
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 

 

 

 

 
 

 

We provide a safe and welcoming environment 

that honors and celebrates diversity. We offer 

support,  advocacy for historically 

underrepresented groups, leadership 

opportunities, and intentional programming 

that focuses on critical thought, social justice, 

and cultural empowerment for the SJSU 

community. 

 

Located in the Student Union Main Building, 

next to Transportation Services.  

Come visit and use the study/lounge space!  

M-R 9:00a-8:00p  //  F 9:00a-5:00p 

 

Stay Connected: 

Facebook: facebook.com/mosaicccc 

Instagram/Snapchat: SJSUMosaic  

Wordpress Blog: mosaicsjsu.wordpress.com  

 



LETTER FROM THE EDITOR 
 

MOSAIC is a zine that celebrates diversity, plural 

identities, and the sharing of 

thoughts/ideas/feelings.   

 

This issue focuses on the themes of Growing Up 

& Personal Growth—lived experiences growing 

up, identity formation, or a pivotal moment of 

change as they all relate to social identities (such 

as race/ethnicity, gender, class, religion). 

 

We hope that these pieces speak to you, touch 

you, move you in some way—and get you 

thinking about what identity means to you.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Love, 

Elaine Lê 
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"Where I'm From" – Cameron Del Carmen 
 

I’m from plastic play houses,  
a white strung shell chandelier  

and Chinese porcelain knick knacks.  
 

I’m from garage sales, 
a lemon tree fertilized by aso (dog) feces,  

a white van loaded with bustling daycare kids.  
 

I’m from the thrift shopping nanay (grandma), 
who gave her worldly treasures to her grandchildren. 

 

I’m from my Ma’s obsessiveness with Richard 
Simmon’s 

aerobic tapes ‘and lift and lift’,  
from Deacon Dad lead circle prayers  

‘Dear Heavenly Father we ask of you tonight,’ 
 

I’m from dishes chock-full of vinegar, soy sauce and 
fat,  

from pandesal (filipino dinner rolls), and chicken 
adobo   

I’m from polaroid pictures 

and video game files from a Windows 94 emulator,  
 

I’m from broken English, 
strict govern church and budded adolescence.  

I’m the second son my parent’s never thought they 
had 

I’m on my way to the unpromised land 
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 Conceit Poem – Cameron Del Carmen 

 Grandma napped for three days– 

 on a lopsided tv tray, 

 after sprinkling brown sugar onto 

 a cinnamon spread over 

 burnt pandesal 

 

 Gnats idly hummed– 

 over salt remnants 

 beside an overripe banana 

 

 Her room remained locked– 

 a knock with no response. 
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Dear resilient brown girl,  
Your invisible struggle is noted  
The one with denied truths  
Because although the texture of your hair, 
the wide curves of your body, the color of your eyes,  
hair and skin are invisible 
I only see beauty 
 Within you exist power like no other  
You've overcame struggles ever 
since you preferred the barbie with blonde hair  
and blue eyes 
While the one of your kind was left behind  
You've overcame the moment you noticed yourself staring at the mirror  
Only to wish you were something you were not  
Wanting to change the best parts of you 
Yet you stayed and accepted all the un-given compliments  
Accepted seeing movies of people who do not look like you  
That left you thinking that would never happen see if it was someone from 
my family...  
Accepted that your favorite singer didn't look like you  
But she was so beautiful yet everything you will never be  
Accepted that you had to work harder than any one else  
Why do they make it seem so easy, 
 Am I that dumb?  
Accepted all the unwanted responsibilities that you were given 
Because who better than you?  
Accepted learning that men from your race sometimes won't date you  
Because they hate themselves 
Accepted that white men see you as an adventure  
No I ain't no roller-coaster baby get off my train 
Accepted the face that people make when you tell them your name  
The shock and confusion that it creates  
Accepted all the hurtful compliments  
Because being exotic or eloquent only shows you are not the norm  
Accepted all the hushing I'm just talking/laughing don't shut me up  
Accepted all the fears one day you will have as a mother  
Because one day you will have to raise a resilient brown girl or boy  
Accepted that the word police might not always mean protection  
Because they've become the hypocrite monsters of the night shooting friends 
down or deporting loved ones  
Dear resilient brown girl stay true  
No history classes, teachers, laws or voices of thousands men can deny 
your struggle  
Shine because you're the definition of a diamond  
While others would break from the pressures of the world you continue to 
exist  
Be unbroken  
 
-Elizabeth Ramirez 
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The Question 

“What did it look like growing up in the middle of 

Nowhere, Midwest?” they ask. 

Considering this is the most frequently asked question, I 

have mastered it: 

Cornfields green or brown —depending on the season— that 

spread far enough to touch the horizon. Grazing in the vast 

pastures that cover acres of farmer’s land; cows: tan with pinkish-

white noses, white with deep black spots in any spot on their fur, 

ashy black, tannish-brown, and the occasional albino white. 

Heifers and their babies side by side, sun up to sun down until the 

county fair. Children “show” their precious steers and heifers to 

win purple, blue, red, and white 4-H ribbons. 

Driving on the gravel road with unexpected pot holes 

caused by tractors and weather, no streetlights, just the sun, 

moon, and stars as guidance. The occasional farmhouse: two 

stories high—including a basement— with a porch that wraps 

around the front, shutters that match the front door, the 

stereotypical picket fence that was made from sweat and blood, 

the smell of fresh cooked meals (like Goulash, Chicken Pot Pies, 

and sweet Green Bean Casserole) filling your nostrils before 

supper. The gravel beneath your tires sounds sublime. All four 

press the rocks into the dirt making a slight rain fall sound with a 

crunching twist; unlike humming on concrete or asphalt.  

What is considered “in town” is occupied with a small local 

grocery store, only ten carts available; this is ok because only six 

have ever been used at once. The mini post office with its brick 

walls and opaque front window, that only holds fifteen people at 
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a time. Midwest Bank in the center of “town” with five employees 

at max; who all know you by your first name.  The community 

park that is taken care of by the mothers and fathers of the 

children who play baseball/softball in the muggy summer heat. 

There’s one grade school for the surrounding towns within twenty 

miles. Kids make lifelong friends here playing kickball and 

hopscotch at recess. Then there’s the one-stop country bar, on 

the city limits line, that plays the same music every Saturday 

night, and the infrequent live music (played by one of the same 

local three bands).  

Everyone knows everyone, and everybody knows you.  

Kaitlyn Pratt  
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Intolerance in a “Diverse” Place: Not backing down 

Go back to when you were three years old. You go to 

your room, pick out toys to play with, and start walking to the 

living room. The door rings, and you hide in the hallway while 

your mom answers the door. You take a peek from the edge of 

the wall, and see three people trying to advertise their religion 

to her, and when she said she isn’t interested, they throw 

pamphlets at her, and tell say she will not fare well on 

“judgement day”. Now imagine if that was one of your earliest 

of childhood memories. Years later, when you’re in middle 

school, imagine being constantly harassed about things you 

can’t change, like skin color, eye color, and ethnicity; your 

deities are being mocked and as you walk in class people 

shout terrorist.  

Since I started college almost 4 years ago, I have been 

feeling a sense of anomie1.Growing up in the bay area, you’d 

think people would be used to the cultural and religious 

diversity we have. But that isn’t how it always is. People like 

me are called “model minorities”. I have always been proud of 

my heritage, and embraced it in every sense. But there are 

people who want to knock down that confidence and pride. 

And it sucks. Why do I have anomie? Because I realized, 

people were not willing to accept who I was and where I come 

from. I realized that no matter where I go, people will always 

want to change me. I’ve grown tired of having to explain myself 

on my property, at school and at work. I realized that we are 

seen as the colonized, and our histories aren’t given enough 

significance. And most importantly, I felt that no one really 

cared about us in this society; whether we are verbally 

harassed, physically assaulted or killed, it barely makes the 

front page of the newspaper. I came to believe that I will 

always be an outsider, and there is no unity, when people like 

me are dehumanized.  

                                                           
1
 Anomie: Normlessness  

7 



I learned the hard way that the media and greater 

portion of society only sees in black and white. And one of the 

most important life lessons I learned was that I don’t have to 

change myself or completely assimilate in a society that will 

never accept me as I am. Why should I be the one to change? 

It is society that should! I never have tried to change myself, 

yet, I have learned to love myself more. People of other 

ethnic/religious backgrounds often think I wasn’t born here, 

because I am so intact with my culture. I am fluent in 4 

languages, I celebrate all my holidays, I fancy the media my 

culture brings, and I love our food! Nope; I was born here! 

Then, they think I must be of mixed race, because my people 

obviously can’t have green eyes and light skin. Yet, my own 

people here, believe I must be “white-washed” because I can 

seem so different and distant from them at times; I don’t “act” 

a certain way or “believe” in certain concepts, so that must 

make me “Westernized”. I am a product of two clashing 

cultures, and it can seem like a heavy burden. 

I am Indian-American. I am a minority from every 

angle- a woman of color, affiliated with a non-Abrahamic 

religion. I love who I am. And though, people want me to 

convert, or take away the Indian part of me, yet not even give 

me a societal role as an American, I will continue to be who I 

am. I am unapologetic about it. I have grown to respect myself 

even more. I have grown to respect others, the similarities and 

differences between us. I am wonderful, in all my complexities, 

just like all of you are. I have felt unwanted. I have seen 

prejudice in its truest forms. And I refuse to become someone 

who I have despised, and makes others feel the way I have for 

so long. That is why, in college, a lot of my projects and 

research has tackled forms of cultural imperialism, the model 

minority myth, and advocating for inclusion. I will continue to 

do that, in hopes that maybe one day, our voices will be loud 

and clear. We aren’t going anywhere or going back “to where 

we came from”, and we sure as hell won’t let that kind of 

stereotyping bring us down. It hasn’t for me, at least!  

Manisha Davesar  
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The Fall 
 
 

I wanted to grow  
I wanted to become a new person and leave this life behind, 
But i couldn’t. 
Just like how waves crash onto the hot sand, 
I slumped on the ground, wanting to be pulled out of my surroundings. 
Wanting to leave and never come back. 
In that moment, i didn’t understand that this existence, 
This body, 
This strain, 
Wasn’t permanent. 
I wanted to disappear on this day. 
- 
I set my skin on fire 
To cast the demons out. 
To try and become more. 
To rise from my ashes. 
But all that came from mutilation  
Was beer bottles on the floor of my friend’s house 
And a feeling emptier than i had before. 
The sky was purple and orange. 
I died on this day. 
- 
But sometimes i wonder if maybe 
everything that’s been out to get me,  
wants to kill me for a reason. 
Maybe I’m stronger than i thought. 
And maybe i’ve shed enough layers of myself to expose my burning core. 
But be that as it may, i still don’t know if i’m strong enough for all of this. 
They buried my body on this day. 
- 
i told myself on New Year's that by this time next year  
i didn't want to be able to recognize myself. 
And now i understand 
that maybe instead of breaking myself down  
to some indistinguishable other person, 
i want to be unrecognizable, in the way that all my ideas of myself, 
all my blemishes and qualities that i hate, 
are so blended into me that i don’t see them anymore. 
I dug myself out of the grave on this day. 
- 
One morning, I woke up to the night sky outside my window.   
I couldn’t see, and I was so sick of being in the dark. 
I wanted to feel again.  
I wasn’t done living in this world. 
And in my utter desperation, 
I set my being on fire, casted a bright light on the walls. 
Painted daggers on my marred skin, 
Reminding myself that i’m stronger than everything. 
I clawed myself out of the grave  
and slayed everyone who ever had a hand in my downfall. 
I fell from heaven. 
I was reborn on this day. 
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"Born and Raised" 
 
Born with a scream so loud 
Born with a face so expressive  
Born with a grip so strong 

Raised to be a listener not a speaker,  
Raised to be a nurturer not a breadwinner,  
Raised to be a woman not a man. 

my screams dampened,  barely a squeal 
my face expressionless,  barely a sad yearning stare remain 
my grip,   
Still Strong. 

I grasp onto ideas,  books, reality 
I relearn what I lost 
I relearn to scream,  to express,  to be loud. 

I am Asian American. 

I will not stay silent.  
I will speak up.  
I am born loud,  expressive, and strong.  

"Luna" 

Luna 
she is ever the loyal companion  
she shines bright  
a gleaming beacon of hope to those in the darkness 
a guide to the lost 

admired for her beauty  
Inspiring 

as her life takes cycles 
she enters the darkness 
she is forgotten  
she is alone. 

in her darkness only to be guided by what she finds within  
she can't see the light  
It disappeared. 

The cycle repeats. 

Only to hope to break free from the weight of her own gravity. 

11 Uyen Sou 



The Beauty of Áo Dài 

This picture is meaningful and significant to me because it 

symbolizes a time in my life when I realized how proud I am to be a 

Vietnamese-American young woman. My sister and I are both wearing a 

traditional Vietnamese outfit called áo dài. It features a long gown worn over 

silk pants. Áo means “clothing on the upper body” and dài means “long”. It 

is primarily worn by Vietnamese women and is a symbol of feminine beauty 

and pride of the Vietnamese people. Áo dài is a standard garment for 

weddings, Tết, and other special occasions.  

We had them custom made for this past Tết (Lunar New Year). It 

was exciting to get fitted and have custom measurements for the outfits. Part 

of the fun and excitement was anticipation of wearing it for the New Year. 

This would be the first time in years since my 

sister and I have gotten to wear an Áo dài.  

Growing up, we have always enjoyed and  

looked forward to celebrating Tết. This year,  

I was fortunate to share this experience with 

my sister. We got to represent the Vietnamese  

community and partake in our culture and  

family traditions. I will always cherish this 

 memory with her because to me, it’s a symbol of family and unity.  

 

12 Eileen Le 



"Growing Up" 

 

sheltered upbringings 

nurture undistinguished souls 

my, you are worldly 

 
"Paranoia in Suburbia" 
 
sheltered upbringings 
foster undistinguished souls 
my, you are worldly 
 
inadequacies  
sufficient medication 
hopeful tomorrow 
 
sober ambitions  
clarity ensues 
worldly views transcend four walls 
 
 

Marquis Ransom 
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I did not choose this path bt I will embrace it  
I will not be ashamed by the color of my skin or the folk of my kin  
Sitting around just hoping that I win  
Because hope was just a means to and end  
 
Hope is what they gave us cuz they ain't want us try  
The illusion of having wings bt not knowing  how to fly  
 
The confusion of wanting things that you can't keep when you die  
 
Telling me to Shoot for the stars when they set my limits to the sky's  
 
It's hard to live in a nation where my wages was so minimal  
And the expectations of me was to be nothing more than a criminal  
I work hard for success and every hard for my knowledge  
Bt the statical truth is that I won't graduate from college  
 
So why am I still here  
Consuming all the garbage in the media  
My mind's in a wheelchair  
So paralyzed cuz I can't really think for myself  
I don't know who I am  
I'm just askin for help  
 
Now I'm  
 
Searchin for a purpose  
That's why I keep on dreamin  
Is life itself just worth less? 
That's how it's always seemin  
Showin off a picture just to get em to believe  
Work ya whole damn life  
then they say you won't achieve  
Bt that's just dangerous  
I can't explain the puss  
A room of blackheads  
You can't contain the bust 
I'm sorry let my brain adjust  
Remember growin up I had to to learn the an extra rule or 2 
Cuz the world is black and white 
those shades of gray be foolin you  
And pigs ain't always safe  
Just How the pork be pullin you  
Open yo eyes mutha fucka they was foolin you  
 
 

Malik Howard 
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