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STATEMENT:
Throughout this year I have been rediscovering my identity. I have become aware that I was
trying to erase who I am , because my culture was tinged with painful memories. But I have
understood that I can only flourish in the future embracing who I was in the past... and where I
come from. Since I migrated to the UK, I have refused to remember, in order to survive the pain
and the sorrow of my memories. Only recently I have started to be able to acknowledge and
honour the beauty (which also exists!) of my cultural patrimony.
In this piece I have recreated a memory of my childhood: We had a copy of a popular book of
romantic poetry.  My older sister used to read poems to me, until I learned them by heart.
This one talks about dormant creativity, another big topic of this year:

Del salón en el ángulo oscuro,
De su dueño tal vez olvidada,
Silenciosa y cubierta de polvo,
Veíase el arpa.
¡Cuánta nota dormía en sus cuerdas
Como el pájaro duerme en las ramas,
Esperando la mano de nieve
Que sabe arrancarlas!
¡Ay! -pensé-; ¡Cuántas veces el genio
Así duerme en el fondo del alma,
Y una voz, como Lázaro, espera
Que le diga:”¡levántate y anda!”.

Rima VII. Gustavo Adolfo Bécker



In the dark corner of the salon,
By its owner perhaps forgotten,
Silent and covered in dust
One may see the harp.
How many notes sleep in its strings
As the bird sleeps in the branches
Awaiting the hand of snow
That knows how to pluck them!
Alas! - I thought- how often does genius
Likewise sleep in the deepest of the heart,
And a voice, lize Lazarus, awaits
To be told “Rise and walk!”.

Poem VII. Gustavo Adolfo Bécker


