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Myra Eastman, Central America to Santa-Cruz-Series: The Marchers
acrylic on canvas, 30" x 32", 2017
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The sound of the people outside my door vibrates 

and echoes through the street like the march of war. 

The sounds of music become too loud to bear, like 

being in the freezing cold with no extra clothes to 

wear. The smell of food being made travels at the speed 

of light through the air enough to make people stop 

and stare. The buses packed to the T with people 

wondering is this what it means to be in the land of the 

free. People all around me as far as the eye can see. The 

shadows of people we cannot see hides in the darkness 

where we cannot be. The pain and suffering that you 

cannot see is hiding within me, is where we the people 

can't let you be. We stand and fight until the day we feel 

free. We march to the beat of our hearts and the drum 

of our feet. The day will come when you shall see what 

makes me free is when I'm a part of we, as you should 

be.

—Aaron Jones

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

Museo Eduardo Carrillo thanks Anna Reagan, recipient of the 

Eduardo Carrillo scholarship at University of California, Santa 

Cruz, for her enthusiasm in adapting the Hablamos Juntos 

curriculum for use with a group of high school juniors and seniors.  

The curriculum utilizes curated work on Museo’s online museum 

to inspire personal narrative writing.  This is called ekphrastic 

writing.

We thank Julia Reagan, teacher of AP English at John O’Connor 

Technical High School in San Francisco, for opening her classroom 

for this project.

Museo and our original creator of the project, the Young Writers 

Program, works to bring Chicano/a/Latinx art to inspire personal 

writing. 

The curriculum is available to you at 

https://museoeduardocarrillo.org/educator-resources/

—Betsy Andersen
Executive Director
Museo Eduardo Carrillo 



1 14

CONTENTS

Introduction by Anna Reagan..................................................................................... 2

Marielle Felipe............................................................................................................... 3

Candelaria by Eduardo Carrillo

Santino Gigliotti............................................................................................................ 5

Drawing for Xicanx Park,  April 1970 by Carlos Francisco Jackson

Jazmine Guzman........................................................................................................... 7           

Advice by Frank Galuzska

Calvin Le Tran............................................................................................................... 9                   

Los Cielos by Linda Vallejo

Nahkarin Thepyasuwan............................................................................................ 11    

Caution by Peter Liashkov & Marianne Sadowski

Elisa Yuan..................................................................................................................... 14

Life on the Street III by Marianne Sadowski

Aaron Jones................................................................................................................ 15

Central America to Santa-Cruz-Series: The Marchers by Myra Eastman

   

Marianne Sadowski, Life on the street III, 
polyester plates, direct transfer, pencil, ink, 40” x 24”, 2021
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Scenic Trance

Home.  My home felt more like a cage slowly 

crushing me.

I turn around walking to the beat of my music, 

leisurely admiring the glistening sparks each leaf left 

behind, as light reflected upon it. The baby blue sky 

filled with clouds of cotton candy and the big beautiful 

palm trees swayed gracefully with the gentle winds, 

almost as if they were sharing a dance. This odd feeling 

in my heart continued to dance with the rhythm of the 

music, allowing me to let go of all the emotions that 

didn’t belong in my euphoria. Following my trance I set 

my adventure in my own euphoric world, admiring the 

sweet scenery and tunes. 

The calming upbeat music suddenly stops, shaping 

me back to reality, as I turn to walk back home. The 

beautiful palm trees were still charming and the baby 

blue sky was still as beautiful as before, while gusts of 

wind gently guided me back home.

—Elisa Yuan

Introduction

Slivers of Life: Personal Narratives by Juniors and 

Seniors from John O’ Connell Technical High School has 

been a delightful journey to be a part of. Students were 

introduced to works from the Museo Eduardo Carrillo 

collections and these works acted as a starting point 

for student creativity to take over and for personal 

stories to flow. 

The stories that flowed out are a reflection of the 

students lived experiences brought to the surface by 

the artwork. I am very proud of the writing they 

created and thankful for the vulnerability and 

willingness with which they tackled the project.

Art can be something that speaks to us and moves 

us as individuals. Seeing that process firsthand was a gift 

and I thank both the students and Museo Eduardo 

Carrillo.

—Anna Reagan
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I am reminded of back home in the islands. I was 

walking on the beaches and saw the fishermen pull in 

their boats filled with many kinds of fish. The fresh air 

was blowing through my, at the time, long pink hair. 

There was the nostalgic scent of saltwater and palm 

trees that were three times my height.

I’m reminded of the island life, seeing the men work 

hours in the scorching sun, collecting fish to sell for 

everyone’s family. I lived in a small neighborhood where 

everybody knew each other, I constantly went to that 

beach and saw the same men. The same scene replaying, 

and looking back at it now just gives me nostalgia. 

It seems peaceful and fresh.

—Marielle Felipe
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Peter Liashkov, Marianne Sadowski, Caution, 
mixed media installation, 68” x 75”, 2021
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I woke up in the morning. The sun was rising and 

the birds were chirping. The time was 7:00 am. My 

brother was in the top bunk, sleeping away peacefully. I 

got out of bed and headed to the kitchen. My grandma 

was there making breakfast. We both said our good 

mornings and I went to get water. Afterward, I went to 

the bathroom. I used the restroom and brushed my 

teeth. I headed back to my room to change and get 

ready for school. I took off my shirt in front of the 

slightly cracked, large mirror, and stared at myself. 

There stood a body I was unhappy with. All very 

chubby with tanned, rough skin. “Why am I like this? 

Why am I so fat?” I thought to myself. I hated it, but I 

was too lazy to do anything about it. My head filled up 

with thoughts like that until I finally got dressed for 

school. I skipped breakfast and went to school. At 

school, it dawned on me. I saw other kids who were 

bigger than me and I thought about how I’m not as big 

as them. It made me feel better about myself. From 

then on, I decided to exercise more and eat less.       

—Nahkarin Thepyasuwan

4

Eduardo Carrillo, La Candelaria
oil on canvas, 47" x 57", 1988
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Legacy Tree

Grandiose persimmon totem rooted deeply in my 
family’s yard 

Planted long before I or my mother had been 
crafted from the stars

The birth of our monumental insignia: giggling 
fledglings living only in their now

Unaware of a legacy so very profound 

Exalted tiny voices gently pawing at the Earth

Scraggy sapling submerged into the dirt

Fresh faces of our elderly, gone and deceased

Oblivious to what is now our annual treats

Their sacrifice and hardship 

the catalyst of what is now 

and what shall come to be

All from the planting of one small tree

You never know what will grow

From children’s acts from years ago

—Santino Gigliotti

Whether it’s because of the hardships or the 

unwanted creatures seen, the workers have come 

together and become one.

    This happiness is only temporary as the glimmer of 

hope is suddenly overwhelmed with darkness and the 

corporate entity reinforces its immense presence.

—Calvin Le Tran
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Linda Vallejo Los Cielos, 1996
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All the workers know that the corporate is watching 

their every action, every move, every single slight stirring. 

The corporate entity is watching, enforcing their strict 

rule upon the mere mortals: The workers. Wearing 

different uniforms based on their position, they have no 

choice but to oblige. The uniforms for the lowest tier of 

workers, hosts, consist of an all-black attire with a black 

collared shirt, black pants, and black non-slip work shoes 

from Skechers. The servers wear specially designed 

short-sleeved shirts that have red stripes on the seam 

lines and a Benihana logo on the left side of the chest. 

The chefs wear a tall red hat that comes along with their 

white coats, supplied with a standard steel spatula and 

fork. The managers, emissaries of the corporate entity, 

wear black pants and a formal shirt. Together, all the 

workers have to ensure that their Benihana location 

makes enough profit while reducing money losses. 

    Many have lost their jobs or have been penalized 

for not following the corporate rules. However, there is a 

glimmer of hope amongst the workers. It’s each other. 

The workers make the best of their experience with 

each other with all the joy and memories they shared. 
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Carlos Francisco Jackson, Drawing for Xicanx Park, April 1970, 
pencil on paper, 30"x44”, 2016
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My hands rested upon the drawer as I stared off 

into the swirls the wooden chest created. Each swirl 

told a different story, the more I looked the more I 

imagined. Some swirls created faces, others were like 

the ocean, full of motion. Soon enough my arched feet 

started to ache, beneath my toes were the 

uncomfortable sandals I purchased in a nearby market. 

The cobbled cold floor did not help either, creating an 

uneven surface for me to squat on. I had been sitting 

here for an unusual amount of time so maybe the 

sandals were not to blame.  

    It was time to leave but I could not simply gather 

myself. I was ready though, I was showered, my hair was 

pinned, my earrings were lying on my ears, and my attire 

was ironed. I should probably get going though, I knew 

my mother would be upset if she found my clothes lying 

around. To be quite honest, I unpacked all my clothes to 

have some more time, and yet I am wasting it staring off. 

At least now I can ponder life sitting here and not pack. 

Sometimes I wish time were still and I could stare at 

this wooden drawer forever.

—Jazmine Guzman
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Frank Galuzska, Advice
oil on canvas, 42" x 42" 2014 - 2016




