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It’s approaching the end of a long day, and the words my partner, Torence, said to me a few days ago are still ringing
in my ears: “You need to start prioritizing yourself more. Things like eating can’t keep taking second place to all of
the other things that you do.” And, of course, I know this is good advice. Throughout the production of this,
LOUDmouth’s long-awaited (for us, anyway) Food issue, I have been keeping a mental food diary. I’ve logged the
rushed and, worse, missed meals; the school-vending-machine breakfast/lunch combos; the amount of food in my
refrigerator that ends up rotting before it gets eaten and the time saved/money lost/waste created because of my
habit of eating out more frequently than I’d like to. I’ve also relished in the times that I have been able to slow
down for a minute and share food with my family and friends and the moments of pure food bliss that, for me,
accompany a tasty and filling vegetarian meal. You see, I love food. And part of taking care of myself means taking
more time to truly enjoy food. So much of my identity is wrapped up in being a “good” activist, whether it be
through editing LOUDmouth, protesting the ongoing invasion of Iraq or the white supremacy of the Minutemen,
bargaining with my university for a new contract for academic student employees or lending an ear to a student in
need of support as she leaves an abusive relationship. All of these things are important, and I am constantly
pushing myself to do more to bring about the equality and social justice that I so desperately crave. But I also have
to recognize that I am only one woman. I have to remind myself that I can do a lot, but I can’t do it all, and that
as much as I’d like to do more, I have to reaffirm that I do enough. Admittedly, these things are sometimes tough
for me to keep in perspective, but ultimately I know that part of being a “good” activist means being good to
myself.
As I write my last letter as LOUDmouth’s editor in chief, I am happy to bring this issue to you. When Dolores
Ortiz approached me about writing for this issue, she explained that her feminist analysis had significantly expanded
since becoming a mother, and so thanks to her we have a piece on breastfeeding — an important food-related topic
that likely would have been overlooked otherwise. As our cover interview with Amory Starr suggests, food and social
justice intersect in all sorts of ways, and Jessica Hoffmann’s food diary touches on many of these issues — from
labor to food packaging and waste, from genetically modified foods to struggles over water privatization.
LOUDmouth regular Jennifer Huei-Fen Lin interviews her dad about their organic garden, Kim Haines blows us away
with her touching work, “Nurture,” and many of our writers remind us that as much as we wanted to make a
distinction between the Food and Body (Issue 2) issues, these things are inseparable for many of us. And, as always,
there’s much, much more for you to sink your teeth into.
That said, I think it’s about time for me to end this letter and make myself some dinner. But before I do
that, I’d like to note how thrilled the LOUDmouth crew is that our editorial collective continues to expand. Frederick
Smith, acting director of the Cross Cultural Centers at Cal State L.A., author and LOUDmouth contributor, has
graciously agreed to continue to provide support for the magazine in his new role as publisher. Our former publisher,
Daria Teruko Yudacufski, is a contributing editor for this issue as she begins a new job at the University of Southern
California, but will not be part of the editorial team for future issues. Daria has made invaluable contributions to
LOUDmouth from the very beginning and we are sad to see her go, but also excited for her as she ventures into new
territory. I’d also like to congratulate Irina Contreras, LOUDmouth’s next editor in chief. Irina has been a great help
to me and has shaped the magazine in important ways over the last three issues as assistant editor. I know that
even more good things are in store for the LOUDmouth community as she takes the helm for the next three issues.
Writer and high-school teacher for the Los Angeles Unified School District Sheana Ochoa will join us as assistant
editor, and DJ/queen of electronica and LOUDmouth contributor Violent Vickie is also on board to help with
outreach. Stephanie Abraham, Jennifer Ashley, Ruth Blandón and Jessica Hoffmann will stay on in their current
positions, and I will continue my involvement as a contributing editor. Here’s to LOUDmouth’s bright future. Cheers!
Food shared with friends in Argentina

Editor in Chief

Get LOUD with us!

CORRECTION

LOUDmouth is always looking
for new writers, editors,
illustrators, photographers
and other fine folk to join
our team. Send submissions
and/or letters of interest to
loudmouthzine@wildmail.com.
Letters to the editors are also
welcome.

To the editors of LOUDmouth,
I’d like to express my gratitude for your article on me, “Not Looking to Be an Art Star” (Issue 11). I feel privileged
that Irina found me interesting enough to write an article on. I feel especially honored that it was such an
extensive dialogue with her and that I flock the cover. I also want to take this opportunity to make a small
correction in the second paragraph after the introduction. It was about a student who was “pistol-whipped
repeatedly in the face by cops.” This student was actually beaten by two men who came onto the campus during
school time. He was beaten in front of police, but in this instance, they were not the direct perpetrators of brute
force. This does not let the school police off the hook for brutality, since creating an environment of hostility is
physical and/or psychological, direct and/or indirect. Thank you for making any necessary changes. Thanks also
for your amazing feminist discourse.
Your sister,
Ami Motevalli
LOUDmouth
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THE AUTHOR EATS: A FOOD DIARY

1

By Jessica Hoffmann

9:30 a.m. — I stumble out of the shower, grumbling. Do I really
have to do this food diary today? I’m running late, and I don’t have
time to eat well this morning, and —. In my best sense of myself —
the one I want to present for public view — I eat “well.” This means,
in my head: I eat fresh things that are good for me, mostly at home. I
buy food that is: locally grown and/or made (or, if transported from
afar, fair-trade), vegetarian, colorful, grown and/or produced using
sustainable and pro-labor practices … I will get back into gardening
and growing at least some of my own food very soon (my one and only
garden, where I grew tomatoes and basil on a rooftop and never
managed to turn my compost pile, died when I moved from its home
in 2002) — I catch myself again. I am not my fantasy of myself, and
I am doing this diary today.
9:50 a.m. — In the car; didn’t have time to make coffee or eat at
home. I can’t believe I’m doing this, I think as I pull into the gas
station at one end of my block. I park, walk in and buy:
1 Red Bull
1 piece of plastic-wrapped banana bread made by a company called
Bon Appetit
This costs about $3.50. I really want to do this food diary on another
— a better — day. One when I’m not so rushed. Except: I am in an
overscheduled rush almost every day. This is not a rare instance of
eating in the car nor the first time I’ve bought breakfast in a gas
station, though it may be the first time I’ve admitted to doing the
latter. So back to that meal:
the gas station at one end of my block:

made in Vernon, Calif. — an industrial city near downtown L.A. where
I used to live and tend a tiny rooftop garden (see above) — and
delivered “coast to coast,” according to bonappetitbakery.com, a
website that features a company history in free verse (“ … Bon
Appetit® has an unwavering,/unquestioning, wholehearted
commitment to providing/its customers with quality and consistency in
bite after bite”) as well as trivia — e.g., “DANISH … (the pastry) is
called the bread of Vienna in Denmark. Danish bakers went on strike in
1880 and the government imported bakers from Vienna to replace the
striking bakers? These imported bakers, baked pastries that were
layered and light. When the striking Danish bakers returned to work,
they improved upon the Vienna pastry by adding all the ‘goo’ to it.”2
eating in the car: This is not good for me, the environment, world peace
and justice or much else. I do it all the time (and pretend not to, as
in:)

10:10 a.m. — Driving toward my mom’s place, I register, again, that
at least part of my food snobbery/sense of myself as a “good” eater
comes from being raised by her, a shameless food snob who bluntly
judges others’ “bad” health choices. I’m glad to have been raised by
someone who bought the produce I ate as a child at a local naturalfoods store (which has since been bought out by Whole Foods) (she
couldn’t afford to do all our shopping there, so we made do with the
healthiest breads, etc., she could find at one of the lower-priced
chains). And I’m (almost) as interested as she is in food as a central
part of DIY healthcare. But I’m not so sure that my child-self needed
to hear from her such strong denunciations of junk food and the people
who eat it that I worried I was being morally corrupted every minute I
spent in the homes of friends whose mothers kept soda in the
refrigerator. All that to say, at
10:20 a.m. — I park far down the block from her house to throw the
Red Bull can in a stranger’s recycling bin. I want to save the Bon
Appetit wrapper for research, so I slide it under a magazine on the
passenger seat.
a stranger’s recycling bin: 1) Michael Moore doesn’t recycle, citing (in
Stupid White Men) overworked trash collectors who sometimes overturn
recycling and regular-garbage bins into the same crusher; the mid-’90s
shipping of used Pepsi bottles from the United States to India for
recycling; and the fact that in spite of such stories, Americans continue
feeling satisfied they’ve done their part for the environment when they
toss their trash in special containers. 2) The Natural Resources Defense
Council insists (in “Too Good to Throw Away: Recycling’s Proven
Record”) that recycling conserves natural resources, saves energy,
reduces the need for landfilling and incineration, protects U.S.
manufacturing jobs and “engenders a sense of community involvement
and responsibility.”

Photo by Jessica Hoffmann

Red Bull: highly caffeinated energy drink first sold by marketing exec
Dietrich Mateschitz in Austria, his home country, in 1987; now sold in
130 countries. Mateschitz, on Forbes.com: “When we first started, we
said there is no existing market for Red Bull. But Red Bull will create
it. And this is what finally became true.”
banana bread made by a company called Bon Appetit: Individually
wrapped in plastic, with a sticker on top; 36 ingredients, and possibly
traces of three more, plus possible unspecified “others.” This bread is
LOUDmouth
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1:50 p.m. — Back at my home/office, I eat pita, olive hummus and
“high-lycopene” tomatoes I got yesterday at Trader Joe’s. My
preparation involves opening packages, dicing two tomatoes and
putting several mini pitas next to the diced tomatoes on a plate. I eat
alone at the kitchen table. Then, still hungry, I have an oatmeal-raisinwalnut Clif bar at my desk.
1

For my food diary, I decided to pick a day at random and be honest about how
and what I ate during it, for later research and annotation.
2
Sic. Also: After exiting bonappetitbakery.com, I learned that apparently the
strikers were demanding money (as opposed to room and board) for their labor.

home/office: You might think working from home makes it easy to
mostly eat at home. In my reality, what it means is often eating at my
desk (no mandatory lunch break here) food that involves very little
preparation or that can be quickly picked up from a local restaurant.

green tea: So, while the world’s in shambles in part as a result of
cheap-oil dependence, I need wonder how good it is to casually sip
exotic beverages that have to travel long distances to land in my cup,
fair-trade or no. (And we could talk a lot about coffee, tea and
colonialism …)

8:20 p.m. — Home; hungry. I heat a frozen Greek pizza (TJ’s again)
and make a salad of romaine, broccoli/cauliflower, high-lycopene
tomatoes, olive oil and balsamic vinegar. I eat at the kitchen table
with my partner. I drink Charles Shaw cabernet. (He drinks milk.) For
dessert, chocolate-chip cookies.
a frozen Greek pizza: Excuse me, I meant: a Pizza Olympiad.

Photo by David Rothbaum

pita and olive hummus: Both of the TJ’s private (“exclusive”) brand, both
in plastic containers … and lately plastic containers have been
freaking me out because some toxic chemicals migrate from plastics
into the foods they contain, causing a host of health problems that are
helpfully-frighteningly listed here: http://www.ecologycenter.
org/erc/fact_sheets/plastichealtheffects.html.
“high-lycopene” tomatoes: When I shop at Trader Joe’s, which usually
means I’m low-ish on cash, I buy these because they taste the best. I
am vaguely aware that lycopene is good for me (it’s an antioxidant, I
think?) until right now, when I research and discover: Yes, it’s an
antioxidant, and people who eat lots of lycopene-containing tomatoes
seem to have lower rates of prostate, lung and stomach cancer. Of
course, then there’s the toxic plastic these particular lycopene-beauts
are wrapped in … but when I complain about this to a friend who
spent years working at a grocery co-op, he says packaged produce is
good for workers because it allows efficient stacking/displaying, plus
(via e-mail), “you play on people’s lack of time or patience to inspect
individuals in a bunch ... so you get more sales and more predictable
sales ... and selling things as groups that might not sell on their own
cuts down on food waste. A place like Whole Foods can afford to throw
out lots of things because they will value the display that looks nice
over the display that sustains the food. Maybe they donate the rejected
stuff to shelters, but I imagine with Trader Joe’s more of the waste
happens on the consumer end.”
Trader Joe’s: In response to protest from the Humane Society, et al.,
Trader Joe’s in November 2005 announced that it will sell only eggs
from cage-free chickens. In 2001, Trader Joe’s committed to selling
only GMO-free foods under its brand name, but Organic Consumers
notes that the chain is still using milk containing the genetically
engineered drug rBGH in some cheeses. Trader Joe’s offers employees
good wages and benefits, but it remains a non-union shop.
oatmeal-raisin-walnut Clif bar: Clif Bar uses a green printer, has a staff
ecologist and a lesbian CEO and encourages employees to volunteer
with community orgs on company time. I don’t love the idea of
multimillion-dollar companies, but if you’re gonna go that way …

6:40 p.m. — Meeting with a colleague and new client at Alcove, a
restaurant 10 minutes from my place by car (but tonight I’ve walked
there from a friend’s). I drink green tea purchased by the client, mostly
listen and occasionally talk grammar and production schedules.
Alcove: Regarding Alcove, Arty Nelson wrote in LA City Beat, “I wanted
to be able to mock it … wanted to waggle my finger and say it was
the death of the neighborhood … wanted to accuse it of all kinds of
culture crimes. Sins against the punk-rock state that once was, but
clearly is no longer, East Hollywood (a.k.a. Lower Los Feliz), but the
truth is I can’t really do any of that and still look you, my beloved
reader/skimmer, in the eye. The real story is that my midday snack was
pretty damn good.”

shredded romaine, broccoli/cauliflower: In two separate plastic bags.
See above re plastic packaging; see right here re overloaded schedules
and consuming for convenience: The shit’s even washed and
shredded/cut into little florets for me. (And did you know that lots of
produce washes contain chlorine?)
high-lycopene tomatoes: Speaking of oil dependence: These things are
a product of Holland.
olive oil and balsamic vinegar: The poet Martha Ronk on balsamic: “the
sweet sadness of something that pricks us where we bleed.”
Charles Shaw: Trader Joe’s describes its ability to sell this wine at $1.99
a bottle as illustrative of “our capitalist system at work.”
chocolate-chip cookies: My partner and I devour these, talking, both our
hands over and over in the bin. (This is a nice part; I’m not saying
what the damn container is made of.)
Throughout all this, I’ve been drinking Sparkletts water out of a
turquoise Nalgene bottle.
Sparkletts: On Jan. 3, 2006, the L.A. Times reported: “Despite spending
$1 million in the last two years to assure Los Angeles residents that
their tap water is not only safe to drink but also top quality, city
officials spent $88,900 in public money during that time on bottled
water from private firms. The Department of Water and Power, which
supplies the city’s water and promotes it, spent the most on bottled
water, paying $31,160 to Sparkletts.”
water: I have, on several occasions, spent hours trying to determine
the safest, most affordable and least environmentally damaging way to
drink water — tap? tap with a filter? filtering pitcher? bottled?
distilled? purified? spring? from large 5-gallon bottles delivered to my
door? refilled by me at a local store? something else? All the healthyliving folks and green folks and water-filter/bottled-water companies
and studies tell me different things, and though I am generally
confident in my ability to sort through conflicting information and
draw my own conclusion, on this one I am (repeatedly) at a loss. When
I remember that this is water I’m talking about — i.e., an abundant
natural resource essential to life — and that I am having this dilemma
in one of the “most developed” countries in the world, and that there
are people without consistent access to even remotely safe drinking
water, and that there are struggles occurring worldwide against water
privatization, I cannot believe there are people who think that
dominant groups of humans have been doing a decent job of handling
shit.
turquoise Nalgene bottle: Now that I’ve read dozens of articles about
how Nalgene bottles (especially the colored ones) leach into water
bisphenol-A — a component of hard plastics that researchers have
linked to miscarriages, brain damage and breast cancer — I’ve ordered
myself a stainless-steel water bottle (for $toomuch.99).
Though it might be hard to tell from this article, Jessica loves food. (And yes,
she totally ripped off a formal strategy from Ali Smith’s Hotel World up there.)
LOUDmouth
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By Nicole Pefley

alice waters

hen people hear the
name Alice Waters,
they most likely
make the association with her
role as the California chef who
pioneered the renaissance of
American cuisine. They’re not
wrong, of course, but they most
likely aren’t aware that Waters
has done more than just
revitalize the American palate.
In the male-dominated
restaurant industry, Waters, with
the help of several friends,
became an iconoclast by opening
her own restaurant and café, Chez
Panisse, in Berkeley in 1971. Now
a foundation that includes the
original restaurant and café, Chez
Panisse symbolizes the nurturing and profitable possibilities of
sustainable agricultural practices. More than just a professional chef,
Waters has inspired generations of people to re-examine and return to
the “rituals of the table” and the people involved with them. And
because Waters places all her emphasis on the importance of group
celebration, the roles of everyone involved are validated. Waters makes
it clear that sharing the culinary process is a form of celebration and
emphasizes the value of the multiple roles women, men and children
fulfill interchangeably.
Through her involvement with the Delicious Revolution, Slow
Food USA and grassroots activism, Waters uses her passion for food and
civic participation to advance change in national cultural values. The
School Lunch Initiative was founded in 2004 in an agreement between
the Berkeley Board of Education and the Chez Panisse Foundation in
order to develop a program that treats lunch as an academic subject.
The initiative will make nutrition and respect for food part of the daily
curriculum in every K-12 school in the district. And there’s no need for
children to bring a bag lunch, because providing each child with one is
also part of the deal.
The Edible Schoolyard is another example of Waters’ ability to
innovatively blend the personal and political to positively affect her
community. It’s a one-acre garden and kitchen classroom at Martin
Luther King Jr. Middle School in Berkeley, involving the school’s 930
students in every aspect of maintaining a garden and then preparing
and sharing its fruits. Entirely supported by the Chez Panisse
Foundation, it is another testament to the efficacy of Waters’
commitment to fulfilling the right of children to learn about and
celebrate the table.
The Chez Panisse Foundation, in the words of its own mission
statement, “is committed to transforming public education by using
food traditions to teach, nurture and empower young people.” In a
nation where more tax dollars are poured into improving sports
facilities than combating one of obesity’s major causes — poor
nutrition — Waters is a premier instigator of nutrition activism. Aside
from raising funds for her philanthropic contributions, Waters has also
abstained from marketing herself beyond a line of cookbooks and Café
Fanny Granola — her line of gourmet granola.
Waters is a community leader, chef, businesswoman and mother
— living proof of the balance women can achieve socially, politically
and financially.
LOUDmouth
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KNOW YOUR

feminist faculty
By Tracy Royce

janet lever

S

ixteen years ago
something delicious
happened. Cal State
L.A.’s department of sociology
acquired feminist faculty
member Janet Lever. Since
then, Dr. Lever has been
serving up her special blend
of wisdom and humor in
classes on the sociology of
gender, family and sexuality.
Originally from St.
Louis, Lever began her
doctoral program at Yale at a
time when her department’s
building lacked a women’s
restroom. “It was an era of
challenges,” she said. But
during this era, she witnessed
Yale’s transformation from a bastion of male exclusivity into a
coeducational institution. Her scientific observations of the first coed
undergraduate class manifested themselves in Women at Yale, the first
of her many scholarly publications. Since earning her doctoral degree,
she has published widely on topics as diverse as sex differences in
children’s play, the sociology of sport, public health and human
sexuality. Lever’s writing has also appeared in magazines such as The
Advocate, Elle, Playboy and Ms. She came to Cal State L.A. after teaching
at Northwestern University, UCLA and UC San Diego.
Lever’s career in academia was facilitated by her parents: “My
mother and father very much supported my pursuit of higher education
by not asking me to do many household chores, including learning how
to cook. They let me study. And I’ve been studying ever since.” This
freedom helped a younger Lever to transform her nascent interest in
gender inequalities into an impressive career that has shaped the
emerging sociological sub-disciplines of gender and sexuality.
In addition to her work, one of Lever’s passions is the culinary
diversity of Los Angeles’ restaurants. When we met, her love of food was
evident as she flipped through her file of local eateries. Included were
a Kosher Moroccan restaurant and a café that serves pljeskavica, a
scrumptious-sounding Serbian lamb-and-beef burger. Lever sees such
restaurants as a way to connect with the human diversity that
characterizes L.A.: “This is your opportunity to truly intersect with
people of other ethnicities and not just taste the food. If you go back
to the restaurant in your neighborhood that you like, you get to know
the people — sometimes even their kids work there. It’s why I love
L.A.” Better yet, according to her, the delights served up by such local
restaurants often end up costing less than a homemade dinner.
Given her deep appreciation for food and the human
connections that accompany it, how did Lever escape learning how to
cook? “Cooking was passed from mother to daughter as part of the
traditional female role. It was my generation of feminists who broke
that chain, preferring to study for consuming, high-power careers
instead. Many people (male as well as female) have come back to
cooking as a way to express themselves and relax … the Zen of food
preparation. I’m not among them. No talent for it, or interest, but a
great deal of interest in eating well, and with good company.”
Her parting advice to modern parents? Teach your girls and boys
to cook. After all, “everyone eats.”

Joanna

Dear
HEALTH

Joanna E. Gaspar, M.S., M.P.H.

Q

Questions for Joanna? Send them
to dearjoanna@wildmail.com.

: When it comes to PMS, every month seems a little
different for me. Sometimes I am really tired and bloated
before my period. Other times the physical symptoms don’t
seem so bad, but I get upset more easily than normal. And
some months, I barely notice any changes. I heard that PMS can be
related to your diet. Are there certain foods that I should avoid? Are
there any foods that help ease PMS symptoms?

A

: Because the causes of PMS are not fully understood there is
no definitive “treatment” option that will work for all women.
However, there are a variety of lifestyle changes you can try
that may help relieve your symptoms. Do your best to get plenty of
sleep, exercise regularly, avoid smoking and keep stress to a minimum.
When it comes to food and PMS, healthy eating habits may help
reduce your symptoms:
• Eat healthful foods including whole grains, fruits and vegetables,
lean sources of protein and low-fat milk products.
• Do your best to avoid excess salt, sugar, caffeine and alcohol,
especially when you’re experiencing PMS.
• Ensure that you’re not missing out on key vitamins and minerals.
Taking a daily multivitamin with 400 micrograms of folic acid
(folate) and calcium supplement that contains vitamin D may help
reduce your symptoms. Consult a registered dietician or your
healthcare provider to find out what level of supplementation is
best for you.
• Also try eating smaller, more frequent meals during the day.
If you need help making lifestyle changes, keep in mind that
the Student Health Center has medical and psychological counseling as
well as health-education staff to assist you. Consult a healthcare
professional if you’ve tried making lifestyle changes and nothing seems
to work or your symptoms (emotional and physical) significantly
interfere with your life. It’s possible you may have premenstrual
dysphoric disorder (PMDD), a more severe form of PMS that can be very
disabling. You’ll also want to make sure that you’re not experiencing
other conditions such as anxiety disorders or depression, menopause or
chronic fatigue syndrome.
The Student Health Center is located on the main walkway across from
Biological Sciences and adjacent to the Center for Career Planning and
Placement. For more information, call (323) 343-3300 or go online to
www.calstatela.edu/univ/hlth_ctr. Services for women and men include
diagnosis, treatment and referrals for a wide range of health conditions;
family-planning counseling and prescribing; STD testing and treatment;
HIV testing; and chiropractic, dental and optometry clinics. Pap smears
for cancer screening are available for women. Outpatient care is
available Monday through Thursday, 8:30 a.m. to 6 p.m., and Friday,
8:30 a.m. to 12:30 p.m.
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THE F-WORD

what feminism means to me

By Sabrina Alimahomed

think the challenge that lies
before many of us in terms of
carving out our individual and
collective ideas of feminism is how to
craft together our many contradictory
parts. Since mainstream western
feminism has been dominated by images
of whiteness, middle-classness and
heterosexuality, it is imperative to break
those associations in order for feminism
to be more inclusive. Western feminist
thought has often relied on absolutes
such as the notion that women are
always oppressed when they cook, strip, have kids, wear hijabs, etc.
These absolutist frameworks fail to recognize the complexity among
women and their varying relationships to work, family, religion and
culture. Embracing many parts of my cultural upbringing allows me to
fashion a different type of feminism, one that doesn’t degrade my
culture.
One important aspect that I have always understood to be the
core of my culture was my family’s connection to food. To this day when
I go visit my dad, the first thing he does is slice me up some fresh
mango and insist I eat some blueberries. I can remember when I went
away to college; my dad would send care packages of almonds and
cashews, while most other kids got money or clothes. When I got my
first place, the most important thing to my mom was taking me to the
local Indian grocery store and stocking my house with all the spices
that I would need to make the best biryani or channa masala on any
given day.
Anyone who has grown up Desi knows the importance of masala
to our daily lives. Cooking Indian food is the central staple of my life.
While many people in the United States think of eating as something
you have to do, my family connects food to everyday well being. This
sense of cooking means being together and sharing in something that
affirms our relationships to each other.
Historically, the mainstream western white feminist movement
viewed cooking as a burden on women. While cooking is often
oppressive toward women, this generalization fails to look at how for
some women of color, cooking is a means of resisting U.S. hegemonic
culture and reaffirming the connection to one’s own culture. I felt
constrained at times because I was forced to cook as a woman, but I
also reveled in cooking and eating Indian food — even when white
people always thought it was too spicy or that it smelled bad. That’s
why it is important to view cooking and our relationship to food in
multiple ways.
I believe this idea can be extended to feminism as well. We
need to think about feminism in context. Just as food cannot be
isolated from cultural context, feminism cannot be extracted from our
social locations and solidified into absolutist frameworks. When we try
to understand context, it allows us to consider how race, sexuality, class
and culture all interact with feminism to create new meanings and
interpretations of our lives.
Sabrina spends her time cooking spicy veggie food and hanging out with her
puppy, Kala.

“The F-Word” is a regular LOUDmouth column in which Southern
Californians of all stripes weigh in on what feminism means to them.
E-mail loudmouthzine@wildmail.com to share your thoughts.
LOUDmouth
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fill up on this smorgasbord of our food-related picks
Adventures in Food by Alison Tharp — I picked up this zine
at the good ol’ Fiesta Grandes that happened at Gilman Street,
an all-ages, DIY space in Berkeley, in the late ‘90s. Adventures
in Food presents frozen food, fast food and related
representations of young women in a demented and erratic
fashion, which I presumed to be the work of a latchkey kid
gone awry. There are only four issues, but I highly recommend
finding them if you are into comic/collage madness. Check out
what Tharp is up to these days: www.alisontharp.moonfruit.com.
(IC)

community farms. You’ll laugh and then cry as Moopheus
encourages you to break away from the Meatrix — “the lie we
tell ourselves about where meat comes from.” (CP)
Shower Song #52 by Christina Carrea — This video short from
a series entitled Shower Songs explores the artist’s relationship
to herself, her image, food and her body, which she believes
has been altered by McDonald’s. We see only Carrea’s belly
rocking back and forth and jiggling around each and every way
as she sings. Part music video, part critique, Carrea says she
was inspired to make her own version of the Golden Arches
song after reading Eric Schlosser’s Fast Food Nation. Another
one of her shorts from this series, Shower Song #17, can be
viewed online in the archives of www.theoneminutes.org. (IC)

Displeasures of the Table by Martha Ronk (Green Integer
Press, 2001) — Subtitled “memoir as caricature,” this
collection of prose poems is Ronk’s attempt “to put eating and
reading together, to come at them sideways.” And that she
does, burrowing into layers of memory and meaning implicit in
experiences of and associations surrounding dozens of food
items (for instance: “goose-liver pate,” “lemons,” “pizza and
ghosts”). With each, she gets (sideways) at how personal
experiences of something as seemingly real, simple and basic
as food are informed by society and culture, identity and
history, geography and politics, nursery rhymes and religious
rituals. Her language is spare and exact, and her ideas develop
and shift with a non-lyrical, precise kind of fluidity, each turn
seeming at once strange and inevitable. It is a small book that
contains very much. Stick it in your back pocket and carry it
around for a while, dipping in when you can. (JH)

Skinny Women Are Evil: Notes of a Big Girl in a Small-Minded
World by Mo’Nique and Sherri A. McGee (Atria Books, 2003) —
Mo’Nique is THE self-proclaimed big girl who has always been
big. She has lived through a million taunts and ridicules, only
to become a big star, comedian and now writer with the help
of Sherri McGee. This book warns against the “single digits,”
as Mo’Nique refers to sizes 0 to 9. Furthermore, she wages war
on anyone who doesn’t appreciate the damn fine woman she is
and/or tries to fake her out with a soy chicken salad. While
reading this, I imagined Mo’Nique — on stage and mic in hand
— encouraging me to proudly go for another round at the
salad bar. (IC)

Glaneurs et la Glaneuse (The Gleaners and I) directed by
Agnes Varda, 2000 — This personal video documentary explores
the lives of gleaners — people who dig through rubbish in
order to make a living. Known as the “godmother” of French
New Wave cinema, Varda made this documentary when she was
73 years old. There is a decidedly autobiographical element in
the way that she inspects her own aging figure with those of,
say, unwanted potatoes or corn. It is one of the most beautiful
and poignant films I have ever witnessed. (IC)

Stuff by Nao Bustamante and Coco Fusco — Stuff, a play
commissioned by the Institute of Contemporary Arts in London
in 1996, looks at the representation of Latin American women
as caregivers and sexual beings. Latinas’ relationships to food
and the way that we are simultaneously fearful of and
obsessed with it in order to relate to men, our families and
other women is the focus of the play. The two characters, also
played by Bustamante and Fusco, repeatedly try to “outdo”
one another to be funnier, sexier and make better food. (IC)

A Hunger So Wide and So Deep: A Multiracial View of
Women’s Eating Problems by Becky W. Thompson (University
of Minnesota Press, 1994) — Common eating-disorder
narratives locate disordered eating among white middle- and
upper-class heterosexual women. Ignoring other systems of
oppression, such narratives often singularly emphasize sexism
as a driving force behind women’s eating problems. This book,
however, is anything but common. Drawing upon the life
histories of lesbian and heterosexual African American, Latina
and white women from a range of class backgrounds and ages,
Thompson argues that eating problems in women are a
response to a variety of traumas, including sexual abuse,
poverty, heterosexism, racism, class inequality and
intersections therein. Instead of advocating medical or
psychological treatments for eating disorders, Thompson
suggests that society’s own disorders must be tackled. (CP)

Whole Health MD’s Healing Kitchen
(www.wholehealthmd.com/hk) — I first came across this
website when, inspired by this issue’s “Dear Joanna” column
(see page 6), I Googled “PMS” and “food.” Directed to the
section on food remedies, I found out that foods high in
calcium, magnesium, vitamin B6, vitamin E and zinc may
relieve a host of PMS-related nastiness. The page also included
a list of “Mega-Recipes” that call for PMS-friendly ingredients.
Anemia, yeast infections and stress are just a few of the other
ailments you can find food remedies for. The site also provides
info on nutrition, whole cooking and ways to give less-thanhealthy recipes a makeover. (CP)

The Meatrix (www.themeatrix.com) — In this online cartoon
Leo the pig decides to learn about the harsh realities of factory
farming when he chooses to take the “red pill.” Leo’s guide
Moopheus points out factory farming’s consequences — animal
cruelty, health risks, pollution and the loss of small,
LOUDmouth

7

Shower Song

Women Who Eat: A New Generation on the Glory of Food
edited by Leslie Miller (Seal Press, 2003) — Leslie Miller has
pulled together a beautiful range of thoughtful, food-loving
voices in this anthology of personal/food essays. Featuring
smart, progressive writers such as Lisa Jervis, Michelle Tea and
Rachel Fudge, the book stays away from food-essay standards
(no perfectionist domestic-goddess business here), instead
celebrating diverse and complex loves of cooking and eating
and sharing everything from evening cocktails to arroz con
humildad to Cornflakes. And it includes recipes! (JH)

RESTAURANT REVIEW

THE WOMEN’S RESOURCE CENTER

Calendar of Events
AT CAL STATE L.A.

SPRING 2006

California, the biggest prison-building project in the
history of the world — Why?
A Lecture by Ruth Wilson Gilmore
Wednesday, April 5, 4:30 p.m.
Golden Eagle Ballroom, 3rd floor, Golden Eagle Building
Ruth Wilson Gilmore will discuss the political and economic factors that
caused the bewildering growth of California’s prison system. Gilmore is a
professor at USC and a member of the anti-prison organization Critical
Resistance.

Gay Sex in the ’70s
Thursday, April 13, 6:15 p.m.
Cross Cultural Centers, King Hall D140
This documentary focuses on the sexual passion and exploration that
marked the 12 years from Stonewall (1969) to the first reported cases of
AIDS (1981).

Take Back the Night
Homegirl Café and Catering
1818 E. 1st St.
Los Angeles, CA 90033
(323) 268-9353

H

omegirl Café is a 10-table restaurant in Boyle Heights that
serves breakfast and lunch. There are several things that
may strike a new customer upon arriving at this quaint café
across the street from Mariachi Plaza: First, the food is damn good and
cheap. Say what?! Yeah, it’s cheap and good. I am talking fideo that
is not drenched in oil and queso fresco and still tastes good. I am
talking about $3 juice that tastes like it is worth six. For reals! And
Homegirl also does parties and catering.
Second, you may notice that you are being served by ladies
with various tattoos of neighborhoods like Lynwood, 18th Street and
Maravilla. That’s because the women working here are former gang
members and other youth in the community. Homegirl Café is a part of
Jobs for a Future/Homeboy Industries — an organization founded by
Father Gregory Boyle, a Jesuit priest, after the Los Angeles uprising of
1992, with, according to their website, the purpose of “[creating]
businesses that provide training, work experience and above all, the
opportunity for rival gang members to work side by side.”
Patty Zarate is the “chief” of Homegirl
Café. I immediately sensed her character upon
visiting. She is very much like a boss to the
workers, but also a maternal figure. To
customers like myself, she is helpful
and energetic though quite direct.
Before I left, Patty came up and told
me, “We need more people to come
in. Please come back and bring
people. Please tell people about
us.”
The ladies of Homegirl are
quite amazing. They whip up
salads, sopes and enchiladas with
zest. For me, Homegirl and Homeboy
Industries get at the heart of what
community is about from this café to
free tattoo removal, a silk-screening
shop to schools that teach various skills
such as baking, landscaping and maintenance.
Go to Homegirl. Get some fideo, and tell
Patty and the homegirls that the hungry girl with glasses
hasn’t forgotten to tell people.
—Irina Contreras

Thursday, April 20, 6 to 10 p.m.
Housing Services, Phase II Quad and Lounge
This powerful event brings the community together to help stop rape,
sexual assault and domestic violence. The keynote will be presented by
Andrea Smith, co-founder of INCITE! Women of Color against Violence and
author of Conquest: Sexual Assault and American Indian Genocide.

Slaying the Dragon
Tuesday, April 25, 6:15 p.m.
Cross Cultural Centers, King Hall D140
Slaying the Dragon is a video that explores media stereotypes of Asian and
Asian American women. The screening will be followed by a discussion.

Gender, Sexuality and Power
2nd Annual Student Research Conference
Thursday, May 18, 9 a.m. to 4 p.m.
Golden Eagle Ballroom, 3rd floor, Golden Eagle Building
Student scholars explore gender, sexuality, queer/LGBT and women’s issues
in this second annual conference presented by the Center for the Study of
Genders and Sexualities. For more information, please call the CSGS office
at (323) 343-6549.

8th Annual Distinguished Women Awards
Tuesday, May 23, 3 to 4:30 p.m.
Golden Eagle Ballroom, 3rd floor, Golden Eagle Building
Join us for the eighth annual celebration honoring the achievements of
women faculty, staff and administrators at Cal State L.A.

A Queer Exchange
Friday, June 2
Time and location to be determined
This public presentation will be the culmination of an eight-week
performance workshop facilitated by Danielle Brazell for queer, trans, bi and
straight-allied folks who want to create socially provocative theatre.

For more information or assistance with accommodating a
disability, please call the Cross Cultural Centers at (323) 343-5001.

Ruth Gilmore 4|5

Take Back the Night 4|20

Slaying the Dragon 4|25
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OUR GARDEN, OUR MEDICINE CABINET
a daughter asks her father questions about their organic garden

M

By Jennifer Huei-Fen Lin

y dad, Fu-Kuen Lin, has been a huge influence in
my life, particularly in the areas of nutrition and
physical health. He taught me to appreciate foods
for their nutritional value and that nutritional value was enough
reason to enjoy a food — say, a new vegetable that I might
otherwise have rejected.
I found a book in my dad’s library while I was writing
this introduction, New Choices in Natural Healing, edited by Bill
Gottlieb. The book’s “Food Therapy” section discusses whole
foods as healing agents: “Until the twentieth century, food
therapy was commonly practiced in the United States. Before
that, we were primarily a nation of small farms.” The book goes
on to state that people ate what they grew, and prescribed
medicines based on this. But due to factors such as
industrialization, the change from a
plant-based to an animal-based diet, the
popularity of prescription drugs like
antibiotics and the prominence of
television and fast-food culture in our
everyday lives, by the 1950s, “food had
lost its status as a healing agent and was
regarded strictly as fuel for the body.”
Nowadays, Americans are relearning the benefits of organically
grown whole foods, as health markets
become more popular and “alternatives”
in medicine become trusted and
accepted. My dad, who is a former
scientist, loves gardening but didn’t have time to dedicate
himself to it until he retired eight years ago. After our family
moved to Somis, a small town in Northern California
characterized by abundant nature, farms and orchards, he began
creating what is now a flourishing garden and avocado orchard
— all grown and sustained through organic methods. He grows
and tends daily to the numerous plants in our two acres —
many of which our family and friends eat!
JHL: What does organic gardening mean?
FKL: Organic gardening means that you grow plants without
using synthetic pesticides, fertilizers, fungicides, herbicides,
etc., and that you use compost to provide nutrients and mineral
supplements for the plants.
Why do you think it’s important to grow fruits and
vegetables organically?
Because the vegetables and fruits that are growing this way will
provide more nutrients and phytochemicals for our bodies,
which are good for our health, and they will not contain toxins
derived from pesticides and such, which could poison our body.
With good health, we will not be sick as often as [we] may be
otherwise.
Besides benefiting our health, organic gardening will
conserve and improve the soil environment, prevent erosion and
provide a healthy ecosystem for all living things. If the soil
fertility can be conserved or improved, then the productivity of
our agricultural land will be conserved. And the health of our
future generations will also [benefit].

LOUDmouth
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What does it mean to you to be able to share the food you
grow with family and friends?
I feel great to be able to produce some foods for the family to
enjoy and to let friends enjoy them as well. There is love put into
every one of the foods I grow. I feel fulfilled when I harvest them.
I think a common question most people would ask when
learning about organic gardening is what to use in place of
fertilizers, pesticides, fungicides and herbicides.
I use rabbit food, wheat bran, kelp meal and volcanic rock power
to provide nutrients for plants. I don’t use anything in place of
pesticides, fungicides and herbicides. Plants are like humans — if
they are healthy, they can defend themselves against various
disease-causing agents. Also, while it is known that plants can
defend themselves against pathogens,
many of those who are inexperienced with
organic gardening may not know that
healthy plants can also defend themselves
against insects.
Tell our readers how you compost. Also,
how does using compost contribute to
or better the foods you grow?
I use branches from trees and then chip
them. And then I add a little bit of good
compost and volcanic rock powder to the
woodchip pile to speed up the
composting and then turn over the pile
when needed. The compost pile should be three feet high and
wide, so that it can reach 130 degrees Fahrenheit or higher for at
least three days. And you have to turn over the pile a few times
in between days. When the pile is dry, such as in the summer
time, you need to wet the pile.
For kitchen scraps, such as vegetable leaves, fruit peels
and leaves from trees, you can make earthworm compost. You add
these things to the soil where there are already earthworms, and
pretty soon the earthworms will grow and reproduce in there. This
soil can be added on to any vegetable or fruits that you grow. In
this case, you want to keep this compost moist all the time,
because the earthworm likes it moist. I also buy earthworm
compost from commercial suppliers since I can’t make enough of
my own.
Using compost makes plants healthy and more nutritious,
and therefore more resistant to pathogens and insects, such as
aphids, mites, scale insects, whiteflies, etc. And you eat without
worry or fear of being poisoned by pesticides, etc.
And last, why do you choose gardening over some other
“hobby?”
Since retiring, I choose gardening probably because gardening is
so carefree, and I like nature, plants and the refreshing green.
For more of Jennifer’s loud mouth, e-mail her:
carryonover@hotmail.com. To discuss organic gardening or to exchange
gardening tips, you can e-mail Jen’s dad: fkl5562@yahoo.com.
Every item listed in the border of this piece is actually grown in the
garden.
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GROWING INTO A FARMER

GARDENING
tomatoes and basil — a delicious combo

By Andrea Godshalk

never fancied myself a farmer. It never seemed like an option. We
live in a culture that hides rather than honors farmers. But when
I graduated from college last spring, I made space for the little
voice in my heart that was whispering things my brain couldn’t
comprehend. It was no longer acceptable to get a pretty cool nonprofit job with good pay and benefits. I wanted to participate in the
transformation of the world, and there didn’t seem to be much time to
waste working on things that kind of change the world. So when I
didn’t get a job that my brain thought was sensible and my heart
thought was less than enough, I planted the rejection letter in the
bright night darkness of a full moon. I never anticipated I would grow
into a farmer, but it makes sense now — the way things usually do
when we look back on them.
When I first found myself in the soil of a student garden at
Colorado State University, I was there for my own healing. I was put
in charge of planting carrots. But even while planting those tiny seeds,
I doubted they would do anything. When those seeds turned into
beautiful carrots, I was hooked.
The next summer I was offered the opportunity to help start a
community-supported agriculture (CSA) project on campus. Here’s how
CSAs work: At the beginning of the season, people buy a share of the
season’s harvest, which entitles them to a portion of the crop each
week. Because people have investments in the crop the farmers don’t
lose everything if there is crop failure. This is an important protection
in the quickly conglomerating world of big-business farms. CSAs are
also good for the shareholders because they allow a closer connection
to the land and the pleasure of knowing who is growing their fairly
priced, local and often organic produce.
Guided by my changing relationship to food, I took the
opportunity to help create a CSA. As with most things we experience,
we are not the only ones experiencing them. The shareholders were
discovering food in new ways as well. So while babies were born, and
kids learned to walk, while the days stretched to their peak and then
relaxed again, we rediscovered food together. We shared recipes and
cooking tips, saw each other through food pick-ups and potlucks and
found community.
It has become very clear to me that we will change the world
only through our relationships with one another. I cannot directly
affect the corporate takeover of media, government and food, but I can
teach people about what I know about these things. I can make sure
that the people around me know what is happening in the world and
how it affects them and their family and the food they feed their
family.
Farming is long hours of hard work. And until last summer,
someone else had been doing that work to keep me alive. This is one
reason why there is misery in the world: Some people are doing the
work of keeping other people alive. Farming is the first job I’ve had
that I feel isn’t contradictory, somehow, to the creation of the world
that I want to live in. I feel blessed to know the taste of this.
Andrea (agodshalk@yahoo.com) is a scarf-wearing nomad of the falling
empire. She believes that urban gardens are a good start and that urban
gardens with murals and mosaics might actually save us.
Resources:
Web
www.csacenter.org
www.nal.usda.gov/afsic/csa
http://newfarm.org/farmlocator/index.php
Book
On Good Land: The Autobiography of an Urban Farm by Michael Ableman
(Raincoast Books, 1998)

Who? You!
What? Tomatoes. One tomato plant will yield 15 to 30 tomatoes,
depending on the type. The bigger the tomato, the fewer a plant will
produce. Generally, smaller tomatoes have more flavor. Early Girl is easy
to grow and yields a lot of medium-sized fruit.
Basil. The traditional Italian basil plant has wide, green,
flavorful leaves. Thai basil has smaller, purplish leaves that won’t get
as bushy and have a slight licorice flavor. Two to three Italian basil
plants will yield enough basil throughout the summer for one person.
Where? Plant in the sunniest spot available; tomatoes and basil like it
hot. For areas with less direct sun, plant against a wall to reflect
daytime heat.
When? Spring for harvest in late summer/early fall.
Why? Tomatoes and basil are two of the easiest crops to grow, and
complement each other both in the ground and on your plate.
Planting Tips:
• Seedlings are easier to grow than seeds and can be harvested
sooner. Organic seedlings are available in the spring from most
nurseries. Buy plants that look strong and have a good color
without many discolored leaves.
• Organic vegetable-planting mix and fertilizer is available at most
nurseries. You’ll get a higher yield if you regularly fertilize the
plants. Before planting, mix some fertilizer in with the soil.
Spread some around the drip line of the plants (the area under its
outermost leaves, not right around its main stalk) about once a
month before you water.
• Place tomatoes in the back and basil in the front to make sure all
plants get enough sun.
• Plant one tomato per 2 feet of space or one per container. Basil
can be planted closer together, so use one per small container, or
two per large container. There should be 6 to 8 inches between
the seedling and the container edge when the plant goes in the
ground.
• Containers should be light-colored, have drainage holes and be
deep enough for the roots to form (at least 1 1/2 feet). If you’re
planting in the ground, it’s best if the soil drains well.
• Tomatoes climb, so buy some wire tomato cages, sold cheaply at
gardening stores (one for each plant). Put them in as soon as you
plant your seedlings. The plant will grow up through the cage,
and the wire will support the vines. Tie up low-hanging vines, and
place a piece of wood or cardboard under low-lying fruit to
prevent rotting.
• Tomatoes need a lot of water as young plants, but after they
flower, water them only about once a month. They’re indigenous
to the Americas and are used to hot, dry soil, so they don’t mind
drying out. Basil plants need a lot of water throughout their lives.
Containers will need more water, so watch the condition of the
soil.
• Pinch off flowers that form when the tomato plants are small to
encourage the plant to grow hardy before fruiting. Keep doing
this until the plant looks strong and bushy. Always pinch off
flowers on basil plants; once it starts flowering, basil stops
producing new leaves.
• Tomatoes are ready to pick when they’re slightly soft to the touch
and come off the vine easily. Basil can be harvested by leaf as
needed. Nothing smells quite as good as basil fresh off the plant!
—Honey B. Temple
LOUDmouth

10

M

y mother had a routine on Saturday mornings. I would hear
her rummaging through the kitchen as the roosters sang
their morning song. On a good day, the smell of eggs and
bacon would fill the house; on other days, it was cold cereal and some
toast. But either way, coffee from the red-topped bottle was always in
the air, and Saturdays always started with a loud “¡VENGAN A COMER!”
One morning, my mother let me have a sip from her mug. She
smiled at me approvingly and patted my head. To this day, I don’t know
what was better, the taste of the coffee or sharing that moment with
my mother. Soon after, I learned how to make the morning coffee. I
learned exactly how much coffee she liked, one teaspoon, and how
much sugar, two teaspoons. I learned to add just enough milk to turn
it a light brown. Making my mother’s coffee made me a good daughter.
As I grew up, things changed. We fell distant. I stopped making
her coffee, and she stopped smiling at me. I moved out of the house
before I should have, thinking I would be happily married. I ended up
divorced before my 21st birthday. One day I was particularly upset
about the divorce. I didn’t know who to talk to, who to go to, and I
thought of my mother. Maybe it was her independence that lured me
back. I needed her strength, her resiliency.
Arriving at my family’s house, I must have stood outside her
door for a good 10 minutes doing nothing. I didn’t realize I had been
crying. My father saw me and let me in, and without saying a word, my
mother put the same old coffee pot on the stove. She went to the
cupboard and pulled out three cups. She filled them with coffee from
the red-topped bottle, one teaspoon, followed by sugar, two
teaspoons. She brought out the milk and poured just the right amount
in each. The smell filled the kitchen like a time I could remember. She
smiled as she handed my father and me a cup.
“Así te gusta, ¿no?” she asked me.
“Sí mamí, así me gusta,” I replied.
Like so many years before, at that moment, I didn’t know what
was better, the warm coffee in my cold hands or sharing that moment
with my mother.
—Wendy Carrillo

G

rowing up, I was extremely close to my grandmother. She was
a tough woman who worked hard to care for her husband and
four children. At her side, I learned first hand that “women’s
work” was honorable work and that much of it centered around the
growing, storing and preparing of food. Much of my childhood was
spent in her kitchen, the gathering place for the Packebush clan. Every
weekend would find the men drinking coffee and sipping whisky while
the women prepared the food for the poker games that would take
place later in the evening amid thick cigarette smoke and whining
children. My grandma broke the rules by not only preparing the food
but also chain smoking and beating the men at their own game.
My childhood memories are filled with thick ham, mashed
potatoes with salty gravy, apple pie made from apples that we picked
that morning, turtle soup from a can, endless concoctions of Jell-o
salad, pork chops and hearty pot roasts. Food was very important to
my grandma. She grew up during the Depression and spent her early
married life as a sharecropper in Iowa. She told story after story of
having nothing to eat but fried bologna and vegetables from the field.
LOUDmouth
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When I was 29 I became a vegan. Grandma couldn’t understand
this. She was afraid I had an eating disorder. Meat represented health
and wealth to her. She had fought so many years just to put meat on
the table that the idea of voluntarily going without was unfathomable
and unhealthy. After several months she realized that I was not going
to die of malnutrition and that I was serious about this, so to show her
support, she went to Costco and bought me a case of canned chicken.
I then had to explain that chicken was meat. In her eyes, meat came
only from cows.
One day Grandma excitedly invited my children and me over for
an authentic vegan meal. When we arrived we were greeted with the
most delicious odors. I was thrilled. She then proceeded to tell us all
about the “vegan” pork chops that she had made. Knowing we didn’t
drink “real” milk, Grandma had prepared gravy with cream-of-mushroom
soup and canned milk to accompany the very real pork chops. She was
beaming. (I had failed to mention to her that pork was also meat.) My
kids looked at me in bewilderment and whispered, “What should we
do?”
“Enjoy your meal,” I replied.
That might have been the best vegan meal that I have ever
eaten.
—Nina Packebush

W

hen I was 15 I became a vegetarian, partly because my
girlfriend at the time was Buddhist, partly because it
aided my burgeoning anorexic tendencies and partly
because meat just grossed me out. My mother would serve chicken for
dinner sometimes, and I remember feeling traumatized when my dad
jokingly clucked like a chicken at the dinner table. The combination of
my dad’s chicken imitations and the grotesque visual of chicken-fatskin oozing in the glass casserole dish really turned me off of meat.
Now I can see that becoming a vegetarian and a pseudoanorexic at the age of 15 had even more meaning for me. You could
almost say that these changes in my diet helped me “take control,”
separating myself from my family, society and even my controlling
girlfriend. I rejected the way that my parents ate. I didn’t have to be
obese like my dad or fat like my mom. (It sounds awful, but that was
the way I thought at the time.) It is a typical psychoanalysis of the
anorexic to say that the cause of her — and I say her not because
anorexia doesn’t impact males, but because the majority of those who
are anorexic are female — sickness is due to her lack of control of her
life, that her self-imposed extreme restrictions on her diet represents
her attempt to take control of her life, but in my case and in many
other people’s cases, I think that that analysis is valid.
Of course, fashion magazines, anorexic mothers or sisters and
the 90210/Saved By the Bell complex also play a part in the creation
of a young woman’s self-destructive mindset. There becomes a constant
need for her to measure her body against models, celebrities and her
peers. She believes the lies. She believes that she has to look like
“them,” skinny, pretty, fat-free, no pudge, in order to deserve love and
affection, in order to achieve a feeling of self-worth. Nowadays I much
prefer the raw-vegan, gluten-free version of anorexia (chuckle, chuckle)
along with the occasional burrito and Elaine’s vegan chocolate
cupcake, although I try to focus much more on my well-being than on
the way I look.
—Violent Vickie

W

hen I was growing up, food was something to be enjoyed,
not to feel guilty about. Mom wasn’t too concerned about
carbs or fat grams. She had a child to feed. I grew up
eating chicken and rice, plantains, white rice drenched in black beans,
natilla and a cool concoction of batido de mamey. I wasn’t about to
feel guilty about enjoying all this food made from the heart. I ate until
I was full, not “oh-my-god-I’m-gonna-explode.” There was no such
thing as small portions. The women around me were all built thick and
made food a vital part of life that should be savored, rather than being
a source of embarrassment.
When my mother began working, I discovered fast food. My 10year-old mind couldn’t believe that such a luxury existed. You order,
and your food magically appears. It wasn’t as tasty as mom’s lechón,
but hey, it was right in front of me. While I was eating these magical
meals in front of the television, print ads and commercials of superthin women with long flowing hair, clear skin and to-die-for bodies
would appear. The models weren’t gorging on Big Macs and fries or
relishing my mother’s beefsteak with rice and beans. Out of nowhere,
I decided that I needed to look like one of these goddesses.
In my mind, Los Angeles (read: American) women ate small,
healthy and tasteless portions. I don’t know why, but I thought this
was a good idea. My mother, however, was not amused. Suddenly her
little girl wouldn’t eat what seemed like a mountain of food placed
before her. The fragrant seasonings of the ground beef would tease me,
begging me to take a bite.
I went through the regular teenage ordeal of food and my
weight — failed dieting, not enough exercising and an eating disorder
that I conquered. As a girl, you get tons of messages about what you’re
supposed to be and want. You’re never encouraged to be a better
person. You’re told only to fit into a mold to be readily accepted. I’ve
been playing that game for years. I’m a Cuban American girl trying to
assimilate into a frenzied food war between eating “well” and eating
to my satisfaction. Like rapper Missy Elliot said, “I’m under
construction and working through it.” But trust me when I say a plate
of arroz con pollo won’t get past me.
—Mary Montoro

Freckles, Foffee and the Baha Men

W

hen my daughter was two, I unwittingly introduced her to
one of my vices — caffeine. It’s not often that a mother
can openly share a vice with her child, and as I’ve
discovered, it brings an unexpected benefit. A daily cup of coffee is
what gives me quality time with my child.
For my daughter, the joy of caffeine began at age two. My job
required an hour’s commute, so I was rarely without my travel mug.
One day, as I drove home from daycare, she began to shriek, “Foffee!”
“Foffee,” I thought. “What does that mean?” After I figured it
out, I passed her my coffee. In the rearview mirror, I watched her take
a couple sips and grin. She smacked her lips and started singing, “Who
let the dogs out? Woof! Woof!” Who let the dogs out, indeed. That sip
was just the beginning.
The fact that she liked coffee made my life easier. At the park,
I didn’t always need a drink for her. “Can I have a sip of your hot
latte?” solved the problem of trying to hold my drink and her sippy cup
while trying to push her swing.

When your child drinks coffee in public, people comment. A
flight attendant voices disapproval when my daughter chooses coffee
over juice. A woman giving her sons Pepsi and donuts for breakfast
warns me against too much caffeine. What these people miss is what
my daughter is learning about the connection between food and
sociability.
There’s a simple reason I don’t discourage my daughter’s
enjoyment of coffee. When she asks for coffee, it’s also an invitation
to talk. Although she’s only a first-grader, she knows that coffee, like
conversation, should be savored. While we sip, I hear about the things
that are important to her. What happened at the snack table? Who
pushed her on the playground? She also asks for advice. What should
she do when she’s teased about her freckles? I answer her questions
the best I can, but admit that based on my own childhood, I’m not
sure how to prevent being teased about freckles. I tell her that since
she doesn’t have red hair, at least she doesn’t have to worry about
being called Carrot Top.
One morning, as a treat, I make her hot chocolate at breakfast.
“Mom,” she says, “I’d just rather have coffee.”
—Margaret Foley

I

n my home, we ate dinner at 4 p.m. every night. Since there were
four children, and my mother liked to cook in bulk anyway, there
was always a lot of food. My mom would use a measuring cup to
dole out soups, stews, chili or other liquidy, one-bowl meals. Not all
meals were of the one-dish variety but to me those were the most
memorable and bonding. These meals with my mother and sister were
one of the few chances we had to connect. The food was our glue.
When I was in college, food became something dangerous.
Puberty and my teenage years brought curves and awkwardness, so my
penchant for anything chocolate or fried had to be contained. My
appetite for such foods was like a beast within me with the obvious
goal of making me fat, ridiculed or rejected by my peers. Since my
earlier years were without specific boundaries, I was at a loss. I started
to measure my food. A little brown rice, a little steamed broccoli, a bit
of roasted chicken. Shades of mom and the measuring cup, but the
measuring cup was something different now. My power and ability to
control my intake of food became a ritual and a display of my strength
to overcome temptation, desire and my appetite. Food took on a
different meaning. It had less to do with nourishment and more to do
with self-control. How would what I ate make me look? How would
others judge me? I looked around at other women my age to determine
how I needed to appear in order to be accepted. My body betrayed me
by storing fat and leaving me undesirable. It seemed like something
separate and alien.
It has taken considerable time and effort, but I have been able
to transcend my need to contain my body through rituals around food.
I have taught my children to eat when they are hungry and value the
pleasure that eating and their bodies provide. I sometimes wonder if
my kids would do better with formality around mealtime, though I
don’t know that it did much for me. We have picnics of pizza (too
often!) on the living-room floor. Oh, and chicken nuggets while
watching Spongebob Squarepants. I guess those are rituals in
themselves. And ones we truly embrace.
—Regina Walker
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By Daria Teruko Yudacufski

ithin western markets, “ethnic” food
consumption is often linked to larger
cultural consumption. For example,
it is common for people to correlate eating at,
say, El Cholo Mexican restaurant, with having an
authentic experience of Mexican culture even
though it is highly Americanized. In the tradition
of Orientalism (i.e., the imperialist representation
of all things Asian), many Asian-inspired foodindustry ventures market themselves by
appropriating and exoticizing Asian culture.
Oftentimes the customer’s experience is informed
by dominant representations of Asian women. The
following Los Angeles-based restaurants and
catering company provide an example of this
through their use of the subservient and sexualized Asian-female
stereotype.
Geisha House, a “modern Japanese restaurant, sushi bar and
sake lounge” in Hollywood known for its hip, sexy style and its
celebrity backing and clientele, says a lot with its name alone. The
restaurant brands itself with the image of the geisha girl, the
intriguing and exotic Japanese woman whose role is to please, serve
and entertain men. Based on an exoticized perspective of Japanese
culture and the association of geishas with prostitution, the consumer
knows that an experience at this restaurant is not just about food; it’s
about sex. The exterior of Geisha House consists of solid walls and a
grid of pink neon lights — a modern twist on the red-light district. You
can’t see inside the restaurant, suggesting the mystery and secrecy of
the adult-only activities that lie within. The interior design
incorporates lush kimono fabrics and large, colorful images of geisha
face and body parts — fragments of Asian women. But if the name and
design aren’t enough, the restaurant emphasizes its exotic and
sexualized image through the description on its website:
GEISHA HOUSE provides a sexy dining experience that titillates
the senses, beginning with the palate and continuing from
there…
While most sushi restaurants tend to ignore or hide from Japan’s
rich sexual history, GEISHA HOUSE embraces it.
A combination of five star sushi restaurant set in the atmosphere
of a surreal high class brothel, the goal of GEISHA HOUSE is to
make the client climax.
GEISHA HOUSE provides the bite, the music and the intoxicating
tones necessary to create sensuality through taste, touch, smell
and complete stimulation.
-Full Release
If all you want is a California roll, you’re at the wrong sushi
restaurant.
Geisha girls, seared albacore, Sake-Infused Martinis,
Kamasutra… all lead to one thing… a happy ending
This is sex…
This is GEISHA HOUSE
The description places geisha girls, albacore tuna and the Kama Sutra
(um, that’s from India by the way) all in one sentence, emphasizing
the relationship between the consumption of food and the
consumption of sex, Asian culture and Asian women.
At Chan Dara, a Thai restaurant with several Southern California
locations, it’s the women who work there, not the food, that serve as
the restaurant’s primary attraction. For years Chan Dara has been
known as the place to go for sexy Asian waitresses, noted in many of
LOUDmouth
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the restaurant’s reviews. The first sentence in the LA.com “lowdown”
on Chan Dara states that, “For Asia-philes, the waitstaff … will be eye
candy enough for you to give your Crouching Tiger, Hidden Dragon DVD
a rest.” The current review in the Zagat guide says the “‘hip crowd’ that
frequents this ‘sexy’ Siamese outfit lauds the ‘cover-girl waitresses’ —
they’re as ‘hot as the spicy noodles’… .” And according to
losangeles.citysearch.com, “Film-worthy waitresses serve Thai favorites
to an in-the-know crowd.” Additionally, nine out of 14 user reviews on
Citysearch refer in some way to the “beautiful waitresses,” although
two were actually complaints that the waitresses did not fulfill their
hopes and expectations. Clearly, many of the customers who go to this
restaurant want to consume more than Pad Thai.
Another “Asian” favorite is the fortune cookie. Although it’s
found in most Chinese restaurants, the fortune cookie is actually a
Japanese American invention developed in California in 1914. While
there are debates regarding its exact origins, it is believed that the
cookie was invented by Makoto Hagiwara for use at the Japanese Tea
Garden in San Francisco. The treat was made sweet in order to appease
the American appetite for dessert. Filmmaker and writer Fatimah
Tobing Rony proposed that the fortune cookie, with its yellow color
and smooth texture, was a symbol of the Asian body. She suggested
that breaking open and into a fortune cookie reflected western
domination of Asian people and culture.
Currently, there is another practice that more literally
represents the domination of the Asian body. Made popular by Gary
Arabia of Global Cuisine catering in West Hollywood, body sushi is a
trend in which sushi is served off the body of an essentially naked
woman. Arabia hires a female model to lay face up on a table for up to
three hours. Her nipples and genitals are covered by flower petals and
the sushi sits on ti leaves placed on her torso and thighs. Throughout
the three-hour period, the model must lie flat and still while she fulfills
the role of sushi platter. Guests, who are charged approximately $700
each, may take their sushi directly from the model’s body. While this is
obviously an objectifying and exoticizing practice, it also reflects a
complete control over and dehumanization of Asian women.
From Geisha House to body sushi, racial and sexual politics are
hard at work in the food and restaurant industry. By capitalizing off of
cultural stereotypes, restaurants often impact people’s perceptions and
experiences of different ethnicities and cultures. Yet going out to eat
is rarely about an authentic ethnic experience. So next time you feel
like going out for something “exotic,” forget about authenticity, and
remember that you are probably going to consume a lot more than
food.
Daria’s favorite restaurant is Ita Cho, where she loves to get the lotus root.
Invite her out for some: dyudacufski@gmail.com.

a look at the work of author and long-time activist carol adams

H

By Lora Paelicke

aving recently read The Pornography
of Meat, I interviewed the book’s
author, Carol J. Adams. Adams has
been an antiviolence activist since the
1970s. After receiving her master of divinity
degree from Yale University in 1976, she and
her partner started a domestic-violence
hotline. Additionally, she has published close
to 100 articles in journals, books and
magazines on the issues of vegetarianism
and veganism, animal advocacy, domestic
violence and sexual abuse.
Informed by an ecofeminist analysis
that sees all violence as connected, Adams’
work links sexism, racism and speciesism.
Drawing parallels between male dominance
and the exploitation of animals, Adams
asserts that men are socialized into thinking
that eating steak makes them strong, virile,
masculine and dominant, while women’s
magazines tell women that men need two
things to keep them happy: “great steak and
great sex.” And with a twinge of irony, she
points out that the cholesterol in meat can
cause impotence.
Adams holds speaking engagements
at college campuses across the country,
showing her slideshow, The Sexual Politics of
Meat, which is based on her book of the same
title. The slideshow features media images
portraying animals as sexualized and women
as animalistic. Over the years, people have
sent Adams hundreds of such photos and
illustrations to add to her collection. The
Pornography of Meat features many of these
pictures. In the book, Adams writes,
“Showing women with nonhumans or
showing them as animals is one way to
convey that women are animal-like, less than
human, unruly, needing to be controlled.”
Other examples cited by Adams are putting
women in positions of subservience and
implying bestiality. While advertisements
only imply, Adams, who is critical of the porn
industry, notes that these scenarios are
sometimes played out in pornography.
Adams argues that these types of
scenarios degrade both women and animals
and make it easier to justify violence against
them. Connecting this to the consumption of
meat and factory-farming practices, she
discusses the tendency to “keep our meat
separated from any idea that she or he was
once an animal who was butchered, to keep

the reverence, that the sacredness of
consciousness deserves.”
Lora is studying nutritional science at CSULA to
become a registered dietitian, is active in
feminist causes and would like to get more
involved in animal rights.
For more on Carol Adams’ work:
http://www.triroc.com/caroladams.

VEGETARIANISM
socially and environmentally sound

An advertisement for a restaurant in New York City that
was reprinted on the cover of The Pornography of Meat

something (like hamburger) from being seen
as having been someone (a cow, a lamb, a
once-alive being, a subject).” She argues
that making animals “female” in advertising
and other media images also serves to
normalize violence against both groups.
According to Adams, even the
advertising of animal-friendly groups
deserves scrutiny. In particular, Adams is
opposed to the use of naked women and
Playboy models in some PETA (People for the
Ethical Treatment of Animals) ad campaigns.
Asked if she thought her criticisms toward
PETA have made the organization rethink its
advertising, Adams stated that “PETA
recognizes the shock value of their ads, and
they measure their success by the media
attention they receive.” Part of why Adams is
disappointed with these campaigns is that
she does not believe “that you can free
animals under sexism — the idea of freeing
animals without dealing with women’s
oppression does not work.”
She argues that the treatment of
animals is a feminist issue: “Women,
ourselves victims of objectification and
exploitation, must not abandon other victims
of such treatment in our rush to be accepted
as ‘persons’ entitled to equal rights. Animals,
like women, often objectified as ‘other,’ are
subjects worthy of the care, the respect, even

Number of animals killed yearly for human
consumption: 7 billion
Number of people the grain used to feed
livestock in the United States could feed:
600,000,000
Proportion more protein per acre yielded by
plants versus animals: 10 times
Percentage of U.S. topsoil loss directly
associated with raising livestock: 85
Acres of U.S. forest cleared to create
cropland to produce a meat-centered diet:
260 million
Water needed to produce one pound of
wheat: 25 gallons
Water needed to produce one pound of
meat: 2,500 gallons
Length of time world’s petroleum reserves
would last if all human beings ate a meatcentered diet: 13 years
Length of time world’s petroleum reserves
would last if all human beings ate a
vegetarian diet: 260 years
Percentage of methane emissions resulting
from animal farming: 25 (low estimate)
oh, yeah, and it’s good for you!

Research suggests that vegetarian diets are
effective in preventing, treating and even
reversing heart disease and in reducing
one’s risk for cancer. Other health
conditions, including diabetes, obesity,
gallstones and kidney stones, are less
common among vegetarians than among
those who eat meat.
—Information compiled from various
Internet sources, many of which cite John
Robbins’ book Diet for a New America. (CP)
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By Christine Petit

ccording to activist scholar Amory Starr, she was politicized
pretty late in life. She was 20. As an urban-studies graduate
student, Starr was turned on to activism through anti-racist,
anti-colonialist neighborhood organizing. While continuing her
activism, Starr went on to earn a Ph.D. in sociology. She currently
teaches at Chapman University in Orange, Calif., and at Colorado State
University. Her books include Naming the Enemy: Anti-corporate
Movements Confront Globalization (2000) and Global Revolt: Guidebook
to Alterglobalization (2005).
While most of Starr’s work is not specifically food-focused, the
implications of corporate globalization for food and farmers often come
through. This Is What Free Trade Looks Like, a documentary written and
directed by Starr, for example, highlights the impacts free trade has on
several stakeholders, including farmers impacted negatively by World
Trade Organization policies and agriculture subsidies. Starr also
stewards a small permaculture in Colorado and has helped students in
the same state protect a campus vegetable garden from institutional
attempts to get rid of it, participated in activism around biotech and
trade and worked on a research project that helped Colorado farmers
direct-market to local restaurants.
Her most recent food-related social-justice activism has been in
solidarity with the South Central Farmers in Los Angeles (see page 28).
The last time I saw Starr she had just finished a talk on the policing
of social movements and went on to encourage people to get involved
with the SCF struggle. Discussing the farmers’ seemingly impending
eviction from the 14-acre farm they have been tending since just after
the L.A. uprising in 1992, Starr spoke with a passion that is often
lacking in academia. She and students have participated in events at
the farm and have protested at the office of Ralph Horowitz, the
developer seeking control of the land.
Wanting to explore further the ways in which food and social
justice are connected, I recently caught up with Starr over e-mail.

Starr at the farmers’ market
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CP: I remember you gave a talk at UCR during my first month or so
as a grad student. Your presentation didn’t count for our
colloquium requirement because it wasn’t considered “sociological
research” by some in the department, but I left that talk feeling
inspired by your ability to combine activism and your work as a
sociologist …
AS: Thank you! I became a sociologist as a way to express my activism.
I think that’s true for a lot of people actually, but it’s quite difficult to
do! Some things that have helped me are promising myself that I
would never think of research or teaching as activism. I’m sorry. It’s
just not enough. This world is in bad shape. That’s not enough.
Teaching/research jobs pay the bills: The real work is what I do in the
precious “flex time” that this profession and a few others offer.
(Activists need to look for jobs that may not pay them to do the work
they want to do, but that do leave them the time and energy to do it!)
Second, I’m really disciplined with myself about accountability and
democracy. I check myself A LOT about ego, elitism, dialogue, honoring
the voices of the people who really know. In reality, I have managed
to achieve a high degree of integration between teaching, research
and action. That’s partly my personality too. I know a lot of good
activist scholars who don’t want that. I think that’s OK, as long as you
don’t make excuses for stopping activism. I get really mad at people
who use raising their kids as an excuse. I want to say, “You’re going to
wait and not do anything and then let them clean up this mess in
another 20 years?” I think it’s cruel, actually, to do that to their kids.
But I guess it’s none of my business.
How do you think food issues are connected to a larger social
justice and/or feminist agenda?
I think food is the connecting issue between our personal lives
(health, happiness, security), social-justice issues (everyone should
have healthy, culturally appropriate, fresh food), economic issues
(corporations are trying to take over the food supply from seed to
table, destroying farmers, small processors, safety and quality of food)
and ecological issues (the top agenda item for a sustainable system
is to reduce transport distance, so we need our local farms). The
cutting edge of the organic movement is NOT happening at Whole
Foods, and it’s not about rich yuppies getting their bodies pure. It’s in
urban communities of color who are asserting the right to “communityfood security,” which is an amazing movement in this country. See
www.foodsecurity.org.
Yeah, food security is definitely connected to issues of social
justice on many levels — racism, poverty, sexism … . I’ve read that
women and female-headed households in particular are especially
susceptible to food insecurity. What other connections do you see
between food and gender?
I think it’s very complicated and sad that people don’t cook anymore.
I think it’s sad that post-feminist women have lost interest in it, partly
because they see it as a degraded “homemaker” job and partly because
they have decided (arbitrarily) that other things are more satisfying.
These amazing culinary traditions, community traditions,
intergenerational traditions are being lost, and no one cares. It’s
internalized sexism, on one hand, and cultural haste on the other
hand, both in the guise of feminism. One of the most important books
I’ve ever read is The Subsistence Perspective by Maria Mies and Veronika

Bennholdt-Thomsen. For years they have been taking on this notion
that producing anything is anti-feminist. It’s a powerful book. Wendell
Berry was writing about this same thing years ago, about how the
American culture has contempt for the land and for work, and how
dangerous that is to our culture and psyche (and economy!).
So it sounds like these sorts of things may’ve prompted you to
develop the Political Economy of Food course that you teach. How
did that end up coming about and what issues does it cover?
One day my dear colleague Tony Samara and I both had this idea
separately, and when we ran into each other we were so excited. We
wanted to teach political economy to our undergraduate friends who
were concerned about justice but felt disempowered in discussing
economics. We both had the idea in the same day to trace the
production and distribution of food because everyone would be
interested in that. It worked! We started
out teaching the course in our living room
because the university wouldn’t pay us or
give us a room. [The course is now fully
supported by both universities.] We first
taught it in 1996, and I’ve taught it once
a year since then. We still have a meal at
every course session, and the course really
builds community. There are many alumni
of the course who are now doing
progressive food work.
[The course is] heavily focused on
Global South issues. We study production
— industrial, biotech, “organic” and other
alternative methods. We study distribution
issues, including hunger, debt, free trade
and alternative economic systems. Then
we study food culture a little bit and how
it’s affected by colonialism, by horizontal
and vertical integration of the food
industry ...

self-restriction was messing us up. You know if what you want is rich
chocolate cake, you can eat 2 gallons of nonfat chocolate frozen
yogurt and not be satisfied. If you go find a good $4 slice of cake, you
don’t need 3 pounds of it. You may not be able to finish one slice, but
it will satisfy you.
We started living by one very strict rule: eat what you want.
That means don’t eat one bite after you don’t want anymore. You do
NOT need to finish your meal. (That’s what the refrigerator is for.
Really, it’ll be there later.) Don’t eat because someone put it in front
of you, or because it “looks good,” or because it’s “time” to eat. This
takes a lot of discipline. I ate Dreyer’s rocky-road ice cream for about
two months, breakfast lunch and dinner. I lost 20 pounds. After that
period, which broke [me] of the crazy scarcity mentality, I started
craving normal things too, like arugula and garbanzo beans. Later I
found out that Geneen Roth had written some books about this way of
recovering from anorexia.
That’s great that the two of you were
able to come to that and to recover
together. What does your relationship
with food look like these days?
Well, I call the farmers’ market my
church. I’m devout. I go like three times
a week. I try to give as much of my food
budget as possible directly to farmers
and to other artisanal producers. I buy
more than I can eat and cook for
anybody I can get my hands on. The
worms get the rest.
It’s a myth that organic food is
more expensive. I think organic
processed food is probably more
expensive than its counterpart, but I
don’t buy that stuff. I mostly eat kale,
collard greens, dandelions, swiss chard.
A bunch a day. They cost about $1.50
each. That adds up to … what? $11 a
week? I only buy tomatoes when they’re
in season. $2.50 a pound seems like a
lot, but they are so full of flavor and
nutrients when they are in season. I read
an interview with a farmer who charges
like $3.50 a dozen for his eggs. He said,
“Well, yes, they’re expensive. You can pay
me, or you can pay your doctor.”

Wow. We could go in a lot of directions
with this. But since there’s a lot of talk
about organic food, why’d you put
“organic” in quotes?
Well, you know that something like 80 The first batch of apples ripen in Starr’s backyard. She says, “The
percent of “organic” produce is owned by backyard was totally bare when I bought the house. Now it is protected
Dole, which is still using DDT on bananas and abundant. You can hardly see the house from the middle of the yard!
[and] beating up workers all over Latin Everything planted there is edible.”
America. You have to check out this very
That’s a lot of produce. Do you eat meat? Fish?
depressing chart: www.certifiedorganic.bc.ca/rcbtoa/services/corporatePeople think of fish as the “clean” meat to eat, but environmentally
ownership.html. And that’s only for the processed food! What happened
it’s really the rape of the ocean. It’s almost totally unregulated. The
is [that] this beautiful grassroots movement built by farmers and moms
waste and ecological damage is incredible. I see sushi [in its
and environmentalists to create a space for organic food has been
U.S./western context] as a very elitist food — it’s skimming the top
turned into a major growth industry, so the food corps want in, of
from this disgusting, destructive industry and presenting it as if it’s so
course. Way too many of the pioneers of this movement succumbed to
fine and elegant and sophisticated. Very colonial mentality.
the fantasy of power and money and believed that the big guys would
I eat farm-raised meat. Farmers have had thousands of years to
maintain their values. They let it slip. They sold their farms and
learn animal husbandry and to manage farms ecologically. That system
companies. The result is that the meaning of organic is being
is sustainable. Another reason to eat meat is that it’s very hard for
undermined, in so many ways. Soil health has been abandoned.
small farms to make it economically or ecologically just on vegetables.
Sustainability, in general, is totally irrelevant to what we call
Without animals they have to import nutrients for the soil. Animals
“organic.” Fresh and unprocessed food is no longer part of the
also bring the farmer some products with a more stable price and
framework. Animal husbandry has been abandoned. Farmers and social
higher profit margin. You can only charge so much for a vegetable, and
justice is gone, along with a lot of other scientific details that there
it takes a lot of work to grow it. Animals grow lots more mass per unit
has been a lot of public debate on. So the federal certification for
of labor. They output nutrients instead of uptaking them. Then they
organic may mean that it’s free of synthetic pesticides, but it bears
walk themselves off the farm when the farmer is ready to harvest,
little resemblance to the kinds of farmers and ecologists who built the
bringing a big price that helps to stabilize the farm economy.
movement.
Have you always been interested in food and food politics, or is it
something you came to … ?
Part of why food is important to me is that it was one of the things
that helped me to recover from anorexia. My friend Rachel and I had
this wild idea that we should just eat what we wanted — that all the

You must cook a lot, buying all this fresh food …
I cook very, very simply. I cook almost all of my meals, and I rarely
spend more than 20 minutes doing it. Takeout takes longer! I like to
cook alone for myself. A lot of people say they can’t do that, but I
think it’s very basic, to care for yourself. We’re so colonized by this
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idea of romance and the nuclear family that we only want to do work
if it’s in a selfless serving kind of way, but there’s another form of joy
in doing those things for yourself, to give your body something
delicious, in a gentle way. To select it, touch it, smell it, stir it. I think
the most powerful form of deep psychic healing is to follow your
intuition. And food and cooking is the easiest way to start doing that.
You have to start asking yourself what you really want. In order to find
out what we really want in any regard — career, relationship, lunch —
we have to break the programming about what we are told will taste
good and be satisfying. Well, we might as well get started on that.
The farmers’ market is a great place to coax your intuition out.
What appeals to your eye? To your hand? What colors, sizes, shapes
feel comforting or happy? What are you drawn to? My whole nutritional
principle is that if it appeals to you, your body probably needs it, but
you really have to learn to trust yourself. I figure when I crave ice
cream for a few weeks straight, I’m needing something in dairy. I find
that only happens every few months; the rest of the time I don’t even
think about ice cream.
Also, you can let the farmers guide you in experimenting with
new flavors. Ask them what is their favorite thing right now. I have one
farmer I buy my fruit from, and every week I just say, “What should I
buy?” and he tells me what is best. Last week he made me buy
grapefruit, which is something I don’t eat much. So then I had this
pile of grapefruit, and on a whim I grabbed this little hand juicer and
squeezed one grapefruit into a glass. What a revelation! So simple and
so good.
I really think cooking and the kitchen can be very simple. And
when you use fresh food from the market the flavor is exponentially
better than anything else. It’s going to be good whatever you do to it!
What about someone who knows nothing about cooking, wouldn’t
even know where to begin … ?
My favorite cookbooks are from the River Café in London. I like it
because many of the recipes have only four ingredients; some don’t
even have quantities at all. It’s about a simple assembly of flavors,
prepared straightforwardly without a lot of steps. I have really good
knives, big wood cutting boards, cast-iron skillets. That’s about all you
need. I’ve eliminated all my kitchen gadgets. I hated cleaning them,
and so I would avoid using them. My dance partner just bought me a
big rock for Christmas — a mortar and pestle! Now I have one gadget
again, but using it is like meditation. It feels so old to use it, like
stepping out of time.
So no hot-dog-cooker/bun-warmer combo for your kitchen?
I saw those in an airplane magazine. I was stunned. Who has that
much counterspace that they can give it up for just one food?

HUNGRY FOR MORE

robyn mcgee on the role
of family, media and school

I

By Jackie Joice

nspired by her book Hungry for More: A Keeping-It-Real Guide for
Black Women on Weight and Body Image (Seal Press), I recently
interviewed writer Robyn McGee. Dedicated to McGee’s sister who
died within days of receiving gastric-bypass surgery, Hungry for More
explores issues of weight and health by placing them within the larger
context of society and popular culture and encourages readers to live
healthfully.
JJ: Tell me about your sister Cathy. What was her relationship to
food, and how do you think she perceived herself?
RM: As I wrote in Hungry for More, Cathy was a diva. Pink manicures
and diamonds. I think Cathy over-ate because of undiagnosed
depression, which I believe is the case for many black women. People
think black women are so strong that we can handle any and
everything, but that is not true. We are taught to take care of others
and not how to take care of ourselves. It is important [that] we all take
an inner journey to discover the places we hurt and then go to
professionals and others who can help us to heal.
What effect do you think the media has on Americans’ perceptions
of food?
The media’s greatest influence is on how women view themselves. MTV,
BET, movies, magazines, they all depict the ideal woman as tall,
slender, light-skinned, long hair, perfect white teeth. There is an ad
campaign now for Dove soap that shows a variety of women with some
meat on their bones, and that has caused an uproar. One male
journalist called the ad campaign “obscene.” It’s laughable. We need to
teach our young girls that not everyone can be a size 5. Teach young
men and women that there is beauty in diversity. And most important
we need to teach our young people that being healthy in mind, body
and spirit is really what’s beautiful.
In Hungry for More you write about the work of Tracie Thomas. Can
you talk a little about that?
Until recently the cafeterias at schools have served lots of fattening,
empty-calorie foods. But that’s changing. Tracie Thomas introduced
salad bars into all the schools in Compton Unified and works with local
farmers’ markets to have fresh fruits and vegetables available. Thomas’
long-range goal is to have salad bars in every school across the U.S.
She believes this is a great way to introduce good nutrition to young
people.

I know! But seriously, as you said earlier, food really is a
connecting issue — from issues of community access to safe and
healthy food to personal well-being …
It’s weird, when I think about my village, a lot of the places I go and
the people I know are food artisans or people who market food. I am
so grateful to good bread bakers and cheese makers — and the
farmers, of course. I don’t mind paying a lot for those things. In the
United States, generally we don’t pay enough for food. People think
food should be “cheap,” which of course ruins farmers. Our farmers
haven’t gotten a raise for decades. This is misplaced priorities. Good
food is much more important to our health and happiness and the
maintenance of our communities and culture than Tivo and big-screen
TVs, but people don’t want to pay for food. They’re proud to pay for
technology and electronics! But the TV makes them feel bad about
themselves and isolates them from other people and nature. What
makes us feel connected and empowered? Cooking for each other ...

What do you hope women get from reading this book?
As I say in the book, it is important to take stock of who we really are
and how we really feel about our place in the world. That can be a
painful process. Perhaps there are issues like sexual abuse or neglect
we suffered as children, and we use food to smother those negative
feelings. We should support our family members and friends as they
walk the path to self-awareness instead of judging and sweating them
for being overweight. I agree with whomever said “shame never
liberated a single spirit.”

Christine is looking forward to having more time to devote to eating when her
stint as LOUDmouth’s editor in chief is over. Keep in touch:
activistgrrrl@aol.com.

Jackie (jackiejoice@yahoo.com) is currently revising her novel The Whites of
Their Eyes, a thriller/romance, and maintains a food blog called The Culinary
Coquette (www.theculinarycoquette.blogspot.com).

For more on Starr’s work, check out her website: www.trabal.org.

Check out Robyn’s website: www.robynwrites.com
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Text and photos by Irina Contreras

y stroll began with a simple curiosity involving thirst, the
never-ending quest for food and the derive. The derive, a
term that was frequently used by the Situationist
International, literally translates to drifting. During a drift, one is
supposed to forego all preconceived notions of where one is going and
be guided instead by psychogeographical constraints. Thus, if I am
annoyed by something I might choose to either approach it or to cross
the street and go somewhere else ...

is hardly paying attention to me. I decide to check up on the price of
the good ol’ Vitamin Water. $1.25! A mere five blocks away from
Batey’s where it is $2.15. I decide that I want to say something to
Brenda about this, but there is a young dude in a trucker hat trying
really hard to convince her that she should sell him a single Sparks.
She says no, which sends me laughing out the door.

6:45 p.m.

5:15 p.m.

Evelyn of Batey’s: Do you want a bag?
Me: Ummm …. I’m not sure I want this …. No, that’s okay. I mean,
no, I don’t need a bag. Thanks!
Evelyn: De nada. De nada.
Me: So, I think I have asked you before, but how long have you been
here?
Evelyn: 40 years, mija.
Me: Really? Wow. And you live right around here? So, you and your
family have always run the store?
Evelyn: Yes, yes. I live four blocks away.
Me: How is business now with all this stuff here?
Evelyn: (pauses) Not good. Not so good.

6:30 p.m.

Kim: Oh yeah, you’ll find this interesting, Irina. You’re interested in
gentrification stuff …
Me: Hmmm …. Yeah, uh, why?
Kim: So I come home the other night (Kim lives up the street in the
Gallery Row building), and there’s a flier for Barragan’s on the bulletin
board. So, Barragan’s already has this funny name — it sounds Irish or
something, and it’s supposed to be a Mexican Restaurant — and now
… they have martini night. Why don’t they have cheap beer night?
Who drinks martinis around here? Isn’t that funny?
Me: I don’t even know what is in a martini.

The next day, 11 a.m.
I reflect on my friend Juan
who seemed almost absurdly
distressed when I ask him
why he feels the urge to go
to Burrito King at 1:45
a.m. He asks me why I am
so quick to dismiss Burrito
King, why I am so quick to
insist that it is a terrible
place. He avoids my calls to
go there, because he
thinks I am making fun of
him.
*This is part of Irina’s larger
project, titled “Leisure
Cuisine,” which explores the
derive, gentrification and
local history. Get in touch
with her: poopstarr@yahoo.com.

I decide to walk to House of Spirits, the neighborhood liquor store that
literally never sleeps. It is exceptionally busy this afternoon, and Brenda
LOUDmouth
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NURTURE
By Kim Haines
Looking down through the steel grate, I see it. A ten-dollar bill.

“Are you sure you can carry this bag all the way home?”

Soren told me it was down there. “You can do whatever you want with
it,” he said. He has grown too big to crawl down to the gutter. I have
never been down there by myself, but I’m certain I’m tall enough now
to climb out without a boost. If not, I’ll have to go across town
underground, where the drain opens up into a field.

“I think so, yeah.”

I cross the road to the barbershop, where the curb was unusually high.
Town is quiet at this time of year. No tourists crawling the streets for
apple pies or apple knick-knacks. No tourists driving up from San Diego
to see the yearly snow.
I lie down on the grate and quickly slip my body into the tunnel
underneath the sidewalk. I cross back under the road, and soon I have
ten dollars in my hand.
Ten dollars. In my hand.
It doesn’t take long to know what to do with so much money.
I go to Jack’s Grocery, the local store with three aisles going that way
and two short ones going another way. It is darker near the canned
food, in the far corner of the store. The refrigerators holding the soda
have the most appeal, with fluorescent lighting and nearly electric
labels calling out Squirt! Hawaiian Punch! 7-Up! Crush!
I’ve made many trips to this store alone, normally with a note from my
mom to bring home bread and cigarettes or milk and wine or other
such necessities. This time I have no note, and instead of putting my
purchases on Mom’s tab, which is added up on a small notepad under
the cashier’s counter, I have my own money.
Milk, bread, eggs. I pick out Corn Flakes instead of sugar cereal. I pass
by the meat section because I don’t know how to order anything but
a “pound of ground round,” and I can’t figure out how much that would
cost.

She hands me change, which I will save to buy candy with Soren.
I walk home, with the heavy bag dwarfing my 7-year-old body. Put the
groceries away.

Necessities.

It’s sunny. Tomatoes hang off glowing vines. Dad brings a salt shaker.
I watch him water, and afterwards we eat from the garden. The
tomatoes are warm.
I sit on his lap in the chair. A sort of rocking chair. It came from a tree
that had blown over, a big oak. One of its branches had been stuck
back into its trunk, by an Indian, Dad thought, to mark a trail. This
curved branch was the backrest to the chair, and the trunk was the
seat, and it rocked. The garden was fenced. He grew beets, lettuce,
peas, a couple of pot plants and, of course, tomatoes.
I remember the shadows and the familiarity of my father. The safety
and the trust. Security and the salty sweetness, juicy tenderness, the
seeds of a fruit that aren’t hard to swallow.

Tomatoes with salt.

The aisles tower over me. Cans of vegetables and sauces. Boxes of food,
mostly unfamiliar and too expensive.

Walking outside in the late spring, I look up to the sky. “Hi Daddy!” I
yell and wave my arms big. I only see Dad a few times a year; he lives
long flights away now. As the airplane flies on, butterflies scramble in
my stomach.

I set the items on the counter, and the cashier rings them up for me.
“Is that all your mom needs, Kim?”

Minutes pass and I’m certain it’s landed at the airport, more than an
hour’s drive away. I should know by dinnertime if Daddy’s coming back.

“Yeah.”

I go inside, mix some powdered milk, trying hard to blend the
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glutinous chunks that float in the cup. The neighborhood kids think
our milk is disgusting. Not wanting to hurt Mom’s feelings, I decide to
love it.

His ice cream is always in the freezer: Oreo cookies and cream. His
Mountain Dew is always in the left-hand drawer of the fridge. I always
leave it alone. It’s just an understanding we have in the house. We
don’t eat his Ritz crackers; we don’t eat his food.

I pour it over my cereal and eat with confused pride.

Free powdered milk.

The aide comes from the office to get me out of class. Mollie is there
too. There is something exciting about being pulled out of class in the
middle of the day.
Mom brings us home. We put on pretty clothes. I sit at the picnic table,
Mollie on my left, facing the kitchen sink and the door to the outside.
It is a beautiful September day. I’m not used to this warm fall light in
the kitchen, and I look outside at the leaves starting to change color,
the dry grass and bone-dry dirt cracked from summer’s abuses. I want
to go make mud pies for my happy doll family. I want to mix water with
the dirt and feel the slippery clay on the tips of my fingers. I want out
of this scratchy lace. I don’t want to play dress-up today.

But one time, I ate his soup. I didn’t want the leftovers, and I’m
forever tired of PB&J. The soup was salty, thick and smooth, except for
the chewy bits of ham. I squished the carrots through my teeth. It was
his, but I didn’t think he would get that mad.
Oh, but he did. He came home for his lunch break, and I’d eaten the
last can. He made something else instead. I was upstairs, hiding really,
and I could hear him banging through the kitchen. He always bangs
through the kitchen, but there was a sharpness to the noise, an intent,
a point he was trying to make: someone ate his lunch, and he was
angry. I could smell toast: Roman Meal split-top wheat. I was a little
scared, and I never did that again.
Soren ate something tonight, maybe his ice cream. Or he drank
something — a beer or a soda. I don’t know. I am down the hall,
crouching low. I start to shake as the yelling gets louder and louder.
They’re in the kitchen and then Jim stomps to his room. Soren grabs
the closest thing to throw. It breaks against the dividing wall.
Something always gets broken.

We are careful not to splash soup on our clothes. Top Ramen with
sliced hard-boiled eggs, tasty bits of green onion.
We get to the church. In the parking lot I scream and cry. “Please no,
Mommy. Ple-eee-eeee-eease.” I kick and throw myself on the ground.
She marries him anyway.

Top Ramen with hard-boiled eggs.

I sit at the picnic table in the kitchen, my back to the sink and the
outside door, between family members tall and shadowy. Mom is
working late and I float with fear and insecurity. This is new and
uncomfortable: Jim cooking for us. He stirs another batch of macaroni
and cheese while we quietly eat the small piles on our plates. It is
always scarier when she isn’t home.
Jim picks a fight with Rob, my oldest brother. Or maybe Robby picks it
with him. I’m too young to know the difference. All I know is that Jim
is the grown-up, and Rob is the kid. An 18-year-old football player, but
still a kid.
They take it outside. Jim wears boots and is standing two steps above
Robby. But when the fighting starts, somebody takes me in. There’s
nothing we can do. Candy is only 10; Soren is only 12.
It’s forever before Mom gets home. I show her the trail of Rob’s blood
in the snow, which looks black in the darkness. It borders the side of
the house and leads off toward the path to school. She leaves, and I
imagine she follows the trail by foot. Robby is found at his friend’s
house, miles away. His ribs are broken from the horseshoe stake Jim
hid in his boot.

Kraft macaroni and cheese.

When it’s quiet, I tiptoe into the kitchen and pick up the shards of
glass, covered in coffee grounds. I wonder how Jim will make his
coffee in the morning. Mom comes in and tells me to stop. She sends
me to my room. I go to my tree instead.

CHUNKY split-pea soup with ham.

The bus drops me off at the high school and I walk to town. My face
stings, the soft skin unaccustomed to Northern California winds. The
thick clouds move overhead, faster than my steps.
There’s a few kids hanging outside the bakery. Kiowa has coffee and a
cigarette. She’s talking to kids whose names I forget. I remember hers,
though, and envy her black hair, black boots, flight jacket.
Inside the bakery, I stand in line. “How do you like it here?” She’s my
English teacher, Beth. I want her to be my mom.
“It’s cool.” It’s only my second week of school and I don’t know what
else to say. I order the last cheese roll and an empty cup. $1.10.
Peppermint leaves swirl from the hole in the teabag when I pour
scalding water on it.
I walk outside and sit at an empty table. The cup would warm my hand
if it weren’t so hot. I bite into the cheese roll: warm sweet bread with
melted cheese in the middle. I open my journal as if to write, but put
my hand in my pocket to fidget with the spilled tea leaves instead. Too
much has happened and too many words swirl in my head.
My rape. The big fight. Mom’s divorce. The move. A new stepdad. Too
many rules. Running away. House of junkies. Dropping out of school.
Being fired. Catching a ride to Northern California. Finding a home.
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Being accepted to the alternative high school. And now just waiting.
Wondering what will happen next.
Kiowa’s cigarette smoke drifts my way. She tosses her butt on the
ground and starts toward school. I follow.

Cheese roll.

When you do speed, you certainly don’t want to eat. Your stomach is
tight, and you’re just too high to think about it or even care. But when
you do speed like we do, you have to eat. Staying awake for three, four,
five days at a time is impossible without some sugar going through the
bloodstream. Though hunger may come, your mouth is dry, and
swallowing is difficult. You don’t want to chew, especially if, like me,
you clench your jaw for hours and hours through the day and night.
Donuts are good to eat, especially the pudding or jelly-filled. The extra
moisture of the filling makes the bites slide down the throat, and since
we’re up anyway, we get them fresh, warm and soft at four in the
morning.

Fuck, that was stupid. I left them alone together. I put the water on
to boil and rush to the back bedroom of the house, where I can barely
hear their voices if I put my ear to the wall. He’s talking softly, but I
can’t tell what he’s saying. I hold my breath and cover my other ear,
but there’s no use because they’re not talking anymore. Fuck fuck fuck!
I rush to the kitchen, finish making the oatmeal, pour him a big glass
of ice water. I grab my keys. My plan is to bust open the door, catch
him in the act of cheating, and be the poor victim, oatmeal and ice
water in hand, just trying to make him happy.
I get to the door, hold the water under my left elbow, the heavy glass
bowl in my hand. The bowl is filled to the top and as I get the key in
the door, the bowl slips from my hand, spilling all over the floor, all
over the door, all over me. The door jerks open. He yells at me for using
my key. “Why didn’t you just knock?”
Kelly rushes over with a towel, tries to help me clean up. Brian is
eating the small amount of oatmeal from the bowl, eyes cross,
eyebrows furrowed. I have the feeling he won’t give me any drugs
today. I’ve made myself look like a fool, and I’m so embarrassed.
Kelly pats me on the back. “That was so nice of you to do this for him.”
She’s trying to be my friend. And I hate her so, so much.

Oatmeal is what he likes most. I make an extra-large batch and serve
it in a gigantic mixing bowl. He only eats it if perfectly mixed with
mass amounts of sugar and milk. No chunks are allowed, and it has to
be drinkable. He slurps it down in minutes. With his shirt off, I watch
his stomach distend, brown skin shiny.
His ex-girlfriend is over: Kelly. He always talks about her incessantly,
and it was his broken heart that I tried to heal the first time we kissed.
She keeps coming around and seems secure. She gets speed before
work and really has her shit together. She is older; she has a car. She
fixes her hair and wears skirts. I’m not allowed to wear skirts. Her
security makes me so jealous. That and the way he looks at her.
When I first met her, she asked me in a whisper, just outside his
converted bedroom in the garage, “Does he hit you?”
I lied. “No.” I brightened my face. “In fact, he’s taking a domesticviolence class down at the YWCA.”
“Oh good. I’m so glad to hear that. Don’t ever let him hit you.”
I didn’t have the nerve or any sense of alliance with this woman to ask
what he had done to her. I only hoped it wasn’t worse than what he
does to me. I doubt it though; my bruises are never noticeable.
His domestic-violence classes were actually court-ordered because she
pressed charges against him for battery. He never went to the classes.
He’s only going now to avoid jail after a recent drug-possession arrest.
She was young then, like I am now, and she stayed with him for years
after the incident.
We’re in his bedroom, and he can’t keep his eyes off her. He’s charming
and smiling; his eyes are twinkling. I’m going to prove how perfect I
am for him, how well I know him, how much I can do for him. I have
to prove it to him; I have to prove it to her; I have to prove it to
myself. “Do you want something to eat? I’ll go make you something.”
I leave the room. I hear him lock the door as I enter the main house.
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Oatmeal.

The walk from Safeway is long and hilly. The first part is easy —
downhill and shaded by the lush oak trees. But the handles of the
heavy plastic bags cut into my arms and hands already, three bags per
arm.
I bought as much food as I could afford: family packs of chicken parts,
pork chops, ground beef. At home I will divide the meat into small
packages, wrap in plastic, cover in foil and stack in the freezer.
He doesn’t cook. It’s woman’s work. And from the moment he told me
how great his mother’s chicken is, I’ve been preparing myself for today.
I want my chicken to rival his mom’s, and he will know, finally, I am a
woman, worthy of his love.
I stare at the three bowls in front of me. Donations from coworkers.
“We’re starting fresh,” I told them. They pulled unused crystal from
storage, extra pans from their cupboards, sets of flatware and dishes in
unopened boxes from their garages. Most were wedding gifts. “Too
many gifts,” they tell me. I bring as much home as I can carry on the
train over the next few days. He doesn’t meet me at the station.
I dip each chicken thigh in flour, then egg, then the cornmeal I mixed
with pepper and salt. The oil splatters when I drop the pieces into the
pan. The dollar cast iron from the thrift store. The rust scrubbed off
with Brillo. The same Brillo that we pull apart to stuff in the crack
pipes.
The chicken crackles and sizzles. I see droplets of grease float through
the air where the sun beats through the window. The grease lands on
the unmarked stove, the pristine fridge. Our apartment is brand new on
the inside, run down on the out. The landlord prefers to keep it that
way. “It deters thieves,” he tells us.

I open the windows, hoping for a breeze. A cloud of delicate smoke
rushes out the window. Braids, the dealer on our corner, is walking by.
I imagine the smell of my chicken makes my skin a shade darker. I want
to be a part of this city but my white skin is like an unwelcome bleach
stain.
We eat the chicken on the hardwood floor, our matching wedding
plates on a blue milk-crate table between us. “This is as good as my
mom’s,” he says. The words are better than an apology, but I wonder
if we’ll make it to the morning.
The two-by-four sits in the corner opposite from me, where I
surrendered the night before. We fought an old fight with new words
about our new friends, new home, new city.
I cowered at the mass of wood gripped by his fists.
I screamed out: “Stop!”

Fried chicken.

where the moms and kids are playing, I pick an apple off the ground.
I think of my dad who showed me that I could eat a whole apple and
spit out the seeds, leaving no core to dispose of. But this apple is
slightly bitter and gives me a stomachache. I’m reminded of early fall
days as a child, having apple fights at the school bus stop, biting into
the apples not yet ripe, so they’d be more likely to smash apart on the
road.
I eat as much as I can so that I don’t appear wasteful.
I worry about Matthew and hope that an apple will appease his
appetite when he gets hungry later. I start to feel stupid that I didn’t
bring any snacks for him. I can’t bear to ask the other moms for food.
We’re getting ready to walk down to the river, and my sister pulls out
her lunch. She has a hearty deli-made grilled-chicken sandwich with
enough chicken to feed her pregnancy hunger and her 2-year-old
daughter. I try not to think about my hunger as she eats. I’m
embarrassed to be hungry, embarrassed that I didn’t bring lunch.
“Are you hungry?” she asks me, offering part of her sandwich.
“I just ate an apple,” I reply with a shrug and look away.
“I know, but are you hungry?”

I’m yelling at you, and the smirk of disbelief on your face enrages me
further. “Goddammit!” I yell. “That was my fucking food!”
“I didn’t think you were going to eat it.” You’re probably right: I
wouldn’t have eaten it. It has been two days since we went out to
dinner, and my leftover steak would have gone bad before I thought of
warming it up.
“You always eat my food!” I’m still yelling and not really making sense.
“You finish the last of everything without thinking of anyone else,
without thinking that you might have had more than your share.”
We’ve been married two years. You were different from all the rest.
Gentle. Easy. But now I hate you more than all of them put together.
You’re tuning me out now, and I try one more stab. “You don’t know
what it’s like to be hungry! You’ve never been hungry in your life!
You’re spoiled fucking rotten.”

Is it so obvious? I can’t even look her in the eye as I answer, almost
honest this time. I was starving, after all. “Yeah, a little.”
She gives me the last eighth of her sandwich. “Thanks!” I say, as
upbeat as possible. God, I want to cry.

Bitter apple.

My five closest friends don’t ask me if I’m hungry. I told them not to.
I don’t want to lie to them. Instead, they put food in front of me
during our visits.
I will eat it all.

I know I’ve pissed you off, but you are totally incapable of yelling
back. You’d rather forget the whole thing. You walk out the door,
leaving me crying on my knees.

My husband feeds me. He brings food from the market, from
restaurants, from the stove. He feeds me by spoon, by fork, by finger.

Sudden quietness encourages the baby to scream, and as I pick him up,
I am sobbing. I’m ravenous, and now I nurse the baby, hungry to the
depths of my soul.

I wake up, and it’s back. The pain inside my center, hollow and
menacing sandpaper, an uncontrollable shifting hurt inside. I can’t
quite focus on it because it moves around, like a dust speck in my eye.

Restaurant leftovers.

I can’t move. I’m paralyzed. I’m terrified.
“Honey!” I call out. “I need help.”
But he’s already thought of that.

It’s nearly lunchtime, and I’m running late to meet my sister at her
friend’s farm. I rush out of the house, my 4-year-old son Matthew and
newborn baby in tow. Characteristically, I don’t pack a lunch. The
thought flashes through my mind, but I brush it off. At this point,
there’s no time. Besides, I’ll probably be home before one o’clock; we’ll
just eat late.
I arrive, happy that apple season has started, and as I walk out to

He comes in with buttered toast and a drizzle of honey. I chew slowly.

Hunger.

Kim believes eating disorders should be examined out of the context of the
body and in the context of the heart. She is a mother, writer and student who
nurtures her heart and soul under the resplendent rainclouds of Northern
California. Contact her: kim@kimhaines.com.
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WHAT THE HELL IS FUSION COOKING ANYWAY?

I

FEMINISTS IN THE KITCHEN

recipes with a dash of rebellion

By Leela MadhavaRau

have immigrated twice — once as a child and once as an adult —
and have discovered that people feel far freer to ask questions
about my racial/ethnic background than my class or gender. Perhaps
the latter two are just so obvious: middle-class woman. Or perhaps people
don’t feel the same delicacy about asking “Where are you from?,” “Where
is your family from?,” “You’re not white, are you?” or even my personal
favorite after telling someone I was a British Canadian, “But you look
much more ‘ethnic’ than that.” What irony that the very visible marker of
“color” — by nature the marker that makes one “other” — should be
considered a public-domain characteristic open to question. What I now
know is that despite fearing the lifelong effects of appearing “different,”
I want to know that my multiethnic heritage will continue in my children.
To be blunt, I do not want them to be “white.”
So, what do I do about it? Though I am fascinated by the ways in
which food becomes a symbol for cultures abandoned but not forgotten, I
can’t say that cooking is my medium for teaching my children about
identity. It intrigues me that the ubiquitous “curry” — because of its
association with, and England’s colonial ties to, India — is now considered
by some to be the national dish of England despite the fact that curry per
se doesn’t exist in India. However, because food doesn’t really interest me,
and because I eat and cook only as a necessity, the tales I tell my children
by way of helping them place themselves in this world tend to revolve
around other elements — history, politics and non-food related cultural
traditions of the countries that compose their background — India,
England and Canada.
Despite my lack of interest in food, I am frequently asked for
recipes for the dishes that I produce. The dish below is one that nearly
always garners comments and requests. I like it because it is easy to make,

seems to fit my never-feeling-comfortable-in-any-country self and will be
consumed by my four children without complaint.

Couscous Pilaf Salad
1 cup couscous
1 1/2 cups vegetable stock
2 tablespoons vegetable oil
1 onion, chopped
2 tablespoons each cider vinegar and vegetable stock
1 tablespoon (more if mild) curry powder
1 teaspoon brown sugar
1/2 teaspoon salt
1/2 teaspoon ground cumin
pinch cinnamon
2 cups fresh or frozen peas, cooked
1/2 cup diced sweet red or green pepper
1/4 cup raisins
Couscous: In nonstick skillet, cook couscous over medium heat for 5 to 7
minutes or until lightly browned, stirring frequently. Remove from heat. In
small saucepan, bring stock to boil, add to couscous. Cover and let stand
for 5 minutes; fluff with fork.
In small saucepan, heat oil over medium heat; cook onion for 3 to 5
minutes or until tender. Stir in vinegar, stock, curry powder, sugar, salt,
cumin and cinnamon. Add to couscous along with peas, sweet pepper and
raisins; toss gently. (May be covered and refrigerated for up to one day.)

COOKIE MONSTER MUNCHING

I

By Stephanie Abraham

am dating a cookie monster. Although he is neither blue nor fuzzy,
my boyfriend is crazy for cookies. So, over the past few years, I have
become a quasi-baker, although not without ongoing selfreflection.
Growing up, I loved helping Mom bake cookies. So when I found
myself with a baker’s apron on, it felt familiar, but I was not necessarily
at ease. To my brother, it signified a great change. One night as I was
stirring away in the kitchen, he went outside and rattled around in the
garage. A half-hour later he returned to the house sporting an old blazer
and dusty briefcase that my pops had used decades before when he worked
in sales. “Hey, honey! I’m home!” he yelled, clearly pretending he was a
hard-working husband and I, a housewife. “What are you making for
dinner?”
This lucid gender performance communicated to me that he
thought my actions were out of character. To him, a feminist should be in
front of the computer or microphone, not a cookie sheet. Of course, the
multiplicities of gender performance cannot be confined to these binaries.
But I must admit I still find myself uncomfortable with the excitement I
feel when I get ready to bake, worried about being so pleased to please.
But, really, feminism is about expanding, not limiting, our choices.
Uh-oh, there’s the timer; my cookies are done. But one more thing
I want to probe before I run to the kitchen: How have you chosen to
perform your gender today? What are the ways in which you thought you
shouldn’t? (Also, try out the following recipe to satisfy the cookie
monsters in your life!)
LOUDmouth
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Oatmeal Raisin Cookies
1 stick (4 ounces) unsalted butter, softened
1/2 cup granulated (white) sugar
1/2 cup packed light brown sugar
1 teaspoon vanilla extract
1 large egg
1 1/2 cups old-fashioned rolled oats (dry oatmeal)
3/4 cup all-purpose (white) flour
1/2 teaspoon baking soda
1/4 teaspoon salt
1 tablespoon cinnamon
pinch nutmeg
1/4 cup raisins
Preheat oven to 350°. In a large bowl, combine butter, sugars and vanilla.
Add egg, and as Michael J. said, “Beat it.” (Do this with an electric mixer
or by hand.) Stir in oats a little at a time. In another bowl, mix together
the dry ingredients. Gradually add these to the wet mixture, stirring
constantly until batter is consistent. Fold in the raisins. Place dough by the
rounded teaspoon about 3 inches apart onto ungreased baking sheets.
Bake 10 to 14 minutes or until edges are golden. Let sit for 5 minutes and
then place on wire racks to cool completely (try ‘em while they’re still
warm). My monster likes only one or two raisins in each bite, but if you/rs
prefer more add up to a cup of raisins. You can substitute semisweet
chocolate chips for raisins and add the same amount of chopped pecans or
walnuts too. Makes about 20 cookies. Happy munching!

ETHNIC AND PERSONAL

H

By Reika Go

as anyone done you wrong and apologized by saying, “It
wasn’t personal?” It’s such a common line that most of us
have heard it before. In my experience, remarks about the
food on the table are what have felt the most “personal.”
A group of culturally and/or ethnically mixed people, like my
extended family, sits together at a table and attempts to share a meal.
Unfortunately, not all dishes are accepted by everyone — some dishes are
too “foreign” and “ethnic.” I’ve heard many disparaging remarks — be it
“Eeow, no!” or “That smells awful” — and witnessed shudders and faces of
disgust from cruel kids at family reunions and school cafeterias. But it
doesn’t stop with kids. Adults, too, display disgust at the foods being eaten
by others at the same table, especially when it comes to “ethnic” foods.
Take raw fish, for instance. Raw fish doesn’t sell too well in
general. In the case of my extended family, we’re split between die-hard
raw-fish eaters and raw-fish refusers. The Japanese side of my family loves
sushi and sashimi, the Taiwanese side prefers everything cooked, and the
white American side basically does not eat raw fish (except for the nowtrendy, heart-healthy tuna).
With or without knowing it, we all associate ourselves with certain
dishes that may be unusual to other people. Scottish haggis, Cantonese
braised chicken feet, Mexican tacos de sesos, unpasteurized French cheese
… the list goes on! The food we consume is a part of our individual
identity, and if a particular dish is a source of ethnic pride, negative
remarks about it can be particularly hurtful. I don’t care if you’ve never
seen anyone eating raw fish or the idea of consuming uncooked flesh is
appalling to you. It’s rude to disparage the food that your meal
companions are eating and reveals a lack of tolerance and respect.
Follow this recipe for an easy and delicious way to enjoy goodquality tuna. Because it’s marinated, those who aren’t used to raw fish may
find it easier to approach. Those who normally like tuna sashimi or nigiri
can also enjoy the melt-in-your-mouth tuna.

Zuke (Marinated Tuna) Bowl
For zuke:
1 rectangular block (about 1 1/2 pounds) sushi-grade tuna, preferably Blue
Fin tuna
3 tablespoons Japanese soy sauce
2 tablespoons sake
1/2 teaspoon wasabi
For bowl:
2 cups short-grained white rice
1 1/2 tablespoons sushi vinegar or 1 1/2 tablespoons rice vinegar plus 1/2
tablespoon granulated sugar
1 tablespoon white sesame seeds
8 or more sheets of nori (seaweed), crushed into pieces
4 shiso leaves, if desired (available at Japanese grocers), julienned
Cook rice as usual. Put soy sauce, sake and wasabi together in a small
skillet on medium-low heat, and let the mixture simmer for a minute. Turn
the heat off and let it cool. When the rice is done, pour sushi vinegar onto
hot rice and mix well. Divide about half of the rice among four bowls,
covering the bottom of each bowl. Sprinkle a thin layer of crushed nori
over rice, setting aside 1/3 of the prepared nori. Add another layer of rice
to each bowl, followed by the remaining nori. Slice the tuna into about
1/3-inch-thick pieces, and let them marinate in the soy sauce mixture for
about three minutes. Each piece should be completely immersed in the
sauce during marination. Once done, add a portion of the tuna to each
bowl, placing it on top of the rice/nori layers like petals on a flower. Top
with white sesame seeds and a teaspoon of the sauce mixture. Garnish with
shiso leaves. Enjoy!

“IT MAY NOT LOOK GOOD …”

S

By Linda J. Kim

orority life was not my cup of tea. One of our main fundraisers
included selling cookbooks. I felt like an over-aged girl scout
selling cookies. I hated selling. I hated cooking. The combination
of the two was unbearable to me. In my eyes, selling the idea of cooking
as a sorority project seemed archaic. I could not understand how college
women could get excited over recipes. As a form of rebellion, the night
before the deadline for recipe submissions, I decided to contribute two
recipes that were surely unfit to include in the cookbook — Peanut-Butterand-Bacon Sandwich and “Heavenly” Chocolate Cake. Gross as it sounds,
the first recipe was actually one that I loved. My cousin made it for me
one summer when I was a teenager, and despite my hesitation, her
persuasiveness got me to try it. It was love at first bite.
Locating the recipe for Heavenly Chocolate Cake, however, was no
easy task. Google didn’t exist. Cookbooks were banned from my bookshelf.
Even flipping through thousands of pages in my fashion magazines was
useless. Not a single subversive recipe. I got nervous and did what most
people do when faced with despair. I opened the fridge. That’s when I
encountered a jar of Miracle Whip, along with a recipe on the back listing
mayonnaise as a major ingredient in their version of a chocolate cake.
Hmmm? Take chocolate cake, already notorious for its fattening quality,
and add a jar of Miracle Whip to make it even more fattening. Perfect!
With the recipes in hand, I needed to think of something to say
about them since we were also encouraged to personalize our recipes.

“Colorful, tasty and fun to make” and “If you have only a few minutes, this
is an ideal dish” were typical taglines. Mine read, “If you’re on a diet, you’d
better pass” and “Remember that looks can be deceiving. It may not look
good, but it is … give it a try.” To my dismay, my two recipes were included
— albeit near the end — in our celebrated cookbook.
While I never have been able to bring myself to try the Heavenly
Chocolate Cake, these days my favorite dessert to share with friends is
Kahlua Cupcakes:

Kahlua Cupcakes
1 package devils food cake mix
2 eggs
16 ounces sour cream
12 ounces chocolate morsels
1/4 cup vegetable oil
1/2 cup Kahlua
Heat oven to 350°. Mix all ingredients together. Stir well. Pour batter into
lined cupcake tins. Bake 30 to 40 minutes. Cool in pan for 30 minutes. Top
with your favorite frosting. Cream cheese or vanilla frosting are my
favorites for this recipe.
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THE OTHER WHITE MILK
breastfeeding and social stigma

I

By Dolores Ortiz

n a society so obsessed with breasts
that one of the most common medical
procedures performed on women is
breast augmentation, using breasts for
nourishment is shunned, and the act of
breastfeeding in public actually has to be
protected by law (though it is in only 34
states).
True to tradition, women often find
themselves in a Catch-22 when it comes to
breastfeeding: If they don’t breastfeed,
people may look down upon them, but
women who do choose to breastfeed are often
stigmatized and forced to put themselves and
their babies in uncomfortable positions.
Being a new mom with a ton of hormones to
shed is hard enough on its own, and having
strangers and family alike question your
motives or, worse, outright disapprove of
your decision to feed your baby in public
doesn’t lessen the load. Having experienced
this disapproval myself, I decided to ask other
women about reactions to breastfeeding that
they had received.
I surveyed almost 20 moms who have
breastfed from as little as two weeks to over
three years. All of the mothers decided to
breastfeed because it is the healthiest form
of sustenance for their baby. Some also cited
convenience and saving money. About a third
of the moms said they did not have any
negative experiences or reactions to their
decision to breastfeed.
Narcee explained that while she has
received many positive reactions about her
decision to breastfeed, some people are
“repulsed by the very idea of breastfeeding”
and criticize her for nursing for “so long.”
Desiree cited a “feeling of resentment or
awkwardness from strangers” and has had
friends relay “horror stories” of how women
breastfeeding disgust them. She said,
“Because of this I am self-conscious about
nursing in public.” Kathye said that she “did
not want to offend anyone or make them
uncomfortable” by nursing in public and
described feeding her baby in the car once on
a hot day — with the engine on so she could
run the AC — for lack of a better place.
Sometimes it is even difficult for
family to digest the idea of “the other white
milk.” Scott discussed her mother-in-law’s
discomfort with her decision to breastfeed.
Similarly, Diana talked about the reactions of
her mother and sisters who felt nursing was
“gross” and that she was “putting it in their
faces.” According to her, “They saw breasts as
sex parts for men.”
Seemingly everyone, from her own
family to the public, made Diana feel her
actions were inappropriate. While nursing in a
LOUDmouth
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Dolores and her daughter, Soraya

mall she was “asked to leave on [her] own or
be escorted out.” A few years later, a man at
church apologized for violating her privacy
and seeing her “sexual parts on accident”
while she nursed in the church’s gym.
There are rarely designated areas for
women to nurse in public, and even when
women try to be discreet they are often made
to feel as though they are being offensive.
Edith had a museum volunteer tell her, “Oh,
you can’t do that here. Go to the bathroom.”
Another time, in a health-food store when it
was hot out, she asked for a chair to sit in so
she could nurse her baby. Edith recalled, “The
baby had excema which worsened with heat
and extreme light, so I was seeking an indoor
place. The clerk/owner became horrified and
said, ‘You-you-you can’t do that here! Oh no,
not here!’”
Many moms like Edith are shown to
public bathrooms when there are no facilities
for them. Jen exclaimed, “I stood in a stall
twice [while] out shopping because there was
nowhere to sit down, besides a public open
toilet, which I refused to sit on with no
protection.”
Desiree relayed a story about feeding
her baby on a dressing-room bench. The
dressing-room attendant asked her twice if
she would like to move into a private dressing
room. Both times she turned down the offer,
as it is sometimes hard to nurse a baby when

I

the feeding is disrupted. According to
Desiree, the attendant “came back for a third
time and moved my stroller into a room
without my consent and told me it would be
better if we moved into a private room.”
Dawn had a similar experience while
nursing her baby on a bench outside of the
restroom at a restaurant: “An elevator took
you down to the restrooms. [The hostess]
stood outside the elevator on the top floor
and informed everyone … on their way to
the restroom that I was down there
breastfeeding and discouraged them from
using the restroom. I couldn’t figure out why
people coming off the elevator were saying,
‘Oh, don’t worry’; ‘We are not looking’; [and]
‘I breastfeed my son too.’ … [The hostess]
was trying to be nice, but I felt like a freak
show.”
Often, breastfeeding moms are the
ones made to feel crazy or like a “freak” for
their choices. But these strong women
shouldn’t be perceived as being pushed
around by societal stigma. Because they
know it’s the best thing for their babies,
most keep breastfeeding despite people’s
negative reactions. Yaya sums it up in her
response to whether or not anyone ever
asked her “Can’t you just give the baby a
bottle?” She said, “People know better than
to talk to me like that.”
Well, if they didn’t, hopefully they do
now!
Dolores is a Muxerista mama and grad student
who hopes to finish school before her baby. She
believes that if all you walk away with is your
dignity, then it was worth it. You can contact her:
xicana81@hotmail.com
Breastfeeding Resources and Info:
www.babymilkaction.org
www.lalecheleague.org
www.breastfeeding.com
www.wiessinger.baka.com/bfing/index.html

remember being four months pregnant and visiting with a friend who had a small
baby. My friend told me a cautionary tale, the moral of which was: in case the breastfeeding doesn’t work out, don’t worry, it doesn’t mean you’re a bad person. She told
me her story, how she tried for a month, stuck it out despite the pain and her baby’s
screaming and weight loss. The point of it was that her pediatrician finally told her the
objective was a healthy happy family unit, not a dehydrated baby and a resentful, guilty
mom. But I tuned it out. I know I smiled and nodded my head appropriately, but I remember
thinking to myself, ‘That’s nice, but it’s going to work for me.’ We were on opposite sides of
that gulf between the newly pregnant and the newly delivered, and my side was the one
characterized by blissful ignorance. I saw the issue the way it was presented to me in
everything I read about breast-feeding versus formula feeding: it was black and white, good
mom or bad mom. But being unable to breast-feed my baby led me into a world of gray.
—Excerpt from Mother Shock: Loving Every (Other) Minute of It by Andrea J. Buchanan
(Seal Press, 2003).

I’M SORRY ABOUT THE CHEESY KISS
or, why i love food not bombs

T

I

By Laurel Dykstra

By Luz Angélica Vázquez

oday, one in four infants in the United States is born with
levels of mercury that the Food and Drug Administration
considers dangerous, and one in 10 women of childbearing age
has dangerous levels of mercury in her body, putting a potential 60,000
children a year at risk of brain damage. Mercury passes from mother to
developing infant via the placenta during pregnancy and, later, in
lower levels through breast milk. In adults, exposure to mercury can
cause a host of neurological effects, heart damage and increased blood
pressure. Fetal or infant exposure to mercury can impair brain and
nerve development, vision, memory, mobility and learning.
Tuna is the largest single avenue for mercury exposure in the
United States. Canned tuna is a cheap, popular source of protein
purchased by more than 80 percent of American households. Tuna is a
popular staple across cultures and accounts for about one third of the
fish consumed in the United States — it’s what poor people eat. Most
mercury pollution comes from coal-burning power plants, which release
mercury into the air. Mercury enters the water cycle when it rains, then
moves up the food chain into the bodies of large predatory fish. In
March 2004, the FDA and Environmental Protection Agency issued a
joint advisory recommending that small children and pregnant or
nursing women avoid all swordfish, shark, tilefish and king mackerel
and eat no more than 6 ounces of albacore tuna and no more than 12
ounces of fish altogether per week.
Environmental groups claim that the FDA and EPA are bending
to pressure from the tuna and energy industries and failing to protect
the public. The level of mercury exposure deemed safe by the EPA is
twice as high as the World Health Organization recommends. While the
EPA tells people to reduce their mercury exposure by eating less fish,
it is simultaneously dismantling regulations that decrease mercury
pollution.
What most environmental groups have failed to realize is that
poor women and children are particularly at risk for dietary mercury
exposure. Low-income mothers get tuna as part of the federal Women,
Infants and Children nutrition program. Breastfeeding mothers receive
checks to buy 26 ounces of tuna per month. A woman who spends her
WIC check on albacore tuna exceeds the EPA’s recommended exposure
to mercury even if this is the only fish she eats all month. The risk to
poor women increases when USDA surplus tuna is made available free
through food banks and soup kitchens. These food programs often
purchase and encourage the donation of tuna to provide inexpensive
protein.
Many women concerned about mercury levels in tuna can heed
environmental groups’ recommendations that they and their children
eat no albacore or white tuna and limit their intake of light tuna. But
for low-income women and women on WIC, choices are often limited.
In stark terms, the government puts poor women in the position of
choosing whether or not to accept free food that may harm their
infants.

n my senior year of high school
I dated a boy who I never got to
know very well because I didn’t
bother to do so. He was vegan and
explained what it was, but it made no sense to
me at the time, and he accepted that. I, however, was actually kind of
mean to him and didn’t respect his lifestyle. The one time we went to
the movies, I kissed him while I still had nacho cheese in my mouth
because I thought it was funny. He wasn’t upset, but we did stop
dating after a few weeks. He had a website, which I occasionally
visited, and it was then that I decided I should find out what this
vegan thing was about. The environment, my health, worker’s rights,
the treatment of animals, food distribution and food waste: all these
things were affected by my food choices. The more I read, the more it
made sense to drop animal products from my diet, and that’s just what
I did.
Around this time I saw someone with a Food Not Bombs patch
on his backpack. I went online and found out that Food Not Bombs —
a group organized around anarchist principles of non-hierarchy and
decentralization — recycles unwanted, perfectly edible food by making
vegetarian and vegan dishes and passing them out in public spaces for
free. There is a chapter right here in L.A. that distributes food
downtown on Sundays. I made up my mind to volunteer some of my
often-wasted time. The group sounded perfect to me: vegetarian, prochoice, anti-racist, anti-homophobic, feminist, full of awesomeness!
Many months later (I’m a lazy activist), my sister and I showed up at
cooking time not really knowing what to expect. Everyone was very
friendly, and we were given a chopping board and knife to get started
right away. Chop, chop, chop!
It is through Food Not Bombs that I met some wonderful
people whom I now consider good friends. The greatest thing about
Food Not Bombs for me is not that we get food from local businesses
that would otherwise be thrown away and make vegan meals for the
hungry (it is great, isn’t it?), but the feeling of camaraderie that comes
when you spend so much time with a group of people. Standing around
chopping fruits and vegetables is such a simple and relaxing task. You
chat, you hang out, you get to know one another. Everyone from
computer programmers and engineers to teachers and students show
up to help. It’s an amazing mix of people, but they come and go so
fast that we rarely have enough volunteers to get the job done on
time. It’s all very simple to do, but I often feel that people in Los
Angeles just don’t care enough to take a few hours out of their Sundays
and come hang out. People like hanging out, right? People like food,
right? People like helping other people, right?
Ultimately, we do things because they make us feel good, and
Food Not Bombs is a nice thing to have around. I get to cook, which
I absolutely love doing. I learn about the different fruits and
vegetables that we get from the Hollywood Farmers’ Market. I hang out
with friends and I feed those who need food.

Laurel is a queer-activist mum, artist and biblical scholar. She writes about
gender, family and religion in a number of venues. Her queer-positive
children’s book, Uncle Aiden, came out in July 2005. Look for her zine,
BabyBloc (www.babybloc.org), or contact her: loraldyk@hotmail.com.

Luz (panickedandroid@gmail.com) has been involved with L.A. FNB for almost
two years, has been vegan for almost three years and thoroughly enjoys urban
bike riding, especially if there’s a vegan restaurant at the end of the trip.

Greenpeace offers mercury testing for mothers, children and families in Canada
and the United States for $25. Visit https://usa.greenpeace.org/mercury/ for
more info.

For more information on Food Not Bombs and to get involved, visit
www.foodnotbombs.net, or, for L.A. area folks, www.lafoodnotbombs.org. Get
involved! Volunteer! Donate! Don’t have FNB where you live? Start a chapter!
LOUDmouth
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EATING DISORDERS
get educated

F

By Anne Peters

ood is not a neutral word. It’s loaded
with feelings and experiences that
make me fear, despise or distrust it.
And to think it all started when I was 10
years old. My classmate, Chuck, pointed out
that I was fat. In the terminology of the
1970s, he pointed to my belly and jeeringly
commented on how I “let it all hang out.” I
never saw myself the same from that moment
on.
My introduction to hating my body
came via the words of a miserably undersized
boy with a Napoleon complex. But nevertheless,
he was a boy. And I was at an age when
getting positive attention from boys was
becoming a priority. The self-loathing groove
was etched, and I replayed the groove every
time I looked in the mirror.
I would perch on the edge of my
bathroom tub so I could look into the
medicine-cabinet mirror above the sink and
size up my thighs. They were too big. I hated
them. My mother tried to tell me I had baby
fat and would outgrow it. She thought I was
perfect as I was. I distrusted her perception
of me. I was incapable of seeing myself
through my mother’s eyes of love.
During the summer between fifth and
sixth grades, I went on a carbohydrate diet
and lost 20 pounds. Because of this, to this
day, when I think of food, I think in numbers.
Eating is a series of negotiations and
calculations. Every food equals a number —
the lower, the better. When I fail to keep
carbs to a minimum, and my weight
increases, my self-esteem plummets. I equate
thinness with feeling good, feeling sexy,
being liked. Being thin is the goal, regardless
of the cost.
When I was 31, I quit smoking and
became bulimic. Food became my new oral
fixation, and I gained a size. This was
unacceptable. To control my weight, I purged
after eating large meals. Purging brought up
feelings of anxiety, guilt and shame. I binged
to cover the feelings. Then I had to purge to
LOUDmouth
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not gain weight. It was an endless loop.
The shame of my behavior was more
than I could bear. Because I am a member of
a 12-step program for other addictive
behaviors, I took a written inventory of my
behavior. I discovered that the only person I
ever hurt as a result of my distorted body
image was myself. This was a turning point
for me.
Looking for techniques to assist me
in recovering, I read books on how others
who suffered from my eating disorder coped.
One helpful tool was learning about “trigger
foods.” As a result, I ceased to keep my
trigger foods in the house. If I did not have
a bag of cookies in the house, I could not eat
a bag of cookies in one sitting. If I really
wanted a cookie, I got one cookie from a
store. I also refused to purge even when I
overate. I forced myself to sit with the
feelings and the horrible discomfort of being
too full. Rather than be so uncomfortable, I
eventually stopped overeating. And … I
incorporated exercise into my life. My body
looked better, so I felt better and ceased to
be singularly focused on food. Pretty simple
stuff.
I am thin: 5-foot-4-inches and 107
pounds. Still, I see myself as that fat little
girl. I compare myself to the unrealistic
images displayed in the media. I expect
perfection. I want the body that is not mine.
I have brutalized myself in the pursuit of
that body. And that body is a male-created
illusion to drive consumerism. It is intended
to compel me to do whatever it takes to
become that body. It oppresses me. It
depresses me. My solution lies in taking
actions that feed my spirit and nurture my
body and by remembering the sum of me is
greater than the amount of carbs I eat.
If you have an eating disorder and would like to
correspond with the writer, please e-mail
apeters212@comcast.net. Put LOUDmouth in the
subject line.

• Approximately 8 million people in the
United States have eating disorders — 7
million girls and women and 1 million
boys and men.
• Eating disorders are less common among
people in non-western countries than
they are among their western
counterparts. This trend is changing,
however, and studies suggest that the
worldwide prevalence of western media
is one key factor in the shift.
In the United States:
• Eating disorders are increasingly
prevalent in younger age groups — as
young as 7 years old.
• 42 percent of girls in first through third
grade reported a desire to be thinner.
• Girls aged 9 to 15 reported exercising
(more than 50 percent), reducing food
intake (nearly half) and using diet pills
or laxatives (5 percent) to lose weight.
• 75 percent of college-age women
consider themselves overweight, even
though most are within a normal weight
range, and 45 percent are underweight.
• Women of color have rates of eating
disorders similar to those of white
women.
• Without treatment, up to 20 percent of
people with serious eating disorders die.
With treatment, this number decreases
to 2 to 3 percent.
• The majority of people who get adequate
treatment for eating disorders recover
fully (60 percent) or partially (20
percent).

get help

Seek support from family, friends, a private
physician and/or other members of your
community. Help is available for Cal State
L.A. students at the health center on campus.
Call (323) 343-3300 for an appointment.
Hotlines:
Eating Disorder and Prevention, Inc.
(www.edap.org): (800) 931-2237
Rader Programs (www.raderprograms.com):
(800) 841-1515
Anorexia Nervosa and Associated Disorders
(www.anad.org): (847) 831-3438
Web Resources:
www.anred.com
www.nationaleatingdisorders.org
www.something-fishy.org/treatment
—Compiled by Linda L. Scott, RN, in memory
of her beloved cousin Ellen Thomson Fegétte
who passed away Jan. 3, 2000 at the age of
39 from severe complications from anorexia
nervosa and bulimia.
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By Fabiola Sandoval

was a waitress for almost three years at an English pub in
Sherman Oaks, Calif. A flexible student job, waiting tables was a
perfect way to earn enough tips to pay rent and so forth. In a
restaurant where the specialty was English cuisine, there were mostly
English waitresses and waiters. My experience as a woman of color
without an English accent in this predominantly white environment
brought unique challenges and heightened my interest in and
knowledge of the service industry.
Most of the servers working at the pub were white women from
the United States or England. To many customers, I seemed out of
place. They often inquired about my background since I was the only
waitress of color. I tried to answer questions as simply as possible,
skirting the racial dynamics that to me were obvious. Well-meaning but
clueless customers wanted to know why I was working at an English
pub, where I was really from and why I didn’t have an English accent.
Staying quiet about the ignorance behind these comments was
my frozen attempt to not internalize this stuff or these events. Though
I stood quiet I knew my feelings of discomfort were due to inequities
in the pub, and, looking at a larger scale, I was critical of the racial
and gender inequities in the United States. With a higher percentage
of women servers than men, an increasingly diverse population and an
added class component of low wages and lack of benefits, the service
industry has become a pivotal area in labor and workers’ rights. The
service industry is an increasing sector in the U.S. economy — one in
which gender and race dynamics have an important role.
In time I have come to an understanding that being
categorized and dealing with assumptions both from customers and
coworkers was an extra layer I had to deal with because I am brown.
According to the National Restaurant Association, the majority of
servers in the United States are female. At the pub, the behind-the-

scenes support, the unseen faces, were men of color. For me, being a
feminist means looking at this experience, and at people’s “normalized
assumptions,” through a lens that takes into account the
intersectionality of race, class and gender. The fact that I was a woman
attending to other people’s dining needs, a person of color not suited
to be there and a server without benefits were all structural
components affecting the way I fit in the scheme of hierarchy and the
value of my work.
Either way, working at the pub was a crossroads job for me.
However, for many women and people of color, these positions are not
a temporary gig. Unlike me, waitressing to put myself through college,
many in the restaurant industry are in it for the long run. It is their
profession. The livelihoods of many women, working-class men and
people of color depend on this industry. They know too well the low
wages, overt institutional and interpersonal sexism and racism in the
trenches and the hierarchy of power.
One form of leveraging power is to support unions where race,
gender and class are in the center of labor organizing. The issues of
globalization and migration are connected to the dynamics of
exploitation. Therefore a climate that shows solidarity to both workers’
struggles abroad and immigration is important. These solutions may
seem very grand, but change is hard and slow. Learning ways to engage
in the process of unionizing to decrease obstacles based on one’s race,
gender and class background is a step in the right direction. It is a
stepping stone for workers to empower themselves in a system that
rewards exploitation.
Fabiola now works in a different service industry, campaigning for the rights of
homeless people. Send her your thoughts: fabbie03@yahoo.com.

WHOSE LAND? struggling to preserve the south central farm

O

For more information and to get
involved in the struggle to save the
farm, visit these websites:
www.southcentralfarmers.com
www.saveourgarden.com

nce barren — save the trash
and weeds that littered it —
the approximately 14-acre
plot of land on the corner of Alameda
and 41st streets in South Central Los
Angeles is today a thriving community
garden, providing food for more than
300 community members and their
families. Farmers have worked hard to
cultivate the land since 1992. But
now the largest urban garden in the
United States is threatened with
destruction, and the farmers who tend
to it face eviction. As LOUDmouth
goes to print, the future of the farm
remains uncertain. Will the city of Los
Angeles side with private-property
interests? Or will it find a way to
preserve the farm that provides so
many families with nourishment,
independence
and
space
for
community-building?

Also:
LOUDmouth editors Jessica Hoffmann
and Christine Petit collaborated on an
article that includes interviews with
many of the stakeholders in this
struggle and a timeline that traces
the complicated and contestable
history of the land. The article, “14
Acres: Conversations Across Chasms in
South Central Los Angeles,” appeared
in Clamor (Issue 36, Land &
Geography). Read the interviews or
order a copy of the magazine online:
www.clamormagazine.org.
—CP
People express their support for the South Central Farm at a recent demonstration
in front of Los Angeles City Hall. Photos by Christine Petit.
LOUDmouth
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Comic by Camryn Bustamante

CHEW ON THIS
(and we quote ...)

As long as we have Lost Girls, we can justify bitchy
magazine headlines like EAT A SANDWICH, HONEY
as some kind of public-service announcement. It’s
for their own good, right? Yeah, right. Nobody
really cares when a Lost Girl cleans up her act. By
the time she’s found stability, rehab, solid food,
whatever, we’ve found someone else to put on our
celebrity milk cartons: God, have you seen her
lately? And, of course, it’s always a her.
—Wendy McClure (BUST, Dec./Jan. 2006),
asking why we’re so hungry to save the likes
of Lindsay Lohan and Mary-Kate Olsen
“Food porn,” I was told at the Monday editorial
meeting. That was key. Enough with the essays
about science and art; no more interviews with
God-fearing conductors. Starting immediately, the
magazine was slashing word counts and doubling
the number of photos. Also, we needed more chefs.
Cute ones. Funny-looking was fine if they were
ethnic; but for the most part, we were looking for
young, white, rock star guys.
—Ann Bauer (Salon, Jan. 2, 2006) discussing
her two-year stint as a food writer (aka
“food slut”)
By turning small-town life into a commodity, its
original value has been lost, and locals have
become caricatures themselves, playing a role in
order to sustain their livelihood. Tourists believe
that by buying a jar of homemade jam, they are
suddenly edging one step closer to becoming
“authentic,” but underneath the mask of the happy
local working the fruit stand in overalls, a length
of straw hanging out of the corner of his mouth, is
someone like my dad, bitter and more than a little
annoyed, muttering, “they’ve taken over the
town.”
—Tara Goe (Kitchen Sink, 12) reflecting on
the impact of tourism on her hometown

cupcake
By June Melby
(junemelby@yahoo.com)

star spangled whatevers
on the icing
like little explosions of wonderment
as i bite in
letting the exclamation points crowd
up along my cheeks and lips
— celebrate
it is another ding dong day

LOUDmouth
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LOUDMOUTHS EAT!

Christine enjoys food and laughter with her sisters during a
recent visit home

LOUDmouth contributor Angela at the
South Central Farm

Sharing strawberries at the CSA discussed
on page 10

Jackie (see page 17) and a
friend pick kumquats

Stephanie (see page 23), looking like a
cookie monster herself

LOUDmouth supporter Joey drinks
something yummy

LOUDmouth contributor
Torence prepares a fresh
meal in Argentina

Loudmouth-in-training Michaela has her
eyes on these cherries

Irina and a friend at a costume
party/barbecue

Luz cooking beans Food Not Bombs
style (see page 10)

Enjoying life (and corn) at the South Central
Farm

Photos by Debra Guenther, Torence Powell, Jessica Hoffmann, Carole Fishback, S. Nkansa, Christine Petit, Stephanie M. Contreras, Peter Abraham and Lylliam Posadas
LOUDmouth
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Michelle Echenique, Her Eyes Were Bigger, 17 x 23", mixed media collage, 2005.

WHAT ARE YOU HUNGRY FOR?
I am starved for peace, clarity and contentment. And pastries.
Alexa, 26

I hunger for respect, freedom, peace, equality and justice in ALL
things. Food for the mind, soul, body and spirit.
Anyanwu, 34

I’m hungry for solidarity. Solidarity between women so that our
collective awareness and acceptance of one another raises the
potential of humanity to do justice. And I’m hungry for solidarity with
our men, for them to stand behind our sisters, lovers and mothers in
order to truly eradicate oppression.
N i c o l e, 2 1

Food-wise I’m hungry for yuba and somewhere that serves it in L.A.
I’m even hungrier for a future where women don’t have to keep
pushing back against the same regressive societal elements all the
time — where girls and women have full equality and can control
their own bodies. That would really satisfy my appetite.
T r a c y, 3 7

Peppers, all kinds o’ peppers!
Brian, 37

I guess I’m hungry for peace in the world … and chiles en ahogada.
B e t t y, 3 0

Truth.
Linda, almost 23

Love, revolution and peanut-butter-and-jelly pizza.

I am hungry for knowledge, awareness, enlightenment. I am hungry
for acceptance of self and other, and always hungry for the point
where “self” and “other” dissolve into the ever-present.

Hannalah, 28 and counting

I’m hungry for the day when sales-driven advertising doesn’t aim to
instill insecurities in its target audience, and instead encourages
people to make healthy choices based on quality, not quantity, while
teaching self-improvement based on self-acceptance.
C h r i s s y, 3 1

Sushi. Fancy, fancy sushi.

LaSara, 33

Justice.
D i o n n e, 3 9

I am hungry for accountability, transparency, respect and
transformation in community organizing. Mostly I am craving an
eradication of the sexism in the left that is slowing us down.
Andrea, 25

Tuni, 29

Rebellion and anchovies and hard-boiled-egg sandwiches.
I am hungry for DICK! You know what? NO, I’m hungry for a MAN, a
REAL MAN. I’m tired of these fools busting shit on you all the time.
Is wanting to be loved, respected, honored and pleased too much to
ask for? Damn, can a man get a real man?
anonymous, all ages

www.calstatela.edu/usu/loudmouth

Madame D’lux, 33

I am hungry for a world without worry or regret. But if I can’t get
that, I’ll take chocolate-covered bacon.
Justina, 35

SPEAK UP
THE WORLD IS LISTENING

