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Introduction
Emily Zimmerman — Director, Jacob Lawrence Gallery

Amidst the protests following the announcement of Executive Order 13769— a travel 
ban which barred entry into the United States for immigrants from seven predominantly 
Muslim countries—signs inked with lines from Warsan Shire’s poem “Home” began to 
appear at protests in demonstrations worldwide, lines such as “Nobody leaves home 
unless home chases you.” In an era of post-truth politics, alternative facts, junktime1, 
and weaponized irony, the response seems to indicate a renewed allegiance to dense 
meaning grounded in the poetic form. Untold Passage presents the work of visual artists 
recovering the unwritten histories of immigrant communities alongside the work of 
contemporary poets representing the unquantifiable aspects of those experiences. It takes 
up the politics of narrative that structure the representations of our world in words, the 
interface between visual arts and poetry, and visual artists’ increased interest in the tools of 
historiography and ethnography in the recuperation of lost narratives. The exhibition’s title 
holds a doubled meaning: untold, referring to that which is incalculable and unarticulated, 
and passage, pointing not only to the movement of bodies but also a fragment of text. Untold 
Passage features the work of the faculty and alumni of the University of Washington’s 
School of Art + Art History + Design broaching questions of immigration, including 
Zhi Lin, Mary Ann Peters, Rodrigo Valenzuela, and collaborative duo X Y X, as well as 
poets from two of Seattle’s poetry presses, Stacey Tran + Becky Win (Gramma Poetry 
Press), Ocean Vuong, and Javier Zamora (Copper Canyon Press). 

The artists in Untold Passage take up the tools of historians and ethnographers to recover 
under-attended to histories and present-day realities to unveil that which is actively 
repressed from our cultural consciousness. It is not surprising then that plumbing the 
depths of land and sea is one of the pervasive metaphors running throughout the 
exhibition, whether it be the five sounding weights found in Mary Ann Peters’ impossible 
monument (telltale) from 2017, an instrument that was once used to measure oceanic 
depth, or the incantation that calls for “the piercing of the earth” in the sound component 
of Becky Win & Stacey Tran’s Here, the Fruit Falls from the Tree and Rots from 2017. 
In this catalog you will find an essay by Justen Waterhouse, descriptions of each of the 
works included in Untold Passage, installation photographs, a selection of immigration 
stories of gathered from Untold Passage: Revealing an online space created by Deep 
Space, followed by a section of the catalog that shows what the exhibition would 
look like in its archival form, reduced down to an assortment of receipts, emails, floor 
plans, and reviews, in order to demonstrate the flattening violence of the archive. In 
bringing these artworks and poems together into a constellatory reading, Untold Passage 
seeks to create space for other narratives of cultural identity and memory to be nurtured.
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1. “Junktime happens when information is not power, but comes as pain. Acceleration is yesterday’s 
delusion... The question is: is this cult of presence revitalizing  Heideggerian ideas about Dasein 
in the age of task rabbits and Amazon Turkers?” Steyerl, Hito. “The Terror of Total Dasein.” Dis 
Magazine: http://dismagazine.com/discussion/78352/the-terror-of-total-dasein-hito-steyerl/
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Crossing Distances
Justen Waterhouse

 
Classical Chinese poetry functions in a special place in Chinese cultural history. In 
imperial China, the strength of a person’s character, intellectual standing, and aptitude 
could be determined by the poetry he wrote. There was little distinction between 
an honorable civil servant, a literati, and a moral adjudicator—if he had the ability to 
write poetry. Looking over an impossible conglomeration of peoples and provinces, 
the pleasure of the intellect in his largely illiterate nation was calligraphy and poetry, 
which helped to reinforce a literate elite that shared a common culture. Classical poetry 
gives insight to this cultural process of the cultivated scholar-class. So much of a nation 
depends on this history of poetry. So much depends on poetry to cross distances within 
a nation.

Distance and travel is key to understanding China’s literary history. The literati elite 
could be gathered from even the most remote provinces, crossing the vast territories 
maintained by imperial China. And central to this cultural engine is the empire’s long 
history of imperial exams, which qualified the literate and cultured for coveted gov-
ernment careers. The father-figure of the nation, the emperor, sometimes administered 
these exams himself. And in response to the father, one finds an equally long history of 
rural families sending away their most promising minds to win for their family the social 
and economic advantages of the privileged class. It is no different than today; Asian 
parents send their sons and daughters away to American universities in order to win a 
seat at the table of Western culture. 

Within this history of travel and poetry, there is a particular theme that runs through 
the dynasties. All those young poets left home to pursue the path of imperial service. 
The further toward their goal, the further behind they left their hometowns. Home-
sickness. Longing. There is a quiet history of these poems, often written in lone, con-
templative moments, outside of the noise of the literary canon.

One poem stands out in this tradition: “Quiet Night Thought” by Li Bai, a late 
Tang-dynasty scholar. It is poetic irony that it is now the first piece of literature Chinese 
children learn in school.

低　　舉　　疑　　床
頭　　頭　　是　　前
思　　望　　地　　明
故　　明　　上　　月
鄉　　月　　霜　　光

Bright moonlight before my bed,
And it seems to me as frost on the floor.
I raise my head and gaze longingly at the moon.
I lower my head and remember my hometown.
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So much depends upon what poetry brings together in observation. The poet’s long 
gaze crosses the unassailable distance separating him from the home, and holds in 
observation all the memories left behind. Alone in his room, the poet reaches across the 
distance he has traveled—and in this way mirrors the same distance negotiated by the 
poetry that crosses the nation. So much rests on what poetry brings together in 
observation because so much in life begins with separation. It begs the question: Is 
separation the motivation of poetics? Does poetry negotiate the distance between 
people and histories as well as between words?

Certainly on a syntactical level poetry negotiates the distances between words; words 
that normally wouldn’t be associated or considered together are drawn together to 
constitute new relationships. Outside of poetry, language serves a rather rote functionality. 
But in a poem language can be a feral leap between words and ideas, bypassing ordinary 
logic. Words that otherwise cannot be seen together are thrown into close proximity. 
Strangers become lovers; migrants become familiars. When considering the history of 
separation and displacement on its own, one can see also the underlying motivations of 
poetry. The purpose of poetry, in the face of all other writing, is to cut across distances—
distances of land, history, and even the ordinary linguist logic that rules culture and thought. 
I put this forward so strongly only because of other poets, who write with a profound 
sense of separation, talk about this. On the other side of the globe—the Caribbean 
islands—poets like Edouard Glissant see the poetry of an enslaved people separated 
from their history and origin as a particular response to this profound estrangement. It 
is worth considering separation experienced within a nationality, as well as the separation 
experienced because you have no coherent sense of history or your placement in the 
world. As historian Michael Dash puts it: “History itself ultimately emerges as a fantasy 
particular to the Western imagination in its pursuit of a discourse that legitimizes its 
power and condemns other cultures to the periphery.” It is an alienation without any 
real means of restoration. For Glissant, poetry and language for a people so displaced 
from their origins become a means to question and constitute the very formation of 
relationships and identity: “We abandon the idea of fixed being.” 

In poetry, so much begins with what has already been separated. In the corners of 
literature where particular histories of separation exist, poetry can cross distances of 
logic and a sense of belonging. And though poetry may never truly restore us to a 
homeland we left behind, it is at least the attempt in turning alienation into song. 
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Zhi Lin created the piece titled On November 3rd along Pacific Avenue in 
Tacoma (work in progress) (2017). A 24-ft pencil drawing on paper, this serves as a study for 
a 30-ft mixed medium hand scroll painting, that recounts the history of the expulsion 
of the Chinese residents from Tacoma in 1885. With incredible accuracy, the drawing 
depicts the route along Pacific Avenue by which they were forced to leave the city. 
The historical figures of the Chinese workers are depicted in the modern architecture 
of Tacoma to point to the relevancy of this narrative for today, with the enlarged scale 
of the figures representing the magnitude of this little-known history, while the faces of 
the Chinese workers are concealed, just as their story has been suppressed historically. 
Throughout the length of the drawing are interwoven allegorical scenes of conflict 
between animals such as hawks, dogs, cats, and pigeons. Zhi Lin has been researching 
the history of the Chinese expulsion from Tacoma for a while, and in the past a year 
and a half he devoted his focus on the facts around the infamous event. The drawing is 
presented alongside some of Lin’s research materials including an 1885 insurance map 
of Tacoma and a series of historical documents. The map (from the Library of Congress) 
shows the route by which the Chinese immigrants were forced out of the city and is 
marked with the important landmarks as listed in a city directory and an insurance map 
from 1885 (both from the Northwest Room in the Tacoma Public Library). The historic 
documents include: a telegram sent by Chinese migrants driven out of Tacoma to the 
Consular General of China in San Francisco (Ching Gee Hee Paper, UW Libraries 
Special Connections); a Federal Prosecutor’s indictment of the 31 leading perpetrators 
of the Expulsion of the Chinese from Tacoma (Frontier Justice File, Washington State 
Archives, Bellevue College); and Addendum to the letter from Governor Squire to 
Secretary of the Interior (Governor Squire Paper,1885. UW Libraries Special 
Connections). Through his painstaking research process, Lin takes up the methodologies 
of a historian to present an event rarely integrated into historical narratives of Tacoma.

Zhi Lin received both his undergraduate and graduate education at the China Academy 
of Arts. He further finished his graduate degrees at the Slade School of Fine Art in 
England, and the University of Delaware in the States. Since the violent suppression 
of student demonstrations at Beijing Tiananmen Square in 1989, his work has been a 
visual exploration of the patterns of violence, intolerance, injustice, and complicity in 
public behavior. He has had over thirty solo shows, and participated in more than 140 
group exhibitions on both sides of the Atlantic and in China. His works are included 
in many museum collections in the United States, Great Britain, and China, notably the 
Princeton University Art Museum, the Frye Art Museum, and the Oxford University 
Ashmolean Museum of Art and Archeology. He has been a recipient of many prestigious 
national, international, and academic awards, grants, fellowships and recognitions. 
Currently, he holds an appointment as Professor of Painting and Drawing at the University 
of Washington School of Art + Art History + Design, and is an affiliated faculty at the 
China Studies Program, University of Washington Jackson School of International Studies.
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Mary Ann Peters created three new pieces following a residency 
at the Camargo Foundation in Cassis, France where she conducted archival research 
into the histories of immigrant communities. impossible monument (telltale) is the latest 
in her impossible monument series devoted to “everyday events and objects that deserve 
reverence, but most likely will never be acknowledged.” The piece is composed of a 
sail that bears decorative motifs drawn from Middle Eastern architecture, five sounding 
leads once used to measure oceanic depth, and the gold-hued foil of survival blankets. 
The sail unfurls in baroque folds across the floor of the gallery, resonating with the 
multiplying forms of the arabesque patterns on the surface of the sail. Politically, the 
piece points to what has been lost to history: “To date every UNESCO world heritage 
site in Syria has been damaged or destroyed. Descriptions of these sites live in the 
memory of the people forced to leave the country.” Bookends consists of two pieces of 
glycerin soap engraved with country codes for Lebanon and Syria on one side, and 
the letters S.O.S on the other. In this piece, Peters reflects on the crucial role that cell 
phones play in the lives of refugees. “As one migrant described, the phone numbers 
are the most cherished item he carries.… There are over 5 million Syrian citizens who 
have fled the country. They depend on their ability to phone home to maintain their 
connections, even when their homes are destroyed.” Over time the glycerin soap begins 
to sweat, much like human skin. Presented alongside these works are two drawings: this 
trembling turf (echo) from 2016 and this trembling turf (the waters) from 2017, both white 
ink on black clayboard. this trembling turf (echo) follows the readings of ground-based 
sensing techniques used by archaeologists to detect objects under the soil, in this case 
referencing a golf course in Beirut disputed to be the site of a mass grave. this trembling 
turf (the waters) charts the tumultuous psychological reality embedded in the confrontation 
of sea travel. Peters states: “What can’t be described fully is the terror experienced by 
those who have never been in a boat, don’t live near water and can’t swim. The efforts 
of rescue operations include addressing the psychological fallout of the experience.”

Mary Ann Peters is an artist whose combined studio work, installations, public art 
projects, and arts activism have made noted contributions to the Northwest and the 
larger U.S. for over 30 years. Most recently, her work has focused on the overlap of 
contemporary events with splintered histories in the Middle East. Her awards include 
the 2015 Stranger Genius Award in Visual Art, a 2013 Art Matters Foundation research 
grant, the MacDowell Colony Pollock Krasner Fellowship (2011), the Civita Institute 
Fellowship (2004), and the Behnke Foundation Neddy Award in Painting (2000). She 
is a founder of CoCA (Center on Contemporary Art), a recipient of the Artist Trust 
Leadership and Arts Award, and a former board member and board president of NCFE 
(National Campaign for Freedom of Expression), the seminal group who defended 
artist rights and the First Amendment during the Helms era. She is currently a board 
member of On the Boards. She lives and works in Seattle, Washington.
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Stacey Tran + Becky Win have collaborated to create 
a new installation, Here, Fruit Falls from the Tree and Rots (2017). The piece, composed 
of four organza panels painstakingly embroidered with organza thread and three audio 
channels, combines the immigration stories of both poets’ parents.  Beginning on the 
left side of the room, the first panel begins with the embroidery focused at the top of 
the panel in a deep red thread, bearing the line “push your foot against the ground,” 
that repeated again and again. Next to this panel is an audio piece containing phrases 
circulate around ideas of the ground and what it means to be grounded: “A sense of 
reason, motive, meaning, source, origin, cause, in the electrical sense, connection with 
the earth. A place where one takes position. To push up daisies, be dead and buried. 
To stand one’s ground. Bottom, foundation, surface of the earth. Also abyss, hell, bottom 
of the sea.” The piece progresses clockwise to two panels bearing columns of light 
pink words on the central wall, the first panel opening with the question: “Push your 
foot against the ground, does it push back?”  The second panel on this wall carries fewer 
words placed not in lines, but in clusters across the panel: “She pushes/against/the 
ground/the ground/pushes back/and grows/into a garden/where his/daughters pick 
fruit.” The companion audio piece on this wall incants: “Quail egg white, eyes unraveled, 
yellow heart, pile of gravel. The body washes the body. Chest open, barrel full of arrows. 
To walk away unplagued, adult man pours milk into beer mug.” The piece completes 
on the right wall with the sewn text sinking to the bottom of the panel, becoming 
more difficult to read, and gradually fading out to white, while the final line of the 
audio ends with the title of the piece, drawing attention to the negative qualities of 
over-abundance, “here fruit falls from the tree and rots.” 

Stacey Tran is a writer based in Portland, Oregon. Tran’s writing has been published 
recently in diaCRITICS, Jubilat, and Pinwheel. She is the founder/host of Tender Table, 
a storytelling series about food, family, identity, and a platform for voices of women of 
color and gender non-conforming people of color living in the Pacific Northwest. Her 
first full-length book, Soap for the Dogs, will be published by Gramma in 2018. 

Becky Win is a poet and performance artist living in Portland, Oregon. She is a 
contributing editor for Gramma Poetry and a collaborating artist with Eyedrop VR.
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Rodrigo Valenzuela shot Barefoot Memories (2012) while he 
was a student at the University of Washington School of Art + Art History + Design. 
For the film, Valenzuela recorded over 100 hours of interviews with migrant workers 
waiting in line at Casa Latina for jobs. Over the course of these interviews the individuals 
reveal intimate details about their lives and the conditions of their immigration to the 
United States. Meditations on Land (2013) is a performance piece that references Goya’s 
famous image, A Giant (sometimes called The Colossus). Over the course of the video, 
a large central figure sifts and beats the earth with his hands causing a haze of dust to 
rise up around him. The video Here (2013) begins focused on a very specific point on a 
xeroxed black and white image of a desert landscape, the landscape scored by the seams 
between the pages. As the camera slowly pulls back, Valenzuela’s finger becomes visible, 
pointing to a specific place within the landscape. As the camera retreats even further, 
we are shown that the black and white desert landscape is situated within brightly 
colored setting of a forest, juxtaposing the real and the representational. 

Rodrigo Valenzuela was born in 1982 in Santiago, Chile, and lives and works between 
Seattle, Washington, and Los Angeles, California. He completed an art history degree 
at the University of Chile in 2004, BA in Philosophy at The Evergreen State College 
in 2010, and an MFA at University of Washington in 2012. Recent residencies include 
Core Fellowship at the Museum of Fine Arts, Houston (Texas); Skowhegan School of 
Painting and Sculpture (Maine); MacDowell Colony (New Hampshire); and Bemis 
Center for Contemporary Arts (Nebraska). Recent solo exhibitions include Lisa 
Kandlhofer Galerie, Vienna (2016); Ulrich Museum of Art, Wichita State University 
(2016); Art Museum of the University of Memphis (2016); Klowdenmann Gallery, 
Culver City (2016); David Shelton Gallery, Houston (2016); Frye Art Museum, Seattle 
(2015); and Museo de Arte Contemporaneo, Santiago (2015). Valenzuela is currently 
a fellow at the Drawing Center open session program and in autumn 2017 joins the 
University of California, Los Angeles as Assistant Professor in Art.



Immigrant Haibun
The road that leads me to you is safe
even when it runs into oceans.
Edmond Jabés

*
Then, as if breathing, the sea swelled beneath us. If
you must know anything, know the hardest task is
to live only once. That a woman on a sinking ship
becomes a life raft – no matter how soft her skin.
While I slept, he burned his last violin to keep my
feet warm. He lay beside me and placed a word on
the nape of my neck, where it melted into a bead
of whiskey. Gold rust ran down my back. We had
been sailing for months. Salt in our sentences. We
had been sailing – but the edge of the world was
nowhere in sight.

*
When we left it, the city was smoldering. Otherwise
it was a perfect spring morning. White Hyacinths
gasped in the embassy lawn. The sky was
September-blue and the pigeons went on pecking
at bits of bread scattered from the bombed
bakery. Broken baguettes. Crushed croissants. 
Gutted cars. A carousel spinning its blackened horses. 
He said the shadow of missiles growing larger on the 
sidewalk looked like god playing an air piano above 
us. He said There is so much I need to tell you.

*
Stars. Or rather, the drains of heaven – waiting.
Little holes. Little centuries opening just long
enough for us to slip through. A machete on the
deck left out to dry. My back turned to him. My
feet in the eddies. He crouched beside me, his
breath a misplaced weather. I let him cup a handful
of the sea into my hair and wring it out. The
smallest pearls – and all for you. I open my eyes.
His face between my hands, wet as a cut. If we
make it to shore, he says, I will name our son after
this water. I will learn to love a monster. He smiles.
A white hyphen where his lips should be. There are
seagulls above us. There are hands fluttering
between the constellations, trying to hold on.

*
The fog lifts. And we see it. The horizon – suddenly
gone. An aqua sheen to the hard drop. Clean and
merciful – just like he wanted. Just like the fairy
tales. The one where the book closes and turns to
laughter in our laps. I pull the mast to full sail. He

throws my name into the air. I watch the syllables
crumble into pebbles across the deck.

*
Furious roar. The sea splitting at the bow. He
watches it open like a thief staring into his own
heart: all bones and splintered wood. Waves rising
on both sides. The ship encased in liquid walls.
Look! he says, I see it now! He’s jumping up and
down. He’s kissing the back of my wrists as he
clutches the wheel. He laughs but his eyes betray
him. He laughs despite knowing he has ruined
every beautiful thing just to prove that beauty
cannot change him. And here’s the kicker: there’s a
cork where the sunset should be. It was always
there. There’s a ship made from toothpicks and
superglue. There’s a ship in a wine bottle on the
mantel in the middle of a Christmas party – 
eggnog spilling from red Solo cups. But we 
keep sailing anyway. We keep standing at the bow.
A wedding cake couple encased in glass. The water
so still now. The water is like air, like hours.
Everyone’s shouting or singing and he can’t tell
whether this song is for him – or the burning rooms
he mistook for childhood. Everyone’s dancing while
a tiny man and woman are stuck inside a green bottle 
thinking someone is waiting at the end of their lives 
to say Hey! You didn’t have to go this far. Why did you go 
this far? Just as a baseball bat crashes through the world.

*
If you must know anything, know you were born
because no one else was coming. The ship rocked
as you swelled inside me: love’s echo hardening
into a boy. Sometimes I feel like an ampersand. I
wake up waiting for the crush. Maybe the body is
the only question an answer can’t extinguish. How
many kisses have we crushed to our lips in prayer –
only to pick up the pieces? If you must know the
best way to understand a man is through your
teeth. Once, I swallowed the rain through a whole
green thunderstorm. Hours lying on my back, my
girlhood open. The field everywhere beneath me.
How sweet. That rain. How something that lives
only to fall can be nothing but sweet. Water whittled 
down to intention. Intention into nourishment. 
Everyone can forget us – as long as you remember.

*
 Summer in the mind.
God opens his other eye:
 two moons in the lake.

 “Immigrant Haibun” in Ocean Vuong, Night Sky with Exit Wounds.
Port Townsend: Copper Canyon Press, 2016.
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Ocean Vuong offers “Immigrant Haibun” in his Forward prize-
nominated collection of poems, Night Sky with Exit Wounds, describing a couple’s 
exodus by ship from a war-torn city.  A haibun is a form of writing originating from 
Japan that combines the forms of prose and a haiku, with the haiku portion of the 
piece bearing an oblique relationship to the rest of the text. “Immigrant Haibun” draws 
out the ways that memories of displacement are written on the body and how the body 
contributes to a will to survive. At one point toward the end of “Immigrant Haibun” the 
speaker reflects, “Maybe the body is the only question an answer can’t extinguish.” The 
poem ends on a note of human generation and the power of testimony with the line, 
“Everyone can forget us as long as you remember.”

Poet and essayist Ocean Vuong is the author of the best-selling, Night Sky with Exit 
Wounds, winner of the Whiting Award and Thom Gunn Award, finalist for Forward 
Prize for Best First Collection, the Kate Tufts Discovery Award, the Lamda Literary 
Prize, and was named by the New York Times as a Top 10 Book of 2016. A Ruth Lilly 
fellow from the Poetry Foundation, his honors include fellowships from the Lannan 
Foundation, the Civitella Ranieri Foundation, The Elizabeth George Foundation, 
The Academy of American Poets, and the Pushcart Prize. Vuong’s writings have been 
featured in The Atlantic, The Nation, New Republic, The New Yorker, The New York Times, 
The Village Voice, and American Poetry Review, the latter of which awarded him the 
Stanley Kunitz Prize for Younger Poets. Ocean has been profiled on NPR’s “All Things 
Considered,” PBS NewsHour, Teen Vogue, VICE, The Fantastic Man, and The New 
Yorker. Born in Saigon, Vietnam, he now lives in Northampton, Massachusetts, where 
he serves as an Assistant Professor in the MFA Program for Poets and Writers at the 
University of Massachusetts at Amherst. 
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X Y X created a new series of three prints with the words “BONA FIDE 
ME” embossed into the surface. The piece takes up the Supreme Court decision on 
June 26th, 2017, temporarily barring entry of foreign nationals from seven Muslim-
majority countries that are not able to make a “credible claim of a bona fide relationship 
with a person or entity in the United States.” In particular, “BONA FIDE ME” queries the 
immigration order that overturns Obama administration policies by refusing asylum 
to LGBTQ+ populations that seek amnesty from countries of origin where they face 
persecution. X Y X’s Bona Fide Me cites the use of ambiguous phrases such as “bona 
fide,” in which their meanings can be changed at will. The three prints quietly state 
their protest through the formal language of embossing, a form frequently used in 
official government papers such as marriage licenses and travel documents.

In 2003, post-9/11, X Y X met through a community of queer friends in the United States. 
In 2005, x asked x to marry. In 2006, x received a Green Card which enabled x to stay in 
the United States until becoming a dual citizen in 2016. They have exhibited nationally 
and internationally as individual artists; this is the first time X Y X are collaborating.



Saguaros

It was dusk for kilometers and bats in the lavender sky,
 like spiders when a fly is caught, began to appear.
And there, not the promised land but barbwire and barbwire

 with nothing growing under it. I tried to fly that dusk
after a bat said la sangre del saguaro nos seduce. Sometimes
 I wake and my throat is dry, so I drive to botanical gardens

to search for red fruits at the top of saguaros, the ones
 at dusk I threw rocks at for the sake of hunger.

But I never find them here. These bats speak English only.
 Sometimes in my car, that viscous red syrup
clings to my throat and I have to pull over—

 I also scraped needles first, then carved
those tall torsos for water, then spotlights drove me
 and thirty others dashing into paloverdes;

green-striped trucks surrounded us and our empty bottles
 rattled. When the trucks left, a cold cell swallowed us.

Javier Zamora, “Saguaros” in Unaccompanied. 
Port Townsend: Copper Canyon Press, 2017. 19

Javier Zamora immigrated to the United States from La Herradura, 
El Salvador at the age of nine. His poems continually return to the issue of temporal, 
mental, and physical borders. In his work he creates a highly personal account of 
displacement in order to draw attention to the entrenched political issues surrounding 
immigration, and to seek healing for the trauma of displacement through storytelling. 
As he states, “At the atomic level, poetry has the power to heal us through transgressions.” 
Untold Passage includes Javier Zamora’s poem Saguaros, which will be included in his 
forthcoming collection of poems from Copper Canyon in the fall of 2017. 

Javier Zamora is a 2016-2018 Wallace Stegner Fellow at Stanford University. Zamora’s 
chapbook Nueve Años Inmigrantes/Nine Immigrant Years won the 2011 Organic Weapon 
Arts Contest, and his first poetry collection, Unaccompanied, is forthcoming (Copper 
Canyon Press, fall 2017). His poetry was featured in Best New Poets 2013 and has appeared 
in American Poetry Review, Ploughshares, Poetry magazine, Kenyon Review, and New Republic. 
In 2016, he received a Barnes and Noble Writer for Writer’s Award and the Ruth Lilly 
and Dorothy Sargent Rosenberg Poetry Fellowship from the Poetry Foundation.
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Mary Ann Peters,
bookends, 2017,

Soap.



22

from left:

Mary Ann Peters,
impossible monument (telltale), 2017,

Watercolor, survival blanklet, 
aluminum, sailcloth.

Mary Ann Peters,
this trembling turf (echo), 2016,

White ink on black clayboard.
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Mary Ann Peters,
this trembling turf (echo), 2016,

White ink on black clayboard.
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Mary Ann Peters,
this trembling turf (the waters), 2017,

White ink on black clayboard.
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from left:

Zhi Lin,
Research map: Tacoma 1885, 2017,

Ballpoint pen on post notes, marker
 and inkjet print on paper.

Zhi Lin,
On November 3rd along 

Pacific Avenue in Tacoma 
(work in progress), 2017,

Pencil on paper.
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from left:

Rodrigo Valenzuela,
Meditations on Land, 2013,

HD Video.

Rodrigo Valenzuela,
Here, 2013,
HD Video.

Rodrigo Valenzuela,
Barefoot Memories, 2012,

Digital Video.
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Becky Win & Stacey Tran,
Here, Fruit Falls from the Tree and Rots, 2017,

Silk thread on silk organza.
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 X Y X,
Bona Fide Me, 2017,

Embossed paper.
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Untold Passage: Revealing
Untold Passage: Revealing is presented by Deep Space (deepspace.place) from July 7 to
August 18th, 2017. The following stories were contributed by individuals in response to the 
question, “what’s one thing you would like people to know about your immigration story?”

When I came in United States in 1987 then i was married only for 10 months and was 
pregnant with my first child. I was nervous and excited. I worked in a company for twelve 
years and then helped my husband in his business. I have four beautiful kids and they are all 
grown up and doing good in their fields. I gained and lost a lot by coming here. I came in 
this country as an immigrant 30 years ago but never thought it this way but now i do.

that my parents wanted what was best for our family, but i’m constantly wondering if 
it really was what was “the best.” my sister and i were uprooted, torn away from family 
ties. forced to start over in a place that was hostile to us. we spent much of our teen 
years trying so hard to assimilate, to cover up our dirty immigrant tracks, to erase any 
signs of foreignness...

but i know that life would’ve been difficult for us in our home country too--a lack of 
jobs, more limiting for women and their careers, the overcrowding.

i am about the same age that my mom was when they decided to immigrate to america. 
could i do the same thing she did, to abandon everything she knew in search for some-
thing better for my family? without knowing the language, with the sinking feeling that 
they will look down on me because i am different?
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저는 1997 년 7 살이었습니다. I can recall only 3 vivid memories of the experience. 
하나, plane 타기였다. 내가 무슨 일이 일어 났는지 완전히 understand 못했다고하더라도 
나는 운명의 감정을 기억하고있다. 나는 내 abc를 몰랐다. 내 older sister 는 흥분했다. 그
녀는 친구들에게 그녀가 미국인이 될 것이라고 말하면서 너무 흥분했습니다. All I could 
think about was 매일 내가 가족을 만나는 것을 얼마나 그리울 지. 언니 랑 나는 한국의 
pollution 인해 breathe 곤란을 겪었 기 때문에 우리는 주로 이사했습니다. 나는 parents 
모든 것을 버리고, 나라로 이사하고, 새로운 언어를 배우고, 아이들을 위해서 완전히 삶을 
시작하는 것이 얼마나 brave 믿을 수 없습니다. 내가 할 수 있을지 모르겠다. 나는 우리가 
남한에 머물렀다면 내 삶이 얼마나 다른지 궁금해. I sometimes wish we did. 나는 인종 
discrimination 참아 내지 못했을 것이다.

that there is a constant process of finding home no matter where you go.

it travels with me everyday

Long, 
exhausting, 
don’t remember my immigration anymore.
Is it finished?

My parents left Mexico more than 20 years ago. Being undocumented has caged them. 
Mama y Papa, you came for freedom. But your wings were cut short the moment you 
learned that the country that birthed you, you can no longer return to.  Orgullosamente 
hija de immigrantes. My childhood has been weaved with the stories of  your sacrifices. 
I’ve become angry and impatient with this country and its immigration policies. I want to 
remind you that I am living a life with purpose for you. Que la lucha sigue. 

In immigrating to America from South Korea, my father broke his mother’s heart. He 
was her first-born son and was, according to Korean tradition, supposed to stay and care 
for her. As a result, his mother would mail him long, soul-wrenching cassette tapes of 
her speaking, remorsefully, bitterly, heartbreakingly. These tapes would travel across the 
ocean and arrive at the small apartment he shared with his wife and two young girls. My 
father would listen to her voice--deprecating, coaxing, accusing him--in the cramped kitchen 
of his first apartment long into the night. His success in America was laced with regret.
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C O L O P H O N

Design by Eli Kahn and installation photography by Ripple Fang.
Risograph printing by Cold Cube Press in Seattle, Washington.
Fluorescent Pink and Federal Blue are used in various opacities. 
Primary typefaces are 12 pt. Bembo Regular and Harboro Soft.

This single edition was printed for the exhibition Untold Passage, at the Jacob
 Lawrence Gallery, University of  Washington from July 7 to August 17, 2017. 
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