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In the early 1990’s I spent a few weeks in a Nicaraguan 
beach town helping a group of American volunteers build 
an elementary school. I fell in love with the town, with 
the people, and with the culture: it’s hard not to love 
a place where kids dance on the schoolyard at recess 
and climb the local mango trees to grab their lunch. Of 
course I didn’t know just how much I loved the place 
until my return flight landed at LAX. The shock of bland 
American efficiency and the bored and pinched faces I 
saw in the waiting areas were a grim contrast to the open 
friendliness and easy social vibe that I had left in Latin 
America. Nicaragua and its people were chévere: cool, 
positive and colorful. 

Although there is some debate about just where the 
word chévere came from—along with spirit it affirms—
the consensus seems to be that it has its roots in Afro-
Caribbean culture. One theory is that it came from one 
Nigeria, perhaps from the Igbo word sebede (“dandy”), 
or possibly the Efik word chébere (“bully”). The word was 
likely spread across Latin America by Cuban culture—Cuba 
is considered the first beating heart of Afro-Caribbean 
culture—through Mambo songs played on the radio. 

After Cuba became cut off from the world in the early 
1960s, Puerto Rico and the Dominican Republic kept the 

fire of Afro-Caribbean culture burning, and chévere—
both the word and the attitude—kept on spreading. 
For example, the very danceable hit “El Pavo Real” (The 
Peacock), recorded in 1970 by the Venezuelan crooner 
José Luis Rodríguez, has several bright choruses of 
“chévere - chévere - chévere - chévere" punctuating the 
last bars of the song.   

The idea behind the group exhibition Chévere, organized 
by Cuban-born editor/curator Didi Menendez, was to 
showcase works which are inspired by, or reflect the 
Romance Languages of Latin America. “My original intent 
for the show was to bring a culture—a culture which 
carries the Latin American spirit—to the art world. It’s a 
spirit which many of our museums and cultural institutions 
seem to lack or bypass.” 

Chévere makes a terrific title-word as it has very 
flexible meanings and it’s a generous word that people 
from any cultural background can respond to. It’s an 
ambiguous, poetic, multi-faceted word that ignites 
personal associations and meanings when offered to 
creative people. When asked what “chévere” means to 
them, and what it generated in their work, the artists 
in this exhibition had a variety of heartfelt, intuitive and 
emotional responses. 

Chévere
John Seed

AN AFFIRMATION OF LATIN AMERICA



Jaime Valero Perandones

When I was 13 years old I moved to Venezuela for one year (I am from 

Madrid, Spain), for my Dad´s job. Everything there was new and 

fascinating to me and my siblings: color, light, nature... but most of all, 

people. Everybody had a positive and colorful way to understand life. We 

loved that feeling. And if I had to summarize that special mood in one 

word it would be, no doubt, the one that was everywhere, always in the 

air... chévere.

Carlos Ramirez

It has a slightly ambiguous meaning that can range from ‘cool’ and ‘hip’ 
to an affirmation; a loud and resounding yes, ‘I agree.

Yunior Hurtado Torres

Chevere is more than a word. It is a host of expressive energies which 
materialize and represent the people of the Latin Americas and their way 
of life.

Sharon Pomales Tousey 

To me chévere is a state of mind. It can mean the same as ‘cool’ or 
‘awesome.’ And in my painting it is everywhere: her attitude, her beauty, 
the colors of the flowers, the lyrics of the song...

Gig Depio

To me, chévere implies a little bit of cynicism, relief in knowing that it 
isn't so serious after all, that it's all for entertainment, and that things 
will be just fine.

Santiago Galeas

It's kind of reassuring for me: things will be fine.

Jason John 

A positive attitude, pride, and celebration!

Randi Graham 

Chévere for me represents the existence of a new perspective, the 
awesome waiting to be embraced and the hopeful/magic we create 
for ourselves.

Alia El-Bermani 

Sometimes it takes a tragedy for us to reach beyond our familiar 
groups. Sometimes, pieces of us need to be broken for that 
communion to happen. Without bitterness or anger Steven has 
shown me that the word chévere can also mean to bring out the 
best in one another.

Victoria Selbach

To me chévere is accessing and celebrating who you are, 
just as you are, no matter where or what that might be. 
Being completely present in the joy of this moment’s unique 
circumstances.

Suzy Smith

To me the word chévere encompasses what I find so compelling 
about Latin culture. There is a feeling of sensuality and freedom 
in my painting that I believe exemplifies the fiery vitality of the 
Latin people.

Ana Menendez 

For me, chévere has always meant a cheerful (sometimes 
ironically so) reaction to an absurd world...

Nadine Robbins

Chévere isn’t cool, it’s hot. It’s a perfect metaphor to express 
passion through the use of vibrant and emotional colors, intense 
and lusty eye contact, and compassionate strokes of paint.

Debra Livingston

Being an Australian artist creating a work for a Latin American 
theme was a challenge. Drawing on my personal feelings and 
some exploration about Latin American society and culture found 
that it is full of passionate people, with a long political history, of 
music, of literature, of art and poetry. Hence, the ‘Girl on Fire’, 
dancing in a red dress is my interpretation of a most vibrant and 
unique countries.





Chévere is an expression used to convey what is desirable, hip, in vogue, accomplished and highly thought of.  
It's origins derive from an Afro-Latin root.   In popular culture it's use first arrived on the scene through early 
recordings of Mambo/Rumba songs played on radio stations. Starting in Cuba and finding its way through out 
the Caribbean.  And like most great colloquials it spread like wild fire throughout the world.   

My works correspond to the Chévere show in a handful of ways.  The subjects and imagery within my works 
depict humans in all of their glory.  The pieces showcase their confidence, culture, artistry and contributions.  
Attributes that function in society that give definition to what is cool, attractive and valued.  

                                                                                                                                                                            - Jules Arthur



ERIN ANDERSON

I have enjoyed working with Felix on several shoots now. 
He’s a creative as well and so I find he is always bringing 
good energy and positivity to the projects he works on. One 
of many forms of creative expression he employs is drag. His 
drag persona is named “Koko” and she is over the top, an 
exaggeration of femininity meant to entertain and please. 

For this painting, I was interested in portraying some of 
Koko, but to allow her to show through in a way that reflects 
how she, in her non-exaggerated form, contributes to Felix’s 
character. That is to say, certain fundamental attributes that 
Felix has are allowed to come through more freely with Koko. 

The painting’s title, “Felix Looking Backward, Looking 
Forward” alludes to some history he divulged during our 
shoot. Like many of us, he’s had struggles in his past but he 
feels it’s important to remember where he came from. He 
wants to remember his past, but not let it define who he is 
today or dictate what he’s capable of doing in the future.

MATTHEW CHERRY

Love to Love You Baby is from a new series of paintings, 
my Agony and Ecstasy project, that stem from the personal 
circumstances of “coming out” as a gay man after being 
married for 23 years with a family of 5 children, and having 
lived a life in the Mormon/LDS faith as a gay closeted man.  
In this series I am using various iconographic images to 
reference the good and the bad that one experiences as 
they embrace their truth while shedding the skins of an 
acculturated religion and heritage. The narratives of pain, 
death, suffering, agony, will be compared and contrasted 
with narratives of pleasure, life, love, and ecstasy while 
employing the use of self and friends in grand-scale narrative/
figurative painting.

ALIA EL-BERMANI

When I first chose my friend Steven as the subject for my 
painting for this exhibition it was for two reasons.  The first 
being, he has a better understanding of the word Chévere, 
the theme and title of the show.  From the little bit I was 
able to glean from online searches of the meaning of the 
word, Steven’s cool style and colorful personality also 
seemed a natural fit.  However, mid-painting Steven took a 
trip to Orlando which would forever change his life and my 
understanding of chévere.

He was visiting Orlando for the World Ballet Competition as 
a coach and choreographer to several young participants.  
While there, he had arranged an evening out to meet fellow 
Puerto Rican friends, but at the last minute he decided he 
would need his rest.  He did not go to the club that night, 
which he found out the next morning had been the place of 
a horrific hate crime which claimed the lives of 49 people, 23 
of whom were Puerto Rican, several who Steven had known 
since youth. 

The recovery from such a great loss and the guilt of surviving 
was eased a bit for Steven by returning to Puerto Rico for this 

year’s Gay Pride Parade.  There he saw people of all walks 
of life come together to honor those lost at Pulse.  He said 
seeing so many people from outside the LGBT community 
share their support and love made it easier for him to heal, 
to trust again in the good of the world, in the good within 
each of us.

Cut and folded paper has been creeping into my work 
for a few years now.  In this painting, I am allowing myself 
for the first time to use colored paper.  The linked, fragile 
paper hearts in Orgullo represent the coming together of all 
people.  Sometimes it takes a tragedy for us to reach beyond 
our familiar groups.  Sometimes, pieces of us need to be 
broken for that communion to happen.  Without bitterness 
or anger, Steven has shown me that the word chévere can 
also mean to bring out the best in one another. 

ERICA ELAN CIGANEK

The little I have learned from the people generous enough 
to allow me to see them, paint them, hear them, is full of 
tension.  The tension of home being vibrant and contained. 
Of seeping with color and being imagined.  Of being deeply 
rooted and carrying weight of multiple identities. Of a 
language of beauty and a language of war.  Of a surrounding 
of water as life and of the constraints of an island under 
siege.  Of Chévere and of Colonización.  

SANTIAGO GALEAS

Safe Space as a term has been used frequently to reference a 
place that is considered accepting of the LGBTQ community. 
This painting was an emotional response to violence targeting 
queer Latinx individuals. The process of painting it started 
very frantically but it seemed to slow down towards the end. 
There are different sets of colors and silhouettes referencing 
masculine and feminine energies. Some emotions I wanted 
to come out of this painting included fear, despair, comfort, 
and compassion. Embracing the subject are a pair of arms 
that speak to the LGBTQ community. Behind them are 
“Cantuta,” the national flower of Peru; they represent family 
and the Latinx community. I wanted to convey a sense of 
warmth and community amongst chaos.

BRETT  F  HARVEY

In order to convey my own concepts of masculinity and 
beauty, my work presents a dichotomy between intimidating 
physicality and pensive vulnerability. This upends historical 
tropes, and speaks to the inner emotions and experiences 
conflicting and encompassing all humanity. I hope that 
my own attempts to better understand these spiritual and 
philosophical concepts will permeate my figures to create 
work that bears the mark of our contemporary culture, 
speaks of the human condition, and encourages the same 
thoughts—and questions—in others.

ANEKA INGOLD

This piece is a tribute to the Mexican born artist, Frida 
Kahlo. She was a woman of exotic beauty, elegance and 
passion. Frida, in my mind, embodies the spirit of Chévere. 



While working on this piece, I spent time examining her 
life and her work. I was deeply inspired by her extreme 
perseverance in her fight for her political causes, her ability 
to live outside of the confines of society, and her power to 
overcome extreme personal injury and pain. She was able 
to skillfully reveal some of these intimate experiences and 
emotions through layers of rich symbolism within her self-
portraits. In my homage to Frida Kahlo, I have created a 
portrait of a modern woman embodying the essence of 
Frida in all of her grace and stoicism. I was also able to 
include my own personal allegory within this version of my 
admired heroine. I wanted to show that Frida continues to 
have an impact on the women of today with artwork that 
exudes optimism and hope in the face of great obstacles. 
This is what Chévere means to me. 

JASON JOHN

When I was asked to participate in this exhibition, the 
only request presented to the artists was to let the piece 
be inspired by the word: chévere.  The model I used for 
this piece is student named Ricder.  I had Ricder for a 
few classes and he is extremely talented and positive.  
Ricder is a part of the LGBQ community, while also being 
a Cuban-American.  One’s identity can accompany many 
presences at the same time. 

I went to the dictionary and looked up chévere.  To me, the 
word’s meaning seemed very fluid and hard to pin down.  
Roughly chévere translated to many moving meanings, 
much like identity.  Upon thinking of the request, I knew 
I wanted the physical word chévere to appear in the 
piece.  For some reason I started to think about the British 
propaganda poster that stated:  Be Calm and Carry On. 

I found a shirt that stated to:  Be Calm and Chévere.  I 
figured I had to use this shirt with one of my models.  
Chévere promotes one to be happy, relax, not to worry.  
I felt the word is perfect to promote living life as you 
would naturally do to survive and get by.  Such a lifestyle 
can seem impossible giving the problems we have been 
having nationally with issues facing the LGBQ community 
and people of immigrant status.  The recent shootings in 
Orlando speak directly to all of this turmoil nationally and 
internationally.  When creating my piece, I was considering 
how this portrait, along with (life lived with chévere) would 
empower Ricder and give him a new sense of purpose 
and meaning in such uneasiness and flux.

ELSA MUÑOZ

“Boy in Green” is part of a series of figures I’ve privately 
titled “Cada Cabeza es un Mundo / Each Head is its Own 
World.” The Spanish saying has always been one of my 
mother’s favorites and it floated into my consciousness 
one evening as I was working on another piece from 
this series.  I’ve always been drawn to the idea of figures 
turning away from the viewer, negating the gaze.  I’ve so 
often heard figurative artists say that their goal is to get 
to know the lived experiences of their sitters in order to 
capture their essence, but I feel my images (with this series 
in particular) are part of a very different conversation.  

This body of work is about the inherent mystery in each 
of us and the aspects of the sitter that are profoundly 
unknowable (perhaps even to him or herself).  This feeling 
is echoed by the indefinite spaces my figures inhabit, 
suggesting psychological landscapes rather than physical 
ones. 

CARLOS RAMIREZ

I am drawn to the daily headlines in the news about the 
violence and hatred in our world today. Our basic inability 
to share this planet as one human family. So I went back 
to a poem written about 125 years ago that I learned in 
elementary school in Cuba.

The poem, “La Rosa Blanca” was written by Jose 
Marti, a Cuban poet who was integral in Cuba’s war of 
independence from Spain. Marti wrote the poem in 1891 
while living in New York.

In a beautiful, romanticized fashion the poem uses a rose 
as a symbol for friendship and urges us to nurture and 
grow it under any condition (winter or summer) and offer 
it not just to a friend but also to our enemies. A lesson 
that over 100 years later we are still trying to learn, but 
hopefully one day we will all get behind and strongly 
affirm, chevere!

LAUREN AMALIA REDDING

My writing is a nettling into my innermost workings, 
whereas my visual art is a projection of personas and 
motifs. This means that my poetry has the potential 
to explore darker aspects of myself: coming of age, 
sensuality, or Freud’s id, even if thinly veiled by metaphors 
and words. Chévere is, to me, the hope that lies under all 
of this. It’s not only a bright, pulsating exclamation, but a 
slow burn signifying the proverbial light at the end of the 
tunnel, even if the passage through is drudging and full of 
tasks—as the protagonist’s in Yo Voy.

MICHAEL VAN ZEYL

In those rare moments of absolute release from stress, 
we regain control of our lives. To me, that’s what chévere 
means: self-assurance, a reminder that “you got this.”

I tried to capture this feeling in my painting, creating 
a spa-like mood with a soothing teal-tinted milk bath 
and adding a lighthearted touch of color harmony with 
floating red and yellow rose petals. The abstract shapes 
of the petal clusters and sheer fabric swirling around the 
model add visual interest to the composition.

This is a continuation of a series of paintings I have done 
incorporating floating flowers around figures, combining 
a live human’s image with natural inspirations from my 
imagination. But unlike my previous work, this scene 
actually took place with the help of set designer Shari 
Cornes whom helped bring my vision to reality. Hispanic 
model Mary Loz, a talented dancer and entertainer is my 
muse for the piece.
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IVY ALVAREZ

NIN ANDREWS

MATTHEW CHERRY

Ivy Alvarez’s second poetry collection is Disturbance (Seren, 2013). She is also the author 
of several shorter collections, including Hollywood Starlet (Chicago: dancing girl press, 2015) 
and The Everyday English Dictionary (London: Paekakariki Press, 2016).

A recipient of writing fellowships from MacDowell Colony, Hawthornden Castle and Fundacion 
Valparaiso, her work appears in journals and anthologies in many countries and online, with 
selected poems translated into Russian, Spanish, Japanese and Korean. www.ivyalvarez.com

Joe Amato’s recent publications include the novel Samuel Taylor’s Last Night (Dalkey Archive, 
2014) and Sipping Coffee @ Carmela’s (Lit Fest Press, forthcoming).

Born in 1987 in the small town of Waterville, Ohio, Erin Anderson was immersed in art from a 
young age. Enrolling in her first art lessons at seven years old, she spent her early years learning 
to paint and draw copying works of the old masters and spending summers drawing from life 
at the Toledo Museum of Art. In 2009 she earned a B.A. in Psychology and Entrepreneurship 
from Miami University. Upon graduation she decided to enroll in an independent program 
called The Waichulis Studio and later moved to Bethlehem, Pennsylvania where she lives 
and works today. Her work has been featured in national publications as well as exhibitions 
throughout the U.S. She is represented by Dacia Gallery in New York.

Nin Andrews’ poems have appeared in many literary journals and anthologies including 
Ploughshares, Agni, The Paris Review, and four editions of Best American Poetry.  The author of 
6 chapbooks and 6 full-length poetry collections. Her most recent book, Why God Is a Woman, 
won the Ohioana Award in 2016.

Born in St. Louis, Missouri, Jules Arthur was raised with strong values and a moral sensibility 
that has become a wellspring source for the insights expressed in his work. With an educational 
background in visual arts and his studied observations of life, he is able to combine passion 
and tradition into visual stories of human endeavor. He received an associate degree, with 
honors, in fine arts at St. Louis Community College in the spring of 1994 where he focused on 
sculpture, painting and drawing. Shortly after, he transferred to Atlanta College of Art in Atlanta, 
Georgia for a semester of courses. In January of 1996, The School of Visual Arts in New York 
City became his next destination where he received a B.F.A. with honors in the spring of 1999. 
Since then, he has been the recipient of awards and has been given a commending review in 
the NY Times for his “deft draftsmanship.” Committed to the path of a lifelong student of life 
and art, he can be found frequently in continuing course studies at the renowned Art Students 
League in New York City. He states, “If one is to master the human form one must remain in 
constant pursuit of it”.

Debra Balchen is a Chicago area artist who specializes in sculpture, drawing, painting, and 
art glass. Debra was raised in Chicago and has also lived in New York, Italy, South Africa, Kenya 
and Egypt.
  
Working in a variety of mediums and incorporating the rich cultural diversity discovered while 
living overseas for 2 decades, Debra utilizes figural narrative as her primary language. Debra 
wants to engage the viewer in a tactile sense, seeking an emotional connection through a 
dynamic, shifting interpretation of traditional and alternative uses of material.
   
Sculpting is a process of connection; working from life, the subjects expose their inner 
landscape through figural gesture and visceral expression. Vulnerability, the immediacy of the 
material and interpreting the beauty each life possesses become the language that reaches 
out through every pose.

Dorielle Caimi was born in Alexandria, VA, USA in 1985, raised in New Mexico, and currently 
lives and works in Albuquerque, New Mexico. She completed a BFA (Summa Cum Laude) in 
Painting from Cornish College of the Arts in Seattle, WA in 2010 and a Master Class in Painting 



ERIN ANDERSON

MARY JONES EASLEY

CARLOS RAMIREZ

at the Art Students League of Denver, CO. in 2013. Caimi’s work has been shown and featured 
internationally, and in publications such as PoetsArtists, American Art Collector, Hi-Fructose, 
Combustus, Juxtapoz, and Printer’s Devil Review (cover). She was recently awarded the William 
and Dorothy Yeck Award in 2015, juried by Franklin Sirmans, for work that “visually responds 
to painting in the 21st century.” Her works have been acquired by Miami University Permanent 
Art Collection, The Tullman Collection, and The Art of Elysium Charity Auction.  She is currently 
represented by Gusford Gallery in Los Angeles.

Grace Cavalieri is founder and producer of “The Poet and the Poem “on public radio, now 
from the Library of Congress. She celebrates 40 years on-air in 2017. She’s has 18 books and 
chapbooks published, the latest is WITH (Somondoco Press, 2016.) Cavalieri has had 26 plays 
produced on American stages. Her newest play is “ANNA NICOLE: BLONDE GLORY.” The play 
is inspired by Anna Nicole: Poems, published by GOSS183/MENENDEZ PRESS. Her poetry has 
been featured on Garrison Keillor’s “Verse Daily” and Ted Kooser’s “American Life in Poetry.” 

Carmen Chami (Mexico City. 1974) graduated in Art Restoration. Chami showed a deep 
interest in the Mexican baroque painting technique of the seventeenth century. She studied 
this technique forgotten for several decades, through reproductions of the best Mexican 
baroque artists as Cristobal de Villalpando and Juan Correa, this research last for almost ten 
years. All this collection was exhibited in Cuernavaca’s Museum in 2000 supported by the 
grant  “Apoyo a la Formación Artística y Cultural”  offered by the FONCA in Morelos. Later she 
developed all this techinical knowledge in the Master of Visual Arts at San Carlos Academy. 
She graduated with honors.
 
Chami’s solo shows highlights are En el Diván in Guanajuato’s Town Art Museum (2015); 
Parábolas de un Itinerario Fortuito in Aguascalientes Center for the Arts and Culture (2013) 
and Estratagemas Aldama Fine Art gallery (2012). In 2016 she awarded the National Creators 
System Art Creators. Her paintings belong to important institutions as Mexican Presidency; 
Marines Secretary; National University of Mexico; Milenio Group and the National Death 
Museum.

Javier Chavira (b.1971) is an artist who has no misgivings about creating images that straddle 
the line between realism and abstraction. He is as much at home with the technical rigor of 
academic tradition and the liberating nature of formalism. The Mexican-American artist’s early 
work encompassed mainly surrealist and non-objective tendencies, but after the tutelage from 
the acclaimed painter Patrick Betaudier, in graduate school, his oeuvre focused prominently 
in the exacting verisimilitude of Technique Mixte (oil over tempera grassa painting). A prolific 
artist, Javier has exhibited nationally and internationally and his work is in numerous public 
and private collections. 

Notwithstanding his artistic productivity, Javier is also an educator. He is a Professor of Painting 
and Drawing at Governors State University, a position he’s held since 2003. Javier currently 
resides in the Chicago suburb of Park Forest, IL with his wife Sarah and their daughter Paloma.

Matthew Ivan Cherry is a New England-based representational figure and portrait painter 
with ties to expressionism. He straddles the worlds of contemporary art practitioners interested 
in process and concept with observational artists/painters interested in figural constructs and 
how to depict or represent any given subject through paint, and expressionists who tie drawing 
and-or mark-making as an integral form of manifesting form. His paintings are produced 
through a series of passages and integrated and woven with a formal additive/subtractive 
process layering washes, glazes, marks, and drips that incrementally serve to aggregate and 
create, something even greater through the sum of its parts and serve as a summation of 
several observations over time,  documenting the painting process and an accumulation of 
thoughts, impulses and reactions made manifest through a balance of representation with 
abstraction and pure mark-making. He is the Chair of Fine Arts at Lesley University College of 
Art & Design in Cambridge, MA.



Geffrey Davis is the author of Revising the Storm (BOA Editions 2014), winner of the A. 
Poulin, Jr. Poetry Prize and a Hurston/Wright Legacy Award Finalist. He is also the recipient 
of a Cave Canem Fellowship, the Anne Halley Poetry Prize, the Dogwood Prize in Poetry, the 
Wabash Prize for Poetry, the Leonard Steinberg Memorial/Academy of American Poets Prize, 
and nominations for the Pushcart Prize. Davis teaches in the MFA Program at the University of 
Arkansas.

Gig Depio is a painter and an advocate for public art in Las Vegas, Nevada. He was awarded 
the 2016 Fellowship Grant in Painting by the Nevada Arts Council (NAC), and has worked 
on various exhibitions and projects with the Nevada Museum of Art (Reno), Clark County 
Winchester Cultural Center Gallery, Clark County Library Galleries, the City of Las Vegas 
Galleries, the Nevada State College Galleries, and with curator Dr. Robert Tracy at the UNLV 
Healy Hayes Gallery. Depio has also participated and volunteered at non-profit organizations 
such as the Las Vegas Arts Guild and Guerrilla Kage at the 18b Arts District, Tiagon Filipino 
Artists Group, Blackbird Studios, the Las Vegas Contemporary Arts Center (CAC), and the 
Nevada Humanities. Depio graduated from Ateneo de Manila University in the Philippines, 
and worked for several years as an apprentice to his father, Prof. Gig C. De Pio, Sr.

Born in Indianapolis, Indiana, Mary Jones Easley received her Bachelor’s Degree in Fine 
Arts from Herron School of Art and Design.  She began her career as a graphic artist being 
contracted by the NBA, NCAA, NFL, MLB and NHL to design their screen graphics.  Some 
time later, she moved to Burbank, California, to pursue further opportunities.  While living 
there, she was not only a freelance Ink & Paint and Color Key Artist for numerous animation 
studios including Disney and Warner Bros. Studios, but also hired to paint color models for The 
Simpsons and King of the Hill animated series.  These opportunities helped to advance Mary’s 
refined color sensitivity, which is dynamically reflected through each of her paintings.

She now resides in Seattle, Washington, where she shares a studio with her husband, Martin 
Easley.  Mary’s work hangs in private collections and has been shown in galleries in Indianapolis, 
Burbank, North Hollywood, Pasadena, Seattle and Chicago.

Erica Elan Ciganek is a visual artist currently living and working in Seattle. She graduated 
in 2013 from North Park University with a BA in both Art and Conflict Transformation.  Her 
work has been featured in exhibitions throughout the US, as well as blogs and publications 
including Juxtapoz, Hifructose, and PoetsArtists.  Notable collections include the Howard 
Tullman Collection, Temple University Multicultural Center Collection, as well as the Steven 
Bennett Collection of paintings by female artists. She continues to paint mainly portraits with 
an emphasis on the power of seeking to see others in a world that is quick to dehumanize.

Santiago Corral was born in Mexico, grew up between Mexico City and Valle de Bravo, one 
of the hand gliding capitals  of the world, and now lives and works in San Miguel de Allende, 
Mexico. He has exhibited in Tel Aviv, , New York City and throughout Mexico. His work has been 
widely collected in Canada, the United States, Venezuela and Mexico.

Geffrey Davis is the author of Revising the Storm (BOA Editions 2014), winner of the A. 
Poulin, Jr. Poetry Prize and a Hurston/Wright Legacy Award Finalist. Other honors include 
a Cave Canem Fellowship, the Anne Halley Poetry Prize, the Dogwood Prize in Poetry, the 
Wabash Prize for Poetry, the Leonard Steinberg Memorial/Academy of American Poets Prize, 
and nominations for the Pushcart Prize. His poems have been published by  The Academy of 
American Poets, Crazyhorse, The Greensboro Review, The Massachusetts Review, Mississippi 
Review, The New York Times Magazine, Nimrod, and Sycamore Review, among others. Davis 
grew up in Tacoma, Washington—though he was raised by much more of the Pacific Northwest—
and he teaches in the MFA Program at the University of Arkansas, Fayetteville.

Artist, teacher and independent curator, Alia El-Bermani received her BFA in 2000 from 
Laguna College of Art and Design in Laguna Beach CA. This talented figurative painter has 
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had several solo exhibitions as well as her work featured in numerous group exhibitions across 
the country.  Her paintings and drawings have been showcased in museums such as the Palm 
Springs Desert Museum in California, the Anchorage Museum of History and Art in Alaska, the 
West Valley Art Museum in Arizona, the Museum of Contemporary Canadian Art in Toronto 
and the Greenville Museum of Art in North Carolina.  In 2015 her painting Paper Wishes 
was acquired by the Museu Europeu d’Art Modern, in Barcelona, Spain for their permanent 
collection. She is also a seasoned instructor who has taught at both the college and workshop 
level.  She currently teaches ongoing classes at her studio in Apex, NC as well as workshops 
around the country.  She has been honored as a guest lecturer at several universities including 
East Carolina University, Meredith College, Laguna College of Art and Design and Texas A&M 
University.  Since 2001 she has occasionally taken on the role of curator.  Ms. El-Bermani has 
coordinated several thoughtful exhibitions, the first titled About Paint featured seven artists 
who explore the various qualities, characteristics and essence of paint.  Spring of 2017 will 
mark her most ambitious project as a curator.  The exhibition Women Painting Women: In 
Earnest, which features 34 contemporary, figurative artists will begin its museum tour, ending 
at Texas A&M Universities J. Wayne Stark Galleries.  El-Bermani is a member of the Portrait 
Society of America as well as a co-founder of the important blog Women Painting Women.  
Several articles have been written on her work in such periodicals as American Art Collector, 
iArtistas, ArtSee, Art Week, The Independent and LA Weekly.  She currently lives and works in 
Apex, NC

Paola Estrella was born in Mexico. After graduating as a Graphic Designer from University 
IBERO in México city, she studied fine arts in Florence, Italy and mixed media in Central Saint 
Martins, London, UK. Her figurative works combine a realistic style with broad painterly strokes 
and varied textures, morphing images phase in and out of figuration, suggesting a spiritual, 
ethereal ambiguity in each painting as she freely combines traditional methods with digital 
tools. 

In November 2015 she was part of the project Liquid Rooms which took place in Venice, Italy, 
in which artists from more than 10 different countries exhibited work related to the body 
language. At the beginning of 2016, she organized a collective exhibition with 5 other women 
artists (painters, poets, contemporary dancers and photographers) with the purpose of 
presenting deep points of view that represent  being a woman in this contemporary society. A 
selection of her art works has been chosen recently to be part of the Guanajuato Contemporary 
Art Collection 2016. Estrella continues exhibiting her work in Mexico, Europe and U.S.A. 

Santiago Galeas is an emerging artist working in the Philadelphia area. Specializing in 
figurative oil paintings, he has a diverse range of subjects that address varying concepts in 
portraiture. He has utilized his atelier style training and relied heavily on anatomy and structure, 
though reinterpreted in a personal style. With strong influences from both traditional Alla Prima 
portrait painters and the Abstract Expressionist era, this distorted imagery often results in a 
covenant between representation and abstraction. Galeas’ paintings serve as a link between 
subject and viewer: an encounter that is often confrontational, and often face to face. His works 
have been published numerous times in PoetsArtists, The Huffington Post, and recently had a 
solo exhibition at Rodger LaPelle Galleries in Philadelphia.

Born in Bosnia (former Yugoslavia) in 1972, Tanja Gant is a contemporary, realist portrait artist 
who currently resides in Mississippi. She discovered her passion for pencil and portraits very 
early. Being self-taught she drew throughout her childhood and later on during the Bosnian 
war. Since becoming a full-time artist in 2010 she has won numerous awards in regional, 
national, and international competitions and has had her work exhibited in as many shows 
throughout the country. Her work has also been published in several books and magazines, 
most notably: Poets/Artists, Southwest Art Magazine, The Artist’s Magazine, and a series of 
Strokes of Genius books. Tanja’s drawings focus on the narrative and individual’s personality.

Sergio Gomez is a Chicago based visual artist and creative entrepreneur. He received a Mas-
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ter of Fine Arts degree from Northern Illinois University. Sergio’s work has been subject of solo 
exhibitions in the United States, Italy, Mexico and Vienna. He has participated in numerous 
group exhibitions in Spain, Sweden, Cairo, London, Korea, Mexico and the US. His work can 
be found in private and public collections of the National Museum of Mexican Art, Brauer Art 
Museum, and the MIIT Museo Internazionale Italia Arte among other public and private col-
lections.

Currently, Sergio Gomez is the owner and director of 33 Contemporary Gallery, Curator/Direc-
tor of Exhibitions at the Zhou B. Art Center, contributor for Italia Arte Magazine, Art/Design fac-
ulty at South Suburban College, Creative Consultant for Idea Seat Marketing and Advertising, 
co-founder of the Art NXT Level Strategic Community and founder of Amplified Art Network. 
His weekly Artist Next Level podcast inspires and educates contemporary artists. Sergio has 
curated special projects for the Chicago Park District, ArtSpot Miami International Art Fair dur-
ing Art Basel Miami (2013, 2014), National Museum of Mexican Art, and ExpoChicago (2014) 
among others. web: sergiogomezonline.com

Miranda Graham, a native of Canton, Illinois, received her Bachelor’s Degree in Fine Art from 
The School of the Art Institute in Chicago and her Master of Fine Arts under full scholarship, in 
painting, from Kendall College of Art & Design. 

Graham is currently working as an adjunct professor with Ferris State University & Grand Valley 
State University. Before attending Graduate school, Graham worked as a Program’s Coordina-
tor (Galleries Curator/Manager & Educator), for The Peoria Art Guild, in Peoria, IL for nearly 
four years. With a long career in public service & community collaborative art outreach, Gra-
ham specialized in expanding creative skill sets for the developmentally delayed and youth in 
crisis in the Chicago area. 

Working primarily in oils and photography, her works combine the intimacy of portraiture 
and the exploitation of contemporary romanticism of form to challenge formal assumptions 
about beauty. Vibrantly heightened color palettes, intensely reflected light and enveloping 
cast shadow add to compositional tension by revealing/concealing the form as both integrat-
ed and disintegrated. These works are intended to reveal the simultaneously real and surreal 
mind space constantly negotiated and balanced by examining vulnerability and internalized 
heroics with a single passionate and personal encounter.

Brett F Harvey (b. 1985, Boston, MA) is a sculptor living and working in Astoria, Queens, New 
York. He received his BFA in Painting from the New Hampshire Institute of Art and his MFA in 
Sculpture from the New York Academy of Art. Since then, he has exhibited both in New York 
City and his native New England, and his work has been recognized by both the Art Renewal 
Center and TRAC (The Representational Art Conference). He is also the founder and curator of 
Johnsons in Art, a social media gallery that celebrates the nude male form in art, now over 10k 
followers strong on Instagram. Harvey’s own sculptures explore concepts of masculinity and 
beauty in ways that upend historical tropes—and prove introspective and poignant for all. His 
work can be seen at www.brettfharvey.com.

Yunior Hurtado Torres was born in Villa Clara, Cuba in 1977. At 11 years old he began 
to study Fine Arts at the vocational art school, Olga Alonzo, in Santa Clara, Cuba, where he 
studied  painting, drawing, sculpture and printmaking.  In 1996 he began attending the 
Oscar Fernandez Moreira Academy of Arts, in Trinidad, Cuba, graduating in 1999 as a painter, 
sculptor and art restorer.  In 2000 he was hired as a professor at the academy. In 2003 he 
returned to Santa Clara, his homeland, to teach painting workshops at a local art school. 

He has been involved in more than 20 group and solo exhibitions in Cuba and abroad, 
receiving numerous awards and citations His works are widely collected in Europe, particularly 
in Denmark. He currently lives in Lima, Peru.
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Aneka Ingold’s artwork consists of ambiguous narratives combining flat color and pattern 
with realism. Through her work, Ingold is interested in confronting and dismantling societal 
expectations that keep women from being the complicated, complex and ambiguous 
individuals that they are today and always have been. 

Aneka Ingold received her undergraduate degree at Grand Valley State University where 
she was the recipient of the Alexander Calder Honors Scholarship. She received her MFA at 
Kendall College of Art and Design where she was awarded the Kendall Scholarship of Merit 
Award. 

In 2016 Ingold was awarded First Place by Juror Carrie Ann Baade at the Valdosta National 
All-Media Juried Competition at Dedo Maranville Fine Arts Gallery in Valdosta State University, 
Georgia. She was the featured artist at the national juried exhibition, Women in Art, at Las 
Laguna Art Gallery in Laguna Beach, CA. Her work was also selected for the Surreal Salon 8, 
at Baton Rouge Center for Contemporary Art, presented by Juxtapoz magazine. During last 
year’s Art Basal, Ingold was the Grand Prize Winner at the Vying show, at Viophilia Gallery in 
Wynwood. Her work was recently published in the INDA: International Drawing Annual 10, 
printed by Manifest Creative Research and Drawing Center. The Annual is designed to support 
the recognition, documentation, and publication of excellent, current, and relevant works of 
drawing from around the world. Ingold is currently an adjunct professor at the University of 
Tampa teaching Drawing and Design. 

Jason John has been affiliated with Principle Gallery in Alexandria, VA and Arcadia Gallery 
in New York.  Recently Jason was inducted into the Museum of Realist Art in Boston, MA.  
Jason’s work has been on the front covers of Blue Canvas Magazine, Art Calendar, PoetsArtists 
Magazine, Visual Arts Overture Magazine, and Weave Magazine.  Jason’s work has been featured 
in American Arts Quarterly, American Art Collector Magazine, Manifest Gallery’s International 
Painting books 1, 2, 3, 4, 5 and 6, Studio Visit Magazine, Creative Quarterly Magazine, and 
Aesthetica Magazine.  Jason participated in the Museum of Contemporary Art Jacksonville’s 
exhibition ‘Get Real’, curated by Ben Thompson and was included in the Huntsville Museum 
of Art’s exhibition, Red Clay Survey.  In 2015, Jason won first place in the Texas National 
Exhibition.  Jason regularly presents at the South Eastern College Art Conference (SECAC), 
and College Art Association Conference (CAA).

David Lehman is a poet, author, and editor. His prose books include Sinatra’s Century: One 
Hundred Notes on the Man and His World and The State of the Art: A Chronicle of American 
Poetry, 1988-2014. His new book of poems, forthcoming in March 2017, is Poems in the 
Manner Of.

Joseph Lorusso was born in Chicago, Illinois, in 1966 and received his formal training at the 
American Academy of Art. He went on to receive his B.F.A. degree from the Kansas City Art 
Institute. Born of Italian descent, Lorusso was exposed to art at an early age. Through several 
early trips to Italy, his parents introduced him to the works of the Italian Masters. Lorusso would 
look to these influences throughout his early artistic development and they are still evident in 
his work today.

Says Lorusso, “I believe truly great art serves as a trigger into something deeper within all of 
us”. The mood and emotion conveyed in Lorusso’s paintings evokes a deep sense of beauty 
found in the quiet times of daily living. His people are mysterious, lonely, romantic and yet 
familiar, placed in settings we often see ourselves. Lorusso’s paintings have gained notoriety 
by their ability to connect with the viewer, resonating in a way that is intimate and personal.

Joseph Lorusso’s work has been shown internationally and has won numerous awards and 
honors. He has been featured in American Artist magazine, Southwest Art, U.S. Art, Art & 
Antiques, The Artists Magazine, Art News, American Art Collector, International Artist and Art 
Talk magazines. His work can be seen in leading galleries throughout the United States. In 
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2009 Lorusso had his first comprehensive One Man museum exhibition at the Albrecht – 
Kemper Museum of Art, and is regarded as a prominent figure in the field of contemporary 
figurative realism.

Sylvia Maier has participated in a number of group and solo exhibitions, including the Parish 
Museum (South Hampton), Rush Arts Gallery (New York), The Corridor Gallery (Brooklyn), 
Lincoln Center for Performing Arts (New York), Forum Gallery (Frankfurt), Yeelen Gallery and 
soon Bernarducci.Meisel (New York).

Painting figurative  and social justice paintings for over 25 years. Her work reflects a NYC urban 
point of view which deals with her Afro Latin heritage and  cultural melting pot environment.   
Maier’s work has been featured in the Wall Street Journal, Huffington Post, and her paintings 
have been commissioned by Mars Inc., M&M, Jeep, the TV shows Empire, White Collar, and 
the Dan Zanes and Friends Show. Maier has worked with the US State Departments’ Art in 
Embassies Program and Spike Lee and Lee Daniels.  She lives with her family in Brooklyn, 
New York.

Ernesto Marenco (b. 1960 Mexico City) Son of exiled Nicaraguan poet and politician, 
Marenco was surrounded from childhood by artists, painters, writers and poets, that had been 
exiled to Mexico from the Spanish Civil War, and countries in Central and South America.

Marenco is an artist, or visual poet, who has more than 35 years translating the language of 
poetry to everyday objects. His objects express a particular and committed manner and a 
great sense of humor.

The artist has exhibited his work in international galleries and museums and produced more 
than 20 covers for books in Latin America, mainly poetry books, placing him as one of the 
leading representatives of contemporary Mexican art objects. Marenco currently lives and 
works in Houston, Texas.

Ana Menéndez is the author of four books of fiction: Adios, Happy Homeland!, The Last War,  
Loving Che and In Cuba I Was a German Shepherd, whose title story won a Pushcart Prize. She 
has worked as a journalist in the United States and abroad, lastly as a prize-winning columnist 
for The Miami Herald.  As a reporter, she wrote about Cuba, Haiti, Kashmir, Afghanistan and 
India, where she was based for three years. Her work has appeared in a variety of publications 
including Vogue, Bomb Magazine, The New York Times and Tin House and has been included 
in several anthologies, including The Norton Anthology of Latino Literature. She has a B.A. in 
English from Florida International University and an M.F.A. from New York University. A former 
Fulbright Scholar in Egypt, she now lives in Surfside, Florida.

In his paintings and drawings, Eloy Morales creates self-portraits, portraits of friends and 
family, figure studies, and landscape and interior scenes in styles ranging from photorealistic 
and naturalistic to imaginative and dreamlike. He aims to convey a sense of emotion and 
feeling. “I try to show my inner world in my work,” he explains. “My images are explicit but 
they talk of senses and the non-physical.” Morales works in series and can take over a month 
to complete a single piece. One of his most popular paintings “A Partir de la Cabeza/About 
Head” is a series of closely framed images of faces. Some of the faces are unadorned while 
others are smeared with multicolored patches of paint, covered by jewel-toned butterflies, or 
dotted with whimsical googly eyes. Spanish, b. 1973, Madrid, Spain

Elsa Muñoz was born and raised on the south side of Chicago, IL in 1983.  She received 
her BFA in oil painting from the American Academy of Art in Chicago in 2006.   She’s since 
had 7 solo shows including one at the National Museum of Mexican Art (2011) and at the 
prestigious Union League Club of Chicago (2016).   Though she moves between several 
genres---the figure, landscapes, seascapes, still life, interiors---her focus remains on achieving 
a sense of intimacy and space in her work, both physical and psychological.
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Reuben Negron is a contemporary artist best known for his highly detailed, figurative 
watercolor paintings. Negron’s work explores the psychology of his subjects, focusing on 
identity, sexuality and personal narrative. He is a graduate of the Maryland Institute College of 
Art (BFA) and the School of Visual Arts (MFA).

His watercolors have been exhibited internationally, with notable exhibitions most recently in 
New York, San Francisco, and Miami. Negron’s work has been featured by Vogue, Juxtapoz, 
Time Out New York, PoetsArtists, Manifesto, Devora Ran, and Playboy, among others. Negron 
currently lives and works in Asheville, NC.

Tim Okamura (Canadian, b. 1968) investigates identity, the urban environment, metaphor, 
and cultural iconography through a technique that uses a “realist” approach to painting, and 
incorporates the mark-making and spontaneous language of spray-painted graffiti, collage, 
and iconographic ‘signage.’ Okamura’s work portrays the nuances of relationships of ethnicity, 
social identity, and inner-city sub-culture in addition to his subjects’ stories, captured on 
canvas. After graduating with an M.F.A. in Illustration as Visual Journalism, Okamura moved to 
Brooklyn, New York, where he continues to live and work. Okamura - a recipient of the 2004 
Fellowship in Painting from the New York Foundation for the Arts – has exhibited extensively 
in galleries throughout the world, including the U.S., Canada, Italy, Japan, and Turkey, and 
has been selected nine times to appear in the prestigious BP Portrait Award Exhibition at the 
National Portrait Gallery in London, England. In 2016, Okamura had a piece on view in the 
Smithsonian National Portrait Gallery in Washington, D.C. in the Outwin 2016 exhibition.

David E. Olivera (b. 1983), is an artist based in Miami, Florida. He graduated in 2002 from the 
New World School of the Arts. He was the co-founder of the Flagler Arts Space, an experimental 
studio/exhibition venue in downtown Miami. He works as a technician for a prestigious art 
conservation company, Rosa Lowinger and Associates, which specializes in the preservation of 
art and architecture. His artwork focuses on creating historically accurate maritime paintings 
that reflect never before seen vantage points, and on depicting the formal abstraction of the 
sea gathered through personal observations. His work has been featured in the art magazine, 
The Other Eight, as well as published in the book Titanic: Secrets of the Lost Liner. He shares a 
studio space in the world renowned outdoor museum known as Wynwood in Miami, Florida.

Omalix is a figurative painter and photographer born in Valencia, Venezuela and based in 
Orlando, FL. She graduated magna cum laude from the University of Central Florida where 
she earned a Bachelor of Fine Arts with a concentration in Painting. Her work has been shown 
in various group exhibitions including the Women Painting Women at RJD Gallery, as well as 
in a solo show at Sirona Fine Art Gallery. Her photography was included in the Fifth Annual 
Exposure Award digital showcase in a private reception at the Louvre Museum in Paris and has 
also made her one of the winners of Ron Howard’s Project Imaginat10n.

Elizabeth Claire Ospina (b. 1983, Toronto, ON, CA) is a Hispanic-American artist living and 
working in Chicago, IL. She earned the Doctor of Pharmacy degree in 2011 from Midwestern 
University, and in early 2014 began studying traditional oil painting under an atelier based 
in Chicago. As she continues to improve upon her technique and develop her own style of 
painting, Elizabeth seeks to express the complexity of the human condition through her work, 
striving to evoke an emotional response.

Born and raised in San Juan, Puerto Rico, Sharon Pomales is a realist artist working in oil and 
pastel.  Since moving to Ohio in 2012 she has exhibited at various galleries, institutions, and 
museums nationwide.  Her work has been featured in various publications.

Sharon is a member of the Portrait Society of America, Oil Painters of America, National Oil 
and Acrylic Painters Society, American Women Artists, International Guild of Realism and is a 
Signature Member of the Pastel Society of America. Her work is represented by Lovetts Gallery 
in Tulsa, Oklahoma.
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PF Potvin is a writer, teacher, and ultramarathon runner whose writing has appeared in Boston 
Review, Slope, PANK, MiPOesias, Sentence, An Introduction to the Prose Poem Anthology and 
elsewhere. He’s the author of the prose poetry book The Attention Lesson. Potvin has received 
fellowships from the Vermont Studio Center and Casa Libre en la Solana. He teaches writing at 
the University of Michigan-Dearborn. Spy him at pfpotvin.com. 

Carlos Ramirez was born in Cuba, for political reasons his family moved to the United States 
when he was a child. Growing up Carlos was focused on drawing and painting, but as the only 
child of an immigrant family, his parents were concerned that he have a structured profession, 
rather than take a chance on a career as an artist. In college he focused on drawing and drafting 
in the hopes of pursuing an architectural degree, but at the last minute, due to the prodding of 
his father, he applied to law school.

He received a full scholarship to the University of Miami Law School, where he excelled but 
soon realized his heart was not in it. In his last year he left the program to follow a vision of 
putting a fashion collection together. “I applied all of my drawing, sketching and design skills 
to this new endeavor,” he notes. At age 23, he established the label Liancarlo, and today he is 
a highly recognized designer in the fashion world. The label has dressed dozens of celebrities, 
and his work has been featured in countless fashion magazines.

Throughout the years, he became a designer by day, painter by night, taking workshops with 
such greats as painter Wolf Kahn—making time to pursue this life long passion. He continues to 
paint from his studio a 1920’s cottage surrounded by a garden that is his constant inspiration. 
His paintings have grown over the years from representational work.

Lauren Amalia Redding (b. 1987, Naples, Florida) is an artist and writer living and working 
in Astoria, Queens, New York. She received her B.A. from Northwestern University in Evanston, 
Illinois and her M.F.A. from the New York Academy of Art in New York, New York. Her poems 
have also been published by the Pen + Brush in Manhattan, and she is anticipating a solo 
show at Menduiña Schneider Gallery in Los Angeles in 2017. She primarily creates silverpoint 
drawings paying homage to her mother’s Cuban family.

Kelsey Robarts is a graduate student studying Public Policy at the College of William & Mary. 
With a B.A. in Chinese language, and a childhood spent speaking Spanish to her mother’s 
French, she is fascinated with modern linguistics and codeswitching. She writes confessional 
poetry focused primarily on family and religion.

Nadine Robbins (American Artist, 1966) is a full-time contemporary realist oil painter and 
photographer who merges traditional painting techniques, photography and contemporary 
design concepts to create ingenious figurative and still life paintings. Influenced by artists 
including Dalí, Liebovitz, and Holbein, her work is infused with emotion, alive, authentic, and 
full of wit.

Robbins grew up in Southern France where her artist mother introduced her to the works 
of many artists. In the beginning of her career, she studied graphic design in the US and in 
London, achieving considerable success and founding her own firm in New York City. During 
this time, she developed her fine art by merging her experiences as a designer with her long 
standing interest in portraiture into a large scale series of paintings called “8 Portrait Peaces”. 
On a whim, she entered several of them into the Royal Society of Portrait Painters’ jured 
exhibition and was accepted twice. Since then, her work has been shown in many established 
exhibitions, galleries and museums including the MEAM Mod Portrait exhibition in Barcelona.

She has been published in The Huffington Post, American Art Collector, Crain’s Chicago 
Business, Fine Art Connoisseur, PoetsArtists and on Artsy and can be found in several notable 
collections including the Howard A. & Judith Tullman Collection.
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Fidel Rodriguez, Venezuelan born 1972 is a Chicago artist and owner of Gallery Artspace8. 
He has a Fine Arts degree from the Iuesapar, Caracas Venezuela, 1990 and Active Masters of 
the Fifteenth Century, Caracas Venezuela 1992.   His artwork has been featured in various solo 
exhibitions and group shows and is included in several permanent collections in the USA and 
abroad.

Geraldine Rodriguez is a self-taught art and fashion photographer based in Chicago, IL. Her 
work has been described as conceptual, artistic, entrancing, and provocative. Using music as a 
source of inspiration (she listens to everything from The Police to Kanye West), Geraldine helps 
her models to redefine a life experience or story, through visual expression, and captures that 
expression on camera. Geraldine’s innovative process is personal to each model and allows 
her to connect with them beyond the surface. Geraldine wants her photography to reveal that 
although we don’t share the same experiences, we are universally connected through human 
emotion. Her work reflects what many choose not to expose…themselves. Geraldine’s work 
has been exhibited at 33 Contemporary Gallery for the Love Apple Exhibit 2011, the Zhou B 
Art Center/33Contemporary Gallery for the Facemask, Progression and Centerline 2011 and 
2012, EGO exhibit in 2012, Motion to Stillness in 2013, 4 Art Inc Gallery in 2013, Gallery ONI 
for a solo exhibit in 2014 for the Freight series, McCormick Theological Seminary for a solo 
exhibit of the Life and Death series in 2015 and Freak out exhibit at Zhou B Art Center in 2016.

Irvin Rodriguez was born and raised in the Bronx, New York in 1988. He graduated from 
the Fashion Institute of Technology with a BFA in Illustration in 2010. While attending FIT, he 
studied simultaneously at the Grand Central Academy of Art, focused on academic drawing 
techniques.

Irvin was a recipient of the 2016 Elizabeth Greenshields Foundation Grant. In 2011, Irvin 
was the Golden Brush Award winner for the 27th L. Ron Hubbard’s Illustrators of the Future 
Contest. He has also been featured in various books and publications such as Lessons in 
Classical Drawing: Essential Techniques from Inside the Atelier by Juliette Aristides, Spectrum 
17, Creative Quarterly, 3x3 and CMYK Magazine. He currently lives and works in Brooklyn.

René Romero Schuler is creating powerful images of strength and vulnerability through 
her expressive and heavily textured works that speak to the heart of the human condition: 
love, sorrow, solitude, and heartbreak.  Through these depictions of difficult subjects, she 
inspires her viewers with hope, fortitude, and, ultimately, enduring strength. The figures René 
captures are equal parts self-portraiture and portraits of the range of human emotions which 
she has experienced. Her approach is personal yet universal, and ultimately intimate. The work 
is visually and emotionally affecting, and powerfully reveals her appreciation for the struggle 
and triumph of the human condition.  A self-taught artist, René applies layers and layers of 
oil paint using a palette knife, in a technique that involves harnessing textural strata of paint, 
palette scratches, and bold colors, to create the psychic tension and stress between surface 
and depth.  Her work is in the permanent collections of The Union League Club of Chicago, 
Loyola University Museum of Art (LUMA) in Chicago and St. Thomas University Museum of Art 
– Sardiñas Gallery in Miami.

Samuel Derrick Rosen was born and raised in Glasgow, Scotland. He has previously been 
published in 3 New Voices Press anthologies and in Gutter Magazine Issue 10 He believes any 
form of completeness is ultimately deceptive.

John Seed is a professor of art and art history at Mt. San Jacinto College in Southern California. 
Winner of a 2002 Society of Professional Journalists award in art and entertainment writing, 
and a 2012 Creative Capital arts writers grant finalist, he has written about art and artists for Art 
Ltd, Catamaran, Harvard Magazine, the Huffington Post and Hyperallergic.

Victoria Selbach is a New York Contemporary Realist painter best known for her powerful 
larger than life-size images of contemporary women. Selbach lifts the cultural veil of expectation 
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to uncover her subjects dynamic complexity and transfers their strength into a painted surface. 
Each work is a celebration of the individual and yet seen together this work speaks to the 
significance of the diverse feminine. Selbach challenges the viewer to reconsider established 
perceptions and acknowledge the inherent magnificence of each individual and the immense 
potential of embracing and maximizing the universal feminine. Selbach’s work has exhibited 
in museums, galleries and collections nationally, including the Heckscher Museum of Art, The 
Butler Institute of American Art and the Tullman Art Collection.  An archive of work is available 
at victoriaselbach.com.

Suzy Smith is a Wyoming native, who currently resides in Albuquerque, NM, after living in 
the San Francisco Bay area for many years.  Smith was recently invited to return to WY, where 
she had a one woman retrospective show  “Suzy Smith: Pop Realism”, at the Nicolaysen Art 
Museum, where her work now resides in their permanent collection. 

Smith has exhibited her work around the country, and her paintings are included in many 
private and public collections which include:  the Howard Tullman Collection, the Dryer’s Grand 
Ice Cream Corporate Art Collection, and the Kaiser Foundation Art Collection.  Smith paints 
in oil and watercolor, painting figurative work as well as still life.  She is a signature member 
of the National Watercolor Society, and her work has been published in the Huffington Post, 
International Artist Magazine, The Artist’s Magazine, American Artist Magazine, Southwest Art 
Magazine,  and PoetsArtists.  Smith is represented by Scott Richards Contemporary Art in San 
Francisco, California.

Katalin Studlik is a Hungarian born artist living in Toronto, Canada. She is a realist painter, 
who specializes in portraiture. She paints primarily in oil, and she draws with graphite, charcoal, 
and coloured pencil. She studied art at Dawson College in  Montreal and currently attending 
Academy of Realist Art, in Toronto. Her work has been published by PoetsArtist Magazine, North 
Light Books and exhibited in shows in Toronto, Chicago and recently in Tacoma, Washington.

Feminist painter Daena Title’s colorist, expressionist work centers on her obsession with 
the seductive force of modern female icons.   Her work explores  the on-going love/hate 
relationship between women, societal standards, and self-esteem as well as Title’s fascination 
with the line between beauty and distortion, both in formal and narrative terms.

Raised on Long Island, Daena Title received a Bachelor of Arts in Art History and Theatre 
Studies from Wellesley College, and then lived in Manhattan until 1991 where she worked 
as an actress and a writer. Title then returned to painting as the best avenue with which to 
control her artistic message, mine her ongoing fascination/obsession with the relationship 
between women and society, and indulge her love of color and design. Title currently resides 
and works in Los Angeles. Her work has been shown in gallery and museum spaces since 
1998, including recent group exhibitions at the Carnegie Art Museum, the Long Beach Art 
Museum, The Oceanside Museum, the Riverside Museum, the Torrance Art Museum, as well as 
Koplin del Rio and Gallery 825 in Los Angeles. Her next solo show will be at the Carter Burden 
Gallery in Chelsea, Manhattan in September of 2017. Title has received critical praise for past 
solo exhibitions from the Los Angeles Times, the LA Weekly, and the Huffington Post, and was 
included in the Post’s recent article about the Zhou B Art Center group show “Freak Out!”, 
“Neither Painting Nor Disco is Dead and Here’s the Art to Prove It”.  Title is proud that her work 
is part of the Brooklyn Museum Elizabeth A. Sackler Center for Feminist Art Online Feminist Art 
base and the Tullman Collection.  See more of Title’s work or join her mailing list at daenatitle.
com.  You can also follow her as Daena Title Artist on Facebook.

Jaime Valero is from Madrid, Spain. He graduated from the Fine Art School at Complutense 
University in Madrid in 1985.  After earning a Bachelor´s Degree, he taught art and drawing for 
six years and then left teaching to start his professional career as an artist (1996). For the last 
twenty years he has been building his own style and imagery primarily focusing on portraiture 
and the figure.



BRETT F. HARVEY

SUZY SMITH

ELOY MORALES

While living in the United States (2001-2003), he started working on large-scale portraits and 
nudes with water being the main focus and since then he has dedicated most of his work to 
the vast universe which has finally become his most personal obsession.

While researching his subjects he has combined the technique from the old masters (Velazquez, 
Rembrandt, Leonardo) with contemporary painters (Bill Viola, Jenny Saville, Gotfreid Helnwein) 
and his curiosity keeps him constantly looking for new possibilities on the fields of  technique 
and concept.

Nick Ward is figurative painter and print maker who creates portrait based works which 
explore timeless stories through the internet obsessed eyes of today. He combines traditional 
techniques and labor intensive processes, with pixelated imagery and saturated colors. These 
paintings celebrate the quirks of current aesthetics; which future generations will look back on 
with nostalgia.    

Originally from a small town outside of Portland Oregon, Nick currently resides in the outskirts 
of Boston, MA with his wife, daughter, and dog. His work has twice earned him Elizabeth 
Greenshields Foundation grants for painting.

For Michael Van Zeyl, portraiture is much more than a one-sided translation of the artist’s 
point of view taking form in a subject. It’s an engaging visual dialogue that renders a soul 
in light, shadow and pigment, continuing the conversation for future generations.  While 
technical skill is only part of Michael’s gift, his experience has honed his craft to the highest 
standard. His talents were apparent when he was a boy and he spent subsequent decades 
mastering a wide range of painting techniques. In particular, 17th century Dutch and late 19th 
century impressionist styles have resonated with him and surfaced in his own works.

His formal training began at the American Academy of Art in Chicago, continuing on 
at Chicago’s Historic Palette & Chisel Academy and the Art Students League in New York, 
where he studied with the most accomplished artists who also paint directly from life under 
natural light. Michael is currently a faculty member at the Palette & Chisel and has been a 
popular instructor for several years.  Michael’s work is already appreciated in many public 
and private collections, such as the United States District Court, University of Chicago and 
DePaul University School of Law. He has received awards from the Portrait Society of America, 
Art Renewal Center, the Oil Painters of America and was the 2014 recipient of the Dorothy 
Driehaus Mellin Fellowship for Midwestern Artists.

Collaboration

Liza Berggren, also called “Bunki” is an artist born and raised in Sweden. She has always had 
a strong connection to art and spent all of her free time improving her craft. Last year, Liza 
decided to take her passion to another level as a full-time artist. She keeps a close relationship 
to her private clients and first exhibited her works during art Basel 2015. Liza use acrylics as her 
“main medium” but at times will also rely on other mediums. Her paintings are very abstract, 
but at the same time visual with a modern, poppy touch. Her recent collection focuses on 
drawings and large portraits: “There is so much more underneath than just a beautiful face. I 
want the viewer to find and see the beauty that’s hiding underneath and appreciate it as much 
as I do”.

Dewayne Weise is a professional photographer, based in Miami, FL. Dewayne was born and 
raised in Kingston, Jamaica. At the age of 18 he decided to move to Miami, where his career as 
a fashion photographer took its start. Dewayne has worked for multiple top magazines as well 
as shooting advertisements and campaigns for brands and companies around US and Europe.  
Dewayne has always had a passion for art, which can be seen in his photography. Currently, 
Dewayne is focusing on the more abstract and artistic side of photography. He is looking 
forward to sharing his talent and work with a wider spectrum in the art industry.



When I hear the term Chévere I immediately think of music. Salsa in particular, I hear the clave with that word and a groove. 
Chévere means original to me.  When something original has taken place,  that space where one is in the zone and things just flow 
as in music and improvisation.  Where the ingredients are pure and come together to make magic.   A groove that comes from an 
original place that is pure and  raw.  When we recognize it we call it chévere!!!

You can see this  especially in the Cuban culture where the Afro-Latin cultures are strong.   I use the term "Arroz con Habichuelas" 
as my painting's title to reflect the two cultures coming together. In many Latin cultures the term Arroz con habichuelas is a nod to 
people of mixed race.  This mixture is reflected in  the form of dance, food and lifestyle.    

Que chévere!



Sylvia Maier

Arroz con Habichuelas | oil on canvas | 68 x 54 inches |  2015 



i have a sad beauty | oil on canvas | 57 x 44 inches | 2016

Eloy Morales



that first season, you pick the mangoes

and papayas fallen plump and ripe

to the dirt road, sticky-sweet

nectar running down your arms.

your school uniform will never be

clean again, but the neighbors 

prettiest cow runs to the fence

to pluck the fruits out of your

hands. the young bull comes, too,

skittish at first and then

ravenous. you stop feeding him

when he gores the dogs.

he forgets you by the day

you come home to a

black sky, choking and

heavy with a heat that

sticks to your skin.

a living thing.

across the road, abuelo’s yard

dances with flames six feet tall: 

the sugarcane is burning.

the ash covers the foothills,

drifts down from the mountain

villagers for a fortnight.

there is no sleeping with

cane-smoke in the air.

when you trade the islands

for a city in the states,

you don’t sleep and there is a language

you no longer speak, but even here

the sugarcane still burns

every summer. the smoke still

coats your lungs like molasses.

the heat still settles in your heart.

Kelsey Robarts

SUGARCANE SEASON



WHAT I MEAN WHEN I SAY No Hablo Español

When certain men notice me

waiting for the train outside Pioneer Square,

they offer you-see-me head nods, and I

bob back, waiting for whatever question 

they will use to catch the countries 

that they miss from my voice.

And for a moment I think maybe

my college-level Spanish is enough.

But at every ¿qué hora es? or ¿de dónde eres?

I just shake my head—my awkward apology

for another caught-between moment

of skin tones and tongues—: this broken harvest

of textures I have never known.

Geffrey Davis



Liza Berggren and Dewayne Weise 

Outsider | mixed medium and acrylic on paper | 37 x 27 inches | 2016



Michael Van Zeyl

Lo Tienes “You Got This” | oil on panel | 48 x 36 inches |  2016



Stages | oil on panel | 36 x 36 inches | 2015

David E. Olivera



Erica Elan Ciganek

Miguel II | oil on canvas | 48 x 72 inches |  2015



Fidel Rodriguez

Emotional Clusters | oil and mixed media on canvas | 30 x 30 inches |  2016



I’m obsessed with the landed aristocracy: The great-great 

granddaughter of a countess who lives with her husband 

and four children in her family’s 16th century palazzo. The 

heiress who grew up on a 17,000-acre ranch in Uruguay. 

The scion of a shipping family who just renovated the 300-

year old family home in Santorini.

I meet these exotic apparitions in the pages of thick, slippery 

magazines that arrive mysteriously in my house, sometimes 

tucked between the pages of the more austere New York 

Times, sometimes delivered, unbid, through the mail. Over 

pages and pages of saturated color, I am generously offered 

a privileged glimpse into the daily lives of families whose 

fantastic wealth stretches back to the time of the Medici. 

Unworthy, I am nevertheless invited into sitting rooms 

decorated with portraits of elegant Dukes, bathrooms of 

double height ceilings that loom over original marble tubs. 

Cavernous receiving rooms decorated with 18th century 

tapestries, hand-carved mahogany tables and amusing 

trinkets collected by generations of inhabitants including 

this flea-market find, an oil in the style of Tintoretto, scored 

just last year by the current owner on a visit to Rome.

Sometimes, I learn of the rigors of a two-year renovation 

(dead owls, rotting wallpaper) that ends by revealing 

magnificent frescoes, hand-forged bricks and ancient 

mosaics once trod by silk-slippered ancestors.

I don’t envy these people – not exactly. Neither am I 

tempted – not really – to ridicule them. My feelings, as I 

temporarily inhabit these full-color lives, are much more 

nuanced and complicated.  I am gruesomely fascinated by 

these eternally wealthy bloodlines, and I simply cannot look 

away. I know the next magazine will arrive, the next family 

will open their Tuscan Villa to my commoners’ eyes, and I 

will succumb to the fantasy, as surely as my own peasant 

ancestors did, gazing from the doors of their wooden huts 

to the towers of unreachable wealth beyond.

***

I come from a long line of emigrants. Which is another 

way of saying, I come from enduring peasant stock – for 

sometimes the wealthy meet violent ends, but it is more 

often the poor who leave.

My great-grandparents on my mother’s side – illiterate 

tenant farmers from Lebanon’s northern hinterlands – fled 

their homes in 1908, chased by hunger and persecution. 

They hopped a ship to Mexico. When it stopped in Cuba, 

they got off. I imagine them saying, this is good enough. 

Or far enough.

My mother’s father also fled the poverty of Asturias in the 

early 20th century. He too found refuge, at least for a time, 

in Cuba. On my father’s side, they were also running: from 

Asturias, Canary Islands and, even, Scotland.

Varadero, Güines and Havana suited them all just fine. Until, 

of course, it was time to pull up roots and move again. As 

20th century migrations go, theirs were relatively gentle. 

Enough so that I can joke now that if our family had a crest, 

its motto would be, “This is Bullshit, I’m out of Here.”

Otherwise, no, we don’t have a crest. No Counts or 

Duchesses dot my lineage. There is not a drop of blue 

blood in my veins. My middle-class parents left their modest 

possessions behind when they left Cuba in the early 1960s. 

And then they started over, in the family tradition.

My family, unless you count the green and white plates 

bought with S&H stamps in the 1970s, does not keep 

heirlooms. There is no august family homestead for me to 

return to. No treasure-filled rooms. No silver for my son to 

inherit.

My family’s legacy is of a different sort: Of humor, myth and 

constant movement. My writing and my restlessness stands 

as a kind of resonance to their lives, the hum left over from 

the explosion of their collective flight.

And yet I count myself luckier than a Duchessa in a 

Calabrian Palazzo. For a child of the 20th century – that era 

of mass migration, murder and upheaval – to have never 

Ana Menéndez

FAMILY INHERITANCE



experienced homelessness or statelessness is, after all, a 

special kind of good fortune. My movements, in contrast 

to those of my ancestors, have all been undertaken with 

joy. I’ve lived in places that don’t reach the level of family 

palaces, and yet still overflow with a comfortable luxury that 

my great-grandmother, married at 13 and a refugee at 15, 

would not have even been able to imagine.

Exile, Joseph Brodsky famously noted, is a linguistic event. 

For those of us living in the aftermath, it is also an inherited 

condition. We inherit first the stories and creation myths that 

are always travel-ready: light, easy to unpack, containing 

multitudes. Even those of us who proudly proclaim that we 

have unshackled ourselves from the political concerns of an 

older generation, still carry, deeper still, the DNA of flight 

and its corresponding refusal to commit to any place. We 

know – even if not consciously so – that if things get truly 

bad, we can always take off. We don’t call it cowardice. We 

call it a sense of adventure.

I am 46 years old now. Since I turned 21, I have moved 16 

times and lived on four continents. I am the first voluntary 

exile in my brave line. And, a Cuban without a home, I pray 

to Jose Martí, patron saint of displacement: “In exile, men 

lose their moorings and find their bearings.”

***

I was three years old when I took my first flight. And I still 

remember it, albeit shaped in the surrealistic contours of 

childhood. In memory, my mother and I wave goodbye to 

my father, working in his yard, and ascend into the marvelous 

flying machine that, after impressive shaking that spills my 

Coca-Cola, lands in a different place entirely.

Flight never lost its romance. Throughout childhood, I would 

gaze at a plane flying over head and grow wistful, imagining 

the great adventures that awaited those secreted within. 

Even now, burdened by the memory of security hassles and 

middle-aged fears, I still feel a surge of wonder watching a 

747 take off into the haze. 

But it’s never been so much the act of flying itself, as the 

promise of movement, of renewal. Opening the door to 

a new house, getting lost in the streets of a new city, the 

seduction of arrival and the saudade of leaving: all of these 

wash me onto the shores of a barely expressible land, a 

place that exists for me alone, my private version – amid so 

much wandering – of home.

Home. How many emotions – both noble and ignoble – 

have been heaped onto the slender shoulders of that word? 

How many clichés have marred its romance? Is it ever really 

sweet? Is it where the heart is? Can the homeland ever be 

secure?

What does it mean to be from a place? And can one choose 

to be from nowhere? I was born in Los Angeles, went to 

elementary school in Tampa, high school in Miami, worked 

in Santa Ana, studied in New York City and, finally as an 

adult, lived in New Delhi, Istanbul, Cairo, Amsterdam and 

Maastricht.

“Where are you from?” people ask on my travels. And first I 

have to figure out what they really want to know.

One of the many reasons I love poetry is that it reminds us 

that we are not so unique. Lots of others have come this way 

before us.

In Miami, I am Cuban. In California, I was Latina. In India, 

I was Western. And in Afghanistan I was Woman. So I turn 

to the Zen poet Wang Wei, who smiles kindly and says, 

“In mountain forests, I’ve lost myself completely/identity’s 

nothing but the role we play in public.”

And when, alone in Istanbul, my marriage falling apart, 

I remember that today is some kind of anniversary of 

happiness, Wang Wei nods in recognition.

“Each year on this auspicious day, alone and foreign/here in 

a foreign place, my thoughts of you sharpen.”

I am a journalist and novelist. But I am not too proud to 

admit that truth resides with the poets. I once wrote an 

entire novel in a half-hearted attempt to say what Matsuo 

Basho had economically illuminated in a few lines: 

“Days and months are travelers of eternity. So are the years 

that pass by. Those who steer a boat across the sea, or drive 

a horse over the earth till they succumb to the weight of 

years, spend every minute of their lives traveling. There are 



a great number of ancients, too, who died on the road. I 

myself have been tempted for a long time by the cloud-

moving wind – filled with a strong desire to wander.”

***

I am being only half facetious when I say that it must 

nevertheless be a burden to live in the same house your 

family has occupied for three centuries. The same year-

hardened walls. The exhausted thresholds. A problem 

unique to the one percent, of course. But still enough to 

blunt our envy.

For travel is not enough. To live the world, you must live in it. 

Visiting New Delhi is different from setting up house there, 

waiting out the long seasons through the other worldly heat 

of summer, the bliss of monsoon and the leveling chill of 

winter. Visiting Istanbul is different from growing so used 

to the haunting call to prayer that it no longer wakes you 

in the night. The Cairo of the tourist is not the Cairo of the 

expatriate is not the Cairo of the wealthy Cairene, is not the 

Cairo of the slum.

Only by going to sleep every night and waking every 

morning for years and years in a foreign place can you come 

to terms with your own vanity,  recognize your accepted 

truths for the borrowed garments that they are. Only after 

a life of movement, do you understand where stillness lies. 

After Delhi, I moved back to New York City for a time. Then 

Istanbul, where my first marriage ended. After three years in 

Miami, I left again – this time, and for the first time, on my 

own. I landed in Cairo in August of 2008. Two weeks later, 

I met the man I would eventually marry. He was a wanderer 

too, born in Czechoslovakia, but on the road as soon as the 

wall fell. Just recently he’d lived in Miami. We learned that 

until we had both picked up and moved half way across the 

world, we had been neighbors in South Beach.

***

Two and a half  years later, I give birth to our son in 

Amsterdam. We live for a time in Maastricht. And then in 

2014, we move back to Miami. My husband and I both use 

that construction, “we are moving back”, though neither of 

us were born here, though we both lived other lives here. 

My parents and sister still live in Miami, so for me, the city is 

the closest thing to home. I am glad to return, though the 

city, the family and I have changed, irrevocably. Landing at 

MIA, the relentless sprawl of traffic and construction below 

us, Wang Wei returns to admonish me again: …nothing’s 

left of ancestral villages now./Out beyond cloud, it’s all 

empty as origin.

We buy a house, a three-bedroom, two-bath mid-century 

bungalow on a street named after a philosopher.  It has 

a small yard and a wood deck out back. Less than a ten 

minute walk away is the beach, where I run most mornings.  

My privilege, after half a life time of travel, remains intact.

I know this is not our last move. Even after all these 

years, travel retains its electric joy. Arriving is a kind of 

transfiguration. To open the front door to a new house, to 

inhabit a fresh layout and walk unfamiliar streets is to be 

reborn into a new and wiser self.

And yet: we put in a new roof, install a new air conditioning 

system. We take down the old windows and iron bars and 

replace them with expensive glass that promises to keep 

us safe during a hurricane. We buy new appliances for the 

kitchen. We redo the landscaping, paint the walls, take 

out the old attic insulation and replace it with something 

better. We build new bookcases and fit them with books 

in six languages. We hang our art on the walls, lay my two 

Afghan carpets on the marble floor. We fill our home with 

old objects and new promises of permanence. We do these 

things even though we know it is all temporary, because 

everything is temporary, even for the Dukes and Duchesses, 

even when we imagine it otherwise.



St. Julia & the Bull | oil on canvas | 60.5 x 60.5 inches | 2016

Miranda Graham



Erin Anderson

Felix Looking Backward, Looking Forward | oil on copper | 36 x 30 inches |  2016



Q&A
What was your inspiration behind the portraits 
of Felix?

My inspiration always starts with the model. I take 
a lot of cues from what I pick up about them dur-
ing our photo shoot (or shoots). I’ve worked with 
Felix off and on for a couple of years now and 
he’s always filled with a very easy-going positive 
energy that I’m drawn to. On top of it he’s an actor 
and fellow artist himself. 

Early on in our collaboration he told me about his 
drag persona named “Koko”. I got to meet her 
one night, albeit briefly, at an art event in down-
town Bethlehem and she was fabulous! During the 
shoot intended for this particular series of him, I 
asked that he pose as Felix and then also pose 
with traces of Koko. My intention was to portray 
him as a blend of the two.

Do you think Koko may one day to sit for you? 
I would love to meet Koko through your art. 
Tell us a little about your previous series.

I think anything is possible! She may yet show up 
one of these days....

My last series was called The Human System. The 
series comprised of 14 paintings of six individu-
als. My inspiration behind them came from my 
reflections on isolation in modern society. I feel 
with the rise of technology and distancing from 
nature, people today have become more isolated 
from each other as well as the environment. We 
have extraordinary technology meant to facilitate 
communication and yet meaningful interpersonal 
communication and relationship building seems 
to be falling more along the wayside. Similarly, we 
learn of impending environmental crisis and glob-
al warming everyday yet we are more isolated 
from nature than ever. Despite our understanding 
that we’ve had catastrophic effects on the envi-
ronment, we still cling to outdated paradigms and 
perceive ourselves as separate.

In this body of work, I tried to balance the juxta-
position between isolation and connectivity within 
the context of systems in nature. Each piece fea-
tures a singular portrait within the picture plane. 
Insinuated is the popular idea that we are sepa-
rate individuals whose thoughts and feelings are 

contained within the confines of our own skin. 
Surrounding the painted figure, I created dynamic 
environments in which they exist and took visual 
cues from systems in nature to inform how I built 
atmosphere. Visual references from wind patterns 
to water currents informed my creation of biomor-
phic imagery etched into copper. 

The natural world is a prime example of con-
nectivity. There is no such thing as isolation in an 
ocean current and the wind doesn’t blow differ-
ently just because it’s reaching the state line. With 
this in mind, I designed the show so that although 
there is only one portrait per panel, each panel 
shares a copper design that flows continuously to 
link them together.

How do you feel about artist statements? 
What is your artist statement?

I have mixed feelings on artist statements. On 
one hand, they’re an important exercise in under-
standing the motivations behind your own work. 
There’s something about sitting down and hav-
ing to find the right words to try and explain what 
you do to someone else that solidifies it in your 
own mind. On the other hand, they can feel limit-
ing, as though future work should fit within the 
parameters of an existing statement. I’ve revised 
my own statement many times and expect it will 
be revised more in the years to come. An artist’s 
work evolves and so it’s my feeling that a state-
ment should evolve to reflect the current pursuits/
interests of the artist.

I am inspired by complex dynamics and relation-
ships within individuals and groups. Working on 
copper sheet, my compositions remain anchored 
in representational figure painting juxtaposed by 
abstraction. The metal substrate and paint work in 
concert to communicate layers or levels of reality: 
one that is easily perceived and directly in front 
of us and one that can be felt and is dynamic or 
changing. To explore the connective nature of our 
experience, I make visual comparisons between 
the figure and systems in nature. I find that study-
ing the ways in which nature is connected informs 
the ways I create atmosphere within and around 
my subjects. The ensuing work is an exploration 
of our relationships to one another and our funda-
mental connection with the environment. 



Carlos Ramirez

La Rosa Blanca | ink and acrylic on canvas | 60 x 35 inches | 2016



The Forever Builder

I’m thinking of blues, all tones and none. Something

that’s Venus and earthquakes and rain. A thing that speaks

without tongues, hears without waves. It’s living and un-

born. It’s not a picture or an onion or a sky with wings. It’s 

like the house we found that time in the forest. Walls 

and windows sprouting vines. Roof scattered across 

the weeds. Front door singing in the wind on a buckled 

hinge. Crickets chirping along and never even thinking

hurricane. 

PF Potvin



Chris and Mario | watercolor on paper | 36 x 48 inches | 2016



Reuben Negron

Growing up Hispanic in a predominately 
white community, I became painfully aware 
of what "Latino" meant to those around me. 
Stereotypes formed their expectations of 
Hispanic men and in doing so, formed my 
own. Holding myself up to a false standard 
perpetuated by Hollywood, music and the 
media, I struggled to be at peace with who I 
was in regard to my cultural identity. Many 
years would pass before I came to accept that 
being Latino does not mean one thing. Latin 
American culture is diverse and complex and 
rich with nuance. It’s a plurality that touches 
all aspects of the human experience and we 
are allowed to sing in our own voices. 



P

pericardium:
 last time I held a heart
 was in biology
 no frogs just a red veined fist
 of a pig’s

perigee, perihelion:
 the largest yellow moon
 rolls on the road towards me
 such strange orbits

 my head butts against the sun
 so that my throat is parched
 makes me thirst

permeable:
 in water
 my skin
 full of water
 wants to be with water
 so much
 it puckers with desire

persiflage:
 after wine
 stained tongues
 loosen more

peseta:
 prefer to think they were traded
 for a rare green parrot in an ivory cage
 or smuggled on a galleon to Cuba lost at sea
 not the mundane cache behind the backs of sofas
 hoarded in jars and buried
 or just melted down
 adónde todas las monedas españolas han ido
 where have all the Spanish coins gone

from The Everyday English Dictionary (London: Paekakariki Press, 2016)

Ivy Alvarez



Joseph Lorusso

Down Beneath | oil on panel | 36 x 26.5 inches |  2016



Copa | fired earth hand painted | 19 x 9 x 7 inches | 2016

Debra Balchen
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Entre Capas | photography and mixed media | 32 x 40 inches | 2016

Paola Estrella



THE IDES OF MARCH

The origin of every fortune is a crime.
The ides of March are a dangerous time.

The ideas of March originate in wind.
Madness may spring from a mind that hasn’t sinned. 

The guides of March have scary stories to tell.
The family money came from a corpse and an oil well.  

The editors of March fly to the moon and bring back April.
The original sinner has learned to shave and say “I will.”

You can trace each legacy back to the day
when the id of March exposed the ego’s feet of clay.

The dice of March roll on the green felt tabletop.
The suicides of March drive past the octagonal sign: Stop!

On the dais of March sit the deceased father and mother.
Every happy family is different from every other.

David Lehman



Jay | graphite on paper | 13.5 x 9 inches | 2016

Tanja Gant
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MAKING TORTILLAS SHAPED AFTER YOUR HEART
after Juan Felipe Herrera

Carve some starved corn

out from the Harvest moon

and throw in some wild flowers—

Chain the bowl to the arch of wind

then sleep against the wall

until the perfect date to bake—

Turn and whirl in a wide wide skirt

and stir the spoon as you go –

Pour heavily into the begger’s bowl

then donate yourself to the sun.

Grace Cavalieri



Alia El-Bermani 

Orgullo | oil on aluminum panel | 28 x 24 inches |  2016



Rene Romero Schuler

Junah | oil on canvas wrapped panel | 42 x 40 inches |  2016



EN LAS MONTAÑAS

echoes in the caves whistle clean through
some gypsy song splits the night in two
reaches the town
its multiple ears prick at the notes

houses above necropolis below
skulls known by centipedes
bodies fleshy as a man’s thumb

cave walls softened
by the daily brush
of skin-covered bones

potsherds
dark ochre crumbling into dirt
who are the visitors here
transgressing between two spheres

rain rivulets fall down
like hair around a mouth
swallowing sounds

a finger moves from above to below
the low earth groans a song
dogs bark out to shadowed gods

Ivy Alvarez



Irvin Rodriguez

Lost In A Gaze | charcoal and pastel on paper | 27.5 x 19.5 inches |  2015
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Nadine Robbins

Sativa Sunrise | oil on linen | 24 x 24 inches |  2015



SIXTEEN TONS

To prolong the moment
as a simile extends a sentence 
about the heroine’s innocence
which she yielded to her lover and now
she hates him as Eve hates Adam
when she risks her life 
to give birth to their child –

To sit in your car and listen 
to the last bars of something great
(Bernstein’s “Divertimento for Orchestra,” 
you find out later) and then you turn off 
the engine open the door 
and return to your life, “another 
day older and deeper in debt” --

That’s what the authorities fail to get. 

You can learn a lot from
the sportscaster’s present tense:
“Three years ago he beats out that hit,”
about a player who has lost a step or two
due to a leg injury. 
Three years ago, we all beat out that hit.

When I escape from this party
of unloved doves and loveless hawks,
I shall head to my desk and write
the sonnet that praises the antique pen
used to write out prophecies of today
with you on my arm, unafraid.

David Lehman



Nin Andrews

THE FIRE

A woman lights herself on fire again and again. Each time she 
thinks she can control the fire, or at least delay the progress of its 
flames. The little flames that singe her tiny blonde hairs and race 
up her arms and legs. When the heat rises, she takes a sip of ice 
water. Then a glass, a quart, a gallon. She breathes in to the count 
of ten and exhales slowly to the count of twenty. Next she counts 
to forty. Then one hundred. She tries to blow out the flames one 
by one. Nights she runs into the streets like a human torch, cry-
ing out when she cannot sleep. Days she visits therapists who 
prescribe pills. Pills and more pills. She collects them until she 
has hundreds, then thousands. Then swallows them all. Oh yes, 
she takes them all at once. But nothing works. Her desperation 
fans the fire. Her desperation becomes the fire. Sometimes she 
even talks to the flames. Go away! she says. Now! The fire never 
listens. The fire keeps blazing inside her lips, guts, groin. The 
fire knows what every fire knows. It knows that Go away means, 
Come. Now! It has no choice but to fry her again and again. 



Debra Livingston

Woman on Fire | photography | 46 x 33 inches |  2016



MOTHER DIED TODAY

Mother died today. That’s how it began. Or maybe yesterday, I can’t be 
sure. I gave the book to my mother in the hospital. She read the first 
sentence. Mother died today. She laughed and said you sure know how 
to cheer me up. The telegram came. It said, Mother dead Stop Funeral 
tomorrow Stop. Mother read it in the hospital and laughed at her college 
boy son. Or maybe yesterday, I don’t remember. Mama died yesterday. 
The telegram arrived a day too late. I had already left. Europe is going 
down, the euro is finished, and what does it matter? My mother served 
plum cake and I read the page aloud. Mother died today or yesterday and 
I can’t be sure and it doesn’t matter. Germany can lose two world wars 
and still rule all of Europe, and does it matter whether you die at thirty or 
seventy? Mother died today. It was Mother’s Day, the day she died, the 
year she died. In 1940 it was the day the Germans marched into Belgium 
and France and Churchill succeeded Chamberlain as Prime Minister. The 
telegram came from the asylum, the home, the hospital, the “assisted 
living” facility, the hospice, the clinic. Your mother passed away. Heartfelt 
condolences. The price of rice is going up, and what does it matter? I’Il 
tell you what I told the nurse and anyone that asks. Mother died today.

David Lehman



Elsa Muñoz

Boy in Green | oil on panel | 24 x 24 inches |  2016



Complacent | Ultracal30 Gypsum Cement | Edition of 1 of 15 | 13.25 inches | 2016

Brett F. Harvey



After Christmas Eve dinner, the children would go to a room to play – the girls with Barbies the boys 
with train sets that I was not allowed to touch.

It was 1976. The men played dominos in the Florida room. And in the kitchen, the lady of the house 
was telling a story I never forgot.

The women gathered around her as she spoke and I heard the last part, illicit and terrifying, the truth 
of what it meant to be not a man.

…and on the nights I come home late from work, she said, I find all the pans still on the stove, the 
dishes still on the table. And the food on those pans! They have heated it to the point of carbon, all the 
food I leave for them prepared -- unrecognizable…

As she spoke, the other women bobbed and sighed like boats at harbor. 

And they’ve scraped it out with forks, the lady continued. How many times have I begged them to just 
put the pans under water when they’re finished? They don’t have to wash them. I would never ask the 
boys to wash them. But to soak them a little bit. And always I come home to find these pans cold and 
crusted on the table. And I spend the next hours scrubbing and scrubbing and scrubbing…

I never forgot the way she said it: Raspando y raspando y raspando, that rolling r scraping across the 
hard roof of her mouth.

Now, forty years later, when, after the Christmas Eve feast, the women go to their baked-on pots, their 
pans of hardened rice, their dishes full of bones, I alone, refuse to follow.

I go instead to the men. 
You would too. 

Look: 
They have gathered chairs into a circle out on the lawn and now they’re lighting cigars 
that open small red wounds in the night.

Ana Menéndez

IN THE COMPANY OF MEN



Matthew Cherry
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Madona y la Luna | oil on canvas | 72 x 72 inches |  2016





Ernesto Marenco

Vino | mixed media | 22 x 18 x 5.5 inches |  2016



Joseph Lorusso

Glances  | oil on panel | 8 x 10 inches |  2016 



Nick Ward



Private Message (3) | two panels, oil | 30 x 40 inches each | 2016



Geraldine Rodriguez

Todavia Amo 2 | photograph on lustre paper | 20 x 16 inches |  2015



DUTCH INTERIOR

He liked the late afternoon light as it dimmed 

In the living room, and wouldn’t switch on 

The electric lights until past eight o’clock.

His wife complained, called him cheerless, but

It wasn’t a case of melancholy; he just liked

The way things looked in air growing darker

So gradually and imperceptibly that it seemed

The very element in which we live. Every man

And woman deserves one true moment of greatness

And this was his, this Dutch interior, entered

And possessed, so tranquil and yet so busy

With details: the couple’s shed clothes scattered

On the backs of armchairs, the dog chasing a shoe,

The wide open window, the late afternoon light.

David Lehman



Gig Depio

Party Pooper | oil on canvas | 60 x 84 inches |  2015



Daena Title

Sotomayor at the Disco | oil on canvas | 48 x 24 inches |  2016



Carmen Chami

Disbelief | oil on linen | 48 x 60 inches |  2015



As spectators, women had their own section at the 
public execution. And when it came time to plead for 
the life of the condemned man, a woman was given the 
honor: his mother.  

It was a Friday in the early autumn of 1998 and I was 
at the Kabul Sports Stadium with a group of Western 
journalists. The male reporters in our group had come to 
Afghanistan to write about war and fighting. The women 
kept tripping on their gender.

We had driven up from Peshawar through the Khyber 
Pass earlier that week. Our guide for the ten days of the 
journey would be Rahimullah, a respected, unsmiling, 
Pakistani journalist and ethnic Pashtun. As soon as we 
crossed the border, one of his aides took note of my 
carelessly placed scarf and frowned. “Please, cover your 
hair completely. And wear the glasses. It is better this 
way.”

On our first day in Kabul, the Taliban invited us to the 
airport for a “press conference”. The men were led 
to rows of folding chairs that had been set up before 
a podium. The women were asked to stand behind a 
window curtain. We walked out.

In Kandahar, we were forced to sit still as Minister for the 
Promotion of Virtue and the Prevention of Vice would 
explain the punishment for a woman who went out 
unveiled in public: “Maybe we beat her with a stick.” 

Later, all ten of us crowded into a van, I asked Rahimullah 
why women had to cover their hair.

“Well,” he began patiently, dumbing it all down as much 
as he could for me, “the tradition says that a woman 
must hide her beauty.”

I had been trying to get Rahimullah to crack a smile the 
whole trip. I wasn’t going to let the opportunity pass.

“Oh good,” I said, “then we ugly women don’t have 
anything to worry about.”
“No,” he responded in his slow, avuncular style, “even 
ugly women….”

Whereupon the rest of the group dissolved in laughter: 
“Wrong answer, Rahimullah! Wrong answer!”

It’s my nature to grasp at humor when in the throes of 
despair. And I was in despair throughout that whole trip. 
All the certainties I’d enjoyed in what I now understood 
was a life of extraordinary privilege, were dissolving 
before my eyes.

Never so much as at the execution.

First there had been the question of where we would 
sit. We were a mixed group. And mixed groups were 
not allowed. First, the soldier-organizers tried to put 
the female journalists in the special section reserved for 
Afghan women. But that was too far up in the stands. 
Finally, they created a special section for us, right on the 
grass.

The chaos of nightmares permeated everything. There 
were the boys selling cigarettes and cookies. The 
soldiers flicking their whips here and there, keeping the 
crowd in order. And a sinister undercurrent, a kind of 
hum, that I could not understand but must have been 
what they call bloodlust.

Then, suddenly, a commotion of Toyota trucks driving
onto the field. We would begin with an amputation. 
A thief was dragged to the center of the field. He 
was accompanied by three men wearing green hoods 
and white surgical masks, the “surgeons” who, after 
applying a makeshift tourniquette, would perform the 
amputation.

After, guards seemed at a loss with what to do with the 
severed limb. At one point, one of them held it up by 
the middle finger to show to the crowd, which seemed 
not as enthusiastic, letting out only a low groan.

Then the field was cleared for the execution.

A new prisoner arrived on the back of a flatbed Toyota. 
This one was blindfolded. Soldiers helped him down, 
set him in the middle of the field and drove off.

 “In revenge there is life,” repeated the loudspeakers. 
An Ariana Afghan jet flew overhead.

We learned – somehow – that the condemned man had 
killed another man in an irrigation dispute. A second set 
of soldiers handed a rifle to the victim’s brother. He’d 
have the honor of executing the murderer of his kin.

But first the condemned’s mother had the honor of 
pleading for his life, which she did, softly, vainly. Word 
came from the aggrieved family: No mercy.

Moments later, the sound of several shots – the brother 
was a bad aim. After the final report, the hooded, 
anonymous figure fell to the ground as if not just his 
soul had departed, but his entire body, leaving behind 
only a dark shroud.

And still I see the small figure of his mother standing at 
the edge of a field enclosed in the folds of her burqa. 
Her soft voice alive with hope, her face forever shielded 
from memory. 

Ana Menéndez

A WOMAN AT THE EXECUTION



Sad Cuban Girl | oil on canvas | 36 x 48 inches | 2016

Katalin Studlik



The Letter ‘I’ | oil, mixed media on vintage nautical flag mounted on canvas | 48 x 72 inches |  2015

Tim Okamura



Yo, American in tooth, in study
A fluttering case, with valid I.D.—
I go, yo voy, burning in my mouth.
Yo voy, I go, deep into the scars of night
With tangerine candy, citrus to cool
Mi boca—my mouth, ¡fumando!
What other smooth-skinned girl
Goes to confession with cement for feet?

Y yo empiezo, God how I start.
My tempered hands once were museum art.
Soy la leyenda impenetrable,
I am Avalon, I am the snow.
                                                “
We were painting, in a room of speckled white.
He smells sweet-peppery—maybe like
The southwest. His eyes are the
Jaded Gulf Green the desert barricades.
Los sentía. I felt them swing
From my face to the face on my canvas,
The ocean, su piel; the desert,
Sus pensamientos.

¿Shaman cubano, my royal
Blood, por qué does
My heart beat Carribean?
                                                ”
Y yo resumo, God how I resume.
In my tresses once danced peacock plumes.
                                                “
He is so awkward—he is tense
In his Aryan shoulders, but his
Mouth is indifferent. He is like
A giraffe, a guess with lopsided grace.
“Grace”—how simple a word,
How inappropriate for the only
God who would rather be a muse.
But rather than let his goatee
Brush my neck, rather than let
His laurels electrocute my canvas,
He stands sólo—
            Inches away from all my senses—
                        And breathes pale, awkward.
                                                ”
Educator, remind me to bring you
Mamá’s mestizo yucca next time.
                                                “
In the past, he dwelt in cathedral spires.
He never was a liege—more of
A gypsy king, a scripture-writer.

Lauren Amalia Redding

YO VOY



And as I told him of four hundred
Years from hoy, he grew quiet;
His humming faded, his posture
Still (nearly tremulous); and he remembered some other
Thing-to-do, place-to-be, encuentro.

Pero, before he left, before I wished
For one minute more, even if it were
One in the life of J. Alfred Prufrock
(To whom he introduced me, a
Liberation done cordially)—
He swept his ivoried fingers
Across the curve, the feminine
In my back; and he couldn’t
Have expressed it better in his lips,
This act so poised, so curious,
Never awkward, just muy verdadero.

Padrino, why do you smile? I see no
Cheshire in La Habana, nor la Isla de Pinos.
                                                ”
Y yo recuerdo, God how I remember.
I heard el diablo in his words last September.
                                                “
Absolve me of this danger, this gnawing
Peligroso, which haunts my sleep—
Like a tendril of cigar smoke, opaque
In its turns and green in its twists.
Everything is new (did you note the green?),
And so I returned, Chicago glistening to the right,
To my room, and held my little elephant.
Carved of exotic spices, polished with Punjabi,
Admired by his enigmatic eyes, in which
I see the bay in which I was born.
                                                ”
Y yo cambio, God how I change.
I grow quiet, for a muse casts snow upon a stage.
                                                “
Absolve me of this lilting thought,
Absolve me of this berating flame.
            How I loathe myself, Padre,
            For every vulnerability I have is cast
            As silver amulets into his skin.

I give you this little elephant, an offering,
Un movimiento, significando que
Yo estoy pintado en colores tu viste,
Santerían halo around my American tresses.
                                                ” 
Forfeiture is sweet—and demure is
The carved giraffe I ran back with
Wrapped in tangerine candy wrappers, 
Facing south, facing jade Gulf shores



Azúcar De La Havana | oil on wood panel, gold leaf lettering, brass hardware, vintage shears, mixed media | 39 x 56 x 4 inches |  2016

Jules Arthur
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The Swings Memory | acrylic on paper adhered to canvas | 80 x 52 inches | 2016

Sergio Gomez



Santiago Corral

Nothing Left | oil on canvas | 47.5 x 59 inches |  2016



Omalix



Hasta la Raíz [To the Root] | oil on canvas | 36 x 64 inches | 2016



Safe Space | oil on canvas | 30 x 30 inches | 2016

Santiago Galeas



Sharon Pomales

Entre las flores (Among the flowers) | oil on canvas | 24 x 24 inches |  2016



I
Urgencies of some noirceur, police
state tactics 2 hours 27
minutes due south, but carne con huevos
in a booth at the front and hazy sun
mitigate the appetite for unrest.
Believer and disbeliever alike
shuffle and jive while little white lies of
law and order shed black blood on the
angry streets of the lost city. Night for
day, Leo stares down as we stare up at
the storied void, its prophetic shimmer
of a meatlessly pointless plenitude
artsy counterpoint to a homemade meal
too savory for the mind’s mindless
obsession with savage proximity.

II
Never mind the orange juice. Reaction
or activism the crux, not how
the body relents, feet apart or head
heavenward. Dead is dead, bitter failure
to protect or serve? Making shit up as
he lifts cup to lip, breakfasting, half and
half gone bad, the bad taste yet inspires, if
in bad taste. This family trekked north from near
Guadalajara, another tongue or
world to gauge discrepancies of event
or ogle goddamn flighty gringo birds.
So what are we to do who would bring words
to bear on justice this Friday morn? Are
we to suss out the nooks and crannies of
conscience from each crunch of English muffin?

III
The metaphysics of short order need
—sí Sandra, more coffee, por favor—trumps
one’s regard for the other. Translation:
it’s a new day of strife but the ancient

Joe Amato

SIPPING COFFEE @ CARMELA’S
for Ferguson, and elsewhere



metrics of hunger stubbornly persist
¿comprende? Our races emerged from some
mythy mix of dicey isms, i.e.
can humans thus colored commingle? Can
have and have not jingle jangle jingle?
Easy on the jalapenos—my mouth
it tingles. What say we wish away both
the beautiful tones and the slovenly
epithets howling in the archived
notes? What say we don’t? How shall hand-to-mouth
citoyens endure such intransigence?

IV
He’s certain he can’t be certain that so
distinct a conceptual shade prevails
it would avail us to pursue the nub.
But with frijoles and tortillas to
dispense of, two or three stanzas more might
stem the bloody chaos of the poem.
No, we all suffer, yes, you’ve missed the point
if the point is whether we can live with
ourselves. It’s no walk in the park, this life
but he’s grown fond of this eatery, this
Earth that at its best is one hell of a
paradise. At the same time, 2 hours
27 minutes due south, where the
aged river carries all it carries here
there, it’s just plain hell on this green he loves.

V & VI
(He’d covered these. The tropes of death do
sorely test his patience when gotten down
to cases. It’s not death per se, it’s the
dying gives offense, and the lying, all
the vile echoes to such absence of sense.
Let beauty be what beauty does, let us
to love’s sweet sorrow, sure, but hereafter
would that we be spared immutable bliss
when lives come dirt cheap on a dirty street.
Amid homage we note what strange fruit falls
with supremacist fictions run amok.
Times like these try the souls of beat folk, as



homeland remains stubbornly immune to
the conditions through which we might arrive
together at such place that gives a fuck.)

VII
Let us chant then: The dead white male is dead
long live the dead white male! The dead white male
had dead white cred, and in his dead man’s hand
held hostage the dead brown body, laid to
rest with solemn, segregated psalms. For
all his deadpan aplomb in telling slant
say, the voiced devotions of divine male
flesh frolicking under an inert sun
were his complacencies a tad too bold
to confront the cargo in the ship of
state’s hold, black generations held in the
dead air of history? Word finery
to spare, the dead white male appeared dead to
blues that stay news. Let us chant then: The dead
white male is dead, long live the dead white male!

VIII
The evidence is insurmountable
that, like some philosopher’s stone, hardship
anchored to foundations of enforced want
converts a few cigars or cigarettes
into two bullets to the head or a
stranglehold. Ditto toy gun. We keep to
our kind at one another’s expense, we
grieve among the same bleached demarcations
a few declarations to afford the
liberated mind the luxury of
comporting itself most liberally.
But to avenge the fallen ought we to
dwell in vengeful depredations, or sing
in protest of the body politic’s
fleeting melancholy, and all that jazz?



Grace Notes:
 GRACE CAVALIERI INTERVIEWS JOE AMATO Q&A

GC: What is the name of your forthcoming book and what’s 
its theme or larger story?

J.A : Sipping Coffee @ Carmela’s is, like my first book 
(Symptoms of a Finer Age, published in 1994), a stylistically 
diverse collection of poems, including a title poem, divided 
into something like thematic sections. The first section, for 
instance, “go big or go home,” deals with what I take to 
be four key issues: fossil fuels and climate change; turmoil 
in the Middle East, Egypt in particular; death as a datum in 
the face of conceptual writing; and the title poem, about 
racial strife in the US. The title poem 
served in fact as the impetus for 
putting the book together (more 
on the title poem at #11, below); 
after finishing it I decided to see 
whether the poems I’d been writing 
for several years (one poem goes 
back decades) were of sufficient 
heft to comprise a book-length 
presentation. A theme or larger 
story? No. A signature style? No. 
(The book does include a poem about signature style 
though, “The Art of the Signature Style.”) Being perhaps 
a little more sure-footed as a writer than I was twenty-odd 
years ago, I’ve taken some liberties with this book as far as 
structure and content, and a good deal of what’s here works 
against the grain of typical poetry productions, is in fact a 
sendup of same. I like humor, I like irony, and I also like 
counterpoint, so I’ve shied away neither from public trauma 
(the title poem) nor personal loss (a section devoted to my 
one of my late uncles). Whether readers will appreciate 
a book like this will turn, as always, on what they think 
makes a poem a poem, and on how they understand my 
juxtapositions of idea and affect. I wouldn’t have bothered 
assembling these sundry elements into a book – and I 
would say the same about my most recent novel, Samuel 
Taylor’s Last Night – if I didn’t think they spoke to some 
rather urgent social realities, on the one hand, and to some 

keenly felt private moments, on the other – and if I didn’t 
have fun doing it. So there’s an expressive impulse behind 
this effort, to be sure, along with the belief that others might 
find value in what I have to say, might in fact be moved or 
provoked or even entertained. But as the dedication reads, 
this book is “not for everyone.”

GC:  How do you feel our culture affects our writing? Do 
you think you speak for others?

J.A: Well when I think of culture I think of it as the Jell-O 
mold in which we’re all working, the 
frame around the Brueghel painting. Put 
simply it’s the air we breathe, right? But 
it changes with our topography, if you 
will, and since where we find ourselves 
– physically, psychologically, spiritually, 
communally – is dictated both by how we 
act on our desires and by circumstances 
over which we have little control, our 
understanding of this thing called culture 
will vary accordingly. There’s no way to 

escape the (let’s call them) demographic facts of one’s flesh 
& blood body – I’m a US citizen, white, cis male, hetero, 
first-generation on my mother’s side and second on my 
father’s, not disabled, no internal synthetic equipment, 
earning just above the median household income, 61, 
ornery (wait – scratch that last one) – and I was raised in 
a fifties-style working-class community before a tumble 
into poverty, and so my sense of culture is slanted toward 
a certain skepticism re the American Dream and all of that. 
I know I’m not alone. However, and perhaps owing to my 
parents’ generational struggles (my mother having been a 
refugee in France during the war and my father having met 
and married her there as a US Army corporal), I have more 
than a grudging respect for civilization as we know it, its 
bloodthirsty machinations notwithstanding. After all, here 
we are with the time and leisure to discuss a book of poetry, 
yes? We’re not hunting around on all fours for nuts and 

My sense while I’m 
working is that 
I’m trying to figure 
something out.



The gambit of art is to make 
something that, in the final 
analysis, does not abide by 
and thus cannot be grasped in 
its entirety by prior judgment.

berries, a significant achievement deserving of a Kubrick 
sequence, even as I imagine that our neoliberal largesse 
comes at the expense of so many others who are hunting 
around on all fours for nuts and berries. In all, it may be 
an air-conditioned, Anthropocenic nightmare, but speaking 
especially as an asthmatic, I’ll take the air-conditioning, 
thank you very much. 

Now: even when I’m writing or collaborating on what I 
hope will be an accurate representation of reality – and this 
is not often my objective as a poet – I’m less interested in 
speaking for others than in speaking in such a manner so 
as to do justice to that reality, including justice to what has 
passed, to what is understood as no longer part of the real. 
This Jell-O mold we’re in is at any rate a complicated affair, 
then, and while I do think we’re all – all living things – in 
this together, I don’t necessarily believe that I can speak for 
anyone, sadly, save little old me. My poem “Egypt” flirts in 
fact with the related issue of whether there are topics we 
ought to address via our writing. And as far as speaking 
for nonhuman animals (not that you asked, but it’s become 
a hot topic in some circles): I am sensitive to the plight of 
all creatures, notwithstanding my omnivore appetite, and I 
do grasp the many ways in which their plight and ours are 
intertwined. But I am most concerned, finally, about human 
suffering, and frankly I have encountered no ethics sufficient 
to accounting in practical terms for the death of nonanimal 
others and the destruction of their habitats irrevocably 
wrought by the construction of a single dwelling or a single 
road, or of the many networks entailed in the publication 
of a single book. 

GC:. How is art a reaction against training?

J.A: I was educated and trained as an engineer (a math 
major originally, which is something a bit different), so I’ll 
address this question in such terms. Engineering is at its 
core about design and redesign, and design and redesign 
requires the identification of pattern. Of course life itself 
requires the identification of pattern, but the patterns 

engineers seek, as they go about their business in a business 
context, are highly instrumentalized. An engineer’s job is 
to identify such patterns, which patterns presume causal 
material relationships, as they strive to make things work so 
as to produce specific and (it is to be hoped) predictable 
effects. (Trouble arises of course when they don’t account 
for all of the effects.) This can be a creative activity in 
that there are countless ways to skin a cat, but for the 
most part both the emphasis on end product and design 
inertia – the world as it is – generally determines to a large 
degree one’s possible choices. In a plant where schedule 5 
stainless steel piping has been spaced out, one is obliged 
to use schedule 5 stainless steel piping. Art too trades in 
patterns, but with this difference: aside from this question 
of signature style, above; and whatever one’s aesthetic 
convictions; and regardless of the tried-and-true resistance 
of the medium, the gambit of art is to make something that, 
in the final analysis, does not abide by and thus cannot be 
grasped in its entirety by prior judgment. This is what Clem 
Greenberg meant when he referred to “the impossibility…
of anticipating the outcome of aesthetic experience.” That’s 
the (impossible?) gambit anyway, and training, for all of its 
potential value as a preparatory learning activity, moves 
in something like the opposite direction. I might add that 
whereas Aristotle tells us that poetry – by which he means 
poetry and drama – speaks of universals, I would observe 
that it’s only through the particulars of experience that we 
might catch a glimpse of these great or greater notions. By 
having ourselves experienced a “sweet May-morning,” we 
realize viscerally what Wordsworth is getting at, and this 
becomes the basis for identifying his “intimations.” Seen 
in this light, the emphasis in engineering on details has 
served me well as a poet.

GC: Your poetry seems to braid multiple ideas, tones, 
sensibilities. Is this a flowing-through process or a 
construction of ideas?

J.A: I think of myself as an assembler, and in this regard 
I’m no different than countless other artists, literary and 
otherwise, who have been drawn to collage, assemblage, 
etc. My sense while I’m working is that I’m trying to figure 
something out.

GC: What do you look for in a play or film you watch? What 
do you want from it?

J.A: I want to be wowed frankly, so as to confirm my faith 
in art. And I suppose this means that I want to be moved 
in all ways. But because I construct my own narratives, 



primarily as a novelist and aspiring screenwriter, I can 
often see through what I’m reading or watching to the 
blueprint, let’s call it, that the writer or writers used in 
constructing their narratives. And this means that I’m a 
tough audience. In which regard it should be noted that 
my hometown, Syracuse NY, has a reputation for being a 
tough audience, as it was once used as a testing ground 
for staging Broadway-bound plays (a fact I mention in my 
memoir, Once an Engineer).

GC:  What is traditional about your approach to art? 
What’s original? 

J.A: Traditional? Certainly, to the extent that I’m a reader 
and devotee of so much that’s come before me, so much 
of which pitter-patters through my work. Original? Oh 
yeah, I am myself a goddamn bona fide American original 
all right. Just ask me.

GC:  What’s the first book you ever read that let you know 
you were a writer?

J.A: I don’t know that reading a book was what did it 
for me. I’ve been influenced by a vast range of written 
material, from the classics to comic books to fanzines to 
high theory. But I’ve also been influenced by TV shows 
and movies and of course pop music. I’m very much a 
child of popular culture. I have watercolors and oils by my 
(French) uncle and my mother’s father hanging on the walls 
of my apartment, and those have been in my field of vision 
since forever. Add to these my father’s inspiring work as 
a furniture finisher and my mother’s talent for handicrafts 
(sewing, knitting), and I suspect the desire to make things 
was instilled in me – and in my brother Mike, who’s very 
good with wood – at a young age. And words were where I 
happened to land. Of course I did grow up in a household 
where French, German, and Italian were regularly spoken 
along with English, and I’m sure this has something to do 
with it too.

GC: Do you see the world through a paradigm of language 
or images? 

J.A: When I write, it’s about words, and as far as words go, 
I’ve never been very adept at creating images. My writing 
is discursive (in all senses – I often proceed by argument) 
and occasionally musical. One of the challenges in writing 
poetry today, at least for me, has been to imagine a 
readership for same. Sure, poetry readerships, like all 
readerships, are always imagined – that is, in the case 

of poetry, beyond a handful of poet-friends – but in this 
case I’m having difficulty actually imagining. It might 
simply be that poetry as a field of practice is mirroring 
the Balkanization and polarization we see, again, in our 
politicized Jell-O environs. I can’t say. I write pop song 
lyrics too in collaboration with my musician-composer 
friend Barry Blinderman (Barry is also a curator and he’s 
taught me a lot about art), and I distinguish my lyrics from 
my poetry in that Barry and I are aiming for a popular 
audience, hence our emphasis, accordingly, is on accessible 
(and singable!) lyrics. (We both love Dylan, yes, but we’re 
not foolish enough to attempt something Dylanesque.) 
Similarly, when I’m writing conventional screenplays with 
Kass Fleisher, commercial interests (and in particular the 
realities of financing) are paramount, and our orientation 
is thus toward clear-cut story structure and dialogue, 
and naturally we try to visualize the result. When I write 
prose, whether fiction or memoir, I’m still wedded to what 
sentences can do. I’m hardly the most deft narrative writer, 
despite the fact that fiction has been my overriding pursuit 
for the past seven or eight years now and that fiction is 
what I teach. I dabble in watercolor and photography, and 
there I’m trying to learn how to see.

GC: What are your aspirations as a writer? Where do you 
want it to take you next?

J.A: Permit me to be pragmatic: I wish I could write 
something that would free me from having to teach. 
MONEY IN THE BANK. Teaching is a full-time, 100% 
commitment, and any good teacher knows that you can’t 
put your writing ahead of your teaching. But I’m a writer-
who-teaches, not a teacher-who-writes – a distinction I 
borrow from D. G. Myers – and at this point in my seemingly 
endless march toward tenure (let’s hope the third time’s a 
charm, as I go up again in fall of 2017), I would like to devote 
myself solely to my writing (and my dabbling). So money 
is, finally, my primary motivation for writing screenplays, 
much as I love the form. In less pragmatic terms, my only 
aspiration is to get up every morning and feel the need to 
keep writing. Oh, and since I’ve just predicated breathing, 
I’d like to keep breathing too.

GC: What do poets need to keep writing, to keep imaging, 
to find new material?

J.A: Just keep an eye out for, and ear tuned to, what’s 
going on outside of your own orbit. One reason I like to 
hike is because it takes me outside of myself. (Now if only 
there were mountains in Central IL…)



Just keep an eye out for, and 
ear tuned to, what’s going on 

outside of your own orbit.

GC: Do you think you are an intuitive writer? Sensual? 
Thinking? Feeling? Or all 4?

J.A: The easiest way for me to answer this question is to walk 
you through part of the writing process of a specific work, 
so let’s look at the title poem of my forthcoming collection, 
“Sipping Coffee @ Carmela’s”. What follows is to the best of 
my recollection, which means I’ll doubtless fudge things a bit 
and print the legend:

As I recall, the line “sipping coffee at Carmela’s” came to 
me either while texting or emailing someone about, well, 
sipping coffee at Carmela’s. Carmela’s Restaurant here in 
Bloomington-Normal is my favorite breakfast joint (this is a 
term of endearment, trust me), and I have breakfast there 
just about every Friday morning with my friends Bill and 
Carol Spencer. (The late Stan Clark was a regular too. I miss 
Stan.) I know Carmela and her family, all of whom work at 
the restaurant – her husband José cooks, her son Alex and 
daughter Alexa wait tables – and I know several of the other 
wait staff too, one of whom, Sandra, makes an appearance 
in the poem. (Though I hasten to add that I never attempt 
to order in Spanish, so the poem departs from verisimilitude 
here.) Anyway, “Sipping coffee at Carmela’s” has a nice 
tetrameter ring to it, doesn’t it? And I was immediately struck 
by the potential it had for serving as the locus of a poem 
about the images that were at the time bombarding me every 
night on TV, where African Americans were being targeted – 
there is simply no other word for it – by law enforcement, 
with predictably disastrous results. This is how things often 
go with me: an element of spontaneity, if you will, coupled 
with an issue that strikes me as urgent or compelling (and in 
this case, topical). My next thought was that the line itself 
speaks to a moment of potential reflection, even leisure. 
There I sit, at Carmela’s, sipping coffee – while black men 
and women and children are being gunned down, strangled, 
what have you. And here I am, a white guy, living in a blanket 
of relative security and safety. What on earth could I possibly 
have to say that might address this kind of collective trauma? 
What is my investment in this situation as a writer? (This latter 
question is one that I think all writers have to ask themselves, 
and it was framed for me in such terms by Patricia Foster. 
Thanks Patricia!) But to pose such questions is to inquire, 
at one meta-poetic level, into the privileged agency of the 
white male poet, an agency that obviously applies to yours 
truly. And under the assumption that past is prologue, one 
might further ask how this agency has in the past ministered 
to readers regarding death. Thus for whatever reason – well, 
it probably has something to do with the fact that I love his 
poetry, his nuanced and often beautifully musical idiom, 
even as he gives me semantic conniptions, even if he could 

be casually racist in his letters, which can bleed over into this 
poems, and what’s more, I always imagine him as luxuriating 
in excess as he articulated the imagination’s claim to the real 
(though in reality his trappings were probably more typically 
office drab) – Wallace Stevens came immediately to mind, 
and specifically his great poem, “Sunday Morning.” His 
morning to be contrasted with my Friday mornings — and for 
what it’s worth, in Christian terms, Friday of course being the 
day Christ was crucified, Sunday the day of the Resurrection 
– and hey, I’m no believer. And if you read my modest effort 
against Stevens’s stunning exposition – his poem has a lot to 
do with death – you will I hope note something like a stanza-
by-stanza resonance, and you’ll note too, in stanza VII, my 
address to this meta-poetic and historical lineage that I’m 
busy exploiting. Feeling? Sure, maybe even the anxiety of 
influence. Thinking? Absolutely, and one could argue that 
I’m too clever by half. Sensual? Well I am sipping coffee, 
and I do at one point mention the taste. My friends have 
suffered my disquisitions on the necessity of keeping one’s 
brain intact even or especially in the presence of beauty. 
Well, but this is how I work, this is how I theorize my work as 
I’m working.

GC: How do we live in the world without being overcome by 
the world, so we can keep a clear lens? 

J.A: Like I have an answer to that one, me, a guy with severe 
myopia who had Lasik at 54! I’m just a writer. My way of not 
being overcome by the world is to be a part of the world 
and not imagine myself an island (cue Donne). We have after 
all a responsibility to one another and trying to escape that 
responsibility might make so much that goes on around us 
seem irrelevant, an intrusion on our privacy or some such. I 
think that’s a mistake. That said, I understand too that it’s all 
too easy to be overwhelmed by the 24/7/365 intensity of 
our socially-mediated, getting and spending globe – Kass is 
fond of quoting Shakespeare’s great line, “sick and blunted 
with community” (this assumes you’re lucky enough to enjoy 
some semblance of community) – especially while trying in 
the meantime to make ends meet. So for me, hiking — in 
the absence of same, a long walk (think Thoreau) – provides 
some necessary quotient of solitude, that bright fucking air 
that Michael McClure once wrote about. I’m sounding very 
literary now; it’s time for me to stop.
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A Relic | oil over tempera grassa and gold leaf paint on panel, antique frame, and transparent blue Plexiglas | 36 x 36 inches |  2016
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Bananas | oil on canvas | 24 x 18 inches |  2011



Chévere Jay | acrylic on board | 24 x 18 inches | 2016
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Todavia Amo 1 | photograph on lustre paper | 16 x 20 inches |  2015



YOURS THE MOON

Yours the moon

mine the Milky 

Way a scarf

around my neck

I love you

as the night

loves the moon’s

dark side as

the sky, distant,

endless, wears her

necklace of stars

over her dress

under my scarf

that she wears

against the cold 

David Lehman
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Don’t Worry, Ricder | oil on polyester | 45 x 30 inches | 2016
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BECAUSE

I am not in love with you because life is brief,
or because you have white teeth or because
of your insurgent acquisitions, or because
there is no because or because
of your fire that does not burn or because
of the meanness of the gods or because
of your sea beast legends or your mermaid
compassions, or your Greek sensibilities,
or your existential embrace, or your inter-
galactic pre-cognitive therapy, or your will-
ingness to remain silent when everything-
else is deep in leviathan consultation,
or because of your lack of desperation,
or because of your praying mantis,
or because of your delivering of no answers,
or because of your sacred infidelities,
or because of your isolated muse upon a
cosmic thread, or because of your cypress tree
on the untainted shore of an intangible
glimpse of what might have been Atlantis.

Samuel Derrick Rosen



Estillos | oil on canvas | 78 x 56 inches | 2016
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Esperando la Luz | oil on canvas | 60 x 60 inches |  2016
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POEM IN THE MANNER OF POLONIUS

Neither a follower nor a leader be.

Vote, but tell no one for whom you voted.

Do not avoid jury duty. Avoid a fight,

but if attacked, fight back with all your might,

and don’t try to get laid on your first date.

Kiss her good night and call the next day.

Memorize verse, laws, and amendments

to the constitution. Obey the ten commandments.

Eat when hungry, have a drink when you need one,

and remember to have fun

at least once a week, and not to forget whose son

you are. Take your vitamins. Sign no one’s petition.

Travel light, and don’t forget a sweater

when you wander in the dark talking aloud

to a mother or a lover though no one’s there.

Look up at the sky, and see god in a cloud.

David Lehman
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WHAT THE PSYCHIC SAID

“Did you know last life time you were a Mexican girl?

I see you sitting against a white wall with sun barreling down

dazzling your shoulders.  No trees anywhere.

You’re staring out, as if from a vacuum, seeking, I don’t know what.

Beside you, on the ground, a harness,

a thin  horse in the distance eating  pockets of grass.

No one can trespass here.

This is the landowner’s yard.

The distance…the distance.. .I see a Mill. Can you

Remember? How thirsty you were? It’s rotting,

no water runs, but for a yellow stream. 

How is it you were fluent? Perhaps by reading and writing

behind the barn with Big Papa?

Look at your dark eyes. No respite from the day ahead,

but for now you sit against the wall, hot with noontime.

Perhaps you’re thinking of the Orient, a book you’ve read over

and over. The pictures . Oh the pictures.

Your eyes, wide, you wipe your face with your skirt.

Don’t you realize that you came from labor? The fields?

Now you know why— this lifetime – why, you cannot rest—

How you search for beauty? Why you can’t stop dreaming of China.”

Grace Cavalieri
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The Heart of Frida | mixed media on paper | 29 x 23 inches | 2016

Aneka Ingold



Lauren Amalia Redding

Abuela con cafe | ink and copper leaf on paper | 14 x 10.5 inches |  2016


