


Welcome to Vincent

A Journal of Art-in-Residence
2024

As we all know, 2025 has been a rocky one for arts and culture: in February

we were told our National Endowment for the Arts gr ant was rescinded, and in

April we were told our application for 2026 was rej ected. Of course, we are not

alone in this happenstance, and as one has come to expect, these actions have

VROLGL4HG WKH DUWYV ZRUOG ZLWK WKH UHVLGHQF\ FRPPXQLW\
as a friend of Millay Arts, we feel your presence i n protest as well.

Vincent is important as it celebrates and showcases works made possible by

a stay at Millay Arts. This year’s journal, as with our previous Issues, makes

clear that creators will continue to do what they b est, despite hardships inher -

ent to the creative process, as well as those the w  orld might send their way.

JRUWXQDWHO\ WKLV VDPH JULW LV WUXH RI VPDOO DUWYV QRQSU
year, Millay Arts continues to be inspired by the c reative practice and process

of exceptional multidisciplinary creators. Our hist oric Core Residency remains

fully-subsidized, and our mission—nurturing artists with the gift of time and

space—is as radical, profound and essential as ever

THANK YOU for your ongoing interest and support. EN  JOY!

Monika Burcyzk, PhD
&R 'LUHFWRU ODQDJHU RI ([WHUQDO $DLUV



Luisa Turuani

I will always be grateful for the weeks spent in Millay because | had the opportunity
to focus on my practice in the best place ever: peaceful, quiet and inspiring. What
made the experience special were the people who wer e with me during the stay;
now they are not just “people” but part of my family. We worked really hard in our
studio and at the same time we had so much fun together! | can say that thanks to
the Millay experience | have a more profound idea of what happiness is.

During my stay | worked on a series of paintings on cigarette papers (3.5 x 7 cm)

using various techniques: watercolour, permanent marker, marker, gel pen, pen,

SHQFLO ZKLWH FRUUHFWLRQ 5XLG KLJKOLJKWHU 3UHFLRXVQHVYV
the pleasure of holding a jewel in our hands leaves the place to the risk of these draw -

ings potentially breaking at any moment. The idea of “smoking the color” expresses

D VDOYL4F DQG SRLVRQRXV PHDQLQJ DW WKH VDPH WLPH RQ RQH
colours suggests a pure and simple joy; on the other side, it's precisely the colour

which makes a potential cigarette even more toxic and destructive. The project

encourages viewers to turn their thoughts to the cycle of life, to the crisis in our

planet’'s environment, and to the creativity spawned by that crisis.

Luisa Turuani Studio, Millay Arts, October 2024



| Knew It Had To End, 2024

Watercolour, marker, pen on
brown cigarette paper

3.5 x 7 centimeters

What's This Place If You're Not Here?, 2024
DWHUFRORXU SHUPDQHQW PDUNHU FRUUHFWLRQ ZKLWH '
pen on brown cigarette paper

3.5 x 7 centimeters



Angeles Cossio

yoga, 2025
Charcoal on paper

The caretaker, 2024
Charcoal on paper



pull, 2025

Deconstructed shirt

48 x 24 inches



Caleb Tankersley

Only at Night

- JRW WKH FDOO GXULQJ P\ VLIWK KRXU FODVV VKRFNHG WKH VW
with my face red. Scott had been in an accident. In volving a saw. They wouldn’t
say more, just get my ass to the hospital.

7TUD]JF MDPPHG XS VR - MHUNHG WKH ZKHHO DQG GURYH GRZQ Wtk
rule follower, so it put a pit in my stomach. Yous hould have seen their faces, a

gallery of “What the hell?” and “Who does she think she is?” Every rumble strip

jarred my brain, like someone was shaking my should ers, willing me to turn

around.

| shrieked when | saw, Scott’s face half covered li ke a mummy, his uniform
VRDNHG LQ EORRG %XW 6FRWW ZDYHG KLV KDQG NHSW UHSHDW
- P 4QH XQWLO - UHDOL]HG LW ZDV WKH PRUSKLQH WDONLQJ

"KHQ WKH\ 4QDOO\ OHW XV JR KRPH D VXLWFDVH RI EDQGDJHV FD
QXUVHV KDG EHHQ WDNLQJ VWHDG\ FDUH RI KLP EXW QRZ - KDG
twice a day. | didn’t want to let on how this would  excite me, how eager | was to

get a good look. Unpacking the suitcase, | laid out a row of ointments and pills.

Scott picked them up and sighed, like this was any other day.

7KH 4UVW WLPH - UHPRYHG WKH EDQGDJH - SXOOHG WRR IDVW V
beard. “Guess you'll have to start shaving,” | told  him.

And there it was.

I'd imagined Scott’'s wound as an elegant line, a ¢l ean and deadly slice letting
you know he was a good man but with a thin river of  darkness to him, just
enough to be interesting.

The cut started small below his right eye, barely a dot. But curling down his

cheek, it grew. The saw must have twisted, or maybe he fell and turned over

it. His skin seemed to expand or fold open as | fol lowed it down. By the time

WKH FXW KLW KLV FKLQ WKHUH zZDV D FDQ\RQ VR GHHS - FRXOG 4



jawbone in my palm. There were no clean lines, ever y edge jagged, the whole
WKLQJ SX*\ DQG GLVFRORUHG OLNH ULSSHG EHHI

“How is it?”

| didn’t want to tell him. That he was hideous. Tha t | was so disgusted my body
went limp.

When | didn’t answer Scott walked to the bathroom m irror. “Well,” he said with
a steady voice, “there’ll be a scar.”

| loved my husband. | really did. It seems silly to  think this would change ény -
thing, a new curve on his face. Another mark of our many years together.

The healing took weeks. By then the skin was pink a nd glistening, every fold
visible and bulbous like melted wax. | tried to ign  ore it, but at certain angles his
VFDU UH5HFWHG OLJKW LQ P\ IDFH LQ D ZD\ WKDW PDGH PH JDJ

Scott didn’t seem to mind. He went back to work aft er two weeks, got a small

injury settlement. He wasn't the one who had to look at it. | returned to the class -

URRP EXW FRXOGQ W FRQFHQWUDWH GULIWHG R LQ WKH PLGGO
squirmed in their seats against the heavy silence o f the room.

| could look Scott in the face only at night. We'd never paid attention to the
lighting during sex, but | started keeping it dim.  While Scott slept | could face it
straight on, that hole in his face, in who he used to be.

- VWDUWHG GURSSLQJ KLQWYV 'LG WKH\ WDON DERXW JUDIWV"
miracles these days!”

Did | ever really love him? If I'm supposed to be i n this for life the skin shouldn’t
matter. It's just coating. Does it do more than sha pe us?

When you're lying still, an ugly thing hiding next to you in the dark, the questions
become more disturbing. Is this the real Scott? Has he been this way his whole
life and only now revealed himself? What are each o f us really capable of?

| was packed by the front door, the same suitcase w e’d used for the bandages.
A pen hovered in my hand over a blank page.



:H KDUGO\ KDG D 4JKW LQ WZHOYH \HDUV +RZ FRXOG - H[SODLQ"
LQVX]FLHQW P\ HQWLUH OLIH

SIXWWLQJ WKH SHQ GRZQ - JUDEEHG WKH SDSHU EHWZHHQ ERWK
against the page. | ripped the pulpy tissue in half , the small roar of it echoing

IURP WKH ZzDOOV OLNH D UDJJHG EROW RI OLIJKWQLQJ 6FDUUHG
5RRU DV — SLFNHG XS P\ VXLWFDVH OHIW

Originally published ifuskegee Review2024



Caprice Gray

WINGED

My wings were unexpected: scapulae bursting brutall y, novel bones stretched

painfully to knife alien at the air. A decadent mir acle of feathers. I'd wandered

VR ORQJ EHJULPHG E\ HDUWK VXUYLYLQJ PHDQO\ R 4VWIXOV RI
ZURXJKW RI WKDW ROG ZRUOG b

7LPH - GLVFRYHUHG VZLIWO\ VOLSV IDVWHU LQ 5LJKW IDU IURP
FOXWFK b 7KH SDOH OLJKW RI VWDUV OLFNHG P\ VFDUUHG 5HVK

mutely mended. Aloft | awoke anew, uncertain.

Below me still surged my tormentors’ slow dumb viol ence, their stunted

FUDYHQ FR*HOV :KHQ - VFUHDPHG IUDQWLF MR\ WKHLU LOO EUH(
dirty and distant with fear. | didn’t forgive: forg iveness was past me, obsolete,

GHFD\LQJ VRPHZKHUH GLVWDQW DPRQJVW WKHLU GRRP DQG VWL(
FOHDQ E\ EXUQLQJ ZLQG MR\VIXOO\ GUXQN RQ 5LIJKW - GURYH XS

IHURFLRXY SUHFLVLRQ 7KH VN\ GUHVVHG PH DV - FOLPEHG XQ5)
future at my feet.



SDWULFN (DUO +DPPLH

Ecstasy, Passion & Pain, 2022

Oil on linen

60 x 80 inches



Harold Marvin and the
Blue Notes, 2022 (left)

Oil on linen

42 x 56 inches

Nightbirds, 2023 (below)
Oil on linen

15 x 20 inches
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Kel Ito

Burning Away #27,
2024 (left)

Unique silver gelatin
chemigram (sunlight,
honey, various oil)

100 x 41 x 1 inches

Detail (above)




Zen for a Dying Planet #2,
2024

Unique silver gelatin chemigram
(sunlight, honey, various oil)

65 x 77 x 1 inches

Currently on view at the

-UHQH DQG 5LFKDUG )UDU\
Gallery at the Johns Hopkins

University Bloomberg Center in

Washington, D.C.

Collection of Johns Hopkins
University

Making of Zen for a Dying Planet, 2024

Video documentation still



Lilan Yang

Untitled Film Disinfection Project

As Borges once said, “Censorship is the mother of m etaphor.” This 16mm

VWUXFWXUDO 40P H[SORUHV KRZ VWDWH FRQWURO EUHHGV LWV
UHVLVWDQFH &UHDWHG LQ UHVSRQVH WR &KLQD V ]JHUR &29-' S
lockdowns, relentless testing, and severe restrictions that tragically culminated in

WKH zZU%PTL 4UH WKLY SURMHFW WUHDWYVY GHYHORSHG LPDJH OH
object in need of cleansing. By applying chlorine d ioxide to film surfaces—

following government disinfection guidelines during the pandemic—the work

transforms physical material into a metaphor for ce  nsorship and information

FRQWURO LQ P D LUNIIEIFiBN RikinfegintProjectcb H{DPLQHY WKH GHOLFDWH
intersection of public health measures, state contr  ol, and artistic resistance.

Untitled Film Disinfection Project, 2025
JUDPH VWLOOV

5 minutes, 35 seconds

\RXWX EH OS9 1 Y Z5<

View



This print is 100 feet of developed yet unexposed E ktachrome, chemically

altered through direct contact with hydrogen chlori ~ de and sodium chlorite.

JROORZLQJ &KLQD V JHUR &29-'" SROLF\ JHFOHRIQEXUR@JIV XU I|
the 2022 pandemic lockdowns, these chemical agents were applied to image-

less Ektachrome

The resulting celluloid surface reveals organic und ulations and fragmented
FRQVWHOODWLRQV 5XLG YHLQ OLNH HWWHBFWRUMVLEEXYIYRAYH
IRUPVY /LNH EODQN SDJHV WKDW FDUULHG VL®BGW UHVLVWDQ
Movement, where absence became a form of protest, a nd the act of wiping

clean only made visible what could not be erased.



Jessica Mosher

from Two for the Road

EXT. ALBERTA HIGHWAY - DAY

An old but serviceable STATION WAGON STATION WAGON whips along
a prairie highway. It slows as it approaches the horizon, and

signals to take the only visible exit towards a remote service

plaza featuring a TIM HORTON'S. It pulls into the DRIVE THROUGH.

EXT. STATION WAGON AT TIM HORTON'S WINDOW - DAY

**__INSIDE CAR:** LOUISE (34, CHARMING but LOST) rolls down her
window (hand crank) to place her order at the INTERCOM.

INTERCOM

Hi welcome to Tim Horton'’s, what can | get for
you today?

Louise lowers her sunglasses onto her nose.

LOUISE

Hi, yeah, can | get a double double, six timbits
and a bacon breakfast sandwich?/

INTERCOM
Is/ that everything?

Louise leans back into the car to consult with her PASSENGER.

LOUISE

/Do you want anything? Should | get you a --

, %uN ;0 ~-K fK;0U T @220 t% 0N 6F- F 0 6Mm!b TL=
Two hash browns, please. And make it twelve

timbits./ (To PASSENGER SEAT) Big appetite, huh?

INTERCOM

/Of course, honey. Your total is 13.78. Pull
through to the next window.



LOUISE

Thank you. Have a great day.

The car pulls forward.

EXT. DRIVE THROUGH - DAY
Louise pulls up to the window and passes her credit card to the

EMPLOYEE. The Employee hands it back and gives Louise the bag of
food. The car pulls away.

INT. STATION WAGON - DAY

LOUISE
This time, make sure you eat the
@? i;-X% t;?FN

*INSERT--** The passenger seat, where an ornate blue URN is
carefully held in place by the seatbelt. A HASHBROWN is placed on
the seat in front of it.

LOUISE

| know you want to start with the Timbits, but
technically potato is a vegetable, so, you know.
Nutrition. Eat up.

EXT. SASKATCHEWAN HIGHWAY - DAY

The car merges back onto the highway.

LOUISE (0.S.)

Don’t make me turn this car around, Diane.
We have a long day ahead of us.

**TITLE CARD: TWO FOR THE ROAD**

SHUTTER - the screen goes dark as we hear two clicks and a gentle
whirr, old school and mechanic, like we have changed a slide on a
projector.



Juyi Mao

Tell It to Spring

During my time at Millay Arts, | started sound desi gn and music score for my short

4OPellltto Spring. -W LV DQ H[SHULPHQWDO 40P XVLQJ 6XSHU PP PDWH!L
layered images. Through macro shots, it captures th e delicate interplay of plants,

water, and light in northeastern America’s spring.

Tell It to Spring, 2024
Video stills

7 minutes, 15 seconds
vimeo.com/maojuyi/tellittospring

View






Kari Varner

Altered Ecology

Altered Ecology, 2024

Negative and print developed in
japanese barberry

10 x 8 inches

Altered Ecology, 2024

Negative and print
developed in autumn olive

10 x 8 inches



Altered Ecology, 2024

Negative and print developed in
garlic mustard

10 x 8 inches

All images and prints were made at Millay Arts



Tanushree Baidya

Pastries in the Backcountry

It was the middle of October. The weather had been  turning for a couple of

days, getting colder and unpredictable. There were few tourists in the town

DQG IHZHU RQ WKH WUDLOV - ZDV LQ WKH *UDQG 7THWRQ 1DWLRC
VSUD\ D EHOO DQG D VHW RI LQVWUXFWLRQV PHPRUL]JHG LQ FDV
trees creaked like old wooden doors and the swish o f wind in the forest felt like

VRPHRQH VKXALQJ EHKLQG D EXVK UHDG\ WR SRXQFH - \HOOHG L
“Hey, bear... hey, bear” every 40 seconds or so and w ondered whether drawing

attention to the fact that | was a lone hiker was a  good idea. But the bear safety

guidelines had clearly stated: Make noise.

The water-logged trail to Taggart Lake ambled along through a deeply wooded

pine forest. The ground was soft, carpeted with fal len wet leaves venting a

crimson hue. My boots were soaked. The cry of an el k followed me to the

end of the trail nestled high and deep in the valle y. There, the storm clouds

NHSW WKH ORRPLQJ 7THWRQ SHDNV KLGGHQ 7KH JODFLDO ODNH V!
FRORUV RI IDOO -W zZzDV D OLWWOH DIWHU SP - DWH P\ VDQGZLF
% LOO %A WAR @ théebNVoods,and read for a while. | was distracted and the

words | read barely registered. | tried to imagine  a clear day, the blue of the sky

on the green lake, the image of the peaks on the st ill water and me splashing

DERXW 7KH ODNH OLW XS LQWHUUXSWLQJ P\ WKRXJKWYVY DV OLJK
sky. | packed my things, trash included, stretched my legs, and instead of con -

tinuing on the looped trail, | decided to head back  on the path | came from.

The fatigue of driving and hiking alone in bear cou ntry was getting to me; | had

never done a solo trip like this before and | was a  new driver in a foreign land.

-W ZzDV D VHYHQW\ 4YH PLQXWH GULYH RQH zZD\ RYHU WKH 7HWF
Teton to my Airbnb in Victor, Idaho. | chose Victor because it was cheaper than

Jackson Hole. | had traveled to other parts of Amer ica, mostly cities like San

JUDQFLVFR OLDPL :DVKLQJWRQ ' & DQG 1HZ <RUN EXW DOZD\V
After graduate school, then a new job as a data ana lyst and building a life in a

whole new country and culture, traveling solo felt  like the next rite of passage,

the sign that | had arrived. That | could make it h ere, on my own. Well, that

was the speech | gave myself. You see, the trip was initially planned with my



IDWKHU ZKR OLYHG LQ -QGLD -W zZDV JRLQJ WR EH KLV 4UVW WL
exploring a foreign land with his daughter. In his  youth he had once travelled

to Europe but that was for work. Unfortunately, his  tourist visa application got

held up for administrative processing and then even tually denied. Neither my

father nor | completely understood why.

%\ WKH WLPH - FURVVHG WKH 7THWRQ 3DVV WR JHW WR 9LFWRU D
Next morning | would learn that the pass is closed. | was stuck in Victor. What

WKH KHOO GR — GR LQ EDFNFRXQWU\ —GDKR"b-Q P\ $LUEQE URRP
dreaming about being on a stage and strugglingto s ay the word Idaho prop -

erly in front of a group of people (who looked like  characters from the show

/IHWWHUNHQQ\ ERRLQJ HH 'DK KR"b(H 'DG KRRR 1H[W PRUQLQJ
with glorious views, | watched the storm clouds swi rling around the back of the

VQRZFDSSHG 7THWRQV 0\ KRVW ZDV XS HDUO\ WRR DQG R*HUHG P
DQ HOGHUO\ ZRPDQ SROLWH DQG DORRI EXW JHQHURXYV ZLWK KH
see or go to, she mentioned the next town over. “Th  ere’s not much to do here,”

she added in monotone.

In Victor, it was overcast with a light dusting of snow everywhere. The sky

RYHU 'ULJJV D 4IWHHQ PLQXWH GULYH DzZzD\ ZDV FOHDU DQG EUL
VWRUP OD\EH LW ZDV WKH WLPH RI WKH GD\ DQG LW EHLQJ R+ VH
‘'ULJJV IHOW IRUORUQ - GURYH WKURXJK WKH SDOOLG PDLQ VWU
church, the library and some boarded up stores and  turned onto a side street.

The café, sporting red walls and a sloping green ro of shed, stood behind a giant

ZDUHKRXVH WUXFNVY DQG 59V SDUNHG DOO DURXQG LW 7KH <HOS
the café as surprisingly quaint. | entered and, lik e a woman on a mission, head -

ed straight to the counter. | ordered an apple stru  del with whipped cream, a

cinnamon schenken, a sausage butternut squash quich e, and a steaming cup

of Earl Grey to stay. | spoke slowly and deliberate |y to make sure the young

woman at the counter understood my accent. While wa iting for my order, | tex -

WHG D IULHQG LQ %YRVWRQ b- DP SUHWW\ VXUH — DP WKH RQO\ EL
IRU PLOHV DQG PLOHYV b6KH UHSOLHG 'ULJJV SHU WKH FHQVX
of about 2000, and the racial makeup was ~73% white , and ~31% Hispanic or

IDWLQR 6KH zZzDV DOzZD\V JRRJOLQJ VWXe — WXUQHG WR ORRN DU
four tables were occupied. The racial diversity in  the café was 100% white.

- VWRRG WKHUH ZLWK P\ SDVWULHV 0\ 4UVW WZR \HDUV LQ $PHUL
strange conditioning. The mere idea of being visibl e in an unfamiliar place un -

QHUYHG PH b7R EH WKDW SHUVRQ RI FRORU LQ WKH URRP GUDZL(
RXW WKH FDlI« ZLQGRZ DQG VWDUHG LQWR WKH IURQW RI D 59 SD
7TKHUH zDV D PDQ LQ D UHG EDVHEDOO KDW ZLWK D FReHH PXJ VW



The 2016 presidential election was less than a mont h away. At the time, |

hadn'’t lived long enough in America to really under stand its politics. But,

halfway through 2016 especially after the primaries it was hard not to pay

attention or not to care. As an immigrant woman of  color and on my own here

there is always some uncertainty that | have to liv e with. The rhetoric around

immigration and immigrants made me a lot more self-  conscious of my status

and my place in this country and it contributed to  a general feeling of unease.

6RPHWLPHY WKH XQHDVH ZRXOG EDOORRQ LQVLGH P\ FKHVW RQ(C
WKDW LW ZDV SUREDEO\ RQO\ DQ DQ[LHW\ DWWDFN RU DQ —-%6 51|
WR PDQDJH VWUHVVY DQG ZDWFK ZKDW — HDW 7KH FRQVWDQW SR
PDQL]DWLRQ RI P\ PHUH H[LVWHQFH WXUQHG P\ JD]JH WR PDNH VH
:RUOG WKDW - ZDQWHG WR FDOO KRPH - IHOW WKH QHHG WR FD
VHHPHG WR EH WKH GRPLQDQW YRLFH LQ FDWHJRUL]JLQJ DQG RWK
grinding turmoil seeping into every aspect of my li  fe including interacting with

white people, especially on this trip. All week, wh ile driving through Montana,

Wyoming, and now ldaho, I'd been inadvertently caut ious while interacting

with white people; wondering about who they support  ed because that would

apparently tell me all | needed to know about a per son.

Suddenly the woman from behind the counter was by m  y side guiding me to
the nearest table. “Lannie, can this young lady sha re your table?”

Lannie was reading the newspaper. She was in jeans and a gray hoodie,

wearing purple eye shadow, her blonde hair in a sho rt crop. She looked up

with a frown and then smiled broadly. The lines on  her forehead creased like

FUHVFHQW PDUNV b 2K \HV RI FRXUVH b6KH PRYHG KHU FXS DQG
URRP IRU PLQH 7TKDQN \RX - VDLG b/DQQLH UHWXUQHG WR KHU
glancing my way.

- 2ZDV JODG WR JHW D VSRW b- ZDQWHG WR HQMR\ P\ SDVWULHV I
P\ OROHVNLQH MRXUQDO DERXW WKH ODVW GD\V KLNLQJ WKH YDL
THWRQ DSSDUHQWO\ PHDQV QLSSOH LQ J)UHQFK - ZDV LQVSLUHG E
its prose evoked a fantastical sense of being that | hoped to emulate in my writ -

LQJ %XW 4UVW SDVWULHV b- ELW LQWR WKH VWUXGHO WDVWLQ
7KH 400LQJ zDV D OLWWOH WDUW GHVSLWH WKH UDLVLQV WKH C
this is really, really good strudel,” | heard mysel f say around a mouthful. Lannie

ODXJKHG 6KH VLSSHG KHU FR*HH DQG ELW LQWR KHU VFRQH 6 R
she asked.

%RVWRQ - VDLG b



“Oh, is that so?” -

— TXLFNO\ FODUL4HG 2ULJLQDOO\ - DP IURP -QGLD - PRYHG WR
2Q0\ WZR \HDUV" - ZRXOG KDYH QHYHU JXHVVHG LW <RXU (QJ(

“Oh, yeah?” | said without missing a beat. “So isy ours.”

If my response caused some tension, Lannie did a gr eat job of covering it up with her

VPLOH - NQHZ LW ZDV XQLQWHQWLRQDO QRW PHDQW WR R*HQG 0
reading. But | was tired of that staid and unnecess ary comment (a presumed compli -

ment), like an animal pissing to mark some territor  y. | took another bite of my strudel.

'R \RX FRPH KHUH RIWHQ" - DVNHG WDNLQJ RQ D FRQFLOLDWF

“Oh, yes! It's the only decent bakery in Teton vill age. Even better than the ones in
-DFNVRQ +ROH - OLYHG WKHUH RQFH \RX NQRZ VKH VDLG b 7

The past week, | had spent most of my time hiking a lone, avoiding tourist spots and
FRQYHUVDWLRQ $IWHU WKH 4UVW QLJKW RI P\ WULS ZKHUH - JR
versation with some “friendly” guys from Texas (I w as sure were making fun of me in

ways | did not fully comprehend), | avoided sitting  at the bar. Now, here | was sharing

D WDEOH IRU WKH 4UVW WLPH LQ D ZHHN DQG VXGGHQO\ - zZDV |

| told her about my father and his visa issues. “Ba ck home, hiking was our thing. We
ZRXOG JR WR DOO WKHVH SODFHV XS LQ WKH PRXQWDLQV DQG S
| explained.

“| see. So, you never intended on traveling alone,” she said. “You know, | never intended
on being alone, but here | am.”

— VSRNH DERXW WKH WUDLOV — KLNHG DQG WKH JLIJDQWLF 4UHSC
20G )DLWKIXO -QQ LQ <HOORZVWRQH ZKHUH \RX FDQ EH LQYLVLE
She told me it'd been a while since she’d made it b ack there. Years in fact, had never

really seen the geysers or this inn | spoke of. She had lived in these parts all her life

but explored very little of it. | wanted to ask Lan  nie more about her life, what was she

doing on a Tuesday morning in a café in a town call ed Driggs. Why was she alone?

But my tongue felt like lead.

2QFH \RX JR IDUWKHU RXW LW V UHDOO\ KDUG WR 4QG D JRRG S
DzD\ KHU QHZVSDSHU $UH \RX"b



“Am | what?”

$UH \RX SODQQLQJ WR JR IDUWKHU RXW" b

- GRQ W NQRZ 6KRXOG -"Db

-1 \RX UH KHUH PLJKW DV ZHOO b

:KHUH VKRXOG - JR" b6KH SURFHHGHG WR WHOO PH DERXW 7DUJ

| ordered a sandwich for the road and complimented the apple strudel. In the car,

| put in the destination on my phone that Lannie ha d provided and drove for a long

time past unending farmlands, hay bales, and granar ies, blasting country music on

WKH UDGLR FKXFNOLQJ DW WKH O\WWLFV 7KH ODQGVFDSH ZDV FR
WKDW WKHUH zZzDV D VWRUP UDJLQJ MXVW IRUW\ 4YH PLOHV DZzZD\
dense forest? | had never seen hay bales stacked so tall or driven through landscape

VR 5DW DQG JROGHQ )DUPODQG XSRQ IDUPODQG IRU PLOHYV DQGC
D PRXQWDLQ UDQJH VSUXQJ KLJK XS DW D GLVWDQFH b

7DUJKHH 1DWLRQDO )RUHVW ZDV D OHVVHU NQRZQ SDUW RI <HO
that no tourist really ventured to. None of the gui  debooks and websites had men -

tioned it. But Lannie had said that's where her nie ce went hiking and painting; her

niece was an artist.

7KH LQIRUPDWLRQ ERDUG RXWVLGH WKH YLVLWRU FHQWHU FORVHC
J)LUH 6KDSHG E\ :DWHU 7KH 8SSHU OHVVD )DOOV FDVFDGHG DFUF
FDOOHG WKH 6QDNH 5LYHU EHIRUH JXVKLQJ GRZQ PRUH WKDQ KX
canyon. | watched the water, gushing, spraying and frothing, teeming with rainbow

VWUHDNV 7KH ULYHU KDV EHHQ VORZLQJ FKLSSLQJ DQG FKLVHOL
EDVDOW WKDW ZHUH RQFH ODYD 5RZV IRU D IHZ KXQGUHG WKRX
forest lay dense, speckled with fall colors like fa iry lights. | spotted a trailhead and

IROORZHG LW - HQGHG XS GRLQJ D ORRS DQG WKHQ IRXQG DQR'

- VWRSSHG E\ D SRQG RQ WKH WUDLO b*ROGHQ OHDYHV UHVWHG

shriveling curled edges, reaching for the autumn su n, the lily pads shedding their

ODVW SHWDOV RI WKH VHDVRQ b7KH SODFH ORRNHG OLNH D SRVYV
FHQWHU b([FHSW IRU RQH IDPLO\ DW WKH SDUNLQJ ORW - KDGQ

whole time. | took out my sandwich—a multigrain bag  uette slathered with hummus,

avocado, slices of crunchy red peppers, and black f orest ham.



In spaces like these:l like to believe my mind becomes blank. Well, not exactly blank,

just lacking thought. Bill Bryson in his book A Walk in the Woodsb WD ONV D BMAIKMY KR Z

OLNH WKLVb\RX H[LVW LQ D NLQG RI PRELOH =HQ PRGH \RXU EUD
VWULQJ DFFRPSDQ\LQJ EXW QRW DFWXBRQ\ \8 DUKM. @ N W KZHD ¥ RAGK DB

untethered. | had not forgotten about the bears. | remembered another line that | had
highlighted, b:KHUH , ZDV LQ IDFW ZDV FRPSDQLRQOHVYVY IDU DzD\ IU
thetral. — KDG QRW JRWWHQ R WKH WUDLO - KDG HPEDUNHG XSRQ

QRW VHH P\ IDWKHU IRU DQRWKHU WZR \HDUV 7KH KDUG UHDOL]L
tween us wasn't just across oceans and continents, but also administrative. Baba was

worried that | was doing this alone, disappointed a t the arduous tourist visa applica -

WLRQ SURFHVV -Q IRXU PRQWKYV RQ )HEUXDU\ WZR —-QGLL
bar in a small town in Kansas would be shot at by a white male screaming, “Get out of

my country!” One of them, Srinivas Kuchibotla would  die. Six days later his wife would

DVN LQ D )DFHERRN SRVW b'R ZH EHORQJ KHUH"b- ZRXOG UHDG W
LQb7KH 1HZ <RUN 7LPHVbDQGb:LUHG DeHFWHG E\ WKH VLPLODUL\
father would ask me, “Is that where you went for yo ur trip?” | would reply, “Not even

FORVH EXW WKHQ GRXEOH FKHFN WKH JHRJUDSK\ RI WKH VWDWH
RQ - ZRXOG SODQ PRUH WULSY DQG VHH <RVHPLWH *UDQG &DQ\
DQG $FDGLD %XW WKDW XQHDV\ IHHOLQJ ZRXOG QHYHU JR DZD\

- 4QLVKHG P\ VDQGZLFK - ZDV DERXW WR GXPS WKH EURZQ SDSF
the trash in my backpack, when | noticed pastries a t the bottom, slightly squashed

and damp: a raspberry Danish and an apple strudel. | had not asked for those. Taking

in the landscape around me one more time, | devoure d them both. | thought about

Lannie. Who was Lannie? Did | disrupt her morning? Did | provide any value to it the

ZD\ VKH GLG WR PLQH" :KDW GLG VKH PDNH RI PH" —=Q KLV HVVD\
lyer wrote that sometimes we travel to shake up our  complacencies. He quoted the
SKLORVRSKHU *HRUJWe 6&Qsmetibn€s Do déscape into open solitudes,rito
DLPOHVVQHVY LQWR WKH PRUDO KROLGD\ RI UXQQLQJ VRPH SXU
HGJH RI OLIH WR WDVWH KDUGVKLS DQG WR EH FRPSHOOHG WR
PDWWHU ZXPWFDbBVH LW ZDVQ W FRPSODFHQF\ b—-QWURYHUVLRQ |
Rl P\ VNLQ LPPLJUDWLRQ VWDWXV DORQH DQG RXWVLGH P\ FRPI
HI[FXVHV - ZzDV XQDEOH WR JHW SDVW VKDNH XS RU Re %XW - ZD
had experienced the physical manifestation of solit ude, loneliness, contentment, fear,

panic and epiphany in nature and its sights. Now, |  just wanted to go home.

An earlier version of this story was first
SXEOLVKHG LQ 3DQJ\UXV PDJD]LQH



Ayanah Moor

Diamine Green, 2024
$FU\OLF SHQFLO DQG PL[HGbPHGLD RQ ZRRG
24 x 18 inches



Eugenia Red This Way, 2024
$FU\OLF SHQFLO DQG PL[HGbPHGLD RQ ZRRG
24 x 18 inches



ORQHW +XUVW OHQGR]D

from geometria sagrada

11.
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Cristina is having a good day — she’s

sprinting through pages. She smiles a

little as she types.

T%OU ? Ut% ?2 0?2 @ 9@ 0O 2 U U] @ U? P%O
stretches.

Feeling good, she takes a much-needed
break. She looks around to see if anyone
is looking. When the coast is clear, she
snheakily connects to the WiFi on her
laptop. She opens Instagram and scrolls.

Projections of the success fellow emerging
playwrights start scrolling across the wall
behind her (ideally, use real playwrights
and their posts for this). The captions
are read aloud by other members of the
cast. Maybe Cristina cuts a few of them off
by scrolling forward. As the voices grow
louder, Cristina begins to physically cave
% -% 0;?20 @%6 U; 8-%to6u%ndu @ ?N

She shuts her laptop and breaks away to the
bathroom.

The room tightens in on itself as Cristina
braces herself against the sink and looks
-WU; 0; ;0uldF -% @;6 % Fu$ ;;-;N

Culebra magically appears from the ceiling.



CRISTINA

Are you following me?

CULEBRA

Following is for sssstalkers
I’'m part of the sssscenery

CRISTINA

| want to leave

CULEBRA
Sssay more about that

CRISTINA

Something is happening to me

This place

It's too quiet and it's too loud at the same time
I’'m going crazy

It's making my throat close up

My jaw feels like two stones grinding together
Over and over

My head is detaching from my spine

| can'’t sleep

And all | want to do is sleep

To disappear

CULEBRA
Can't write?

CRISTINA

| don’t understand
| had a plan for this time

CULEBRA

Have you ever considered...?
No, nevermind.

CRISTINA
What?



CULEBRA

Forget it.
| don’t know how constructive it is.

CRISTINA

Just tell me.
| can take it.
I'm a professional.

CULEBRA

Have you ever considered the possibility that you're just...
average?
3-%t;$0F -%N
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CULEBRA

You've got some interesting ideas,
but maybe they're just not plays, you know?

CRISTINA
“Average.”

CULEBRA

Now, whose-her-face? She’s got it.
Fresh out of grad school and she’s already got a show going up
at your dream theatre

Maybe if you keep showing up

If you buy a membership

If you work their gala

Like

Retweet

Donate

Sign up for their newsletter

Maybe then

Maybe

CRISTINA

| have what it takes

| have something worth saying,
worth listening to

| know it



CULEBRA

You think the American Theatre—capital “A” capital “T"—cares

about what  you have to say?

You're a faux-brown girl from Los Angeles who waves her
D%O9D;U%F? B;-K%O u % O0u%F FN uQ@

to get the tiny speckle of success you've been given.

CRISTINA
| don’t use my grand / parents

CULEBRA

You think because you write some lines in Spanish
and set your plays in a Mexico that makes you one of us?

CRISTINA

I’'m trying to connect with that part of myself

CULEBRA

You're using them to make yourself more interesting
More unique

More producible

Is that in your artist statement?

CRISTINA

Shut up

I’'m writing from a truthful place

I’'m writing about my family

I’'m writing about a place that | love and feel connected to
That I've never seen anywhere

T% ?F@ 00 -% FWO % t $

Aren’t their stories worth telling, too?

CULEBRA

Yeah, but this is America
Where’s your white play?
Isn’t that also part of who you are?

CRISTINA
Itis, but/

CULEBRA
You're ashamed



CRISTINA
I’'m not, it's just /

CULEBRA
Your poor mother.

CRISTINA
Leave her out of this.

CULEBRA

fus$gdou ?- $0%" 200, tou? F- $0 u ?K;u *"-K 6-K 6 9K;?Ku X OF
you claim you love.

Cleaning dance studios,

Sewing costumes,

Voice lessons,

Dance,

Acting.

After all that, you want to spend your time writing words that

will never see the Great White Way.

The least you can do is put her in your work.

CRISTINA

She is.
| mean, of course.

CULEBRA

Not as much as your grandmother, though.
How do you think that makes her feel?
She gave you everything and you're erasing her.

Cristina goes silent, on the verge of tears.

CULEBRA

You're not going to cry, are you?

Jesus. Show a little backbone.

Look, I'm sorry if you're upset, but 2018 is a year of radical
honesty for me.

Liz Lehrman is bullshit — | don’t think it helps to sugarcoat
things for you.

You're a mutt.

Just be honest with yourself.

Maybe then your work will sing the way you want it to.



CRISTINA
Thank you for your feedback.

Culebra disappears.

. ?F %@ ;0FK;%? @OF U; ;uuuoF
holding back tears.

She breathes.
And breathes.
And breathes.

-% @ O

LIGHTS.

% O



Brooke Moyse

Perch, 2024
Acrylic on canvas

42 x 34 inches

Vase, 2024
Acrylic on canvas

36 x 30 inches



Catharina Coenen

from Unexploded Ordnance

The bottle’s Emerald glass shines from the back of my grandmother’s kitchen

FRXQWHU WKH 5XLG LQVLGH LW FU\VWDO FOHDU WKH ODEHO ZK
four-year-old me. | stare at the bottle. My Opa Alf red has just put it down. The

feeling in my stomach turns from thirst to queasy p  ain.

My grandparents’ green glass bottles of mineral wat er live in plastic crates, in
the basement. My grandfather usually carries the bo ttles up the stairs, returns
them downstairs empty. One or two always sit on the  counter in case someone
needs a drink. But now, Opa has not brought the bot tle up from the basement.
He has carried it inside from the balcony.

| often wake up thirsty. | often become thirsty thr ~ oughout the day, intensely,
desperately thirsty, gulping down water until the t  ingly-empty feeling in my
EHOO\ JRHV DZD\ b

Very early this morning, | had padded across the ki tchen’s gray linoleum in

predawn light. | stood on tiptoes, reached, foundt he green bottle with my

4QJHUWLSY 1R RQH HOVH ZDV DZDNH - FRXOG KHDU P\ JUDQGSD
through their bedroom door across the hallway: my O  ma Lotte’s nasal whistles,

my Opa Alfred’s sonorous snores. | knew not to wake them. The bottle scooted

DFURVV WKH )RUPLFD FRXQWHU GRZQ LQWR P\ KDQGV 1IX0O0O RI F
soothe the pit beneath my ribs, the middle-upper-be lly hole. I've learned to call

this hole Durst, the German word for “thirst”: its need of somethin g, anything to

SXVK DJDLQVW LWV LWFK\ FUDPSLQJ KROORZQHVYV IURP LQVLGH

I’'m not supposed to drink straight from the bottle. But | know how. This morning,

- ZDV LQ OXFN VRPHRQH KDG DOUHDG\ SRSSHG Re LWV VKDUS WH
lifted the cool-glass bottle with both hands, press ed its hard-smooth lip against

mine, tipped it, and sucked at prickly bubbles, dri  nking deep. Again. Again.

%XW QRZ - VWDQG DQG VWDUH 3HWUL4HG OLQXWHV DJR WKH EI
noontime sun when my grandfather took it out onto t he balcony. He admon -
ished me to stay inside, closed the sliding glass d oor. He poured clear liquid



IURP WKH ERWWOH RYHU WKH FKDUFRDO RQ WKH JULOO WKHQ Ol
KXJH EOXH UHG +H WZLVWHG WKH FDS EDFN RQWR WKH ERWWOF

b 2SD KRZ GLG \RX PDNH 4UH ZLWK ZDWHU" b

7KLV LVQ W ZDWHU 2SD H[SODLQHG -W V %YUHQQVSLULWXV |
| stared at the bottle, the white label. Brennspiritus. | tried the word against
WKH VWLQJLQJ 4]] P\ JUDQGSDUHQWYV FDUERQDWHG ZDWHU DOZD
mouth: “Burn spirits.” The German word for denature  d alcohol. It made sense.

&DQ — GULQN VRPH" b

1R 7KLV LV SRLVRQ b
Opa tightened the cap once more, set the bottle ont o the counter, pushed it

far back, against the wall, then picked up the plat e of Bratwurst and carried it
outside.

Sun pours through the kitchen window onto the bottl  e. It glows. Deep in the
hole beneath my breastbone, death digs in its claws . An understanding dawns:
taking what my body wants will kill me.

Time is so big when you are small. Minutes pass lik e hours as | walk around in
shock. The prickly burn beneath my sternum grows an  d grows. When it be -
comes unbearable, | tell my grandfather, in tears, that | drank from the green
ERWWOH ZKLOH KH VOHSW b

+H WDNHV RQH ORRN DW PH DQG ODXJKV b

“If you’d really drank from this bottle, you'd be d ead by now.”

He walks out of the kitchen, to do whatever he mean tto do next.

It sounds logical. | understand. | am not dead. The re is no trip to the doctor.

No hospital. | didn’t throw up. This means | cannot  have drunk Spiritus. Opa

would know. He would. My brain says this, over and over. But the bottle is

JUHHQ *UHHQ $QG WKH WXPP\ SODFH WKH KROH EHQHDWK P\ UL



JRU ZHHNV PRQWKV \HDUV LW ZLOO 5DUH ZKHQHYHU — DP XQGL'
alone: the deep suspicion that | swallowed poison, that | am sick, will soon be

GHDG $QG WKDW WHOOLQJ DQ\RQH DERXW LW ZLOO QRW KHOS )
WR WHOO P\ EHOO\ QR KRVSLWDO 1R GRFWRU 1RW GHDG )RU \}
ZLOO VFUHHFK \HV EXW LW EXUQV LW EXUQV LW EXUQV b

What did the hole beneath my ribcage need but never  get? Why couldn’t my

grandfather pick up a bawling four-year-old, hold h  er, wipe away tears, ask her

how she felt, ask why? Why could his lanky body not warm, soothe, wrap up

mine, his breath and voice and presence, his knit s hirt against my cheek, his

tobacco scent seeping into me, calm and safe? Why ¢ ould he not listen, then

show me that there were two kinds of green bottles, pop the crown cork from

WKH RQH WwWzLVW WKH FDS R WKH RWKHU OHW PH VQLe 4UVW W
WKHQ WKH ZDUQLQJ VWLQJ RI DOFRKRO"Db

Much has been written about the men of my grandfather’s generation: how they

went away to Hitler's war, killed and looted, burned. How they did not return, or

returned with shrapnel in their bodies and missing arms or legs, missing com -

UDGHV PLVVLQJ WHHWK +RZ WKH\ FDPH KRPH WR ERPEHG RXW K
cities, to news of friends and relatives dead or lo  st, to wives and children they

no longer knew. How they missed their children’s childhoods, never learned how

to hold and soothe and talk. How war had taught the  m not to feel but act, to

put the Bratwurst on the grill, to do the next thin g to stay alive.

:KDW 4UH ZKDW EXUQLQJ VSLULW GLG - VZDOORZ" +RZ GRHV ZD
SDPHVY LQVLGH D FKLOG V PRXWK™

Excerpt from Unexploded Ordnance: What she felt.
What they feared. How they survived. What they saw.

JRUWKFRPLQJ IURP 5HVWOHVY %RRNV 2F)



Daniel Giordano

Study For Chronos Xl (Jupiter Optimus Maximus), 2024—-2025

Acrylic polymer emulsion, aluminium can, backdrop p  aper, duct tape,

IRUPLFLGDH JOLWWHU JUDSKLWH LQWHUWOSSNH.GQUREZOQEIDVHG SDL(

(Untitled, LQN RQ SDSHU [ LQFKHV kHtMOHU (LGH SDLQWLQJ
DFU\OLF RQ EDWK WRZHO [ LQFKHVY SLJPHQW 39% DGKI

rubber, synthetic badminton feathers, T-pins, varie gated leaf, wax

108 x 135 inches

BWXG\ JRU &KURQRYV ;,,, -XSLWalarge Boklorpaper0D[LP XV
WKDW - EHJDQ PDNLQJ ZKLOH LQ WKH OLOOD\ $UWV &F



Pleasure Pipe LXXIX [Jupiter Optimus Maximus (Revisited)], 2025

Acrylic polymer emulsion, air dancer, Annie McCurdy ’s hair, cable ties, catcher’s

mask, cement, chip brush bristles, Christmas bell, Christmas ornaments,

FRQVWUXFWLRQ DGKHVLYH IDEULF VFUDSV JAGDSVEXBHUBILFNVY *UDF
(+$1' )5%$*0(1 2025, 3D printed semicrystalline polymer, 8.5x8 x 6.50

inches), hardware, hardware cloth, pigment, shell, steel chair legs, stones, soot,

tennis ball hopper, the artist’s hair, thread, upho Istery foam, vinyl



Jeremy Thurlow

The Ungrateful Refugee

Two women: one is looking for stories, the other do  esn’t want to talk: she has too
PXFK WR WHOO WRR PXFK WR HVFDSH IURP +RZ FRXOG VKH H[SODL(
It's the start of a conversation that will be diffi cult to end.

A\\






7TKUHH SDJHV IURP WKH V FhHeUkhrRdfuPRefRgedddsdaiton the
book by Dina Nayeri, which | worked on during my re sidence at Millay Arts



Adam Linn

from Fascinator

Slipping Into Something
More Comfortable, 2025

Colored pencil, acrylic gouache,

watercolor and UV varnish on
paper mounted panel

36 x 30 inches

Vivid Sud, 2025

Colored pencil, acrylic gouache,
watercolor and UV varnish on
paper mounted panel

24 x 18 inches



Sara Stites

Staying in the barn studio at Millay Arts sparked a new direction in my work when |
returned home. As a teacher, I've seen how creative breakthroughs can emerge from
limited choices—a stick dipped in black ink, for example, can produce unexpectedly
expressive marks. That spirit of simplicity and focus guided my time at Millay.

| decided to take a chance and use imagery I'd kept on my phone for a long time.
The images—of people and cartoon-like drawings—exposed intimate parts of me that
had previously felt too vulnerable or too personal to share. They became central to
what | was making and revealed a tentativeness that might have been holding back
my full growth as an artist.

Blue memory, 2024

Gouache and spray paint on

Tilly with apples, 2024
y PP Yupo paper

Gouache and spray paint on

Yupo paper 30 x 30 inches

30 x 30 inches



7KDW UHDOL]DWLRQ EURXJKW ODUJHU TXHVWLRQV LQWR IRFXV
Millay, and the genuine respect | felt from the oth  er residents, helped shift my

outlook. | feel a renewed clarity about what | have  accomplished as an artist and

a person.

| was surprised to be the only painter in residence, but it turned out to be a gift.

The writers there—curious, thoughtful, and engaged—welcomed conversations

DERXW P\ RWKHU SDVVLRQ 4FWLRQ 7KHLU LQWHUHVW LQ P\ YLVXI
often at day’s end, to articulate what drives my work.

I'm happy to share that after my experience at Mill  ay, | applied to other residencies
and will spend several weeks this August at the Vir ginia Center for the Creative Arts.

3LQN DV D 5RZHU

Gouache and spray paint
on Yupo paper

27 X 24 inches
Green love, 2024

Gouache and spray paint on
Yupo paper

30 x 22 inches



Lanie Gannon

matador, 2025 (above)

3DSHU DFU\OLF SDLQW PHWDO FKDLQ
60 x 48 x 12 inches

doily, 2024 (right)

Suspended paper, acrylic paint,
metal brads and string

102 x 48 x 48 inches

doilywas created while in residence at Millay Arts



marquee, 2024

3DSHUERDUG DQG DFU\OLF SDLQW
21 x 13 x 2.5 inches

fringe, 2024
paperboard and acrylic paint

15 x 11 x 3 inches



About the Artists

TANUSHREE BAIDYA, a 2024 Baldwin for the Arts fellow, is a

transnational writer from India. Her work has been featured in WBUR,

.ZHOL 3DQJ\UXV &UHDWLYH 1RQ-FWLRQ anetN\SHUWH[W !
Florida Review, DPRQJ RWKHUV 6KH KDV DQ 0)$ LQ &UHDWLY'
Bennington College and has received fellowships from the Millay Arts,

Disquiet International (Lisbon), Martha’s Vineyard Institute of Creative

Writing, Yale Writer’'s Workshop, Vermont Studio Center, Grubstreet,

and Kweli. She lives in Cambridge, MA, with her partner and two cats

DQG LV ZRUNLQJ RQ KHU 4UVW QRYHO

In her parallel life, Tanushree is a continuous improvement specialist
in the healthcare industry. She holds a degree in C omputer Science
Engineering and an MBA from Northeastern University.

tanushreebaidya.com

CATHARINA COENEN came to the United States from Germany
DV D )XOEULJKW 6FKRODU WR DWWHQG JUDGXDWH VFKRRO

6KH QRZ WHDFKHV ELRORJ\ DW $OOHJKHQ\ &ROOHJH LQ 3HQQV\OYDQLD +HU
HVVD\V KDYH DSSHDUHG LQ OLWHURH\7KDIHBEEBQY\LQFOXGLQJb

5HYLHZ b7KH $PHULFDQ 6FKRODU b7 KHQEMULVWLDQ 6FLHQFH ORQLWRU

ofthe Net. & DWKDULQD LV WKH UHFLSLHQW RI WKH 5HVWOHVV %RRNV 3UL]H IRU
1HZ —-PPLJUDQW :ULWLQJ WKH )ODVK 1R@4FWLRQ SUL]JH DZDUGHG E\b

JRUJH WKHb$SSDODHKQDBOPWWMEHU &UHDWLYH 1RQ4FWLRQ

3UL]JH D &UHDWLYH 1RQ4FWLRQ )RXQGDWLRQ 6FLHQFH DV 6WRU\ )HOORZVKLS
DQG 5HVLGHQFLHV DW +HGJHEURRN DQG DW 0LOOD\ $UWV

ANGELES COSSIQis a multi-disciplinary artist based in

%ORRP4HOG 1- 6KH LV D UHFLSLHQW RI D )RXQGDWLRQ
Arts Emergency Grant and was awarded a Gateway tot he Arts

Grant, funded by the National Endowment for the Arts. The last

two years she has been a New Jersey State Council o f the Arts

J)LQDOLVW &RVVLR KDV FRPSOHWHG UHVLGHQFLHV DW
7KH :DVVDLF 3URMHFW :DVVDLF 1< .LPPHO +DUGLQJ
IRUWKH $UWV 1HEUDVND &LW\ 1( DQG 0OLOOD\ $UWV
UHFHLYHG KHU %)$ LQ 3DLQWLQJ IURP 681< %X*DOR 6
DQG KHU 0)$ IURP ORQWFODLU 6WDWH 8QLYHUVLW\



LANIE GANNON is a visual artist who uses paper forms to give shape
to something that isn't “there” capturing light and air through gridded
and woven structures.

In January 2026, her work will be featured in  In Her Place DW WKH )ULVW O0XVHXP

RI $UW LQ 1DVKYLOOH +HU ZRUN LV LQFOXGHG LQ WKH &2'$
%LHQQLDO LQ $SHOGRRUQ 1HWKHUODQGV B5HFHQW DQG »
include Headlands Center for the Arts, California, Kimmel Harding Nelson

&HQWHU IRU WKH $UWV 1HEUDVND ORXOLQ ¢ 1HI LQ )UDQFH
$UWV LQ 1HZ <RUN DQG /D 1DSRXOH $UW )RXQGDWLRQ LQ
co-exhibited 6L E O L Q J viitH ieHuBothér at Zeitgeist Gallery in late 2024

Her interest in sculptural paper forms began as a V isiting Artist at the

$PHULFDQ $FDGHP\ LQ 5RPH 2WKHU UHVLGHQFLHYV LQFC

New York (2023) and The Hambidge Center in Georgia (2022). Gannonis a

UHFLSLHQW RI WKH 1DWLRQDO (QGRZPHQW IRU WKH $UWYV ¢
DQG 7THQQHVVHH $UWV &RPPLVVLRQ )HOORZVKLSV

taught sculpture at Belmont University for 18 years.

DANIEL GIORDANO E SRXJKNHHSVLH 1< LV DQ

DUWLVW EDVHG LQ 1HZEXUJK 1< 'DQLHO HDUQHG KLV 0)$ IURP WKH
University of Delaware in 2016. He patrticipated in the Millay Arts

&RUH 5HVLGHQF\ 3URJUDP LQ WKH $-0 )HOORZVKLS DW WKH %URQ[
Museum of the Arts in 2021 and EmergeNYC fellowship in 2015.

Solo exhibitions include MASS MoCA, North Adams, MA (2023);

7KH +\GH &ROOHFWLRQ *OHQV )DOOV 1< $QQ 6WUHHW *DOOHU\
6DIH +DUERUV RI WKH +XGVRQ 1HZEXUJK 1< WKH 5RVHQEHUJ
Gallery, Hofstra University, Hempstead, NY (2020); Wil Aballe Art

BURMHFWYV %& &DQDGD DPRQJ RWKHUV *URXS H[KLELWLRQV

include High Noon, New York, NY(2024); Grimm, New Y ork, NY

(2024); The Bronx Museum of the Arts, The Bronx, NY (2024); Helena

Anrather, New York, NY (2023); The Dorsky Museum, SUNY New

3DOW] 1< &/($ 56.< 2VLWH 3URMHFW /H5R\ 1HLPDQ *DOOHU\

&ROXPELD 8QLYHUVLW\ 1HZ <RUN 1< DQG )ULGPDQ *DOOHU\

New York, NY (2022), among others. His work has bee n featured in

7KH 1HZ <RUN 7LPHV 7KH %URRNO\Q 5DLO 6FXOSWXUH ODJD]JLQH &XOWXUHG

CAPRICE GRAYholds a BA from Yale, a Master of Science

IURP +DUYDUG 8QLYHUVLW\ DQG DQ 0)$ LQ :ULWLQJ IUR
ZKHUH VKH zZzDV D *ROGZDWHU )HOORZ % OLOOD\ 5HV
among other recognitions, her work explores forms o f

Otherness. She is from traditional Wecksquaesgeek t erritory,

Harlem New York.



PATRICK EARL HAMMIE is a visual artist, educator, and curator

whose work explores Black identity, cultural memory , and speculative

imagination. Working across painting, drawing, inst  allation, and digital

media, he reclaims the Black body as a site of inhe ritance, resistance,

DQG IXWXULW\ 'UDZLQJ IURP DQFHVWUDO DUFKLYHV
pop culture, Hammie reframes representation as cult  ural repair

and world-building. His work has been exhibited internationally and

is held in collections including the David C. Drisk ell Center, John

OLFKDHO .RKOHU $UWV &HQWHU DQG -30RUJDQ &KDVH ¢
KDV UHFHLYHG VXSSRUW IURP WKH OHOORQ )RXQGDWLR(
JRXQGDWLRQ -R\FH )RXQGDWLRQ DQG 3X]Q )RXQGDW|
LOQDXJXUDO UHFLSLHQW RI WKH $OLFH & &ROH JHOOTF
been an artist-in-residence at the John Michael Kohler Arts Center

DQG OLOOD\ $UWV +H LV WKH -DPHV $YHU\ (QGRZHG 3UR
of Studio Art at the University of lllinois Urbana- Champaign and

LQDXJXUDO 'LUHFWRU V )HOORZ LQ WKH 6FKRRO RI $UW

MONET HURST-MENDOZA is an NYC-based playwright from

Los Angeles, CA. Her plays have been developed with The Alley

7KHDWHU :3 7TKHDWHU 6RO 3URMHFW /DWLQ[ 30O0D\ZULJKWV &LUFOH 5LVLQJ
&LUFOH 7KHDWHU &ROOHFWLYH $VWRULD 3HUIRUPLQJ $UWV &HQWHU 7KH )OHD
HVWSRUW &RXQWU\ 3OD\KRXVH DQG /RQJ :KDUI 7KHDWUH ORQHW LV

DQ DOXP RI WKH (PHUJLQJ :ULWHUV *URXS DW 7KH 3XEOLF 7KHDWHU

5 ' *URXS DW 7KH &LYLOLDQV )UHVK *URXQG 3HSSHU V 30D\JURXQG
30OD\JURXS :3 7TKHDWHU 30D\ZULJKWYV /DE DQG WKH 9DQ /LHU )HOORZVKLS

at New Dramatists. She has been an artist-in-reside nce at The

Watermill Center, MacDowell, Millay Arts, La MaMa U mbria,

6WLOOZULJKW 7KH 0-77(1 /DE DQG 63%&( RQ 5\GHU )DUP 1<6&%

$UWLVW JUDQWHH 79 /DZ DQG 2UGHU 698 BURXG PHPEHU RI 7KH

Kilroys, The Dramatist Guild, and WGAE.

KEI ITO s an interdisciplinary artist whose work is cente  red around

XWLOL]JLQJ WKH FRQFHSWXDO IUDPHZRUN RI SKRWRJUD
invisible. Mainly employing camera-less photographi ¢ techniques,

performance, and artifacts, Ito creates large-scale installations that

excavate hidden histories. As a third-generation at  omic bomb victim

living in the US, Ito employs his generational hist ory as a series of

case studies that often applies the language of mon uments and

memorials, initiating a journey of healing and grow  th while inviting

audiences to explore nuanced social issues and hono rthe memories

of those lost to both historical and contemporaryt  ragedies.

-WR VDUWLVWLF FRQWULEXWLRQV KDYH EHHQ ZLGHO\ UH
in both solo and group exhibitions. Notably, his pieces are held in

institutional collections, including the Museum of Contemporary

BKRWRJUDSK\ WKH 1RUWRQ OXVHXP RI $UW WKH *I
OXVHXP RI $UW -RKQV +RSNLQV 8QLYHUVLW\ WKH (VN
of Art, and the Georgia Museum of Art.



9(5% —9%12i9 8 btomposer and on faculty at Chapman

8QLYHUVLW\ $VVRFLDWH 3URIHVVRU RI OXVLF OXVLF 7KH
'"HSDUWPHQW DQG WKH &ROEXUQ 6FKRRO 6KHbJUDGXDV
Conservatory (BM and MM), Guildhall School in Londo n (MM),
DQGb(DVWPDQ 6FKRRO 3K ' ZLWK GHJUHHV LQ PXVLF FF
compositions have been performed worldwide and rece  ived many

national and international awards. Her music has be  en published by

8QLYHUVDO (GLWLRQ 8( DQG UHOHDVHG RQ &' E\b$|
OLOOHQQLDO ODVWHUY VHULHV 9RO 4XDUW] 0X
S5HFRUGN®dND QikionsbDOEXPV OXVLTXHV S5SHFKHUFKHYV
O«WDPRUSKRVHYV DQG &HQWDXU 5HFRUGV &5&

ADAM LINN’S practice contorts animate realities steeped in

seduction. Using a voluptuous visual language, he works across

drawing, painting and printmaking to probe relation  ships between

VH[XDOLW\ SRZHU JHQGHU GHVLUH DQG UHSUHVHQWDWLRQ b$GDP /LQQ

E SLWWVEXUJK 3% UHFHLYHG D %)$ LQ 3ULQWPDNLQJ IURP WKH
5KRGH —-VODQG 6FKRRO RI 'HVLJQ LQ DQG DQ 0)$ LQ 9LVXDO $UWV
IURP 681< 3XUFKDVH LQ /LQQ KDV H[KLELWHG LQ 1HZ <RUN 1<

/IRV $QJHOHV &$ 3XUFKDVH 1< 7UR\ 1< ORQWSHOLHU 97 3LWWVEXUJK

3$ *UHHQVEXUJ 3% $XVWLQ 7; %HUOLQ '( %DUFHORQD (6 7RN\R -3
Central, HK, Shanghai, CN and London, EN. He has pa rticipated

in residencies at Vermont Studio Center (Johnson, VT), Anderson

5DQFK $UWV &HQWHU 6QRZPDVYVY 9LOODJH &2 %UHZKRXVH $VVRFLDWLRQ
SLWWVEXUJK 3% 7KH ODFHGRQLD - QVWLWXWH &KDWKDP 1< O0LOOD\ $UWYV
$XVWHUOLW] 1< 5REHUW %ODFNEXUQ 3ULQWVKRS 1HZ <RUN 1< DQG WKH
Manhattan Graphics Center (Brooklyn, NY). He currently lives and

works in Brooklyn, NY.

JUYI MAO LV D %YURRNO\Q EDVHG DUWLVW DQG 40PPD
VFUHHQLQJV LQFOXGH /HLGHQ 6KRUWYV % )HVWLYDO R
%HLMLQJ —~-QWHUQDWLRQDO 6KRUW )LOP )HVWLYDO DQG ¢
JLOP )HVWLYDO +LV ZRUNV KDYH EHHQ H[KLELWHG DV
YHQXHV LQFOXGLQJ $5*26 ORO0$ )LOP DQG 52=(1675%$%$7
received grants and awards from NYSCA, United State s Artists,

1<)$ WKH )RXQGDWLRQ IRU &RQWHPSRUDU\ $UWV DQG
RQ WKH $UWV b+H LV D ODF'RZHOO )HOORZ DQG KD
LQ DUWLVW UHVLGHQFLHY DW 0OLOOD\ $UWV 1$56 )RX
6FXOSWXUH 3DUN DQG 9HUPRQW 6WXGLR &HQWHU



AYANAH MOOR s a visual artist and educator living and working
LQ &KLFDJR 6KH HDUQHG DQ 0)$ IURP 7\OHU 6FKRRO F
8QLYHUVLW\ DQG %)$ IURP 9LUJLQLD &RPPRQZHDOWK
artwork is held in public and private collections, including the
&DSLWDO *URXS /RV $QJHOHV 'H3DXO $UW OXVHXP &
+RXVH /RQGRQ OXVHXP RI &RQWHPSRUDU\ 3KRWRJUDSK
Marjorie Barrick Museum of Art, University of Nevada (Las Vegas),
DQG WKH 'DYLG / /DZUHQFH &RQYHQWLRQ &HQWHU 3L

Moor’s recent solo exhibitions include, undercover at Manetti Shrem

Museum of Art (Davis), Bless Your Heart DW 586 &+0%1 &KLFDJR

LVK , &RX0OG %H <RdCIeWR Caingy MuskQm of Art (Glen

Ellyn); and 4 Queens DW 7HVW 6LWH 3URMHFWYV /DV 9HJDV D
group shows: ([KLELWLRQ ; $Q 8WWHUO\ ,QFRPSOHWH ([C
&ROODJH LQ &RQ ¥t HHe E&neda) [CHUNYYoN); t/here or

t/here at Intermission Museum of Art + Stand4 Gallery (Brooklyn);

'LUHFW OHVVDJH $UW /DRQus¥umbHCEh@Bp@ay H U

Art Chicago; (FKRHV 5HIUD P IMRskusnRCOnbedidorary

SKRWRJUDSK\ &KLFDJR

JESSICA MOSHER a Canadian actor and award-winning screenwriter

EDVHG LQ 1HZ <RUN &LW\ b:LQQHU RI WKH SUHVWLJLRXV $XVWLQ )LOP )HVWLYDO
6FUHHQSOD\ &RPSHWLWLRQ VKH KDVbDOVR EHHQ UHFRJQL]J]HG DV D 4FWLRQ
4QDOLVW DW WKH 7XFVRQ )HVWLYDO RI %RRNV /LWHUDU\ $ZDUGV ORQJ OLVWHG
IRU &5%$)7 V )ODVK )LFWLRQ 3UL]H DQG DZDUGHG D &RUH 5HVLGHQF\ DW 0LOOD\

Arts. Herplay 6WDQ @ DM UHFHQWO\ QDPHG D 4QDOLVW LQ WKH 7HQQHVVHH

:LOOLDPYV 2QH $FW 30D\ &RPSHWLWLRQ DQG KHU 4FWLRQ KDV EHHQ SXEOLVKHG
inthe -HW ) XH O ShellgvesisZories about women behaving badly

DQG XQH[SHFWHG QDUUDWLYH VWUXFWXUH 6KH LV DQ LQFRPLQJ 0)$ &DQGLGDWH
LQ &QUHDWLYH :ULWLQJ )LFWLRQ DW %HQQLQJWRQ &ROOHJH &ODVV RI

BROOKE MOYSEmakes playful and gestural abstract acrylic

paintings on canvas. The works have a central compo sition

suggesting a portrait or portal with a large abstra ct shape

encompassing most of the canvas. The shapes are loo sely and

spontaneously rendered at a bodily scale, with hole s, curves, bumps,

JURRYHVY DQG VORSHV GH4QLQJ WKH HGJHV 7KH\ UHI
and are inspired by her time spent in nature and the landscape.

Brooke Moyse has exhibited at Storefront Gallery, L  oretta Howard,

DQG .DWKU\Q ODUNHO )LQH $UW DPRQJ RWKHUV LQ 1HZ
at David Klein Gallery, and Sundaram Tagore Gallery in Singapore.

She was awarded residencies at Catwalk, and at Millay Arts, and

Baer. Her work has appearedin +\SHUDOOHUJLF 7KH %URRNO\Q 5DL
&RDWYVY RI 3DLQW 7 KahdlThe Néw Yok HihésRrQoke

lives and works in Brooklyn, NY.



Bornin New York City, SARA STITEShas lived in Houston, Maine,

OLDPL DQG VSHQW SDUW RI KHU FKLOGKRRG LQ 3XHUW|
explores the dichotomy between tradition and anomaly, nature

DQG DUWL4FH PDOH DQG IHPDOH OLIH DQG GHDWK V
by intertwining organic, natural and fantastical el ements that open

a window to her world view.

5HFHQWO\ VKH VKRZHG DW WKH 2UODQGR OXVHXP
OXVHXP RI 3BKRWRJUDSKLF $UWV +ROO\ZRRG $UW DQG
and Grant Wahlquist gallery, Interloc gallery, and Moss Galleries

here in Maine. Her work was shown in a two-person show at the

Center for Maine Contemporary Art in 2017. In recent years, her

work has been featuredin 9R\DJH ODJD]J]LQH +\SHUDOOHUJLF O
$UWV -RXUQDO 6H\PRG PDIJGHIJWHHY LQ WKH VKDGH
VXUYH\ RI VRXWK )ORULGD DUW

CALEB TANKERSLEYLVY WKH DXWKRU RI WKH VWRU\ FROOHFWLRQDb

6LQ (PWHQPQHU RI WKH 3HUPDIURVWH%RWRN 3UL]H DQGb

Works the Night Shift. +LV ZULWLQJ FD Q &DHJ YRIXIQTK HQ b

&LPDUURQ 5HYLHZ b+D\GHQ V )HUU\ 5HYLHZ b3XHUWR GHO 6RO b6\FDPRUH
Review, DQG RWKHU PDJD]LQHYV +H LV DQ $VVLVWDQW 3URIHVVRU DW

the University of St. Thomas and serves as Managing Director

IRU 6SOLW /LS 3UHVV

JEREMY THURLOW:s a unique voice in today’s musical scene:

innovative, soulful, lyrical; with deep roots in th e ancient but

YHU\ PXFK RI WRGD\ 'HVFULEHG E\ +HQUL 'XWLOOHX][
seductive... with real freshness, lightness, and in novative élan’,

KLVbPXVLF KDV EHHQ SHUIRUPHG E\ WKH %%& 3KLO
JLW]ZLOOLDP DQG .UHXW]JHU 4XDUWHWYV S$URQRZLW
6LQJHUVY G6HTXHQ]D DQG 3HWHU 6KHSSDUG 6NDHUYH
RWKHUV DQG zZDV DZDUGHG WKH *HRUJH %XWWHUZRU
ZRUN LQFOXGHVbFRQFHUWRY IRU FHOOR 5XWH DQG QD
ZRUNV LQVSLUHG E\ 9LUJLQLD :RROI -RKQ .HDWV DQ
Tagore, and a portrait of Orfordness’ historic ligh thouse. He is

FXUUHQWO\ ZULWLQJ DQ RSHUD Thdwgtatefl® Q 'LQD 1D\HU
refugee b+LV ZULWLQJV LQFOXGH D PRQRJUDSK RQ +HQUL
D VWXG\ RI OH¥YWDH®R MWbH & +2H \EHIRD[GFDVWY RQ % % &
5DGLR DQG DOVR SHUIRUPV DV D SLDQLVW HVSHF
PXVLF b-HUHP\ 7TKXUORZ LV D )HOORZ RI 5RELQVRQ &RC
RI &DPEULGJH b



LUISA TURUANI is is a multidisciplinary Italian artist; she

participated in various residencies: Duplex (Lisbon , 2025); Dialogos

3DUW 6L[ 1DLUREL 6\QFURQLFLW\ &KLQD 7K
DZDUGVY DQG JUDQWYVY QFWP H O DUWH $-5 -WDOLDQ
$UWH /DJXQD 2SHUD 9LYD %DUULHUD GL OLODQR &RF
3UL]JH 1RFLYHOOL 3UL]JH 7KH\ ZDV DOVR 4QDOLVW IF
3UL]H DQG ([LEDUW 3UL]H $PRIQDOWRK R \H BHOLLEA WILRQV
&XUYD 3XUD *DOOHU\ $RPRQG OahCupafing

SBURMHFW 6SDFH =RX]H Rkgano,2022; 7UDYHO 'LDU\

snark.art, NY, 2021; $SUWDJR@DUYN 'RPDQL 4XL 2JJL
3DOD]]R GHOOH (VSRVL]Branlal UKR/BUrg Artists,

2019; GQ-Passion for the path of art, Cardi Gallery, 2019. Among

the publications: VHFRQG (2024DiPpart of the Stedelijk

Museum Library; 222 emerging artists worth investing in (2021);
%LHQ1BRWPHGLD %RRNYV

KARI VARNER makes photographs that explore the traces of

industry and agriculture upon the landscape. She re ceived her

0)$ IURP :DVKLQIJWRQ 8QLYHUVLW\ LQ 6W /RXLV DQG KHU %)$ IURP WKH
University of Denver. Her work has been exhibited at the Herbert

) -RKQVRQ OXVHXP .HPSHU $UW OXVHXP DQG 3DODFH O0OXVHXP

Bourbon del Monte among others. Support for her work has been

SURYLGHG E\ /LJKW :RUN 7KH 3X]Q )RXQGDWLRQ DQG VKH KDV UHFHLYHG
UHVLGHQFLHY DQG IHOORZVKLSV IURP :R*RUG &ROOHJH 7KH —QVWLWXWH IRU
Electronic Arts, Low Season, Millay Arts Kimmel Har ding Nelson and

is currently the artist in residence for the Erie C  anal. She is currently

a lecturer in photography at Binghamton University.

LILAN YANG (b. Chongging, China) is an artist and experimenta |

40PPDNHU 5RRWHG LQ WKH PDWHULDOLW\ RI PP 40P
H[SORUHV WKH 5X[ RI PLIJUDWLRQ WKH GHFD\ RI PFH
LOQWULFDFLHY RI SHUFHSWLRQ <DQJ V 40PV KDYH
LQVWLWXWLRQV LQFOXGLQJ WKH 5-6" OXVHXP )R[\ 3UF
OHW ZLWK LQVWDOODWLRQV DW IHVWLYDOV VXFK D
JHVWLYDO $OFKHP\ )LOP ORYLQJ -PDJH )HVWLYDO I
$:$5( )LOP JHVWLYDO $ UHFLSLHQW RI WKH $ZDUG IR
—-PDJH )RUXP )LOP )HVWLYDO <DQJ KDV EHHQ DZDUGF
at MASS MoCA, Boston Center for the Arts, Baltic An alog Lab,

OLOOD\ $UWV DQG - 3DUN )RXQGDWLRQ DPRQJ RWKH
ODVWHU RI )LQH $UWV IURP WKH 5KRGH -VODQG 6FK
Bachelor of Science in Computer Engineering from the University

of Illinois, Urbana-Champaign, and currently reside s in Boston,

Massachusetts.



Millay Arts

Millay Arts supports the work and creative process of multidisciplinary artists

through a range of residencies that enrich lives an d communities locally and
globally. We are committed to prioritizing diversit y, equity, and inclusion. We
believe that the role of art and artists is essenti al to a just and habitable
society. Artists and their works forge connection, challenge boundaries and

UH5HFW D PXOWLSOLFLW\ RI YRLFHV WKDW UHYHDO ZKDW LW
today. The gift of time and space is vital to creat e work that acts as a crucial
catalyst for transformational change and evolution.
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Our 2024 Residents

APRIL

Tanushree Baidya,

. ) Lilan Yang Johanna Keller Flores, Elliot

AI|§on Espach, Angeles C_:ossm, e, = Gacer
Kei Ito, Hannah Krista Knight, VEres Gamm Sics. 9EiE
Kingsley-Ma, Cora Lewis, AUGUST Todd:
Juyi Mao, Wesley Aimee K. Pivali Bhattach
Weissberg Michel, Ayanah L'Y"’_" - attacharya,

Moor, Kirtan anie L>annon, OCTOBER

Nautival. Dina Adam Linn, Hiram
MAY y ' Perez, Sreshtha ODXQLFD 'HYL .K L O'Q

Nayeri, Caleb - . -

. Tankersle Sen, Jessica Seigel, Mary Hanrahan, William
Wally Gunn, Carrie Ja T:]/’ | Charles Tisa; Jae, Karen Mok, M Slater,
Hall, Monet Hurst- eremy nuriow s TR
Mendoza, Erin
Jin Mei O’Malley, JULY SEPTEMBER
Raychael Stine, Kari _ NOVEMBER
Izzy Ampil,

Varner

JUNE

Ahmad Almallah,

Daniel Giordano,
Kamden Hilliard,
Vera Ivanova,

Brooke Moyse,
Mathew Weitman,

Candace Clement,
Frances Choe (F.E.

Choe), Alyson Mosquera
Dutemple, Caprice Gray,

Catharina Coenen, Rebecca
Emily Darling, Patrick
Earl Hammie, Kaitlin Hsu,

Thank you to our Generous Sponsors

Dorinne Kondo, Jessica

Mosher
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