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there’s no backing track for this introduction_
there’s no swirling patterns this time. here is here.
w
e
l
c
o
m
e
to our space

arts space

to outer _S_P_A_C_E_

this issue of RALLY is a moment in time
a final entry in our 1st year as a zine
a year -- not cohesive, but |CLOSING_|.
this is a bridge into our next foray against THE MACHINE.
This is a radical awakening of instability in their stability system.
This is a * * * C O N S T E L L A T I O N * * * of images / a collection
that DEMANDS TO BE SEEN

This is a flicker.

THIS IS THE FLICKER.
can you catch it catch you can

r

^ \

UFE-(UN) CHANai N6
REBECCA. MCL AREN
You s i t cross-legged and mosquito-bitten i n a s t e r i l e gymnasium at
Jesus camp, watching two young adults preach rehearsed s c r i p t s
about self-love. Their chests f l a r e and t h e i r smiles glow bright
with a warmth that says everything w i l l be okay.

E l e c t r i c i t y j o l t s randomly through the room i n zig-zags. Lightning
h i t s j i t knocks the wind out of you.
And for now.
You feel i t .
Perched on a squeaky barstool i n your mother's kitchen, short videos
glow from a worn laptop. A disgruntled man h u r l s disgust at a camera,
r e c i t i n g slam poetry about human destruction and the environment.
It's as i f you never knew things were that bad. His sharp words s l i c e
and bite your s k i n .
You start to bleed. You l i c k the wound.
And for now.
You f e e l i t .
You march to work and horizonta l feet coated xn grey dust catch the
corner of your eye. You trace legs and a l i v i n g corpse on the sxde of
" t y s t r e e L , an/your next breath clogs your l - ^ g s . Pu^^s.^^^^^^^
S p s as zombies rush around forgotten souls, your mxnd screams,
desperate for help.
He pets h i s t i r e d dog with s k i n burnt l i k e bacon. Tears burn i n the
back of your eyes a l l the same.
.And

for now,

^

140-character praises for a blonde g i r l from another school b]d.nk
rapidly between phone screens. The two gorgeous j u n i o r s who giggled
when she stuttered pay t h e i r respects to her family. Today, the young
g i r l e x i s t s only through a f l u r r y of pictures and k i n d words
supposedly shared i n her honour.

lou check your pulse. l o u pinch your s k i n to make sure you're a l i v e .

And for now.
You f e e l i t .
You cloak yourself i n black and drive to the b u i l d i n g at the edge of
town that makes your head spin. The boys are younger than you, but
t h e i r stone faces knew just as w e l l as yours that t h i s would happen.
Every harsh word you've spat at your mother resurfaces, and you wish
you co;ild scrub them away with soap. You vow to write over them with
words of love.

And for now.
You feel i t .
For one hour, the speech by a handicapped man at a large conference
has made you believe that you can move mountains. For one day, a
single mother's struggle with poverty has made you promise that you
w i l l never take anything for granted again. For one week, the s i c k
c h i l d i n a commercial has motivated you to donate your money to f i n d
a cure. For one year, you walk on clouds and drink gallons of
dopamine that f u e l the i n s p i r a t i o n burning strong i n your heart.
But then i t f l i c k e r s . And then i t f a l t e r s .
And now,
I For merely a second, a day, a week, you were inspired. To do lou don't feel i t .
something. To be something. To become something. You were going to
save the planet. Turn your l i f e around. Start a charity. Rekindle a
relationship. Face your fears. Inspir e a nation. Save somebody.
Save yourself.

lou thought your l i f e would never be the same. l o u thought you were
changed forever, moved so deeply, and shook to the core such that
your biology i t s e l f was now different. I t was as i f your DNA had
restrung i t s e l f with a new cord and every microscopic part of your
being was set on f i r e . You burned with l i f e and with passion. For an
instance, for a moment In time, you were inspired.
_

U n t i l an unexpected f l i c k e r catches f i r e i n your heart, and for a
whole f i v e seconds, you want to change the world again.

y^^ do°n^ feel i t . Jou can't f e e l i t . Ton won't feel « ^

I Wish that once i n a while, we didn't burn out. I wish that
i n s p i r a t i o n spread l i k e a forest f i r e . That we could not stand the
heat on our flesh. That we l e t ourselves melt so we could shape into
new glass. I wish that a bite couldn't be calmed by pressing
thumbnails i n X patterns on s t i c k y legs. That a l l wounds were deep
enough to leave noticeable scars. I wish that we could follow the
maps we colour i n geography. That pinky promises were forever. That
we acted on our beliefs. That we could make r e a l change.

We l i e . For how can we t e l l ourselves that we have been moved i f we
stand i n one place? And we l i e . I n one spot on the ground, u n t i l one
day, we l i e just as s t i l l underneath the earth we supposedly "lived"
on.

—

We reach our hands up as i f we want to shake the sky. We do, but only
? ^ ! i""! """^ ^"""^ °"
P^°^s. We feel i t . We feel i t . We feel i t . ^
But i t f l i c k e r s .

DANCING IN THE DARK
PHOTO SERIES ~ ANNE S. HALL
All created with photography sessions at the black box dance studio in the School of
Arts at CSUSM.
FEATURED: Cierra Potts, Dancer, light painter, and model in the photos Abduction,
Bronze, Canary, Light Bulb, Magic, Peace, Retracing, Solo, Wandering.

FLICKER OF HOPE:
What Obama Meant to Me
Chris Morales
I wasn’t old enough to vote in 2008 or 2012. I wanted to direct films and race cars and
play Call of Duty in 2008. I had little interest in politics until I graduated high
school, at which point the passion for public service would ignite in me and cease to
extinguish. Yet, I remember 2008 and the presidential election vividly, and if I was
able to vote in 2008, I would have voted for Obama. Then I would have voted for him again
in 2012.
Obama represented the best of us. Scholars, historians, and television hosts will debate
his policies and positions, as well as their repercussions, for decades. He made
decisions that even I believe are unforgivable. The proliferated use of drones and mass
surveillance come to mind. However, for the thirteen years that I had been alive leading
up to the 2008 election, I had been raised believing in certain ideals and values. I
believed that it was my obligation to my friends, my family, and my community to embody
those ideals. Barack Obama was that embodiment.
Obama was a son to an immigrant father, as I am to my immigrant grandparents, and as
many of my friends are to their immigrant relatives. As sons and daughters of
immigrants, we owe it to those who made the sacrifices of immigrating for us to make the
best of the opportunities presented to us in this country. For me, that didn’t mean going
to school, it meant excelling at school. It didn’t mean to get in various relationships,
it meant try to raise a family. It didn’t mean work to get rich, it meant work to better
your community. In 2008, here came this up and coming senator from Illinois, with
relatively little political experience that one would expect of a presidential
candidate. How the times have changed. However, not only was he an alumnus from the
most prestigious university in the country, he was the first black president of its law
review. He had been married to the same brilliant and beautiful woman since 1992, and
had two young daughters that reminded me of my own sister. He was a community
organizer, but more important to me was that he was a professor, because people do not
become professors or teachers with the hopes of being rich. There is a deeper sense of
social responsibility in becoming a professor, and I could relate to that.

He played basketball, my favorite sport, for goodness’ sake; the potential leader of the
free world was known for breaking ankles on the court. How could I not relate to someone
like this? What I saw Obama exhibit daily was what I yearned to be. He was a man of
integrity and grace, of compassion and strength, of eloquence and empathetic
understanding. When others spoke, he listened. When others succeeded, he congratulated.
When others struggled, he encouraged. He had principles that resonated in every speech
he gave during the election season of 2008. Hope, faith, trust.

I am Catholic. I was raised in a heavily Catholic family, many of whom have strong
conservative views on policies, and antiquated ways of thinking about certain issues. I
shared in those beliefs at times. I wasn’t always in favor of same-sex marriage, or prochoice. I didn’t always have the opinions on drugs and crime as I have now. What has
remained constant in my life has been my belief in faith, and forgiveness, and loving
and trusting one another. No politician ever exhibited those traits as well as Obama did
for me, and none have yet to do better.

However, the magic of Obama’s election, and the entirety of his presidency, was his style
of leadership and the humility that exuded from it. I wrote earlier that Obama
represented the best of us, but I lied. He represented the best in us. He never claimed to
be the best of us. He never claimed that he alone could solve America’s problems, that he
alone was the solution to George Bush’s faults. His campaign slogan was “Yes WE Can,”
because stronger than my faith in him, was his faith in us. Obama was never meant to be
the flame of the progressive revolution in American politics. We were, and his mission
was to ignite us. That was selfless leadership, and in an era of fake news, of alternative
facts, of selfish leadership, Obama was America’s flicker of hope. It is our duty to fan
the flame.

A MOTH I M m

MOkNl MG

And I did nothing.
^ n J y thought of you.

^

I thought of you as the desperate, f l u t t e r i n g wings chopped up the d u l l ,
orange lamplight
And spliced i n shadows.
L i k e the shutter on a camera.
Only there was nothing worth committing to f i l m .
No radiant sunrise or breathtaking, s t a r r y sky.
Not even you.
There was only me.
Eyes wide open.
And my sleeping s i s t e r s on t h e i r spring beds and t h i n , hard mattresses.
There was only me and my thoughts of you.
Thousands of miles away.
I n a different c i t y .
Different country.
Different day.
And I couldn't, for the l i f e of me, understand why.
else could th^^r.^

"^^yyou?
~^

'

- t t I t s ancient, ioo.esprt„g3,

conxa X .can i n t . e siXX..

taps_oXt»^at*^a^^^

Of course I'd think of you.
I n t h i s moment and every moment.
Of course.
J e o a u s e t h e r e l s ^ o t h e r tine I can aniie so shanelessly.
My Sisters are sleeping.
The moth doesn't care.
And i t ' s so early i n the morning
I n t h i s clay and chipping room
^ ^ .
^
n
That not even the Muezzin has climbed the minaret staaj:-s to c a l l for
prayer.

|

MY PLASTIC PEOPLE
photo series by SEIGAR
This set belongs to my most personal and ambitious project so far. I try to give dignity
and humanity to the plastic people all around the world. As a street and travel
photographer, I have had the chance to take photos of shop windows in many cities, and
there I have found the inspiration for these images. They tell me tales and stories about
life. They always show me their human substance. Every photo creates a fantasy. Their
faces, looks, eyes, clothes, shadows, and reflections portray them as the modern society.

“Hey There, Little Bird”
RHIANNON|RIPLEY
@csusm_nature

Today was a very bad day.
Will tommorrow be the same?
You look like you need a
friend right about now.

I don’t need friends.

No he didn’t.

Everyone needs friends
to get through the rough
spots. All you have to do
is ask someone to be
your friend.

!

“A day without a
friend is like a pot
without a single drop
of honey left inside.”*
Nietzsche said that.

Espera!

Leave me alone!
*Quote is from A. A. Milne’s Winnnie the Pooh

Be my friend?
Sure I’m Sam........
Maybe next time don’t
ask a random person to
be your friend.

Will you be my
friend, Mailbox?

Not what I meant

End

“Making a Friend” By Elizabeth Jaffari

July 2017

MEMORIES
PHOTO|SERIES

DAVID RODRIGUEZ

I like to photograph people. I feel very comfortable doing portraits, but I always try to
go a little further. That is the reason why I try to look for risky compositions with a
touch of surrealism. Works like those of Man Ray, Erwin Blumenfeld or Guy Bourdin
inspire me immensely.

Each person inspires me a different sensation, so before I do the shooting, I imagine how
I would like to portray him or her. Then, I create a concept and imagine a story. I do not
like to get attached to reality. Instead, I like to transform it, challenging the model
with unusual situations. I play with the model, making each session a cultural
encounter, but also an enriching and surprising experience for both of us. The use of
the photography techniques I use, whether high speed, long exposure or others, is
determined by the conceptual preconception I had in mind.

I am especially interested in Pop Art. This is why all my works are in square format, as
if they were the cover of a vinyl record. In the future, I would like to explore the world
of fashion photography.

I may sound selfish, but I have a need for the photos I do. First, I believe in my works, so
when I think I got something good, the feeling of sharing it with everyone else invades
me. I like to transmit emotions with my art and to observe how spectators conceive it. A
photograph, like a movie or a novel, has to convey some meaning, and that is why I seek to
transmit emotions.

Water has always been a source of inspiration for me. Series like “Fresh” or “Drops” are
clear examples of this influence. It is possible that because of living on an island, it
has always been a very common element in my life. However, I sometimes prefer to play
with the imagination of the viewer, so I endow my photographs with a halo of mystery.
This is the case of works like "Venus" and "Memories". In both, the technique of long
exposure was applied to the portraits.

The series "Venus" is inspired by the painting of The Birth of Venus by Alexandre
Cabanel (1863). In this set, we find a half-naked Venus emerging from the sea and rising

as the goddess of love. The model of this session follows the canons of the typical beauty
of that time.

I think I have evolved a lot artistically in the last year, partly because of the good
reception of the "Fresh" series. It was definitely a turning point.
The series "Pool" (2017) is the logical continuation of the series "Fresh" (2016). "Pool"
moves us to one of those summer days in which the sun and the heat reign.
"Pool" is inspired by the paintings that David Hockney dedicated to the swimming pool,
in which the different scenes are developed around one.
In this series, the minimalist compositions, the geometric forms and the luminous
colors, predominate where the water and its movement have a special stardom.
The scenes that are shown are quite daily, giving the photographs a certain
costumbrismo. The characters that appear in them are totally unconcerned, and seem to
be enjoying a quiet pool day. We see them immersed, swimming and playing in an idyllic
environment full of vivid colors in the purest pop art style.
“Memories” is a series of several black and white photographs. In these photographs, the
memories of a summer love are shown. Each of the photos represents a different past
moment in time. These photos are full of symbols. The protagonists of the story look
blurred, representing the memories that fade with the passing of time. Neat parts
symbolize the pain that remains after the separation.

STEP ONE
ELIZABETH JAFFARI
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Graphic Artist

FLICKER CONTRIBUTORS
SAMET AEGAL
Author, “A Moth in the Morning”

ANNE S. HALL
Photographer, “Dancing in the Dark”
Photographer/Writer/Artist
Photograph courtesy of Joy Kelso Photography
Presently serving as a substitute teacher at Broadwater County
School District in Townsend, Montana, Anne S. Hall is now the
founder of Hall's Wallz, LLC and Syrenia Imagery. Mrs. Hall has
been working as a professional photographer for five years
now. With an associates degree in studio art and general
studies, a certification in digital photography, a bachelors of
science in arts and technology with a minor in dance and film
studies, she now works with her husband to create home decor out
of recycled materials to find ways to give discarded things new
life. Syrenia Imagery has become a photography business focused
on mermaid transformations where Anne digitally hand paints
mermaid tails on her photographs of men and women of all
ages. Part time she enjoys doing artistic images, along with sports photography, events,
landscape and portrait photography. You can find her during the week volunteering at Artisan's
on Broadway right downtown in Townsend, Montana. It is an art gallery dedicated to featuring
local artists within the community. To contact please email Anne@syreniaimagery.com or
visit syreniaimagery.com.

ELIZABETH JAFFARI
Artist, “How to Make a Friend” and “Step One”
Elizabeth Jaffari is a freelance artist and costume designer. You
can checkout some of her work on
her instagram @lizajanedoll.

REBECCA MCLAREN
Author, “Life-(un)changing”
Rebecca McLaren is a spunky and spirited individual who
finished two years of the Media, Information, & Technoculture
program at Western University and is now pursuing her HBA at
Ivey. In her spare time, Rebecca expresses her creativity by
writing, freelancing graphic design, and creating abstract
paintings for sale. She is constantly challenging herself,
confusing other people, and using slang words ironically. One
day, she hopes to combine her passions of media, business, and
social justice by starting an advertising agency for non-profit
organizations.
Portfolio: http://mclarenrebecca.wixsite.com/portfolio

RHIANNON RIPLEY
Photographer, “Hey There, Little Bird”

DAVID RODRIGUEZ
Photographer, “Memories” Photo Series
My name is David Rodríguez. I am 39 years old and I am from Spain.
From an early age, I have always been attracted to the art world.
My love for photography did not start until 2013, the year I
bought my first reflex camera, and I began to explore my
attraction to art.
Shortly afterwards, I began to train myself through several
courses, and also in a self-taught way. While I was studying, I
discovered new photographers.
One day, I discovered Guy Bourdin and a photo that fascinated me
enormously. In the picture, there was a girl under the water with
her eyes and mouth open. I was enthralled with this image
instantly, and this is how I came up with the idea for the "Fresh"
series. Then, I took advantage of a summer day in which the sun was
at its peak and I started shooting.

Name and surname: David Rodríguez López
Date and place of birth: 06/02/1978 in Santa Cruz de La Palma
Canary Islands - Spain
Email: davidrl78@hotmail.com
https://www.facebook.com/davidofficilaclub/
Instagram: www.instagram.com/davidofficialclub/
Web: https://www.flickr.com/photos/daviguez/
COLLECTIVE EXHIBITIONS
2017 "Summer Exhibition" Center of Arts. Tenerife. Work: "Memory 5"
2017 Exhibition "Love is Love". Eclectic Tenerife. Work: "Swim"
2017 "XXI International Photography Prize Rafael Ramos Garcia" University of La Laguna.
Exhibition of the Fresh series (4 different works to those exhibited in the "Summer
Exhibition").
2017 "La Exquisita" Town Hall of the Port of La Cruz de Tenerife. Work: Swim
2016-2017 "Christmas Art Market" of the Circulo de Bellas Artes de Tenerife. Work: Flower
2016 "Summer Exhibition"Center of Arts. Tenerife. Exhibition of the Fresh series (6 photos)
PUBLICATIONS
2017
2017
2017
2017
2017

Average Arts Magazine Issue 10 May. Print edition. Work: "Lust"
a5zine Magazine. Issue 2 May. Print edition. Work: "Lust"
Whotisart Magazine. Issue 2 May. Print edition. Work: "Lust"
Average Arts Magazine Issue 12 July. Print edition. Work: “Scream”
SynapseZine. Issue 3. July. Print and on-line editions. Work: Portfolio “Fresh”

ONLINE PUBLICATIONS
2017
2017
2017
2017

Be.Part. June. Work: “Memory1”
Entropy Magazine. June. Work: Portfolio
Photo/FotoMag. July. Work: Portfolio
Crab Fat Magazine. July. Work: “Memory 1”

SEIGAR
Photographer, “My Plastic People” Photo Series
Seigar is an English philologist, a highschool teacher, and a
curious photographer. He is a fetishist for reflections,
saturated colors, details and religious icons. He feels passion
for pop culture that shows in his series. He considers himself a
traveler and an urban street photographer. His aim as an artist
is to tell tales with his camera, to capture moments but trying to
give them a new frame and perspective. Travelling is his
inspiration. However, he tries to show more than mere postcards
from his visits, creating a continuous conceptual line story
from his trips. The details and subject matters come to his camera
once and once again, almost becoming an obsession. His most ambitious project so far is his
“Plastic People", a work that focuses on the humanization of the mannequins he finds in the shop
windows all over the world. He has participated in several exhibitions in Tenerife, and his
works have also been featured in international publications.
These are the links to my social networks:
https://www.facebook.com/jseigar/
https://www.instagram.com/jseigar/
Link with the
project: https://www.flickr.com/photos/theblueheartbeat/albums/72157681849572723
My portfolio: https://www.flickr.com/photos/theblueheartbeat/albums/72157628165835815
My albums/sets: https://www.flickr.com/photos/theblueheartbeat/albums
Link of a recent interview: https://felanzine.wordpress.com/2017/06/01/interview-seigar/

