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the cold grass under my toes

cold tile too

a barefoot family
dirty feet under the table
a sign of familiarity

shoes always by the door
a reminder of who is in the house

and who is gone

as I step in, I see their faces in the laces
their tongues speak to me
of who lived there

how old, how many, how cold

ten sneakers,

five pairs of shoes

big, small, a faded remembrance of white
black earth left in the soul

like their toes
natural and bare

my family makes home feel like home

and when those who feel
better than the dirt we all come from
wear shoes into our house

they become outsiders

in our smelly heaven

Many Wrinkles in Many Feet | Sabrina Vega | Graphite on Paper
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Fighteen

For: Tiffany

Anai Gressier

An eternal doze with scattered dreams
as if machines had control

as if Summer stayed

as if darkness escaped through light

Like a man lost at sea
I stood alone on the island
[ am asleep

Time

A prolonged nap

with sounds of whispers

with lopsided smiles

with pinching and poking
washed off nail polish

with knotted hair

with colorful patches of skin

Looking for help
Searching for aid on an inhabitable island
T am asleep

Time

Uncenscious

like a monkey stuck in a trap
one hand stuck

and another

Mara gets an opportunity, Buddha says
I must not roam in another’s domain, Buddha says
I must stay in my own natural territory
tears fall
I can hear you

Patience

Absent in reaction
Present at mind

like blue lips to pink
like 2 breaths to 20

like closed eyes to open
Am ] asleep?

58 Tnner Mechanism | Connor Albright | Ink Drawing
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Just Check The Box

Kailah Strickland

I miss the days when barders didn’t exicl.
When playing in the sand didn’t require me to fit in.
1.could be my=alf, all that 1 2m. more than this skin

But they say ignorance is hliss and thad’s all

childhood was.
Some big dream meant bo be broken.
Racismn didn't exist to me, i was something lost,
far beyond a yomng child's reach.

False compliments bollow like my undestanding.
Encompleie was my mind and so were e people
arcund me.

It's e deepwalking, cibm and deep,
being 5o lost in yourself that yon forget what right is
Denying parts of mrysdf that were deemned bad didn’
mnake me whole
Denying what [ am doesn’t make me fit,
when [ am lik= a full grown monster trying io pass as
her sweet grandmather.

Wards always sharp and rigid. stabbing throogh a
false skin
and me shedding or shining or something hopeful
Something, wanling this coonom of confinement
goaie
“Mn&", "Half-breed”, the new names thal branded me
try vy collar
a5 if | wes the dog they dreamt op.

Making friends was 2 game 1 dide't know T mew

how to play.
I conldn’® talk tn bladk children withot being
bourgenisie,
and | coulds't talk to white kids withont betng the
bilack sheep.

‘What is it about skin thal makes me so foreign,
s0 separaie from the people around me?
[ am a forsignier.
The afien with envied stape and focm
that they love in the dark bt will deny when dawn
breks.
Him, afrzid to say my name even thoogh it is the air
in his Inogs.
Me and my melanin.
When | was told to °.. just chedk the box” 2 blank
washed over my being.
1 tripped over reasons and waords, reaching owut to
heer, trving bo explain that | cannol
1 can't just mark myself fals= and tom it ok traib.
Peopla tall us in think onbcde the bar, bt when you
lie just outside the box
YUz are nok seen ar recognized.
Y are ibds or that.
[ am this or that
| am white or Hadk,
because it is not possible or fathomahble to mix red
and white and make pink
This concepd, this falee trath will not sway me frum
burning down barriers.
Theeywill not stop me from marking myself a new
hecurme.
1 will mot snorumb 1o an artificial identity.
[ am me.
I am moee
thamn four
lving lines
that 1 will no longer He behind.
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Dario Amador-Lage sings “Words Fail”” from Dear Evan Hansen by Pasek and Paul
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agped Liwes | Cloe Lecier: | Photograpty

The artist known as LocoLens

“Loco means wild/crazy in
Spanish which fits my weirdo self
pretty well. ‘Lens’ in the name
means my perspective on the
things | photograph through my
camera in the world around me.”
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Camandes Faari | Toilight | Digtad At
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of emotlon, the Loy
the budding metans

Iremember tellng,
taloted metaphars
that exhaled yellow plgment through cur film notr

burned in desperaticn
heartbeats.

:LnJmI slip through tied
wgues Uke silk
and mending e

but they never
pluzd

Eiciie | Fristin Dhwrie] Aerylic an Black Canms

T hodlow ground, shaking
To find something thats taste of reality, the buman flesh
lost langing
p living in your head
Im the space where yoo brezthe 16 into promises
You are 2 poet
Bt that bas never been encagh.
The poet 5 used to this—
the knowledpe of filure always shoved nnder the doormat
numbers thal collect ender crumpled paper,
the rotten kook of misunderstanding at they wonder
whare the scence of living went missing
When did art decide bo invade yoor insides,
Leaving no ronm bo calculale meaning with mathematics?
Oh., but only the poets understand
That there is no formaula to meaning
Ne theorem o calculale sufering,
Only wards that get stuck and disintegrate into whispers
oaly all-consuming madness, write me a sharm
That rages through aSlictions
Write me an ending where
We are cdder, in the bouse we dreamied of, baried
Under hlankets in the forgotten fog of Decembers
Wrile me an ending where my

s steady
Enstead of canstantly wavering past the silence of goodbyes
hedlox
heartaches
Lowve me
And Twill love you
Lose me
And [ will bzrn you inie poelry
streich your bones inn fealings,
follow the fines in your palms inbo fsiores
Where we end =p together
I will hodd up your epdids
5o they will never fed heavy at the sight of destruction
[ will shefter your heart io keep it beating
Az we waich 25 the words | could never sxy
Flutter at your fimgertips ke moths
With brokem wings.
The worid does not understand love
nor the poets that orezie it




JuAN GARCIA

The Streets of

Santiago de Las Vegas

“Mi pairia Cubama.” My cowntry, my people, my
culture, forced ioto an endless, dark tunnel with no
sight of light. My life began in a little poor town on
the outekirts of Havara, Cuba called Santiaga de
Las Vegas. There 1 had my first steps, words, and
experiznces of what my conntry had become.

The strests of my provenance were litbered with
potholes, but this could not wipe away the smile

of my belligerent people. [n my town everyone

Juan Garcia

we celzbrated Christmas Eve with a pig roasting
over burning coal. [ can still feel the heat radiating
off the red coals, the smell of the crackling pork,
the zaunds of happiness and langhter mixed with
the pitber-patter of my parents' feet on the concrete
floar. Nothing can come close to the strength

af my people who have endured throngh every

injustice, every resiriction, every moment in a

system: that only hurts *el puebio Cobamo”

Imew each other; ewervone was kind and graciows
to ome another; everyone was family. That was
where [ lsarned what it meant o keep family close
[ can still remember the aging faces of my consins,
aging not in the sense that they were getting old
but they had lost a childhood and with it their
inmocence; [ remember the richness, oot in we=alth
but in culture and lowve. Every birthday, my peopls
gothered, made big with the little that they had. On

*Noche Fuena” one of the greatest days of the year,
BS

The next step was a massive one. Leawing
everyomne 1 knew, everyome that made me . .. me,
bt it was nacesmary. [ conldn®t Live in a country
where my own grandfather was put into prison
faor four years just for speakdng his trath. The bwo
who bronght me into this world paved a way for
mie o Live a life they could not have. My mother
is a hard-warking woman whoss only goal in Life
is to males her son’s life worth living. My father
is the greatest man 1 have known and will ever

know, the hero whose capie flies high in my beart.
Their sacrifice came at a price. For the first pear
living in this country | saw my parends twize a
week, somelimes once. They had to work two jobs
each; this forced them to go 1o work at sunrise
and leave at midmight. | was cnly a child, and ] did
noi nnderstand what it meant to miss someone,
but my parents did anderstand this; they yearned
to embrace me, 1o show me that they still loved

me. Locking back at those vears, [ realize how

tenacious my heroes wers, how they could sacrifice
eo mach so that | could have the opportunity to
accomplish the higzest drexm | conld ever dream.
The dark endiess tenned was one that [ did nol
see an end to.
| want my descendants io see Ehis world 25 1
see it: grees, lush, and magnificent. Bot T will oot
forget of the struggle of oy people. [ will go back
indo that dark tunnel. | will give them the light

they zo mHecly deserve.
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Bedtime Stories

American Dreams

1 come: from: a Jong ne of ceminak.

A far back a3 | an remember, my dhildhood was
peppered with sieres from withen barred cells and
windomwiess moms. While most ks wene pat to bed with
talex ol brave knights 2nd darmsels in distress. § was lnfled
in deep with narratives of cold halls and srange clarders.
‘These weren't, however, your typécal delinquents.

‘The first criminal | came across inmy life bad s, blue
eyes and 2 tender smile. (s slabasier hair made o sem ke
1L 'was snowing year roamd, even i siamd; his voloe, the
‘omey that attradied my curiosity ke bees My grandfther
'was nol 2 man of many words, but
the worids he d5d say stiock with
me for an entire lftime. He was
a political prisoner in 2 country
1hat preached s independence
while placing chatns on mymme

that dared defy the slatas quo. My e

ahurin, 3 smple man from the
counirysde, &4 what few had the
ourage io do in such 2 hommimeas Lme in Coba- be spoke
out. Then he saffered foriL

ey father also saw tme within 2 cell, albeit mudh shorizr
and for an entirely dafferent resson. After mosenmy up the
murage i ksve behind a e he had built fdl of spoess as
1 world-renown doctor, my father decided to flee the larges
Ashand prison in the world. for s fGamily. We made oo the
Miextcan- Americn border during our first Smmigration
altempl a5 3 farely: Ty mother, father, brother, and 1. My
Tather was somehiow allowed 1o go through, bul we were
Toept back a5 “bat” in encowrape him (o el o Coba. My
parenis agreed thai he would stay and my mother would iry
again. The first three nights my father spent in the Usited
‘Saleswere in @ cold, while prism o=l They gave hima
MicDonalds’ burger and a an of Coc-Cola and sid,

“Welcome (o the Uniled States”
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Affier ouwr fathore to cross, my mother went bo prison
sigleen Bmes: Sxicen tmes for Sxleen atiemps & escping
the couniry. | spenla majority of my seoond year of life living
both physicd and poltial, that had been isherently placed
om ber and her children. 5he old me sbout the rosty. sharp
metal of the celis, how poo could place your hands through
‘the bars and run the risk of shidng a finger.

She said, ™ Thas 15 what freedom 15 aboot. Mo malter how
hadly yon ol wp pour hand, s kong 2 yon gl lo the oiher
side, you will he 0K

Eventmlly, we gnt 1o the other
side. I never kmew the privation the
“criminak” tn my family endioned
gresing; op. [ never had o steal food
o fight fior my freedom of spesch.
Insizad, | wenl 1o skeep cach night
with 2 mew account of a moment
of sacrifice that pot me 1o the
country whee [ am today. 1t was these bedime siories that
eveniually hecame my drezms for the fature. 1 was molded
by indivaduals who bad done the impossibie and had placed
something higger tham themseves over their own wanis and
needs | was led io believe thal | had the world 2 the tip of
my fngerand [ could chamge it 2l 7 1 wanted.

A child, oy drearss: were full of hypotheticals in which
1 was the president of 3 Kew Coba. In thisland, nobody
starved and nobody profesied. We bved hammonsomdy im
a place where democrmcy and the freedom off expression
thrived. We could look 2 chainsas relics of the pasi. Wwe
could izl oar children bediime siories thai didni cenler on
T imgpisonment, rther our beration. We ould §o 1o
slerp Immwing Lhal even when we woke op, the American
‘Dream was waiing for us.

Sy Pai Thoos | Frrufty Eles | Exk and Spraypaint oo Paper
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Good Humor

Stephanie Woolley-Larrea

Dring the summer they were fonr,

my kids finally understood the ice cream truck

Unil then, theyd heard it and seen it, but dide'l conmect
the mussic to the parsde of ice cream widding children
[ was okay with their ignomnoe.

Like every universal secret,

like every part af their maturity,

it was only a matter of time,

Every day at the park, six hig brown eyes beg:
“Mama -- today?”

The four-year-old in me wants to hand over cash
the way | hand over kisses.

But | am the mom. [ think about dinnes,

[ woary about the mess, | clolate

the box af twelve bars at the grocery

store thal oosts the same as theee from the gray,
parasitic tin tnack

But aften | sy “yes" becmse | remember

my own sticky, sweet childhood,

the bubkble gum that stuck

tos ther bottam af the plastic

the biard, pink ball that Gnally

would fall with 2 clank

zgainst my teeth. T'd bold it in my chesk,
hamster-style, until I'd scooped oot

the rest of the pink sherbert

with the wood - fawored spoon.

And I'd lick ey lips. and chew

the gam, and smile.

i3

Paricy | Neari Dulghis | Grache




ARLENE AREVALO

Privilege of Individuality

Arlene Arevalo

Hair. My curls mscade aronnd my face, a picture
frame. She inld me to love ooysel, bat [ would see
her labor away, painstakingly straightrning each
strand until the curls lost 1ife and tarmed limp like
overcooked noodles. | grew op accustomed b the
smell of boming hair and ironing produocts; thers
was anfy one kind of hair acceptable: pin straight
But it wasn't supposed {o be I this. They were iold
curls wers mnroly, immigrant Straightened bair was
palished, ednated

My mom came from the Dominican Eepohblic o
serk better opportunities, and she wasn't going to let
bair - despite how ridiculous the noticn - impede

ber from reaching her goal. 5o there sheid stand over

the sink mach might, concealing pieces of har lif=
strand by strand. That was anoiber world, and here |
stand, proud of these “unruby™ ringlets. Each oneisa
snowilake, 2nd I'm oot about 1o et mysell blend imo
the background, another poff of smow in a blankes of
whiite. Despite popular belief, ideafistic expectations
are unrealistic. Each day that [ wear my curds, 1

defy society's strictures. By setfing rigid standards,
b ward fxils to recogmize the broad spectrum

af beamty. [ am mare than my hair, but without it

2 part of me disappears. My mother confiormed

A grant me the privilege of indhvidwality. Thisis

for mami and all the people who never gave hera

second chance.

Fieef Nourseff| Mgianie (hong- i | Pholography




Y ASMINE TORRES

One Man's Grain of Sand

Yasmine Torres

Past memories fiter throagh my mind in a luminoas
burst of endless progresdons. With the steaith of a
cameras flash, the particulars of that day flood my
conscipasness. As a child, | had never troly understood
jolted, tiflimg my world on s axis, when 1 frst observed
my father, an immigration lawyer, attempting 1o keep 2
man from being deported.

The memary is tucked cose. The gravity af the
situation bas never doded me The year was 20805; 1 was
te=n years ald, and | st waiting for my father to finish. 1
struggled b0 ammse myself; my hands dutched the red
patent leather armchair in his office as 1 swung my legs
badk-and-forth observing the room around me. Every
inch of the affice’s mustard walls were reminiscent of 2
Caban immigrant’s fondness for Prench calbare. Yarious
fieurs.de-lis and el Towers ttered the space.

[ thought back on Efe with father. He was 2 man who,
like Churchill, was “a riddle, wrapped in a mystery,
inside an enigma”. He was a force io be reckoned with
‘who would abways bald bis lessons in sillence. His five-
fiot-seven statnre used to lower over me as | compared
our hand sizes palm to palm. His large round speciacies
helped reflect the wisdom in his green eyes. His
phil csaphy was hooesty, and it ofien took away the rose-
mlored glasses from oy eyes. Ironioly, and perbaps
paradomically, my father was also the one to alert me to
the ohscore pleasares of the workd. He introdoced me o
of vur Honda as [ acoompanied him on weskly errands.
This unity af opposites led to an authentic view of the
warld that 1 would scon learn fo cherish.

The emotion of the room was stifling, almost
suffocating me in its hopelessness. Mot quite

100

undemnstanding what was happening, | sayed slet

as hours paseed and more int=nse phone cills were
made. Two small children dutched their mother’s skirt
and hid behind her for secority. Almost in a state of
Erpstaria, the womian pleaded in rpid Spenish to relese
ber husband from a US. detention center. The despair
and weariness an her face was evident as she realized
deportation was likely In that instant, a verss from “Los:
Zapaficos de Rosa™ by José Marti came io mind, "Y dice
umg mariposa’ Chue vio desdr 50 msn’ Guandaces e mm
cristald Los zapaticor dr rosa ”

Theese lines explain that from the rose bush a butterdly
saw pink shoes encased in glass. My father often read
thiz Cuham poem to mie before bed, and it 1ells the sinry
of Filar, a young girl, who gave up her precicus pink
shoes to help a girl in poor health. Whene were my pink
shoes? Logically, | kmew that a pair of shoes would not
bidp this sitnation, bat | desperately wanted to help.

‘O Earth’s surface area of 196.6 million square
milex, i can be difficult fo find a ridche in e T have
always been fascinaied by the fives of others, real or
fictiomal, as they weave their way thromgh the path af
life and achieve self-fulfillment. | had aheays hought
that wiat defined a person’s life was ane extraordinary
frat. mott @ multiplicity of experiences. [t was then that |
undersinod that ooy father, an immigration owyer, was
sameone else’s bero. From his guaint office countless
fzmilies, such as this one, have been srved from the
clutches of insensitivity. Oin his desk, a hlindfolded
Lady Jmstice, with a sword in one hand and a scale in
the pgher, bedonns visitors. This isa tribube bo a man
whio never expecied any. A heman life is epbemeral in
mzture; thersfore, it is waorthy to contribube even a grain
of sand o the mounting problems of the word.

k| manyy unan |ampg weag
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THE FUSION OF ART
AND LITERATURE

THE ARTIST AS PREDATOR:

KLIMT AND DEGAS

Art can prey, and fix and fetter
as well as liberate and make
living . . .”

~ Eavan Boland



Klimt's Kiss
Isabela Casanova

inspired by Exvan Boland's Degas's Cowedrases
and Gustaw Klimt's The Eiss

e T “Fou shimmer in the dim Lght,
Rt a gokden worder,
Bl st i
= L and the warld 1s staring up ot me
"“’T":]“‘ and T cant breathe with
:imd;:r it palot fumies in my lungs
hand 10 hand your love In my heart
never oo far from
oach g I'm crumbling,
flal likee £h
We wlk Inta the studio m;'"f_fbe;ﬂds
mb:.u:-mm]ll.l.m:ntl]uu. when you blink so beautifulby
:.nu'htmmm oy and art may have oo sound
ot . but pour welce is what
Act natural el
Turn your head.
Held sach other.
Pelia 1 lowe you.
The s 1= sinking
1ts rays lo your balr,
hala Andbefore 1 can even ol 2016
Lot el bt et s i o |
help jplance . vour cheeks cupped tn my hands,
vour morning glary moath. - A
— oy lips oo your porcelan skin,
e,
Hot nome you sigh, barely there
2 hand on my neclk.
Don't leak at him my dear 1 it
ez p your eyes on me, :-]Ell iy ’
lashes flurtering Hie m]'”'“h““; gk
bty i bashFul in the facs of
on the apples af P [ Mirwring, Sues Sefitngg | Sabriza Wega | Mined Mt
vour chesles -

o8 o]




ZACH GASSENHEIMER ON THE CLARINET
Concertino for Clarinet by C.M. Weber

In the courtyard for refreshments.

performance, please join us

At the conclusion of Zach’s
Is for private use only.



Visit us at http://elysiummagazine.corm where you can see full cover magazine

archived since 2005.

O

Join us next year around the same time for the 2018 Gala.

:

Thank you for coming.



http://elysiummagazine.com/
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