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Welcome to the #Elara Moves process magazine. Public transportation and com-
munity safety! These are issues that concern regions with people of low income. 
However, most people either don’t realize or ignore these problems because 
they are adapted to the living conditions of their community. 

In East L.A., people are discussing more options to get from one place to anoth-
er - like increasing the availability of buses and trains, and expanding bike routes 
throughout the city.  People are also finding ways to increase security and reduce 
public vandalism. In East L.A., people find many ways to get around. 
        - Edwin Cervantes, 12th Grade
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When we opened the East Los Angeles Renaissance Academy nearly five years ago, we 
envisioned a school where students could take their learning beyond the classroom, 
where students could use their learning in real-world situations.  Projects like #ELARA 
Moves allow our students to do just that.  This project pushed students to use their 
research, writing and speaking skills in a way that allowed them to investigate current 
issues in their community and become agents of change.  As our students interviewed 
their peers and their families they gave voice to the challenging nature of life on the 
Eastside; they honored those voices by proposing changes to their community.  It is our 
hope that they will see those changes enacted and will look on this learning experience 
knowing that they were enriched and empowered through it.

As a design teacher it was great to see my students build on their art skills through 
this book.  One particular case was with one of our students Maria Vivas.  As a senior 
working on her art portfolio for college, it has been a great opportunity to be a part 
of her growth as an artist.  When you have so many students come in and out of class 
every day with a wide range of art skills, it’s always encouraging to be able to have a 
deeper conversation about illustration with a student who shows passion for her fu-
ture trade. It was a great experience to be able to advise Maria in creating an art piece 
that would not just be published, but also be something that she can be proud of. 

As the New Media teacher, being a part of the #ELARA Moves project was a natural 
fit. My students were already in the process of becoming Adobe Certified Associates 
in Photoshop and were learning how to use various new media tools such as blogs, 
discussion boards, and digital photography.  We used Google Earth as a tool for stu-
dents to explore their community and share experiences of getting to and from school. 
Students used Google Earth to map their routes and analyze safety concerns they have 
on a daily basis. Students shared these experiences with each other on a discussion 
board using screenshots to highlight the areas that needed improvement. Chelsea’s 
story of passing through a dangerous underpass really resonated with all of us. Chelsea 
volunteered to make a video of her experience which is now shared on our You Tube 
channel. Along with this video, Christine and Karla took it upon themselves to analyze 
student transportation data and create an infographic. Students also created a YouTube 
video that shared these findings with the help of our student videographer Karoline.
 
The #Elara Moves project combined study of the Arts and Urban Planning with youth 
leadership development. Students researched the city, expressed themselves through 
different media and across academic disciplines. I witnessed students grow as thinkers 
and creators while cultivating the confidence required to become agents of change.  
Highlights for me were the many wonderful moments in the classroom and having the 
students present their work at Metro LA Headquarters. They did a spectacular job!
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I believe helping each other is necessary in life. We all battle our own problems 
and demons, so we could use a little push from one another. You don’t know 
what people go through, so why add to their problems? We should help each 
other with the burdens we carry, because once could be crushed by their issues. 
It can be tough going out of your way to help people, but at the end of the day 
you would have appreciated the help if you were in the person’s shoes. I’ve faced 
some colossus obstacles in my past, and the help from others made life bearable. 
Small kind gestures might not seem like much, but at times it can go a long way.

I believe that your parents are superheros. When I was about 5 or 6 years old, it 
was me and my parents at home, my brothers were in school.  We used to take 
care of a dog that belonged to my Tio’s ex-girlfriend. The dog was a doberman. 
The dog may looked friendly, but I knew deep inside, that this dog was dangerous. 
During the day we let the dog loose to have his freedom, and as a kid I always 
had my little freedom riding my tricycle. Even though the dog was loose I was 
still scared to be by myself, but I knew my parents were looking out for me. It 
was feeding time for the dog, as I kept him company and my dad prepared the 
wet dog food for Chocolate. My dad returning with the dogs food and it wasn’t 
enough for the dog. I wanted to comfort him but he didn’t agree with me. From 
what i remembered he just attacking, I was on the floor couldn’t get him off me 
until felt my mom grabbing me and trying to pull the dog away from me and my 
dad trying to remove Chocolate from me.  After that all I saw was blood, the 
blood was coming from my right eye, I heard my parents yelling and the dog 
barking.  After the attack I was in the emergency room, all I heard was my mom 
crying and I could feel my dad was really scared to death. I couldn’t see anything 
from my right eye. I had to get surgery. I was a little girl and I didn’t want to leave 
my parents and my brothers. I was scared. If my parents weren’t there to look 
out for me when I was attacked I wouldn’t be here now. My parents are my su-
perheros, they saved my life from the attack. Your parents are your superheros.

I believe that anyone can change if they want and try. Not long ago I said to my-
self “I am not going to get angry any more” because it doesn’t get me anywhere. I 
decided, why don’t I change that? People can change if they try. 

ANGEL

We are students from the East Los Angeles Renaissance Academy (ELARA). ELARA 
is a school of urban planning and design at Esteban Torres High School. Our beliefs, 
transmitted here in writing and imagery, are a window into who we are.  

JULISSA 

 

WHAT WE BELIEVE

ALEJANDRA

ASHLEY
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JULISSA 

 

I believe I have to stop being negative and start being positive about myself. I can 
achieve anything; I just need to go for it. I won’t let anybody bring me down by 
saying I can’t do it. Now, I focus on what I have to do to be successful. 

I believe that everything happens for a reason. Growing up was difficult since my 
single mother couldn’t afford to give us things that we didn’t need. I recall waking 
up early at  the crack of dawn and hunting down yard sales trying to bargain for 
things with the little money we had, staying there for hours until our feet began 
to hurt. I learned to appreciate everything I have. 

I believe that change is necessary in life. In order to better yourself or your 
situation, you must make a change. The definition of insanity, is doing the same 
thing over and over again, but still expecting change. As a child, all I cared about 
was having fun and living in the moment, but as I matured, I started to notice the 
faults in myself. With the shock of my father deserting us, my mother could no 
longer keep track of my nutrition and I didn’t care about what I was eating. As I 
became heavier, people became meaner. At some point I even began to bully my-
self by telling myself I couldn’t do anything athletic. Why should I even try? One 
day I met a friend who motivated me. He was one of the first people who saw 
me for who I really was. He encouraged me to go to gym, and start eating better. 
I joined the football team and managed to lose 60 pounds in 5 months. My body 
began to change along with my mind. I became more confident and happier. This 
is why I believe that change is necessary in life. 

I believe when a couple breaks up they should respect each other and let go. I 
was trapped for about a year bothered by my ex everyday and night. I was scared 
to go out. I was hurt emotionally and physically by him. I didn’t tell any one. Final-
ly, my family noticed and saved me from his abuse. 

I believe that hard work pays off. Soccer is my favorite sport. When team tryouts 
came, I was the first one on the field. I was nervous, but I got on the team and 
was so happy. I learned that if you work hard in what you want you will get it. If 
you’re on a team, work hard together because hard work pays off. 

I believe that having motivation is important. I’ve always wanted to accomplish 
things that interested me or would make me a better individual. One of those 
goals is to graduate high school. 

I believe that we meet people by chance. Once I was at the Soto Station and 
didn’t have money on my tap card. I needed to go downtown. Suddenly, I saw old 
friends I thought I’d never see again. We had met a year ago in summer schooL. 
They lent me the money I needed and helped me out on that bad day.

ADOLFO

HELENA

JULIO

BRIANNA

ALDO

GRACE
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I believe that we should appreciate the things we have. We never know when 
something will be taken away. My dad came to the U.S. from Mexico and is un-
documented. One morning after he had left for work. My mom and I woke up to 
loud knocks on the door. My mom peeked out the window and saw ICE written 
on their jackets. I was scared and thought they were trying to break in. The peo-
ple from ICE left. If they would had gotten my dad and sent him back to Mexico, 
I wouldn’t be in school anymore. I would be working to help my family. You just 
never know when the people you love will be taken from you. 

I believe that my dad is still with me even though he isn’t really here anymore. My 
dad was a great man, very respectful, kind, supportive, friendly, and caring. He died 
a year ago on March 22, 2014 from bad decisions. I could still feel his presence 
with me everywhere I go. There are times when I dream about him, where I could 
still feel his kisses on my forehead or my cheek. I could feel when he had shaved 
his beard a few days ago and the little pokes of the beard growing back. I even 
still dream of when he would get up by 4:30 and you could hear the shower turn 
on to shower every morning. He is my eyes behind my head. People are not for-
ever but that doesn’t matter. They are always here even if they really aren’t here. 
Even though my dad isn’t alive anymore, I believe he is still here, giving me a little 
push more and more each day to do better. Giving me signs that he is proud and 
shows he loves me. Memories, those are the ones you have to cherish the most 
because you never know when you might be gone or a loved one.

I believe that life gives you second chances. When I was 10 years old, I contracted 
bacterial meningitis. I spent nine days in the hospital, I was quarantined from my 
family, and they were just able to see me through a big window. I felt very bad. My 
head hurt, my legs were not able to move. I was the first child that the doctors 
treated with this type of disease. After being in the hospital for days I got better. 
Life gave me a second chance. Now I am 19 years old and life has presented me 
many opportunities. For instance, knowing my mother, working hard to obtain an 
excellent education, and striving for the best. I live my life like tomorrow does 
not exist and strive to reach my goals. 

I believe people can change. When I became a teenager I became a rebel. In mid-
dle school I would leave school all the time. In high school I would do the same 
thing but was more of a troublemaker, going to parties and sinking out. Then I 
realized I was just hurting my mom by my actions and sacrificing my future career. 
I started to change. I wanted to become a better person for my mom and myself. 
I became responsible and now am doing well in school and with my mom. I am 
graduating in the class of 2015. I am proud of what I have accomplished. 

DANIEL

ALEJANDRA

MARLENE

NICOLE
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We used the Arts to visualize our stories. We studied composition, elements of 
art, printmaking, typography, infographics, and layout. Our images will be in an 
#Elara Moves magazine to share with the community. It was great to have classes 
that are totally different coming together to make a book about transportation. 
As the artists, we were tasked with making images that would complement the 
description of the writers. In my 4 years as a high school student this has been 
my first time collaborating in this way. It was a very eye opening experience 
because we all got to see how our choices impact not only us but the environ-
ment around us. This is something that makes people want to change their way 
of thinking and how they use transportation. I really liked #Elara Moves because 
it showed us real world issues that normally aren’t addressed in school. This is 
very important because you see how the real world works and you are able to 
experience the issue and be able to make a change. This helped our imaginations 
blossom.

Making a book was a great opportunity to work on because we get to share our 
ideas with other people. The best part was turning our drawing into prints. It 
was cool because we got to use tools to help us with our prints. We had never 
really got the idea of transportation until the #Elara Moves Project. It’s great 
talking about transportation in the city because in our city people mostly use 
cars. This is the reason why we have so much pollution and smog. I think other 
schools should also start focusing on the city more because once you start fo-
cusing on the city you could actually realize that there is a lot wrong with it that 
we can actually try to fix together. 

ENRIQUE 

KARLA

Students did quantitative and qualitative research on Safe Routes to School in the 
community. We wanted to learn about how students get around, and how they 
feel about their transportation choices and experiences. 

WHAT WE DID
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Transportation has a powerful impact on the lives 
of students. Access to healthy and affordable trans-
portation is important for student success. 

#ELARA Moves students studied teen mobility in 
East Los Angeles. Students did inter-disciplinary 
research using art, journalism, and new media. We 
asked the question: How Do Students Get Around?

Students used the following research methods to study youth perspectives on 
mobility: surveys, observation, interviews with peers and parents, visualization, info-
graphics, and video. We shared our findings in a presentation at Metro LA Head-
quarters, on social media, and in this publication. 
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My name is Christine Vasquez and I am in the 9th grade. I am the artist that made 
the infographic for modes of transportation. In February, we performed a student 
mobility survey with 298 high school students using Google tools. We used the 
survey findings to guide our qualitative research using observation, interviews, sto-
rytelling and visualization. 

This is what the survey taught us about how ELARA students get to and from 
school. Students reported using more than one mode of transportation (so the 
total is greater than 100). Most ELARA students walk to and from school. That is a 
healthy option - as long as it is safe. Here are the numbers:

50% walk 
46% carpool
14% use the bus
2% use a bike or skateboard
1 % use the train

In terms of safety, students feel safest in the morning and if they leave at 3:00 
(about 90%). But, students perception of safety declines to 62% if they are in after 
school activities and go home after 5:00.

My name is Karla Alfaro. In April, we did a follow-up survey to dive deeper into 
students’ personal mobility choices. We compared how ELARA students get to and 
from school with how they get around Los Angeles. When students have to travel 
farther, their modes of transportation change. 

Students like skateboards and want to have access to a bike share service. We 
found out that few students have access to healthy transportation options other 
than walking. When going to school, only 2% ride a bike or skateboard. However, 
most students use the bus, train, or bike for longer trips around the city.

39% use the bus 
35% use rail 
23% bike 
7% skateboard 

In our New Media class, we performed the survey, saved and formatted images 
using Photoshop, studied our routes to and from school using Google Earth, and 
made infographics. We posted videos on our new You Tube Channel and discussed   
our routes to school on a safety discussion thread. 

CHRISTINE

 See 
Infographic 

  
KARLA
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Infographic of student mobility survey findings by Christine Vasquez, 9th grade

50% of students walk to school
46% carpool to school
14% take the bus to get to school
2% bike or skateboard to school
1% take the train to get to school
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Student 
Modes of 

Transpor tation

Student
Perceptions 

of Safety

Train 
Ridership

These charts are informed by two mobility surveys at ELARA. The first tool surveyed 
265 students (N = 265). The second survey reached 124 students (N = 124).
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Observation is an important research method in Urban Planning and the Arts. This 
section shares written and visual observations from students about mobility.

OBSERVATION

One Friday afternoon, after hanging out with my friends for a while, I decided to 
head home. I started walking home around 4:30 p.m. I decided to go some way I 
usually wouldn’t t take to go home. In my mind I really wasn’t looking forward to 
going home.
 While I was walking home, I was on my phone texting “bae.” Bae is a per-
son we teens or some teens describe someone that comes “before anyone else.” 
We call the person we like or “talking” to that. I had an urge to look up while 
I was walking. In my head, I heard some kind of voice tell me “Look up dude.” I 
thought I was going to crash into something or someone since I wasn’t looking at 
where I was going so I immediately looked up. 
 At the moment that I looked up, I saw what back in the days we called 
a “pachuco.” A pachuco is a juvenile gang member of Mexican-American ethnic 
origin. Now we don’t call them “pachucos” we call them cholos/gangsters. When 
I seen him, I thought to myself so many things. I immediately thought to myself, 
“This guy is on something real good.” I also thought, “Maybe he is some kind of 
actor.” I thought he was an actor because the way he was dressed and he didn’t 
look like he would be a cholo/gangster.
 He wore a strange color. It wasn’t/wouldn’t be the type of color a person 
would wear or want to wear. The color was almost like peachy. He wasn’t wearing 
his coat or chain. The feathers on his hat looked really nice but also weird in a 
way. He had an innocent face and didn’t look like he was Mexican in any way. He 
was about 5’11 or even 6 feet tall.  
 I didn’t know whether to say “nice suit” to him or nothing at all. All I said 
to him was “Hi.” He said “Hi’’ back and we both continued walking. After that, I 
was almost half ways home and just seemed confused. About 5 minutes passed 
and I forgot that I was texting “bae” so I went back to texting on my phone and 
forgot about the “pachuco.” That was the strangest thing I have seen.

Having overslept one morning I rushed to get ready. Several minutes later, my 
uncle honked his car horn letting me know he was here to pick me up. Still half 
asleep I climbed into the middle of the three seater car. Every turn in the road I 
was squished by either my uncle who was driving or my cousin to the right of me. 
Speeding to school, we hit a red light and waited as the elementary school kids 
crossed the road. 
 My uncle pointed out that not only people were crossing the road but 
chickens and roosters too. It was not uncommon to see animals as we know they 

NICOLE

Pachuco 
Whaaat?

MELISSA

Why Didn’t 
the Chicken 

Cross the 
Road?
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ANDREA

The Dog

Innocence 
Disturbed

are property of the house down the street. The animals did not cause a 
problem until they stopped right in front of the on coming traffic. 
 The chickens and roosters did not even flinch when the cars honked 
their horns trying to get them off the street. All of us in the car found it quite 
amusing, saying, “Only in East Los Angeles does the problem of having chick-
ens on the road occur!” 
 Eventually the car blocked by the animals had merged slightly into our 
lane driving in the opposite direction to avoid injuring the careless animals. 
Moments after, it was our turn to move across the green light and we contin-
ued on our normal route to school.         

It was early in the morning, around seven, I was getting ready for school. My 
mom was making my smoothie as always, blueberries, strawberries, bananas, 
and juice mix it together and you got yourself a delicious smoothie. Me and 
my cousin were getting ready to walk to school. Outside it was cold with 
the sun out shining on the trees and flowers in my moms front yard. Perfect 
view. As, we were walking, we were going down hill, there was a dog walking 
alone, with no owner, i pretty much felt bad for the dog, because i love dogs 
and if i see the a dog out in the streets, i feel like keeping it. The dog wasn’t 
quite following us, but early in the morning the streets are pretty busy. Some 
people have to get to work and take their children to school. As we we reach 
to the corner of the hill we turn right, but the dog walks straight where all 
the cars are passing fast! The dog wasn’t afraid when he was crossing. Cars 
were honking, slowing down so the dog can move. There was ONE car at a 
fast speed, the driver does he the dog, but doesn’t care and just runs over the 
dog. NO HONK! NOT SLOWING DOWN! The driver just didn’t care about 
what was in front of him, he was just too busy to get to the place he wanted 
to go. Even though it was in the morning and it’s very busy, drivers still slowed 
down and honked at the dog, so it could move. Traffic was being caused, the 
drivers didn’t know what to do, run him over again even though it was dead, 
try to go around it. Traffic was a bit worst than it was. That day was my first 
time I see a dog getting runned over. My heart was beating fast, it was just 
crazy, something that i never that i would see with my own eyes. The sound of 
the dog being hit. The driver didn’t even bother to care.  

One of the craziest things that happen to me was when I was in the third 
grade. I was only nine years old at the time, still a kid, so everything was still 
new to me. The situation occurred after school. I had just gotten out of class 
and as usual I went to go hang out with my friends for a while. The weather 
at the time was cloudy, a bit breezy, the type of weather that makes you feel 
gloomy. As I was hanging out with my friends I realized it was getting a bit late 
so I decided to leave.

ESTEBAN
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 I had said bye to all my friends before I left then I started walking home. I 
was going my usual way two blocks from then take a shortcut in an alley. As I was 
about to go in the alley I saw a guy get beat up by 4 other people. I got scared 
when I saw it you would think that my initial reaction would be running away but 
I couldn’t as if my body was stiff. My body was stuck because I was in shock and 
frighten I had never experienced anything like I was scared. It was one of the most 
violent things that I have ever witnessed.
 The guy that was getting beat up looked like in his mid 20s about 5”6” he 
was bleeding a lot. You could hear the thump of their fists hitting his head. At that 
point I wanted to go and help him but when one of the guys turned and looked me 
he said “hey” as soon as he said that I ran. I ran as fast I could to get to my house 
I ended up taking the long way home but the only thing that matters is that I was 
safe. Although I was sacred that day I took something out of it that the world is tuff 
and not everybody is as kind hearted than others that was the craziest thing that 
happen to me on my way from school.

One sunny day, on my way from home from school I met up with two of my friends. 
My friends Abraham and Christian were at a store across the street from Belvedere 
Middle School. From the corner store we walked home. Instead of walking down 
Cesar Chavez to Evergreen Avenue we decided to take an alternate route. We made 
a right on Rowan Avenue up a big hill. As we were walking up the hill, I remember 
Abraham saying “let’s cut through an alley.” So we did, as if it was a shortcut. We 
walked down the alleyway from the start of Rowan to nearby the hillside where El 
Pino is.
 Once we got to El Pino we saw a group of people, at least ten of them, both 
boys and girls. As we were walking we passed the group and went up the hill a little 
more. I heard “Get them!” so we turned around and saw two guys fighting. We 
stopped, turned around, and watched the fight. I noticed that one of the guys had 
brass knuckles on. The guy punched him and knocked the other kid down. The kid 
was unstable to get up for at least a minute, while his friends were checking to see 
if he was okay. 
 Christian wanted to leave because of what happened, so we did. We walked 
down another hill across the street from the scene. As we went walking down the 
hill there was a man walking on the other side of the street. He was speed walking 
the opposite way from where were walking. He was wearing a black muscle shirt, 
plaid shorts, and white socks that he wore up to his calf. This man was hiding a pis-
tol under a shirt. The shirt was covering it up but I got to see it was a pistol because 
as he was walking up the hill he barely started to cover up the pistol with his shirt. 
Abraham was quick to say, “Let’s go see what he is going to do.” Abraham turned 
around to follow the man and we walked right behind him. 
 Once we got to the top of the hill, we saw both the men running down 
the street at the very bottom of the hill. The man with the pistol was chasing the 
guy who was wearing the brass knuckles. Then, out of nowhere, a cop car comes 
in front of them. The cop who was in the passenger seat leaped out of the car fast 

A Hosti le 
Encounter

 

RENE



27

enough to jump onto the man who had the pistol. As we were watching from the top 
of the hill, a cop car came from the alleyway - the same alleyway we came walking from. 
A lady cop told everyone one of us to put our hands on the hood of the car. We did 
and she searched each and every single one of us. She asked us three what we were 
doing and we explained that we were just walking home from school. The other group 
had agreed with us saying that they don’t know us so the cop let us three go home. 

Last year, around September or October, it was a hot, sunny day, but it was windy. I got 
out of school early since there was a college fair that had almost all of the colleges in 
this state. I think almost all of the academies were there at the fair. Anyway, I walked 
down Cesar Chavez Ave, since I always go that way home. I was very tired since either 
I must’ve had P.E or that I didn’t slept well the other night. I was walking with my friend 
for a while and then we parted around Belvedere Middle School. I was walking straight 
until I hit the intersection of Chavez and Rowan.
 In that intersection, there’s a corner store and there were cop cars in front of 
the store. They were blocking the street that no car could pass through. No one could 
walk pass by the store since they were clearing people out of there. I turned right 
quickly, since I assumed it was an armed robbery. I was walking very fast since I wasn’t 
sure that it was going to be a shootout. I was really panicking that I was crouching 
while I was walking. My adrenaline was very high and felt that I could die at any mo-
ment. I didn’t want to be a helpless bystander getting shot or a hostage. That’s why I 
was walking fast before things got hairy.
 When I got back home, I was drenched in sweat that I needed a shower. To this 
day, I wondered what happened at the store that day. I keep asking questions about 
what happened. Was it a robbery? Did the owners had a meth lab? Who knows what 
happened that day. I’m glad nothing happen to me. Fear is a natural response and there’s 
no shame in it, especially since if the situation is very serious. 
 
It was a beautiful Wednesday morning walking to school with my mom, sister, and I. 
One of the intersections doesn’t have a stop sign so the cars don’t stop. So the girl was 
walking with her grandpa and her brother. The girl didn’t check if cars where coming 
so she crosses it like if the intersection had a stop sign. The car came and hit her and 
the driver stopped and hit her again. I was scared that that happened it could happen 
to anyone even if you are aware of your surroundings. Her grandpa came to the driv-
er’s window and told her off. After that happened my mom told my sister and I to be 
careful when we crossed the street.

My name is Yakeline Segura. When violence happens we can help take care of each 
other. One day I heard many gunshots go off outside my house. I saw a lady with a baby 
on her arms running, and a guy running too.  A few seconds later, I heard the police and 
helicopter arrive. When the gunshots stopped I looked outside to see my neighbors. I 
heard the helicopter talk so I stood inside and kept my baby nephew safe. Almost all of 
the cars had gunshot holes on them. 
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GREGORIO 

JESUS 
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JULIO 

MAKAYLA 
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We used photography to experi-
ment with composition and line. 

Lines are all around us. The lines you see in these photos 
are both are organic and inorganic.

Lines are important elements of 
visual composition.

We studied lines in our environment. Lines guide the viewers to where 
the artist wants to draw attention.
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What’s in your backpack?

Everyday compositions
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Students studied and practiced visual composition. We made 2D compositions and 
took turns as creative directors staging photography compositions inside and outside 
of the classroom.
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Dr. A created a process blog so students could publish their work and connect across class-
rooms and with our friends and families. Students decided on the #elaramoves hashtag for 
our Twitter and Instagram communications. www.elaramobility.wordpress.com.

BLOGGING +
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My name is Alexis Maravillas. I am here to represent #Elara Moves. One of the 
research methods we used was interviews. We interviewed our peers at school. 
We interviewed our parents. We also did an in-depth profile essay about a trans-
portation user in our neighborhood. This helped us understand our historical and 
current experiences of transportation. Before we did the interviews, we devel-
oped questions. Here are examples of mine:

How do you go to school?
Do you take any transit to school? 
Do you feel safe going to school?
Is there any violence through the passage way to your school or home?
Do you feel more comfortable using transportation than walking?
Do you feel more comfortable walking to school with someone else?

My name is Nicole Grajeda. I interviewed a friend named Kevin. Kevin is a “swag-
gy” kid. The word “swaggy” means a kid with “cool style” from today. 
I asked him, “Why don’t you feel safe after 5 p.m.?” 
Kevin didn’t hesitate to answer and said, “Umm, have you not see the city and 
neighborhoods we live around? I don’t think I’m not the only one who doesn’t 
feel safe after the sun goes down.” 

One sunny afternoon during lunch around twelve I met a young sophomore who 
also attends Torres High School. Her name was Ashley. She was about my height. 
She was wearing a gray sweater with skinny jeans. I went up to Ashley because 
she was sitting alone waiting for her friends to get their lunch. They were giving 
burritos that smelled really bad. I asked Ashley if I could interview her on some 
questions for my journalism class. I was pretty timid about going up to someone 
and asking questions. I was relieved when I saw her sitting alone. I sat beside 
her and said “I’m Brianna” with a smile. She looked at me with a confused face. I 
gave a little giggle and asked if it would be okay if I could interview her on some 
questions for my journalism class. I was as uncomfortable as she was. Thankfully 
she said yes. I said okay and began with my first question, “Why would kids rather 
walk than carpool? “ She thought for a second and said “They like to walk.” I said 
“Do you think it could also be because they don’t have bus money, or not know 
anyone who attends their school?”  She said,  “Yeah. That could be a reason.” As 
I kept asking questions she kept giggling. I was annoyed by the fact that she was 
acting childlike than when I first was talking to her but I knew I needed my ques-
tions and I was already there. I asked her if she felt uncomfortable and smiled. 

ALEXIS

 

NICOLE

BRIANNA

INTERVIEWS
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She said a little. I looked at my notebook and said just one more question, “Why 
don’t kids feel safe walking home at 3:15?” She said, “I don’t know.” I thanked her and 
walked away relieved it was over.

Only relying on himself to pay child support for his three children who lived under 
their mothers custody, he has worked 13 hour days on his feet for over 25 years. 
Born in Zacatecas, Mexico and migrating to Los Angeles at the age of 5, Noestor 
Ruiz was known for being on his feet since the day he could walk. His strict parents 
pushed him to be as independent as possible knowing its was hard to support all 
their children. Noestor started off work at the age of 12 by mowing lawns in the 
streets of Los Angeles and helping his father in their mechanic shop. Since he was 
young Noestor wanted nothing more than to be on his own. He walked five miles 
round trip just to walk to school everyday - only accepting the occasional ride to 
school by neighbors. 
 He wouldn’t mind walking up and down hills and across train tracks in any 
type of weather. His life revolved around where ever his feet could take him. Noestor 
never relied on public transit saying, “They never got me where I wanted to go.”
 What you wouldn’t know is that Noestor lives in constant pain from a sur-
gical error on his foot many years ago. Since then he has undergone another foot 
related surgery and has spent over several thousand dollars on foot related care. He 
has invested in therapy and proper shoes to several hundred dollar custom made 
orthotics. From being a man on his feet, there are days now he can’t bare to stand up.
 At the age of 16 Noestor had bought his first car which made his route to his 
first official job that much easier. Still under supervision, he was allowed to drive back 
and forth to school and then to work everyday. From that point on, Noestor’s mis-
chievous phase began as he started sneaking out to go to parties or simply hang out 
with friends past curfew. He says his life was made easier with this simple common 
mode of transportation. 
 On May 5, 1985 Noestor began the career he would keep for the rest of this 
life. Starting out as a box boy and over the course of 30 years, he now drives double 
trailer semi’s. Noestor’s current work schedule involves driving 10 hours a day drop-
ping off and switching trailers near the border of Arizona.
 Due to sleep deprivation and ongoing foot problems, he has had to take 
multiple leaves from work but never exceeding a max of 3 days missed. Noestors 
work depends on a good night sleep and good feet. He must stay awake from 1:30 
a.m. to 12:30 p.m. and keep a safe speed limit while driving. “I have the most prob-
lems with my right foot which is an issue since I control the gas pedals with my right 
foot.” he says. “ If I can’t drive properly, I won’t be able to work.” Noestor has never 
let his health issues stop his determination to keep moving forward. He recently has 
changed his shifts to a standard 8 hours and claims to be back to living a normal life.

MELISSA

Sole Power
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His childhood was different from many others. A young kid, black hair, brown 
eyes, big smile, and tall. Julio was born on May 4th, 1970. Julio is from Mexico and 
he went to school there until he was 14 years old. Then at the age of 19 he came 
to East Los Angeles.
          “When I was young I used to walk to school everyday. Sometimes I did 
carpooling with my friends.” Sometimes he had to go to school walking alone 
since he was the youngest of his six siblings. His brothers said that he was an 
agreeable kid. Julio had to walk a mile from home to school and another mile 
from school back to his house.“I liked to walk sometimes I walked with my 
friends.” He liked to walk because he could exercise. He liked to play soccer and 
walking was a good warm-up and helped for his vitality.
“I liked to walk sometimes I walked with my friends.”
 Julio had four modes of transportation “I had the option to walk, ride a 
horse a bike, or carpooling.” There weren’t many ways to get from one place to 
another but walking was the one he used the most. Sometimes Julio would have 
the opportunity to rent a bike or rent a horse from a neighbor or his uncle and 
it was faster to get to school.
When he was 17 he bought a horse. But he says it was very skinny. His wife says 
that the horse could barely stand by himself. he says that is not true but no one 
knows. 
 He was really good at games at school; he played with marbles, a spin, or 
a game called Mesa. (It was similar to playing golf but they used a bigger ball) He 
liked to play because they played with money. Most of the time he won money 
and he could buy candies, rent a bike or horse, or buy materials he needed at 
school
 At the age of 19, he came to East Los Angeles. He had to go to school 
walking or taking the bus in the afternoons.  Julio became an automobile depen-
dent when he bought his new car. He had new methods of transportation the 
infrastructure was different in East Los Angeles. 
 “Now there are many ways to get to school. You can go in the bus, car-
pool, in a bike, skateboard, walk, a car, etc.”
 “I think walking, using a skateboard or going in a bike is convenient be-
cause they don’t contaminate the air.” 
 Julio says that when people travel short distances they should use these 
modes of transportation because it helps to environment and reduce pollution. 
The evolution of transportation had been improving during all these years. Some-
thing that identifies people is for walking because it is something that had stick to 
our daily life. You walk from here to there.

One warm evening an amazing woman was in the kitchen of her house cooking 
the dinner. She wore pants and a T-shirt of her hometown with her hair tied. Her 
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  In El Salvador, she was not able to complete her studies because she got 
pregnant with her first daughter Diana R. Ramos. During that time, she left her own 
home because her mother did not support her and then she married Juan A. Ramos, 
the father of her three daughters. Four-years later a second baby, Gabriela B. Ramos. 
Two-years later, she was expecting her third and last daughter, Alejandra M. Ramos. 
Despite these three joys, life proud difficult for Regina and Juan- they divorced.
  In 1998, Regina struggled crossing the border; immigration officers caught 
her. Fortunately, she was not forced to return her hometown. Regina recalled, “the 
worst thing was being lost in the desert for two days without water and food.” In 
1999 while living in the United States Regina met a man, Humberto A. Mottos.  They 
married in 2007. They do not have children. Two years ago, they purchased a home in 
East Los Angeles in order to provide a stable life for Regina’s daughters who came to 
the United States in 2012.
  While Regina resided in her country, she used multi-modal transportation. 
She said, “I used to take the bus or walk.” There was no one who could drop her 
off at school, and pick her up, either. She had to wait 20 minutes or so, until the bus 
passed through. When the bus delayed, she had to walk for a long time because she 
lived away from school, at least 3.5 miles.
  She said, “I felt safe walking because back then, there was not as much van-
dalism as today.” Now and then, walking around or taking a bus after 5:00pm is really 
unsafe because there are no patrols and the buses do not provide surveillance cam-
eras, comfortable seats or enough space. Regina added, “The drivers do not respect 
traffic signs and also the buses do not provide priority seats for disabled people.”
 “When I came to the United States, it was really different from my country.” 
Regina said, “For instance, mode of transportation because in my hometown there 
are no trains.” Then, Regina explained that back then there existed trains but they 
stopped working for some reason she does not know.  The trains stopped working 
because of lack of investment for maintenance of roads. However, they started to 
work in 2007, but they were not useful and stopped working again in 2012. Years ago, 
Salvadorans used horses as transportation.  The first railway line from El Salvador was 
eight miles long, drawn by horses. Then, different types of carriages were created for 
transporting goods, but this means was limited to small areas.
 As in different aspects of national life, public transportation in El Salvador has 
been in a state of calamity for many years. Hundreds of old buses are in bad con-
dition, the buses do not provide bicycle racks or bus coin machine. Bikers exercise 
little care getting into the bus with their bikes and hurting others or take too much 
space. Sometimes fare collectors do not respect the users. There’s also loud music, 
street vendors of all kinds, people begging, motorists driving under the influence. 
Traffic accidents caused by public transportation average about 2,000 per year in El 
Salvador.
  “I have the following hope: I hope that one day citizens can get on a bus with 
comfortable seats, air conditioning and with enough space. Also a good deal of the 
driver to passengers and a fair price for service.” Regina said.
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Students learned about line, 
composition, scale, color, tex-
ture, typography, and worked 
with various media. 

In this painting activitiy, we 
studied work samples from 
conceptual artists and read 
the L. A. Times newspaper. 
Students thought about what 
they read and saw. They cre-
ated paintings on newsprint. 

This activity revealed how 
artists make choices and 
make meaning. It provided 
an outlet to read about 
current events and interpret 
what they observed. It also 
made powerful art!
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ERASURE POEMS

New Media students used Google Earth to map and analyze their routes to school.
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ERASURE POEMS
Journalism students practiced editing and transforming meaning through 
erasure poems. Erasure poems are created by deleting words from an existing 
text. Students swapped their observation stories with peers and transformed 
them by taking words away. This creative writing technique applies to life. It is 
important to make good choices about what we want to include or exclude from 
our lives. We framed the erasure poems in the painted frames created during the 
printing process.

ASHLEY

Lost & Found

The Hole

JULIO

The Best 
Mother Poem

I was a child / My family got dinner / My brother watched me, distracted  / Afraid 
/ felt alone and lost / I cried / Crowded people / I couldn’t pass / Cop asked me 
/ Something wrong? / I couldn’t answer / Are you lost? / Get in / Wait for mom 
/ Mom found brother / He asked for me / They didn’t know Where I was / He 
walked to the cops / “Seen a little girl?”/ They opened the door / I ran to her / 
Hugging her / Happy to see her

It was a foggy morning / I woke up tired / As I was walking to school / Something 
very weird and funny / I saw a ….. PIG / You don’t see that in LA / Wet nose, 
curly tail, black and white / The lady didn’t seem to care / “Hamlet ” she cried / 
The weirdest thing ever / The pig

Walking down hill / crashed car / caution / police / passed accident / big huge 
hole / knocked down wall / but a hole / poking hole on a paper / measuring /
hole on wall / exit freeway / shocked / car hole in wall / surprising / wow /
imagine / fast / speed / max / person survived / how bad

My mother / was born in a City of Santa Ana, El Salvador
When she was young / people were friendly 
Cars were a new invention / Something you wanted / Something you saw
She saw black / and white / with all colors 
Different things / When she was young

MARLENE

The Pig

JULISSA
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Gloomy Morning
The day was going to be upsetting
I set out to walk my way to school
The aggressive breeze
Walking through Obregon Park
I was still sleepy
I didn’t pay much attention 
I didn’t expect much from the early morning
I put on my earphones and shut out the world
Tires screech
Car sped up
A loud thump and a wail
A helpless dog owner cried in denial
I couldn’t bare the sight
(I continued my walk to school)

Live teenager? / Jalisco.
Think about the most?
People thought about working the most.

Finished school / Just to sixth grade
No / going somewhere else / but no money

Happy going to school? 
Yes / To read and write.

Getting around teenager?
Walking and the bus. 

Most fun in school?
Loved school.

Miss being a teenager?
Yes / My mom didn’t let me go out / No parties

What did you do teenager?
Working / taking care of pigs / helping my dad.

Work as a teenager?
Yes, but never with pay.

HELENA 

Untit led 

NICOLE

Recol lection
Resources
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Erasure Poem by Grace from a peer’s observation story.
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Erasure Poem by Adolfo from Rene’s observation story.



TYPOGRAPHY
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Typography is the art of making language readable and appealing. We 
learned about the history of type and printing. This craft is the basis of 
modern digital publishing. We looked at ancient illuminated letters, and 
created our own type. 
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FAMILY HISTORIES
Boyle Heights has always been an ethnically diverse area. Boyle Heights  previ-
ously housed many Japanese, Jewish, Mexican-American, and African-American 
families. During the 1980’s, Boyle heights was predominantly working class Mex-
ican-American. Out of the thousands of people in Boyle Heights, Ana Mendez, 
one of five children, a persistent and strong woman. My mother is a hard, stub-
born woman. Not exactly open, she mostly focuses on her priorities instead of 
self-beneficial components in her life. Always caring more for me than her own 
well-being. 
 My mother experienced neglect as a teenager. Her mother was solemnly 
never there for her and her siblings. Eventually my mother became the “Woman 
of the House.” Pressured with verbal and physical abuse from her mother, and 
having to take care of her five other siblings, my mother still strived to become a 
successful student. 
At the beginning of her high school career, my mother lived roughly a mile away 
from Roosevelt High School. Due to her father leaving to work early and her 
mother being gone most of the time, my mother had to walk to school every 
single day. “I preferred to walk everyday because it was the only way I could get 
to school, and I hoped I might bump into somebody I would know but that hap-
pened very rarely,” she said. Sometimes my mother would even have to go late to 
school just to walk her younger siblings safely to their own school. 
 Though it seems scary to walk to and from school alone when you’re a 
young teenage girl, my mother had no fear. Somehow she knew she would be 
okay everyday. It also helped that her older brother, Fernando, was on watch duty. 
My uncle Fernando, gang affiliated, always retaining either respect or fear. Every-
one knew that she was his brother and they wouldn’t dare interfere.
 My mother didn’t have to walk everyday; she could’ve taken the bus if 
only her mother provided her enough bus fare. My mother says that the bus fare 
used to be about 75 cents. Compared to how much bus fare is today, I see why 
she is so critical about public transportation, saying that it is too much money to 
ride the bus today and the appearance of the buses are poor.
 School was very hard for my mother to excel at. As soon as she got 
home everyday she had to cook and clean for her younger siblings. If she ever 
tried to do homework instead of chores, my grandmother would abuse her. 
Either hitting her with a hanger or yelling profanity at her until she started her 
chores again. My mother would have to complete her school work in secret. 
Walking home she would struggle to read and write while on the move. Even 
attempting to complete her homework in the dark while everyone was asleep. 

ADOLFO

Jumping 
Through Time 

with Trans-
por tation
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 The only person that was truly kind to my mother was her father. Francisco 
Fava was a very tall and lean man with pitch-black hair. His only fault was his drinking 
problem. Other than that he would work his hands to the bone to provide for his 
family, but my grandmother spent most of the money on herself. My mother re-
sorted to wearing used clothes and even making her own clothes to survive. While 
my grandmother would go on shopping sprees and come home everyday with new 
things for herself. My grandfather wasn’t always there for my mother but that’s only 
because my grandmother would always kick him out of the house whenever he 
wouldn’t bring a check home. 
 After my mother’s freshman year of high school, my grandmother multiplied 
the pressure on her. My mother would have to endure double the chores and double 
the abuse. But still tried to stay a student. 
 At this point my mother and her family moved a little closer to her high 
school, but still struggled to get to school. In a totally new neighborhood, the entire 
family was put at risk due to the blood feud occurring between my uncle Fernando’s 
gang and the gang that was already living there. My mother could no longer walk 
alone to school and was now not only accompanied by my young father, but also by 
my uncle. Almost three times a week my mother would have to witness gang vio-
lence. But somehow she knew that she would be okay. 
 At some point my uncle was tired of fighting so much that he had what my 
mother had assumed he “purchased” a car. My uncle driving without a license drove 
my mother to school everyday. “Although I didn’t like the fact that I was being driven 
in a stolen vehicle and with a driver without a license, I enjoyed the fact that I didn’t 
have to walk to school anymore and I could arrive on time.” 
 When I asked my mother what she wanted to do after high school, all she 
could say was that she wanted to take care of her younger sister and brother. Always 
protecting them from my grandmother’s wrath and motivating them to do great in 
school. My mother always gave up the privilege to be driven to school so that her 
younger siblings could be driven. 
 My mother tried her hardest to become a successful student, but couldn’t 
prevail when it seemed as if her entire world was on her shoulders. Along with her 
mother’s abuse, taking care of her siblings, and eventually becoming pregnant, my 
mother could no longer care for her own well being. She dropped out of high school 
to take care of my oldest sister and even my father who himself had fallen on hard 
times. From a determined student to a determined mother. Ana Mendez did not give 
up hope for her future. She put whatever faith she had left, in her three children, my 
two older sisters Reva and Mindy, and myself. The incredible perseverance my moth-
er had obtained has been passed on to us. 
 The sins of our fathers may visit us, but the dreams of our mothers will live 
on with us.
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My father is Mexican-American. He was born here in Los Angeles, Califor-
nia. My dad was raised at Boyle Heights just like me. During his time earning 
money was difficult. My dad told me that getting money was hard he was 
working minimum wage and sometimes the money he earned wasn’t enough 
to get what he wanted. 
 Tough times. I know my dad more now than before. Before my dad 
was a mystery for me I knew very little and didn’t ask him many question at 
the time, but this time my question involve more understanding of him and he 
was serious and honest on telling me from his past. 
 “He was a good and smart kid,” my grandma said. I found out that my 
dad was a magnet student; he had all elective classes during his senor year 
and went to a good school West High Hollywood, but he dropped out. He 
was a mystery to me and I knew I needed to get more information why my 
father had dropped out of school so I did.
 The question I ask myself is “Why did he drop out from school if he 
was smart and only had a couple of months to graduate?” It was hard to say 
this questions I didn’t know if he was going to tell me or tell me a make up 
story. Apparently he was honest.
 Later on, through my interview with him, I asked him “what was the 
reason you left school? Did you try going back?” He was honest enough to 
say, “My father had an accident at work and he was very ill. Times were hard 
for me back then. I didn’t go to school anymore. I was slacking off and fell 
behind in classes the day I tried going back it was too late.” 
The moment was serious and I was shocked from the story he was telling 
me. I felt sad for my dad, but when I saw my dad’s eyes they were full of hap-
piness. “All he wants is for us to be someone in life,” he says.
 Finally, it was sunset and it was dinnertime. We stopped the interview 
to have dinner as a family. We had mole so good the aroma was delightful, and 
hearing my family talk about each other’s day was a feeling of gratitude that 
my parents want the better for us. 
 The time was 8:00 pm and we were now at the porch of my house 
enjoying the fresh air of the outside. My final question for him was, “Are you 
happy now?” It was quiet for some minutes, and then he said, “Yes!”

ANTONIO

A Great Man
With a Stor y
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FIELD TRIP TO METRO LA
#Elara Moves brought a student team to the Los Angeles Metropolitan Transit 
Authority (Metro LA) for an intergenerational exchange. CREO partnered with Metro’s 
Active Transportation unit to facilitate the meeting with Metro LA Directors who were 
the first in their families to attend college. They told students about their college ex-
periences and careers. A representative from Los Angeles County Supervisor Hilda L. 
Solis’ office joined us. ELARA students presented their original research to Metro and 
they wrote about us on their blog!
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RECOMMENDATIONS
Metro LA asked #Elara Moves: “What is preventing students from mov-
ing through their own environment?” They also wanted to know about 
students mobility preferences. ELARA students answered Metro LA’s 
questions and made recommendations about how to make Los Angeles a 
better city to get around in for youth. Below are some key points identi-
fied by students to improve mobility through access, choice, and safety. 

All youth deserve access to Active Transportatio choices, but most ELARA 
students dont own a bike or skateboard. Students suggest that Metro 
locate Bike Shares in East LA to increase access.

Many students use the bus to get around. Buses should run more often 
during peak hours when students are trying to get to school on time. If 
buses are over full, students are left on the curb and arrive late. 

ELARA students would like to be able to chose active transportation and 
to better afford public transit. 

Students suggest that free or reduced fee TAP cards for low-income stu-
dents would help them take advantage of seeing new places, and accepting 
internships and job opportunities. 

Students recommend that bike shares be located in places like East Los 
Angeles where low income teens want to choose bikes to get around.

Real safety dangers exist for local youth. It is particularly important to 
improve safety after school so students can participate in enrichment and 
sports activities, internships, and apprenticeships. 

Esteban Torres High School could advise students to walk home together, 
and provide safe places to lock them so they wont be stolen on campus. 

Los Angeles County can improve local safety with bike lanes, lined cross-
walks, stop signs, better street lighting, and ways to reduce speeding and 
automobile collisions with pedestrians. Students want shaded bus stops to 
protect people from the elements.

ACCESS

CHOICE

SAFETY

Increasing access to active transpor tation choices and better safety wil l help 
youth get around, stay healthy, and succeed in school, work, and l ife .





SHARING + ARCHIVING
Mr. Verduzco lead students to launch a YouTube Channel for our research.
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RAMOS, ALEJANDRA MARIEL
RODRIGUEZ, ALEJANDRA
RODRIGUEZ, HELENA
RUIZ, MELISSA AIDA
RAMOS, ENRIQUE 
RODRIGUEZ, ANTHONY 
RODRIGUEZ, CRYSTAL 
RODRIGUEZ, ERIC 
RODRIGUEZ, JUANA

S
SOLIS, ANGEL 

T
TERCERO CASTILLO, LESLIE 
TORRES, JONATHAN 
TREJO, JOEL ALFREDO
TAHAY, STEPHANIE 
TERCERO, NICK 
TINAJERO, HECTOR

V
VALDEZ, ARMANDO 
VILLAFANA, DIANA 
VIVAR, GISELLE 
VALENZUELA, MOISES 
VARGAS, ITZEL 
VASQUEZ, CHRISTINE
VASQUEZ-MORENO, ALYSSA 
VIVAS, MARIA

Z
ZAPIEN, MIRIAM
ZAVALA, RENE
ZAMORA, BRIAN



Special thanks to Faith Childs-Davis, 
Tham Nyugen, Lisette Covarrubias, 
Lan-Chi Lam, Paul Soady, Judi Masuda, 
Amy Chou and Paloma Garcia.  




