to 
on some level, whether it’s deep, painful, fun, or mystical. Each form of 
art is a different side of myself, like an alter ego. In poetry, I feel like an 
anonymous outsider looking in, I watch and I feel, I know that what I feel 
has been felt by another, by remaining anonymous the reader can relate 
more intimately. 
It’s more personal.” -Admiradora Anónima

-“I am a San Gabriel Valley Artist from the City of Azusa. I am current-
ly studying Sculpture and Art History at PCC and CSULA. My Preferred 
mediums of art are graphite, acrylic paint and wood. The work I do has 
influences of Mesoamerican, Ancient Asian cultures and religions, Contem-
porary Mexican and Chicano Art. Artist who have influenced and inspired 
my work are Los Four, Pablo Picasso, Frida Kahlo, Diego Rivera, and Andy 
Warhol. My philosophy for creating artwork is to not fear influencing or 
being influenced by others. I find ideas by creating in the moment environ-
mental contours and using influences and creativity to construct unique im-
ages and compositions. My goal as an Artist is to learn and teach about 
artistic techniques and Art History.” 

-Andrés Vela
Artist, Painter, Sculptor, Photographer
(instagram.com/andresvelart)

-Brian Goulart is a Portuguese-American writer with his feet in San Jose 
and his head in Elsewhere. A self-proclaimed “working wordsmith,” telling 
stories is his passion, whether it is through prose or poetry, or through 
music. Some of his hobbies include reading, chocolate milkshakes, and 
thinking way too hard about it, whatever “it” is.

-Chelsea Jones is a 25 year old musician and artist based in Santa Cruz. 
She has a BA in French Horn Performance and a minor in Electronic Music 
from UCSC. She is currently pursuing an MFA in Digital Arts and New Me-
dia. She has been published in Thirteen Myna Birds, Black Napkin Press, 
Noctua Review, Abridged Magazine, and others. More of her work can 
be found at Chelseaejones.tumblr.com.
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-Having double majored in art and environmental studies, Cheshi’s work 
approaches environmental and social interactions as being in conjunction 
with each other. Cheshi’s work speaks about silenced communities, public 
information accessibility, and the consequences of capitalism. Through 
these topics, the artist seeks to provide a source of education and tools 
to remediate social and environmental injustices. Addressing environmen-
tal and social issues through art allows a platform to spread awareness 
through interpretations.
 
-“Banana slug, sex educator, OG snowflake (the tutu & tiara Nutcrack-
er variety). Master of Angles on the mat, avoids unnecessary showers, 
dreams often of Game of Thrones, constantly treading the line between 
the erudite and the profane.” -Christina Ciancio 

-Christine Ongjoco is a music artist & graphic designer interested in using 
art and technology as a tool for equity and storytelling.  She is currently 
working on a project to empower women of Northern Nigeria w/ tech 
skills to start their own businesses. During this trip, she is also working on a 
beat tape that will highlight stories of the women she is working with.  

(soundcloud.com/ongjoco)

-“Growing up in public schools, I have realized how much imagination 
is limited. Now that I have volunteered in school, it seems as though it’s be-
ing eliminated. I’ve had plenty of motivation and inspiration from teachers 
that helped me maintain creativity. There are messages behind my art 
that I share. Don’t lose your your talent. Pursue what you enjoy most. All 
forms of art is where I find peace.” -Eduardo Castro-Muñoz

-As the product of two hard-working immigrant parents growing up in 
South San Jose, Irma Garcia’s aspirations for college were seen as a “nice 
idea.” However, the many nights Irma awoke from her sleep to watch her 
father drive her mother to the graveyard shift at the cannery cemented 
in Irma the need to work hard for the better future her mother and father 
always spoke of. She became the first woman in her family to earn a 
Bachelor’s degree and is currently pursuing her Master’s while allowing 
the hopes of a Ph.D. to flourish. Irma intends to continue writing with the 
hope that her work will serve to not only entertain but comment on the 
many social issues plaguing the globe. In her downtime Irma enjoys out-
door activities and reading voraciously in the company of her Labrador 
retriever Cosmo.
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-Jared Levine, a queer mestizx poet, lives and writes in an unsanctioned 
basement in San  Francisco. They work as a bookseller at City Lights and 
publish the literary magazine Cusp.

-“My main goal is to improve the community by providing an alternative 
approach to dealing with negativity, stress, and depression through my 
buddha campaign. I also believe it is crucial for people to always ques-
tion authority.” 

-Bryan López
Street artist / activist
Born and raised in LA
#CrewNative

-Marlené López was born and raised in Los Angeles in a place called 
MacArthur Park in DTLA. As The third daughter of two Guatemalan spirits 
she cherishes her cultura, her parents sacrifices, exposing truth and healing 
through art. Her work touches upon blurry childhood memories that can 
be best captured by colors and sound. Her inspirations come from the 
great Dali and the beloved Frida. Her work is meant to honor her past 
and the spiritual energy that passes through her everyday. Marlené is a 
community organizer, freelance artist, muralist, crew native member, art 
party maker and wandering teacher.

-Crew Native exists to help, connect and give voice to our communities so 
that our future generations are filled with the strength and spirit that only 
our cultura can provide. We find purpose in spreading social awareness 
about local and global issues. We expose/explore/enjoy the healing 
properties of art through our events and art work.

-Michael Rush considers himself as a poet who lives in the margins of life. 
His muse is always more productive there. He is a co-editor for Forage 
Poetry Journal and has been published in Ink Sweat and Tears and 
Snakeskin, among others.

-“I’m a personal trainer. I currently live in Douglasville Georgia, and I’m 
an amateur boxer 2-0 right now. I’m an entrepreneur, been writing 
poetry since I was about 7 years old.”

-William Robinson lll
June,7,1994 –23 yrs old
Born in Los Angeles, California
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-As an MFA student at San Jose State University, Steven Domingo teach-
es English 1A to incoming freshmen at the university while studying both 
screenwriting and poetry. Also known to use the moniker Esteban Sun-
day, his class focuses on hip-hop as the overarching theme. In addition to 
teaching, he is currently working on his debut mixtape, Time Capsule, set 
to drop Fall 2017. As a San Jose native, he strives to define the Silicon 
Valley soundscape amongst other local artists. Progress on the album 
can be seen from his weekly Youtube livestream “Sunday Morning with 
Esteban Sunday,” on his Instagram account @estebansunday, his Facebook 
page, and on his SoundCloud. An educator by day and artist by night, 
Steven is setting himself up to be the Indiana Jones of the hip-hop world.
 
-soundcloud.com/estebansunday
youtube.com/estebansunday
facebook.com/estebansunday
@estebansunday on Twitter, Instagram, and Snapchat

-Vianney Bernabé was born and raised in Los Angeles, California. In 
2010, she moved to attend California State University, Chico where she 
earned a double degree in Bachelor’s in Political Science with a focus 
in Legal Studies and a Bachelor’s in Spanish Language and Literature. 
Vianney graduated in 2015 and went on to be a Fulbright scholar having 
served as a fellow for the 2015-2016 Binational Business Program in 
Mexico City, Mexico. She is an accomplished bilingual scholar, legal aca-
demic, political and social scientist, public speaker and classical violinist. 
Her current academic work involves activism, contemporary politics, social 
justice and the environment. Vianney is a lover of the natural outdoors 
and enjoys yoga, rock climbing and aquatic sports.  She is also an avid 
world traveler having lived in many cities within the United States, Chile 
and Mexico. 

Thank you to all the contributors, this first issue would not have been the same 
without you, friends. Never stop creating. - Rebel Soul 

(interculturalpressrebels.wordpress.com)
#interculturlpressrebels
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