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Volume 17 of Urbana Literary and Arts Magazine was a fresh start for our
Urbanites. We decided this year would be dedicated to healing old
wounds and starting fresh. And we turned to music to do so. This volume
is the soundtrack to our healing journey. We rebuilt our Urbanites
community from the inside out, encouraging the creativity and
ingenuity that already existed inside all our staff. Urbana’s music-
inspired volume 17 is a collection of melodies composed from the music
of our Padr6n community.

7 Our hope for you, our reader, is that you find some pieces of yourself on
every page. Music is a universal language, and as you dance through the
el pages of this magazine, we hope that you feel every single beat.

To start your musical journey, we bring you a song from our very own
Aliane Castillo-Diaz:

The world is constantly turning, turning movements into vibrations.
> We don't feel them, but we are what makes them.
This world is a constant field of music, never to be stopped.
This record will forever keep turning, until the next drop.
To think you aren’t listening to the music of the ground and aren’t

-"" dancing on it, you are making a big mistake.
‘ = The world will forever keep spinning,
, > And so should you.

/
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Never stop dancing,
Aliane Castillo-Diaz
Andrea Terrerro
Leidy I. Padrino
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Vivamos en cuentos

Poetry
Daniela Fonseca

Miremos a nuestros abuelos,
Escuchemos sus historias.
Vivamos sus cuentos,
Llenos de memorias.

Porque ellos también fueron reyes y cumplieron 17.
Porque ellos también amaron y quizas se escaparon.
Porque ellos también fueron hijos y encontraron su camino.
Ellos son estandarte de artistas
Que quizas ya no existan

;Coémo no maravillarse?
;Coémo no enamorarse?
¢ Como no acompanarlos?
. Como no extranarlos?
iComo no recordarlos!

Sino fuese por sus historias,
Sus cuentos y memorias,
Sus tiempos de reyes y reinas,
Sus 17 y riquezas,
Sus canciones favoritas,
Ya sea ABBA, los Angeles Azules, o Franco De Vita

Yo no seria yo, ni ti serias ti
Y no seriamos esta constelacion de letras, sinfonias, historias, canciones, voces y sonrisas.



Volver a casa

Poetry @
Daniela Fonseca

Mientras iba de pasajera,
En el busami '-nu'eva'escuela,

rm “En minuevanacion, :

Un mensaje llegé en forma dlrecta

\' - Y sacudié mi corazoén: :

\ Aunque vuelva a micasa, “#%

Y visite los sitios que mas anhelaba,

Nunca masseré esa nina que jugaba

£

Aunque vuelva, no seré ella

: enlaarena, k o 2 X
LK Qi a guardaré en mi corazon
Esa nina que vivia con toda su g ¥ ¥ : gL
A Como un talisman de inocencia,——__
familia, e i T ———
i nr r z
Esa nina venezolana, S SO R DESE7a

también se manifiesta en la aspereza,
Asi que juntaré mis pedazos,
Los delaninade Coro,
Los de mis seres amados, L
Los de quienes descansan en lo alto,
Los de mis recuerdos colorados,
Y me fundiré con ellos,
Secaré mis mejillas,
- Y sonriendo, agradeceré a la vida
Porque nunca cambiaria la mia,
Porquie llevo a Venezuela en mi
alegria,

caminando con su abuela,
' La nifia que de historias vivia,
Que tomaba chicha en la esquina,

y ‘Que creci6 en una nacién rota,
.,P{i'o-'que encontraba felicidad en sus
1 W personas,

En sus amaneceres,
En suscuentosy casonas.

-

’;’f En mis momentos de melancolia,
" Aldanina en mis juguetonas sonrisas,
Y sus recuerdos adornan mis
' travesias,
Trolley Desde Falcon...
Photography Hasta Florida
Joseph Munoz e
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Photography
Joseph Munoz
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Fragile

Grab me,

Carefully.

Make sure not to let me fall,
I will break.

Your touch,

A melody that will never leave my skin,
A composition of desire,

Taking its toll.

A sweet caress,

Playing a symphony of emotions,
A tangled mess.

Now considered broken.

Deception strummed in minor keys,
Not tuned, created a sweet sonnet
But as the crescendo reached its peak,
It stopped being harmonic.

The room now echoed the silence
Of your departure.

Leaving me, a discarded instrument
Aching in the fracture.

Now, you grabbed me,

You weren't as excited.

Now I reside in my temporary residence,
Without an owner.

The symphony of us,

Now a haunting, unresolved chord.
I wanted to trust,

Played my cards.

Once again,
Wearing the sticker.
That labeled me
Fragile.

Poetry & Digital Illustration
Aliane Castillo-Diaz
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Savior

Poetry
Sebastian Skaarup

Green lights flicker in the sky,

An unearthly glow fills the air,

Mounds extend above the ground,
Piercing through clouds to see the moon.

Lines are drawn in the inky black of night,
Lightning swirls and dances,

Painting circles and squares in the sky,
Small insects flit to and fro between the
mounds.

Worlds are shattered around them,

Men fight wars they don’t even know the
purpose of,

Families are slain by monsters unspeakable,

And the green lighMiﬁlow,

One man far away watches the mounds,
He waits for the perfect moment,

Then opens his hand and blows into it,
Out of his hand a hurricane forms.

It rips into the mounds,

Tearing them asunder,

And while the creatures inside perish,
The man feels no joy.

Untitled
Photography
Aliane-Castillo'Diaz

This man rarely feels anything besides anger,
For he is a man made of regret,

And he isangry, not so much at the world,

But himself for being unable to forgive himself.

The man still remembers the battlefield,
The one that forged him,

One where he had to kill a god,

And he did.

But it cost him everything,

His sanity his friends his love,

One person asked the man,

If you could change it all, would you?

And the man sa
Because despit yth
He saved a wor of
People who did se

K

And while hec 'ts
His own peopl ne
He was able to WO
people,
Admittedly no ul
But the man didn’t need recogni
The man needed to die,

To leave this world,

And to do that he would have to love again.

13



On the Hunt
Photography
Amanda Marrero
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lagniappe
Poetry & Photography
Andrea Terrero

aqui me siento,

escuchando un jazz orgdsmico

y mi pierna no se para de mover,
acelerando el ritmo,

con ganas de salir corriendo hacia ti.

aqui me siento,

admirando los dedos del guitarrista,
y pensando en los tuyos

y los mios, entrelazados,

nuestros anillos rozandose

con delicadeza primaveral.

aqui me siento,
viendo los'0jos cerrados del baterista,
copiandolo,

& i
esperando (id‘b te aparezcas a mi lado cuando los abra.

aqui me siento,

escuchando atentamente,

pero con mis ojos en la puerta.

se me olvida que hay otra por atras.
no, esa no la uses, te lo ruego.

vine a escuchar jazz,
pensando en tiy solo en ti,
buscandote en las notas,
sin suceso.

¢(nos vemos en lagniappe?
todo a puro chance,
decimos que vinimos a escuchar jazz,

ritmo adecuado para encontrarnos de nuevo.



el poeta bohemio
Photography
Andrea Terrero

;Esundelito querer tenerte?

Poetry
Carla Cano

Donde recibo a la luna,

Donde recibo tus dulces besos,

Donde la oscuridad nos refugia,

* Donde tu luz tintinea.

Lanota yace en el mar de pensamientos

mientras el roce de manos se siente eterno.
{ | Bailemos hacia el horizonte del universo
;Sera que me quieres y sera que te quiero?

Huyamos del tiempo que dice ser efimero,

Escapemos al fragmento de espac1o al que no pertenecemos.
- emos en el blanco y negro

cretos que guardaremos.

Y escuc S por ﬁltima vezlos
T

édate en el lienzo sin marcos,

-
"'"

Choquemos nuestras frentes como nent
Y cuando el sueno llegue, ab tgm Je;

Y sin sonar como epitome d
Quitame la luna pero no tus bes
Quitame el calor pero no tus abrazos,
Quitame las ganas pero no el des:
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Photography
Aliane-Castillo Diaz



Reflejo de tu mira’
Photography
Joseph Munoz

If Touching the Moon

Poetry
Roxana Rodriguez

If touching the moon means I'll love you

Then I will keep my heart in a wine glass

Or even better, hidden in my tree house,
where we kissed for the first time.

If touching the moon means I’ll miss you
every single day and night,
I’'ll mask my face with a fake smile
So you will never break my heart.

But if touching the moon means wasting my time
I’ll ignore your lovely voice.
Even if that means not loving you,
Even if that means poisoning my soul.

19
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. Longing
I Poetry gy
Paloma Silvera

If I could only feel your warm kiss,
‘going through my skin during your absence.
Serving as a scar healer during the grime,
Only for one more time.

If I'could only play your laugh like a melody,
Running through my head, through our memory.
Serving as a way to glorify our crime,

Only for one more time.

If your skin could embrace my soul;
omitting my defects by making me feel whole.
Serving as a safe place in this world full of mime,
% Only for one more time. :

In our memories where I reside, which makes me feel alive,
Fleeing from reality where you no longer derive.
 Dreaming for one more time at your side,
: escaping from the longing to revive,
Only for one more time.

21
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se, my melody, my voice.
,,,,, ¥ was after this voice.
1\/_'y vocal cords failed me)

= : e | | Define what’s within”
1:\ Y i el by i wibide Bronpthit ) _ Sixteen in the band room.
l ' Imelfals ) ~ Sixteen once again.
* ' ; i : (this would be the last
You {:iqy'url J :lp.jg)-—""" time the world hears
- “Some gople live just for the fame” ne)
“Some people live for the power” Sixteen, and with You
My voice had the power to seduce you. twisting the doorknob
= (I cannot continue
to sing)

Sixteen in 2004 at
exactly 2:25 pm
“And I've been
there before”

seen I was in California)
“Some people live just to play the ga
We were supposed to be the singer ¥

Untitled
Photography

Aliane-Castillo Diaz
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En tinieblas

Poetry
Jose Guizan Gonzalez

, He pensado en buscarte
T e R Y te veo en tinieblas.
DR A e - Tesumasen el recuerdo

P e L

'x;ggﬁéelﬁtiempo.
1 llegado el olvido,

i o
a el ht
""

racin implacable,

L
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Calladita, te vez mas bonita

Poetry & Digital Illustrations
Aliane Castillo-Diaz

Me quedo callada
un enamoramiento profundo.
Turisa,
Tu forma de hablar,
Tu forma de ser,
En mi mundo.

Hablamos,

En silencio.

Me llamas,
Pero no te miro.

No se como reaccionar
Delante de ti.
Es mejor pensar que te vayas a quedar
Porque no te he dado una respuesta.

Quiero que te quedes,
Ese silencio que creamos
Trae un tipo de ternura
Y calor.

Pero cuando hablamos,
Es pasién,
Palpitaciones,

y Sexo.

Me quemo
Con mis propios deseos.
Calladita, sin decirte nada
es uno de los peores castigos.

25



Metalurgica

Poetry
Amanda Marrero

uno de estos dias aprenderé a soldar.

me montaré en un aviéon

con destino a la playa.

le pediré prestada la carpinteria a miabuelo,

y me esconderé por semanas con un objetivo en mente.
trazar los planos de la armadura sera lo mas complicado.
me costara encapsular la amabilidad que tus ojos me
0 ellos me cambiaron.

$ Mios te miraban,

nque no bastaron : g .
1 oy consc1ente de que es un ntrinseco,
ero debo segulr ' :

o que n
te cegara

.
o
M
-

Untitled
. Photography
dward Jesus Colmenares Ramirez




" "no queda bien corto, tengo que hacerlo méas largo."
"si, me gusta el color azul, me recuerda al mar."
"vamos por un helado”

son las 10:21 pm, martes. ahora si, estoy lista para el
combate.

por fin puedo descansar.

recogi las piezas, deseché lo que no usé,

y guardé los planos por si algin dia me toca reconstruirme
nuevamente.

en retrospecto me doy cuenta que

si ese iris color verde no me hubiera visto a través de un
matiz el cual me cuesta descifrar,

no me hubiera tropezado con mis pedazos,

viéndome obligada a aprender metalurgia.

estoy orgullosa de mi trabajo, pienso que es duradero.

mis ideas se van para otro lado rapidamente, y entr6 a una
realidad alternativa.

me estas ayudando con los planos de esta armadura, es
verde; se siente ajena.

aqui, compartimos el helado.
pero nosotros,

: veras la esencia de nuestro amor




., Y aves en migracié

La gente ballando
‘l b Poetry f .4'*

1 Maria Fernanda Cano Velasquez o
«df \ . B - ‘ A
?. ! i e geﬁte bailand
s'como el oceang moviéndose g -' _ ?“ usta observar
Como dos almawvolwendos X ‘f B\sin poderlo
SR et N : : y N _ evitar
La gente bailando ' :
Es como ver las nubes ' La gehte bailando
Y las gotas de lluviain | ta 1ritentando una vez mas
mojando \..5 . . Benamil onec on algulen que le de paz

! ik
La gente bailando (& * Lagente bailando

Es como una rueda. : e S\ B - ., Intentasuperar
Sin lugar 0 destln 5 ya no pueden mas .
La gente ballandoa & : 2L afgente ballfando %

Son como hOJas cay
Y flores en medio de

Se qul,ere hberar {

§La gen’té bailando
nanera de expresar

La gente bailando
Son como peces nad

f .
%

o 3 \ tro s&mueren por.
La gente bailang e - gritar.'
~ Escucha un pocor \ -.;l\'L |
LT '
Disfrutando al co Sl \id
.. R
: ' . \\;ci
La gente bailand ) .
Con lamisica s wE ‘
Viendo las nota P ) )l N
N e : "'\ Untitled
%, .\ " Photography !
%&hane Castlllq D1az\
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Musician " ..1" Ty
e ‘\i.f- '-= T
Fiction PP SRR ;P— A
Brenda Salvant P _f: . ,; vi— &
’,: -f.:' ,'-f i

Sandy blonde hairand a stubble thatprlckﬁd f)
fingers. His melody had become a hushed Whlsper th n
darkness in the night. 85 £ S

battle with the void had created such a beaut1fu1 art'that o w-"' S
stemmed from his fingers to h1Sv01ce completely d;estroymg' an.-d g
killing his soul. Night after night I'd watch' as he fought with

himself-cried, and screamed to keep going. '_; 33
To keep moving forward andlook towards the light of _
things. 3 o R

Ny g .

His melody—pure with e;hﬁtmn and all of hlmself‘%hé.d
become his way out, but soon the rhythm of the drums ;nd the

scream of his voice wasn’t enough. Heroin was his ne
escape from a darkness that held him by the throat.
to bring his art to life, continued to do the very thing
loved but his mind didn’t. Fame and sadness had
within himself that he no longerknew how to fi
Now I realize-asIsit in the night, the wind carry;
hushed melody to me-music was his dlStI‘aCtIG‘ﬁ ‘was hi
trying to keep himself grounded in this life. J}&y hearta
realize what his words meant the f1rst day he releas 3d hi
“You’ll always have me with you.” ‘
And Ido.
He left pieces of himself in his musie, in the ve
loved to do, the one that ultimately became his stru

ile to stay. "I"!' Untitled
B \ ' '::Photography ‘
Aliane-Castillo._D_,i‘a}%: i
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Searching for Your Love

Poetry
Silvana Camacaro

It felt like a rush

With just one touch
Your lips against mine
My soul touching yours
A bond so strong

So pure

But we were so young
We couldn’t keep up

I miss being 17
I miss feeling your touch

I miss being around you

I miss your stupid jokes

You were everything I knew:
Now I sit and wait

To feel your love again

In someone else’s breath

In a different bed
Wondering if I'll ever

Feel your love again

The Sound of t e Yo
Photography =3

32 Isabella Felix Ca
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Arrhythmia

Poetry & Digital Illustration
Aliane Castillo-Diaz

Your breath,
A songIcan’tdecipher.
Like a scratched record,
Stopped.

My legs shake,
To the sound of your vital signs.
Beep ... beep
Beep.

Now a new song awakened
One that had to be pumped
To bring you back
Now 120 beats per minute.

I learned it to save others
But I'm afraid to use it.
Asitdidn’t work,
That time.

Now,
AsIdance with patients.
You,

Dance in the clouds.

I do this for you,
To make you proud.
Asyou listen to my sounds,
Looking for something so profound.

A heart beat I once heard,
Inyou.
In someone else.
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e thank our collaborators! %

Maria José Vega
Olivia Garcia

Marian Gutierrez
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Follow us on social medial

@urbanalit

D Urbana Literary & Arts Magazine

Listen to our Urbanites podcast on our
( website and Spotify.
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We, the staff of Volume 17, would like to take this time to thank the many people
involved in making this volume a success. Thank you for the continued support:
President Madeline Pumariega, Dr. Alanka Brown, Dean Robert Troy, Student Life,
and Media Services, especially Humberto “Bert” Perez who has taken care of all our
media requests, from headshots to music.

A very special thank you to our Interim Dean Niurka “Niki” Geonaga, who
always led with her heart and made sure we felt safe and supported every step of the
way.

Thank you to our amazing advisors Omar Figueras and Alicia K. Garcia for
believing in us and our crazy ideas from the start, for being champions for us at every
turn, and for creating a fun and supportive environment. This volume would not
have been possible without your resilience, perseverance, and encouragement. We
love and appreciate you both.

Thank you to our staff, who gracefully navigated the constant changes in the
early stages, and surprised us with their initiative and creativity. You all know more
than anyone that this has been a labor of love. We appreciate the amount of hours
you all put in, working in the early hours of the morning sometimes just to make sure
something as “simple” as a color was perfect.

Thank you to every single author and artist who entrusted us with their work, we
hope you are proud of yourself. Your creativity brought the pages of this magazine to
life.

Finally, thank you reader. We hope that this volume has become your new
favorite soundtrack.

Keep dancing,

Urbanites.
. UJo
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Urbana Literary & Arts was founded in 2007, and its purpose throughout the years
has been to promote artistic and creative work within our student body of under
2,700. Since its inception, our magazine takes pride in its sole mission of serving
as a medium of expression for students on print and online. Urbana Literary & O
Arts Volume 17 was published in June 2024. Copies were distributed at no cost.
The views expressed within these pages and urbanalit.com are those of the
authors and do not necessarily reflect those of our institution. Copyright of the
work showcased in this volume remains with the individual authors and artists.
Urbana Literary & Arts is published once a year by students currently enrolled in
credit courses at Miami Dade College, Eduardo J. Padrén Campus at 627 SW 27th
Ave, Miami, FL 33135. This year's staff chose Dancing Queen as the theme.
Submissions were received electronically through Airtable. They were logged for
control purposes and stripped of authors' names and information before being
distributed to staff for review, selection and editing.
This volume was created using a desktop computer with Canva software. The
fonts used throughout the magazine are Retro Cool Regular, Cooper Black
Regular, and Literata (medium, bold, and italics),
Moreover, no contributor and/or staff member of Urbana Literary &
Artsreceived any monetary reward while engaging in this extracurricular
activity.
We can be reached at urbanalit@mdc.edu or visit our website at urbanalit.com.
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Pacemaker Finalist
Pacemaker Award Recognition
Best of Show | Website | 5th Place
Best of Show | Literary Arts Magazine | 3rd Place

Florida College System Activities Association | 2023

Magazine Division A
Design
Editing | 1st Place
Cover | 2nd Place
Content Pages | 3rd Place
Staff Pages | 1st Place
General Excllence | 2nd Place
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Florida College System Activities Association | 2023
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Best Fiction
Best Two-Page Design Spread
Best Magazine Photography
Best Design
Best Editing
Best Staff Pages

Individual Awards

Laura Gonzalez, Joseph Munoz, Nathalie Saladrigas |
Photography Magazine | 1st Place
Mateo Medina, Joseph Munoz, Lucia Gil, Camila

Ramirez | Two-Page Spread Design | 1st Place

Tiago Tofani | Fiction | 1st Place
Jenna Kay Dube, Violeta Gonzalez, Giuliana Mesa |
Poetry Magazine | 2nd Place
Joseph Munoz | Photo Individual | 2nd Place
Lidice Tabares | Artwork Indiidual | 2nd Place
Joseph Munoz | Inner Circle Award
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\' Miami Dade
College
Padron Campus

Miami Dade College
District Board of Trustees
Michael Bileca
Chair Nicole Washington
Vice Chair Dr. Anay Abraham
Roberto Alonso
Maria Bosque Blanco
Marcell Felipe
Ismare Monreal

Madeline Pumariega, President, Miami Dade College
Dr. Malou C. Harrison, Executive Vice President and Provost,
Miami Dade College Dr. Alanka Brown, Campus President,
Eduardo J. Padrén Campus

Miami Dade College is an equal access/equal opportunity
institution that does not discriminate on the basis of sex, race,
color, marital status, age, religion, national origin, disability,

veteran’s status, ethnicity, pregnancy, sexual orientation or
genetic information. Contact the Office of Equal Opportunity
Programs / ADA Coordinator, at (305) 237-2577 for assistance.







Miami Dade
College

Padron Campus

A A

TS
RENEmERE

= — =



