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Some Kind of Story about Some Kind of Home by the Freedom Writers Collective
JAY: 
It’s like sitting around the campfire except there are no mosquitoes biting your dirty legs and we like the Cross-Cultural Center.  
RENE: 
Someday I will have a best friend all my own. One I can tell my secrets to. One who will understand my jokes without my having to explain them. Until then, I am a red balloon, a balloon tied to an anchor. Everything is holding its breath inside me. I want to be all new and shiny.
DIANNE: 
I like to tell stories. I tell them inside my head. I am going to tell you some stories about a home. One day I will say goodbye. I am too strong for her to keep me here forever. One day I will go away. Friends will say, Where did she go with all those books and paper? Why did she march so far away? They will not know I have gone away to come back.
RENE:  
To me, the Cross was like the cool kids’ table at my high school cafeteria. Except, everyone was the cool new kid. I love its honest welcome. 
ARASH: 
A Haiku for Joy de la Cruz…
Oh Joy de la Cruz 
You never resisted the universe 
You always danced along

CHRISTINE: 
A Haiku Conversation between Cross-Cultural Center Interns…
DIANNE: 
(Sigh) It’s raining outside. 
ARASH:
(Sigh) I don’t know how I feel today.
JAY:

Should we answer the phone? 
DIANNE: 
Part of me–the part tickled when friends appreciate my seemingly carefree attitude–feels a certain obligation to go on adventures. Like I have a responsibility to collect stories. Or, maybe I use that as an excuse to justify my tendencies to flow instead of plan. 
CHRISTINE: 
But my spirit has been tried and tested, sometimes my soul aches my body and bones, and I feel broken. So, I love. That’s the struggle within ourselves. 
ARASH: 

If you want to learn to love better, you should start with a friend who you hate. 
CHRISTINE: 
Sometimes I tell stories in an honesty other cannot believe, explicit conversations and agreements are not always the best to unfurl when you hold the pieces of another’s heart in your palm. 
JAY: 
The Cross Needs Body Guards. A couple of years ago some journalists snuck around the Cross to take snapshots of students who they wanted to ridicule in their publication – the Koala. Free speech sucks sometimes so I’m guessing the publication still exists. I often wonder about how to protect the Cross, if Dr. King had it right. I’m not talking about abandoning nonviolence, I just want to line up a bunch of large loveable bodyguards whose duty is to hug the hell out of everyone upon entry. Call it the Teddy Bear Brigade for Justice, Peace, and Community. I’m completely serious. 
DIANNE: 
The pressing questions of life today…What would my world be like without a Cross-Cultural Center? 
RENE: 
Why does Snoop Dogg need an umbrella? 
DIANNE: 

In the movie version of my life, I dash off to New York, broke and jobless, but ready to be the starving artist nomad living out of her magical purse while couch-surfing and holding a ziplock bag of coins, serendipitously discovering her path. 
ARASH: 
What is the root of all these words? One thing: Love. But a love so deep and sweet it needed to express itself with scents, sounds, colors that never before existed. 
CHRISTINE: 
Love is when you go out to eat and give somebody most of your French fries without making them give you any of theirs.
DIANNE:  
Ode to Dabu & Irene. Now that I’m the Office/Facilities manager at the Cross (AKA The New Dabu  or The New Irene), I would like to officially apologize for every facilities violation I have ever committed. For never doing the dishes. For forgetting to restack my chairs or to break down the tables. For not using a coaster. For complaining about the Calendar being locked up. For not really taking the wheel of chores seriously. For not erasing the white board. For trying to get away with making a reservation without filling out the form. For not using blue tape. 
JAY: 

My dear Cross-Cultural Center, if love is ambiguous, always a little late, full of free food and consecutive sleepless life-inspiring 10-week frenzies, then thank you for loving, and changing love by the minute. And I love Edwina’s hair, whatever it decides to do today.

CHRISTINE: 

Writing is the net that catches my falling life, I said. You laughed. 
JAY: 

Another Haiku for Joy de La Cruz…
Oh Joy de la Cruz! 

Keep pizza in the drawer
Then go out to dance

DIANNE: 
Love is when you tell someone you like their shirt, then they wear it everyday.
ARASH: 
It seems as if the cross is a dynamic breeding ground.  I mean, no one can truly interact with the Cross without feeling something – good vibes, good food, good people.  How can you go wrong?  People grow up here in different ways.  Some come in as babies and mature into their own adults (you know, into themselves and things of that nature).  Others come in with a certain knowledge and impart that knowledge while gaining new knowledge.  It’s a whole give and take deal.  
RENE: 
I remember the first time I noticed the Cross', let's say, less-than-vibrant architectural design.  I was walking through Price Center when a stranger asked me where the Cross-Cultural Center was. I decided I’d take my lunch at the Cross, and walked him there.  When we arrived there, the dude was a bit surprised and less than satisfied. This is it, he said, looks kinda drab. 
JAY: 
When someone loves you, the way they say your name is different. You know that your name is safe in their mouth.
RENE: 
My first instinct was to come to the defense of the Cross with some retaliation.  Maybe an intellectual quip about how he sucked dookie.  Then, I realized, from an outsider’s view, the Cross' appearance must fall short of its reputation.  After all, with a name like the Cross-Cultural Center, this guy must've been expecting something earthier like the Che Cafe, complete with mural’d walls and soy snack treats.  But the Cross didn't have mural’d walls, and the Coke machines up front carried not a single soy snack treat.  

The funny thing was, I had never noticed the fact that the Cross' design didn't reflect its mission, its spirit.  Then, I realized why I had never noticed.  Because the Cross is home, and home is always just right.  Because home is never the four walls and roof... home is where the family is.  And the family at the Cross did reflect its mission, its spirit.
DIANNE:
Diva Central. The Cross-Cultural Center Staff. We are Babae. Mujer. Activista. Feminista. Fashionista. Sista. Diva. We are the essential intersection of possibility and contradiction. We wrap our arms around self-love. Unafraid to get ignorant on the dance floor. Kickbox our way out of boxes. We can program like nobody’s business. Stop and dance to “You are the Sunshine of My Life” in the middle of the workday. Graceful under pressure. Multi-Taskers Supreme. We are the clear pool of water, the unfolding wonder, the fire in the belly, the bounce in the step...
RENE: 
When you love somebody, your eyelashes go up and down and little stars come out of you. 

CHRISITINE: 
Our time is up. No one can do everything, but everyone can do something. Do everything with purpose and feeling. Listen. If you are really preparing for groundlessness, you are living on the razor’s edge, and you must become used to the fact that things shift and change. Things are not certain and they do not last and you do not know what is going to happen. Luckily, my teachers have always pushed me over the cliff. 
DIANNE: 
Our Final Haiku for the Evening…
Oh Joy de la Cruz! 
I believe I’ve lost my shoes
I guess I’ll sleep here
ARASH: 
One day, I’ll have a house of my own. With my pillow and pretty purple petunias. My books and my stories. My two shoes waiting beside the bed. Nobody’s garbage to pick up after. Only a house quiet as snow, a space for myself to go, clean as paper before the poem. 

RENE: 
One day I will say goodbye. 
ARASH: 
I am too strong for her to keep me here forever. One day I will go away. 
JAY: 
Friends will say, Where did he go with all those books and paper? 
CHRISTINE: 
Why did she march so far away? 
DIANNE: 
They will not know I have gone away to come back. 

