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As a young Filipino woman, | feel an urgent need to shout out
fo the world about the harsh realifies that countless young

Filipinos face everyday. Afraid of going to school, kicked out of
malls, rocks being thrown viciously at you because of the brown
colour of your skin, because you are new fo this country,

because you are Flhplne “All Flips must diel” - | carry the
image of this graffiti plastered all over the bathroom walls in an

eastside hlgh school in Vancouver. | hear the stories over and
over again of how we are targeted and harc:ssed y the
authorities just because Filipinos are becoming more visi ble in
Canadian society. | know that we are offen given the most
dangerous and difficult jobs because employers think they can

get away with it!

EVBT'Y

onslaught of racism on m communlty, we are standing up and

exposing what racism is _lng fo us and
struggling to attain equality and
dignity in Canadian society. e
As a member of Ugnayan ng
Kabataang ~ Pilipino  sa
Canada / Flhplno -Canadian
Youth Alliance (UKPC/ FCYA, |
was part of the UN World
Conference Agamsf Racism (WCAR)
rocess at the local, national and international
evels. Since | am a member of a Filipino
youth organization, | had the support of my
communify and a wealth of experiences to
draw from and to bring with me to the
different meetings around the world. This
community perspective was lnstrumental in
forging many  links with other groups
combahng racism and it also hlghl:ghted the

| carry with me the knowledge that racism is embedded in
rK:I::rh:: of this country. But | also know that with the
' =when Canadian youl'h should be comin

How deeply?

ByEl:hI rrales

importance of youth fo be involved in organizations that work
with issues of racism and globalization.

Building global solidarity against racism

A Youth Summit was held in Durban, South Africa before the
official government conference and NGO forum. At this

summit, over 500 youfh from all over the world gathered fo

tackle issues of racism. Many discussions revolved around
issues surrounding the cancellation of Third World debt, the
role that globalization plays in exploiting young people [labor

trafficking, sex tourism), the role of multinational corporations,

and international institutions like the IMF and World chk But
only iwo days were set aside for youth fo deliberate important
issues and many youth were sadly disappointed about the lack
of resources and time for the Youth Summit. Further, at a fime
together to tackle
racism as it affecfs-_so many of us, we need more
progressive Canadian _-:th organizations to

' tc:ke a stand against racism.

& \ "WCAR took a step in
ing slavery and colonialism as a
WO _d{:"h|sfory, but it did not go far
h in recognizing and addressing
systemlc racism and the grave economic
inequalities that shll exist in the
‘world today. There is a pressing
need fo take a crifical look at

the continuing legacy of
racism and how it is a tool of

the world capitalist economy:

today to divide the working
peoples. Coming back from

the international discussions on
racism at WCAR, | am more than
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ED I go for refuge in the Sangha, the spiritual community; | commit
myself to living the enlightened life.

- The Buddhist Refuge Prayer

We needed a context, a culture, a community of other vaginas.

- Eve Ensler, "The Vagina Monologues"

rebecca jaremko bromwich

Take Back the night: Rallies
‘organized in different

Red wax dripping on a corduroy miniskirt. Thickening countries around the world,
autumn dusk. Full moon, harvest moon, waxing, rising. m ,where women speak out
Candles burning. Women marching. My sisters to one _aga'inst violence against

side of me, and my friends on the other. This will also be women — specifically

the shape, four years later, of my wedding party. Tonight, Bl s fe} (T} domestic violence, sexual
though, there is no groom in the warm throng that spans assault, sexual harrasment
four blocks on the Calgary street. and stalking. = P
We have the right; take back the night.

Tanned legs moving, laughing sounds. Sandals and high-
heeled shoes. Horns honking. Above us a five story
billboard sign with oil men painted gloriously resplendent in
their shirtless greasiness as they work on an oilrig set

against the darkening sky. Little trickle of

women, red candles, marching. A ride along with the police in Calgary. Dusk seen differently from
a moving car. | am in the backseat. The police, burly caricatures
of boyishness, pleasantly banter, talking about "Indians and other
undesirables". We are called to the scene of a domestic dispute.
e s The man inside has a gun. It is the first time | have seen rifles.
Fl_aci__s!n: Bellef, a“'t“d?"“’_f L Loaded, clicking, heavy steel. The police are sweating in the
behavior that one group, because winter night. | am shivering. The megaphone, then

of race, ethnic background or Silence.
colour, is superior to or more 4 A woman runs outside in her nightgown, barefoot, dirty,
important than others bleeding.
No shots are fired.
They take her to a mental hospital.
@ ‘ They take the man away.
/ | walk through their tiny apartment after. Al is filthy. Shredded
A curtains, food on the floor. Six televisions, all on different
channels. | peer under beds. | am looking for children. The police
ask, are there any children?
We don't find any. | am never sure.

Marching:
Take your rosaries off my ovaries.

She is a timid little woman. Blonde hair cut in a simple style. ] :
No make-up. Take your rosaries

"When did you first find out you were pregnant?" It is the first Abortion off my ovaries:
question we are to ask, in the little waiting room face to face in
the chairs, a small table and a large Kleenex box between us. CONNECT

Thoughts > action... action > issues...
issues > positive change...

Making the appointments for the women. Writing in pen.
Never pencil. Have to be sure.
Blue letters. Never red. Never lurid red.
Sometimes boyfriends. Holding hands, them sweating
too, or sad. Sometimes tentative smiles.
"Where do you see yourself in five years?" Sometimes
they smile then.
Other times, the woman is alone, like this blonde woman:
"After he raped me. It was two weeks later."

Tiny Giant Magazine Q 15



Naomi Woolf: | am a treasure. She is writing about her wedding
dress.

g | write all over this book. Promiscuities. Her words, bold typed
letters, then mine, in pencil, slanted, spilling out from the
margins, spilling out onto the blank pages between chapters,
letters dancing over the page to the rhythm in my head of the
. clack-clacking of my ancient black typewriter: the letter "A" stuck.
: | had to lift it back up. Clack clack in the basement room where |
. slept when first on my own. My room. Clothes folded in a corner.
| had not thought to take hangers. Or socks. Blankets on the fioor.

No bed. | screwed a deadbolt into the door. Just to be sure.
If your vagina could dress, what would it wear?

V-Day. Women. On the stage. A rapture of applause. A standing
audience. Flowers. It is surreal. Holding hands and bowing.
Thinking of it now, it is as if the Hall was spinning, red, black,
purple, the house coming down, tumbling delicious heat down

from the rafters. Lurid red.

Cat number three: Lucifer. Pronounce it
"Rucifee" like the mice did in Cinderella.
"That ain’t right," says the man who lives /
upstairs, the handsome Tom-Cruise looking
carpenter husband of the stewardess who lives
on the main floor and | in the basement.
"You're so young,’ says the stewardess. "go out | cifer and
with your friends; go out drinking!" Cinderella
He rescues me with a two-by-four later that
night when | have gone out and the boyfriend
arrives there alone. | cannot say | had no
knowledge this would happen. When | come

the stewardess

Tom Cruise

home, the boyfriend and his father are both the
there and my boyfriend’s face is bleeding. boyfriend
They call the police.
| sublet

We have the right; take back the night.

Red lipstick. The dark haired woman with the thick European accent has it
on her teeth. | am with the police. A night that is a lifetime. A ride along. | am
sitting, silent. | am not supposed to speak. Just listen.

"| am pathetic," she says, softly, so as not to wake the children.

And she is crying.

"You are not pathetic," | shout to myself inside myself, and realize | have said
the words out loud. "Look how far you have come. Look how much you have
done. Your children are lucky. Keep fighting. " | don’t know which of the

_ _ T - words are out loud, and which | don’t say.
murderers ~— be responsible They take me back to the police station after that. Smoking, still. When they
for their actions and be made drop me off, there is banter. Maybe they are angry with me. Or glad. | am

AR Power |

Marching in the thickening dusk. Warm red wax dripping on my open hands.

Take Back the night:
Message:

“Women march to demand
that the perpetrators of
violence — batterers, rapists,

At 25 years of age, | am now a law graduate student at Queen's

University, from where | also received my LL.B. | also have a B.A.(hen) from the University of
Calgary. Throughout my education, | have been involved in feminist work, highlights of which
include a performance in the "Vagina Monologues” and two years as a peer counselor at a pro-
choice agency. My work now focuses predominantly on youth justice issues, which are also the

topic of my master's thesis. My essays, poetry and art have been published in "Good Girl
Magazine”, Queen's "Feminist Review", "Culture Shock”, the UC "Undergraduate Review" and
an Arkansas magazine called "Reflections."
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/TypeofAbuse: .. .. ... )

Discuss options for resolving issue:

4 Type of Abuse:

Discuss options for resolving issue: _

(TypeofAbuse: ... )

Discuss options for resolving issue:

Typeof Abuse: )

Discuss options for resolving issue:

Abuse is something that comes
in many forms:

Physical
Sexual
Emotional
Verbal
Psychological
Spiritual
Financial
Homophobic
Immigration
Destructive Acts

Can you give some examples
of each one of them?
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(N N ) .> My Outlook on Relationships

Charmaine Vianna, Vancouver

Cheat'n on Mel! Love is blind!

Happiness! Dream about you! Feel
Your power! Shoulder to lean
On! Everything you wanted! Teary
Eyed! Get the one you
want! Jealous! Passion! Do or

Die! Meant to be! You and me! Speak

Without

Talking! Sex! Extreme! Ecstasy! Dreams
Come True! Care For You! Explore My

Mind! Trust! Open our
Heart! Somebody For
Everybody! Respect! Pain! Make'n
Love! Deceive! The Right Time!
Honesty! Romance is Needed! True
Love! Unfaithful! Tears! Welcome
Happiness! Broken Hearts! Faded

Memories! Moments in Time! Sexual

Feelings! Feeling Wanted and
Needed! Lust! Devotion.

WITH YOU | FEEL...

@
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You Might Have Been Down Had | Had Locks

This is not the poem I intended for you.
T wanted to break down your stone walls
de-activate your electric fence

jump over your barbed wire gafe

walk through your mahogany doors

and into your femple

to lay my essence at your crowning altar
I was on a mission.

T wished us beautiful

the kind of beauty born of

the elemental combinations

of browns, cocoa and beige.

T wished us like hot chocolate and cocoa pecan ice cream
in coffee coloured waffle cones

I had a jones

T had a jones that you sniffed out, picked up
cradled and put to sleep while T

was ass facing sky over your gate

and 50 metres away from your front doors
Damn!

T chose to abort mission before

T got stuck somewhere in between you first
wall and second fence

You liked my hair.

Because it's got that kind of ambiguousness that's neither
loose twirl or tight curl

it screams mixed race while remaining

undecidedly mysterious about ifs

rooted origins

You disliked my hair
Because it's got that kind of ambiguousness that remains
undecidedly mysterious
You distrusted my mixed blood
Because you misunderstood my rooted origins
mistook them for something
Other
than your own
| T am rooted
! In your origins as you are in mine

[ Maybe you would have more trust in me

| if my hair was locked

| probably not.
Maybe you would proclaim me African Queen
and lay the legacy of our foremothers at my feef
maybe you would find Yemeya in my eyes
and Nefertiti in my speech

| I have my doubts.

l You do not recognize me

| and I have grown

bored of my own militaristic imperatives to

coax you info seeing me

as you

| T feel you feel I am not black enough
| You feel I feel you
| incomprehensibly ignorant, Negligently counterproductive
| dangerously regressive
we've come fo a standstill
You are suggesting the revolution requires corn rows
| T am suggesting the revolufion requires soldiers
|

| Our pan-Africanist courtship finds ifself
| at a crossroads and we part ideologies
“ your cultural nationalism seemingly watered down
and incomplete
my black socialist thought and guerilla tactics exfreme fo you
my grooming mind tells me my political

|
u physical and spiritual allegiance must manifest “You distrusted my mixed

as revolutionary change in lifestyle

and you imply the prablem is my hairstyle blood

i d r
H You might have been down had T had locks Because you mlsunder’s’rood my
-Maki Motapanyane (2001) S|

H 4 rooted origins
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in a woman'’s

life

' hen | stayed with my mother
| throughout the school year
I my world was All-American,
in a sense. As a child, | flitted
through conversations that addressed
concepts of feminism, and acceptance
of homosexuality. My liberal family was
open to new ideas and embraced the
world with a positive, retro-hippie type
of attitude.

Weekends at my father’s house were
completely opposite. His family
consisted of fundamental Muslims who
lived in Iran, who were determined to
have me brought up as a good Muslim
girl. Our family discussions ranged
from the importance of mathematics
to the wearing of the chador, or veil.
Trips to restaurants and the store
designated me as the translator for
those who could not decipher the
heavy Iranian accent that characterized
my father. These outings were coupled
by visits to Middle Eastern households.

These houses were filled with love and
Persian carpets, and the gatherings
epitomized a tight knit Iranian
community. Most of the Iranians had
left to gain personal rights revoked in
their country. These Muslims were
ecstatic to be able to listen to
whichever type of music pleased them
and to wear any type of clothing they

“..surrounded by
ham sandwiches
and corn dogs,

I would have to
justify why I didn’t
eat pork.,...”

wanted. The women, however, were
quiet and reserved despite their newly

. THE 'Q‘L‘B"I‘ W,'q.y's...

My childhood was a mix of falafel and toboulli,Virgin Mary devotional
candles, visits to mosques, baseball games and Crackerjacks.

found freedom. They adorned their
modesty with dark material covering
their faces.

My innocent childhood resulted in
oblivion to my cross of two radically
different cultures. My parents, although
divorced, worked together to support
me in all my endeavors but failed at
promoting understanding of my
ethnicity. Insecurities and doubts
eventually became synonymous with
my life. My innocence was gradually
lifted in my pre-teen years.At the
lunch table, surrounded by ham
sandwiches and corn dogs, | would
have to justify why | didn’t eat pork,
and why | wore long sleeved shirts in
the late spring. The daily conversations
at lunch eventually evolved from
misunderstanding to blatant disrespect.
The beginning of the Gulf War gave
cause to unprecedented racism against
me because of bogus association with
Saddam Hussein and his
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Mestizo Poem

mestizo
mixed

mixed up
mixed where

WRITE YOUR OWN POEM HERE

i look like everyone
i look like no one

meludgeon
melange
melle
pelle-melle
a big mixup
a mistake

I am not a mixup
i am not a mistake

i know who i am
can you say the same
for yourself

- Alexis Gaston

JOURSELTF
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Revolution? Who thinks it's gotta be huge — an overhaul?

Revolution to me is my ap-bah showing love and respect to my mother —
Revolution is my father rethinking man, woman and power
Not punching not slapping not yelling not saying anymore
Shut up you’re worthless, you're shit, you're foolish, you're shameful

What it meant for him not to fit:

A yellow man, chinky china man
desperate weak immigrant no English stupid fool
be grateful motherfucker that you work here
not a man
beggar factory worker taxi driver turned convenience store owner (petty, cheap, crafty tax
evader?)

At home:
the feared man —
Feared and despised father,
controlling husband
spurned lover

Riot Grrrls in high school are white and white feminists tell me to hate my Koreanness
Oh you poor thing how terrible that Korean men are like that
Mom to me is passive and weak — ohm-mah, why don’t you stand up for yourself? | ask and
blame her

Women’s studies
Here | get props for being a Woman of Colour — | am the expert on Orientalism
on the trials and tribulations of Asian women (we’re all the same)
We are exoticized
We are stereotyped as meek, passive, subservient
Geisha girl, dragon lady, Suzy Wong — blah blah blah
Do | fit? Do | perform? Do | resist?
Fuck I'm tired of trying to avoid playing the stereotypes
Revolution is me not having to care about who places me in what box

What about dancing to and desiring Lil' Kim? What about those passionate conversations with my
Indian girlfriend on street corners (interrupted by young Whitey assholes yelling "hey bok choy"
out of their 8-cylinder engine SUV)

feeling righteous, talking
Talking and writing about that — pretending that | am over it — | "get" oppression — | don’t
fucking get it
And yet | still want to be thin and beautiful = white???? ‘cuz that matters?
Girlfriends are starving, purging and hating our bodies and ourselves — is this about looks? She’s
a flake, she loves men, she’s weak, she’s privileged...
we talk and talk with our critical analysis and inside we're still scared shitless and judging and
blaming...each other and ourselves
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| write a thesis on the injustices of sweatshop practices and multinational corporations exploiting

women workers because of global capitalism

But | will sit and drink a soy latte from Starbucks, wear the bargain-priced clothes that

mothers/sisters (solidarity my ass) sewed on Spadina Ave. for $4.50 an hour

This doesn't feel like a revolution — | feel like a traitor

identity politics fucking categories and labels and | don’t know who to trust and love and who and i

what are we fighting for?

Theory = exclusion fun obnoxious big words like "agency," "individualism," "essentialism,"

mnn

"assimilation," "cultural relativism" and who speaks for whom?
They once told me that we were speaking with a colonized voice

Mom wears Gucci now
Dad golfs but still
Splits his toothpicks and McDonalds napkins in two — saving for the future
Piano lessons for me, a violin, Taekwondo and Kumon Math school
A BMW for my mom
a big house with furniture wrapped in plastic but
no air conditioning in July
no heat in December
Turn the lights off! Don’t use the stove! (an environmentalist at heart?)
a facade of wealth and affluence
Middle class lifestyle
Poor Korean country-boy mentality

We eat fast food, shop thrifty and drive fancy cars and pretend pretend
We ‘re one of them

- Ruthann Lee
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