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I have only seen you in these three 
years like sunlight through a white veil.   

 
Ethereal and diffused, your silhouette 
like a curved black river through which 

time had frozen my heartbeat. 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

  In the wind you sway gently,  
out of reach… 

 
If any man has ever embraced memory,  

I have… 
 

If any man has ever loved memory,  
I have… 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 
  



 

  



 

 

 

I stood outside that great door to the 
ark that housed all our memories. 

My broken fingernails like little steps 
embedded in your heart as you float 
away with everything that was mine. 

 
This cleansing rain, who is it for? 

 
Swept out to sea. 

Unfathomable ocean roar 
In the depths I swallow salt and 

remember your taste... 
I remain stained with memory. 

 

 



  
  

In your crucible of truth  
my hope died. 

 
Left with vague pictures in my mind 
that I was loved by something grand, 
that I walked with her in the summer, 

somewhere green under a blue sky. 
 

A vision of cathedral ceilings filled 
with golden stars. 

A dead end road where a river 
appeared and kisses under a high moon. 

 

 

 



 

 
 

 

  



 

  



 

 

  

This shell with a heartbeat wakes, 
walks and sleeps with memory. 

So that any hand that touches feels 
cold and any words that might be 

said in love are ignored. 
 

My heart beats wildly for you as 
If to implore you to hear that it has 
found the answer to the question it 
never asked.  I held your hand to 
the thundering of my heart. And 
you knew in that moment I was 

alive for you and only you. 
 

 



 

 

  

My love for you dies in blinding hues 
of lilacs, reds and blues… 

 

Like bones that have passed through 
great fires and glow in bright gold and 

white before turning to dust… 
 

You tried to wake me from this sleep  
but I fell through too many  

layers of your silk. 
 

Unlocked too many doors into the 
paradise that is you 

 
You will never find me to push me out. 

 

 



  



 

   
In your gardens, I am the lowly 
dandelion that you walk past to 

smell your roses. 
 

In your forests, I am the moss 
that faces north on the old oaks that 

you dance under. 
 

On your shores, I am the white 
foam at your feet…. 

 

 

 

 



 
 

  



 

 

 
 

Arch Contemporary Ballet 

brings 

Hues of Memory  
to life in New York City on 

May 30th – June 1st  

 

American Sign Language is 

seamlessly integrated into 

Sheena Annalise’s 

choreography for the poetic 

debut of world renowned 

photographer Luis Pons. The 

two pas de deuxs transport the 

audience to lush landscapes 

galvanized by romantic 

memory. Award winning 

composer Matthew AC Cohen 

sets the tone of the work with a 

euphoric guitar and violin 

score displayed visually with 

synced lighting technology to 

the vibrations of the 

instruments. The theatre space 

is encapsulated with a 

greenery maze, setting the 

backdrop for this madly 

passionate work. 

 

Go to www.archballet.com for 

more information.  
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