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Gatekeepers



 “The matter is out of  my hands, I’m afraid – if  I could have done the operation, 

I would never have postponed it in the first place. The new laws and decrees state that 

one must have authorization, and it’s impossible to act against the official instructions we 

receive from the Gate. You both know how it is.”

                               - Basma Abdel Aziz (The Queue)
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 In this third publication of  the art zine Accordion, the work of  twenty artists, 

performers, art historians, and writers has been brought together around the theme of  

the Gatekeeper. It seeks to describe such societal and emblematic roadblocks as 

encountered by each contributor, and to provide space for many differing narratives. 

This theme has long been on my mind and Accordion itself  was born in an effort to 

bypass some of  the restrictions placed on young artists by commercial exhibition spaces. 

In light of  the Trump era political climate we find ourselves in, the concept of  

negotiating the Gatekeeper feels all the more urgent to discuss as historically ignored 

barriers come to the forefront of  much creative work. 

 The images and text collected in this issue range from photography, documents 

of  performance and installation, illustrations, projects of  social intervention, 

biographical and theoretical texts, and poetry. The works delve into both institutional 

and personal barriers that are embedded in the fabric of  creative and everyday life. 

Statement



Genesis Báez
Untitled
2016
archival pigment print



Genesis Báez
Untitled
2016
archival pigment print



I heard their heartbeats  
miles away, 
their footsteps, a thousand blinks away 
their smell of  misogyny 
drawing streaks behind for new generations. 
 
My lucky day.

Could they hear my hair spiking up, 
like branches in July, 
parched for life, 
me, parched for freedom?

 
 

We said our goodbyes to  
our little freedoms  
we had known for such a brief  time, 
kissed the sun, 
and kissed my son. 
 
The wind, 
my ticking clock, 
black veil swaying,  
like their cigarette smoke, 
like my mother’s ashes through the mountains, 
my hair greeting my face one last time. 
 
They knock, 
they howl, 
again and again, 
but no one answered, 
they kicked the wooden door, 
my grandfather had build, 
to find nothing, 
but a black veil,  
and the cat kissing the edge  
of  the well adieu… 
 
as if  my scent was still in the air. 

––––– 
Title*: after Eduardo Galeano, The Book of  Embraces,  

Could they feel my jaw clenching, 
as they clamped their fists? 
While my feet tasted the edge of  the well 
greeting the concrete with a lovers first kiss 
baiser de la mort. 
 
I didn’t know what laid  
beneath those black waters 
but I knew my soul would be safer  
in the black abyss, 
then in their filthy hands 
and mouths of  poison.

The Culture of Terror /7*

Silvi Naçi 



Silvi Naçi 
Kurv [Whore] /6 
2016 
archival c-print



Manufacturing Trust

 Imagine a network of  heavenly orbs, each with the same gravitational pull, each 

equally distant from the others.  A utopia of  equalities.  Now imagine a network of  

heavenly orbs arranged in infinite sets of  hourglass shapes, every bottleneck having a 

negatively charged side and a positively charged side, creating a current that flows in 

a narrow stream from plenitude to rarity.  The charged bottleneck represents power, 

authority, authentication, certification, legitimization.  An anti-utopia of  inequalities.  

Denizens of  the first heavenly orbs imagine lives of  inclusivity, reciprocity, and self-

abnegation.  Denizens of  the second heavenly orbs seek lives of  exclusivity, competition, 

and self-interest.  It is a peculiarity of  modern Western culture that these polarities can 

be simultaneously inhabited by any one person without one celestial network 

acknowledging the existence of  the other.

 As much as most of  us strive to live in the universe of  equalities, our stars 

constantly align like shifting sand squeezed down a tapered threshold of  glass within 

whatever network we find ourselves.  Why?  Where all things are equal only faith is 

possible.  Faith binds the universe of  equalities together because only faith can hold all 

things in balance.  But wherever faith unravels gravity seeps in.  In human relations 

gravity expresses itself  as trust.  When doubt overcomes faith, the universe compresses 

into a slow stream of  sand; gravity is that unequal force that separates the few from the 

many, the dense from the thin, the possible from the impossible. 

 

Walt B.



 Who are the professionals’ certifiers?  A group of  the profession’s peers armed 

with a set of  standards.  While these standards sometimes express a body of  practical 

knowledge, most often standards express varieties of  theoretical knowledge, how 

professionals understand their profession to be.  Since only a few can be this or that 

professional, it is practical wisdom to keep the theoretical understanding of  the profession 

as remote as possible.  Distance from the everyday confers authority and generates trust.

 Professionals strive to replicate themselves.  Standards equate with traditions and 

professionals are always looking backward for confirmation of  what exists now.  Implicit 

also in the world of  trust, however, is an understanding not only that any profession’s 

standards are mutable but also that change and reinvention are necessities. 

 Trust binds humans together in a rational hourglass world.  Faith binds humans 

together in an irrational world of  perfect spheres.  In faith value is transcendent, 

permanent and unchanging.  With trust, value is contingent, ephemeral, subject to 

continual revision.

 The Age of  Reason inaugurated the Age of  Professionalism.  To be a professional 

anything is to be certified.  To be certified is to wear a coat lined with a priori trust.  A 

degree, a diploma, a job title confer authority on the bearer.  These are people who one 

can believe in, to whom one can confide one’s body or one’s economic and social place 

in the world.  Some of  these titled people generate so much trust that one stumbles and 

mistakes trust for faith.

(continued)



Right:
Maria Molteni

Security Scans
2016

 Change generates distrust.  It is a form of  anti-gravity that pulls the order of  

things into pieces.  Sometimes these anti-gravitational forces can be quickly pulled back 

as amendments to professional standards.  On other occasions it can take a long time for 

change to be reabsorbed into the professional body.  It would seem that the greater the 

change, the greater the distrust, and therefore the existence of  a longer arc in space and 

time before gravity reasserts itself.  

 The reestablishment of  trust is not achieved by the many for the many.  Rather, 

it is the trust of  a few that eventually overcomes the distrust of  the many.  In the rational 

hourglass network there are always leaders and followers, masters and apprentices.

 When we think about art as it is practiced in the West, we should imagine a two-

faced Janus, who looks one way as an act of  faith and who looks the other way in trust.  

The gazes never intersect. Art-making is an act of  faith; being an artist is an act of  trust.  

Art-making is. As such it is utterly equal to art-making everywhere and at any time.  But 

an artist is an argument about a profession and is bounded by space and time.  An artist 

is a demand and a professional calling.  An artist is the assertion of  exclusivity, 

Wcompetition, and self-interest. 

 In Western consciousness, the art-maker and the artist-argument rarely inhabit 

the same moment in time and space.  Each continually wishes to deny the other.  Yet 

each continually exploits the other.  We dream and then we do.  What we want is to do 

while dreaming.

•





Zespo
Untitled Construct
2017
Mixed media installation



 “The way that all painting, irrespective of  its epoch or tradition, interiorizes, 

brings inside, arranges as a home the visible, is far more than a simple complement to 

the enclosing act of  architecture; it is a way of  safeguarding the experiences of  memory 

and revelation which are man’s only defenses against that boundless space which other-

wise continually threatens to separate and marginalize him.” 

                       - John Berger (The Place of  Painting)



 The study of  kitchen cloths has driven me to see them as palimpsests that map 

complex domestic female experiences and relations. The shabby, absorbent, resistant and 

ephemeral surfaces of  rags accumulate indexical layers of  use, narrating non-discursive 

memories of  our personal and collective past. 

 The cloths partaking in this performance belonged to myself  and to my closest 

female family members. Embedded with vestiges of  our domestic practices, these textiles 

act as silent but potent witnesses of  our ordinary routines, relationships and creations. 

What remains visible from my family’s enjoyments and distresses are mere residual traces 

that are impossible to erase but would be pointless to interpret.

 This ostensibly futile ritual of  washing and airing the mundane and otherwise 

embarrassing rags deals with my process of  migration, community remembrance and re-

generation. Overall, my work seeks to defy potential abjections produced by the uncanny 

rags, inviting us to reflect on the leftover pieces of  unclean stories that rightfully shape us.

Self Portrait (with Family Rags)

Dana Prieto
Self  Portrait (with Family Rags)
Video installation [still]
Family cloths, charcoal, water, bucket, video projection
2017









 Letters of  Support is a series inspired by letters written on behalf  of  a 

defendant by his loved ones. Addressed to a judge, the texts describe 

positive memories of  the defendant and are presented in the hope of  

lessening a criminal sentence. By emphasizing an individual’s identity as 

distinct from the accusations that define him in court, Letters of  Support serves 

as a counterweight to the bureaucratic anonymity of  other courtroom 

documents.



Gabriel Sosa
Left:
Letters of  Support No. 2
2015
Oil, oil pastel, and charcoal on paper
Right:
Letters of  Support No. 5
2015
Oil, oil pastel, and graphite on paper



The Nomadic Civic Sculpture

 The Urbano Fellows, in collaboration with lead artist Salvador Jiménez-Flores, 

developed an interactive, multi-purpose, mobile sculpture. The Nomadic Civic Sculpture 

is an interactive, multi-purpose, mobile sculpture that has been transformed into three 

different facets around the theme of   “The Commons | The Other.” In this project the 

Urbano fellows have been able to work closely with community members to bring art to 

unconventional places through youth led workshops. The Nomadic Civic Sculpture serves as 

a point of  encounter for the Egleston community, in which, serves as a public 

engagement platform for a diverse group of  people from a range of  age groups, social, 

and ethnic backgrounds to come together and participate in art making. The Nomadic 

Civic Sculpture consist of  spontaneous and planned public interactions to create awareness 

of  vacant public and private spaces in the Egleston community. The hope is that these 

encounters create a spark of  realization for participants that inspires them to imagine the 

possibilities these spaces could offer if  they were in the public domain. 

 The Nomadic Civic Sculpture is designed to be inclusive, accessible and 

interactive. We are using the mobility of  this project to create conversations within the 

community that lead to dialogues around social fragmentation, cultural displacement and 

sense of  place. Given the predominant Latino identity present in the area, the activities 

that we have programmed for the Sculpture have been developed in both English and 

Spanish.

Salvador Jiménez-Flores & Urbano Projects



Civic Sculpture When and Where?/Escultura cívica ¿Cuándo y Dónde?

 During the 2016 Spring Semester, the Urbano Fellows explored the theme “The 

Commons: Spaces, Places and the Public”. Through a challenging yet familiar 

conversation, we began to brainstorm the project, its intent and our community. We 

collectively agreed we wanted to work in areas that were not already oriented by art. We 

wanted to create art that was relevant to and engaged the community and we wanted to 

create art that was both interactive and permanent yet mobile. Within this discussion, 

we also decided to focus on three themes of  our own interest: Identity, Boston Public 

Schools (BPS) and Youth/Gang Violence.

“¿Cuándo y Dónde?”, or “when and where” in reference to it’s mobility and potentiality. 

This wood sculpture was designed to be easily modified and reflect the Urbano Gallery 

space in its white surface that resembles canvas. This multi-purpose sculpture would 

engage the community through performance, social interventions and youth-led 

workshops.

 Along side this sculpture, the first project that directly explores our themes of  

interest is a Paper-Mache pinata in the shape of  an assault rifle. The idea behind the 

shape is to address and make a statement against the absurdity of  the use of  assault 

weapons within public safety and law enforcement. Both candy and community 

resources are placed within the piece, to preserve the collective concept of  a piñata, but 

also to support residents, their families and friends. Through a familiar and enjoyable 

action, this project aims to further unify the community to take action against the use of  

assault weapons.

(continued)



Hogar Nómada/Nomadic Home

 The style behind this sanctuary is rasquache, making do with what’s available; it 

invokes feelings of  “home” in a natural and aesthetically uncomfortable way. Encom-

passing our annual theme of  The Commons | The Other, we have united our unique 

cultural identities to create a space that is representative of  our group. We have decided 

to challenge societal norms of  identity by inviting people into this sacred space and spur-

ring uncomfortable feelings for those who think our “ethnic” cultures are easily acces-

sible. We have also challenged what it means to be “the other,” and we have concluded 

that everyone is an other and everyone has an other—that identities are intersectional, 

and all equally noted. 

The Black & Brown Nomadic Gallery

 The Urbano Fellows have redesigned the Nomadic Civic Sculpture into the Black & 

Brown Gallery, an exhibition space that celebrates black and brown art and provides a plat-

form for marginalized youth of  color to showcase their artwork. Additionally, the fellows will 

lead free printmaking workshops, providing the public with an outlet to create their own art 

and then display it in our nomadic Black & Brown Gallery. 



Credit for this project goes to Salvador Jiménez-Flores, Faizal Westcott, Arianna Ortiz, Eucaris 
Jimenez, Safiyyah Johnson, Anthony Pena, and the team at Urbano Projects



Chanel Thervil
Names That Won’t Get You The Job Interview

2014
Foam core, tea, newspaper, acrylic





Hey, Jay, you pranked us
So good. Tom and I, drunk
In the back of  your car
Our Lawndale days numbered
Futures deviating cities
You got us so dam good
With incarceration
For the grass growing on 
The wrong side of  the chain-link fence

That was so long ago
That I have lived at least 
Three lives since. How did I get here?

Remember my socks on the wood
Of  the spiral staircase
Trading ketamine haze 
For firework smoke clouds

Remember your liquid muscles
Compressing tom’s windpipe
Expendables on the
Playground of  adulthood

Remember our misfit hexes
On nightmare fuel potion
Ceremonial dance 
Stomping patterns for talking heads

That was so long ago
These days dissipated
When did I stop being a kid? 

To the fractured moments 
That comprise this sewn quilt
Of  weird dream scaffolding 
That formulates belief;
The compartmentalization
Of  my eye reflections 
Manifest acceptance 
For what else can you do?
But disperse the grown circumference

Poem for A Dioramic Ode To Lawndale

Henry Kunkel



 This photograph was shot at a rally where individuals came together to 

spread love, express their feelings, and raise awareness on several social issues in 

light of  the anxiety caused by Trump’s election. A “gatekeeper” can be thought 

of  as someone who controls access. In this shot, people are locking arms to 

signify that we as people of  different races, sexual orientations, and beliefs will 

not let hate control their love.

Faizal Westcott
Boston Common Love Rally
November 11, 2016
Digital Photograph



 I became an art historian quite by accident; or, to use a more theme-appropriate 

metaphor, by behaving rather like a lab rat navigating a maze, running down blind allies, 

snuffling and working my way through open gates, bumping into closed ones, searching 

and searching for that “treat” I knew (or thought I knew) was waiting for me at the end 

of  the run.

 Of  course, all of  this only became apparent much later. In high school, the way 

ahead seemed clear – just like walking through an open door. Among my most revered 

teen-age intellectual heroes were Louis and Mary Leakey (the pioneering 

paleoanthropologists whose work at Olduvai Gorge [Kenya] did so much to help us 

understand our evolutionary history) and Jane Goodall (primatologist and Leakey 

student, whose work on chimpanzees was endlessly fascinating – even before she became 

such an articulate ecological advocate). So I decided to follow in their footsteps, walking 

through the intellectual door to east Africa, where (I was absolutely sure) I would 

discover the oldest fossil traces of  humanity on Earth.

 Unfortunately, what seemed to me a view toward an open vista was guarded by 

two very formidable gates embedded in my high school curriculum. One of  those gates 

provided entry to the science program, which was archaic and unexciting. The other 

accessed the humanities, where English and Latin (and creative writing and film and 

avant-garde literature) were beautifully and excitingly taught. Having snuffled and pushed

 

How I Became An Art Historian By Accident

Glenn Harcourt



at and peered through both in my lab rat way, I chose to go through the latter, all without 

knowing that I was making a decision from which there was no easy way back; I certainly 

did not hear the gatekeepers quietly closing the door behind me.

 ANTHRO 101 -- DAY 1: Oh-my-god what a horrible course! Dropped into a 

huge freshman-filled auditorium with uncomfortable seats and a dull professorial 

monotone broken only by the sound of  the striking match as I lit up a cigarette. (It’s the 

fall of  1970 – campus life was a wee bit different from what it is today.) Looking back, 

perhaps I was a dummy after all. One meeting of  one class does not a major make; but 

from that day on, physical and paleo-anthropology became for me spectator sports. 

Don’t let the door smack you in the butt on the way out. Eventually – end of  sophomore 

year – time to pick a major. I pondered philosophy. I had taken two or three excellent 

courses in the department, but a freshman room-mate and sometime guru (also an 

eventual McArthur Fellow) advised me that the “slant” of  the department was not quite 

right for me: too analytical. I passed.

 

 Given my high-school pre-conditioning, there was one open gate through which 

I could have walked with ease, viz. English and English Lit. I was, at this moment, 

literally my own gate keeper. And as such, I made what may or may not have been one 

of  the worst decisions of  my life; looking back, it was (at least in terms of  its 

rationalization) easily the stupidest. In short, I decided not to file as an English major 

because studying English would be “too easy.” It was my native language after all, and all 

you had to do was read stuff  and figure out what it meant, just like Cleanth Brooks, my 

professor of  early modernist poetry (see his always-to-be-a-classic The Well Wrought Urn) 

had told me I could do so well. PS: at the time (early seventies) the English and Comp. 

Lit. Departments at my university were probably the best ever anywhere. But of  course, 

as a lowly undergraduate, I really had no way of  knowing that, proving, at the very least, 

that there are some gates with the power (open or closed) to remain invisible.

 CLIMAX and DENOUMENT: I had, however, taken one really clever and 

interesting class when I was a second-semester freshman. It was a course in Art History 

(WTF – What’s that?) – early 20th-century modernism, which I figured would be pretty 

interesting since at the time T.S. Eliot was my favorite poet. (“Headpiece filled with straw. 

Alas.” But there were really two things very special about the course. First: the teacher 

and second: the classroom. Taking the second first. Half  the class meetings (this was an 

upper division lecture so the number of  students was very small) were held in the Yale 

Art Gallery, where we all sat on the floor in a big semi-circle looking at paintings from

 

(continued)



the collection of  the Société Anonyme, put together by Marcel Duchamp and 

Katherine Dreier. Francis Picabia, El Lizitsky, Klee, Mondrian, Kasimir Malevich’s 

Knife Grinder that I found absolutely spell-binding. It was a transformational moment, 

although, at the time, I was absolutely unaware of  the transformation. And the 

gatekeeper of  the moment was a thoroughly unassuming professor, 

Robert L. Herbert (yet another [duh!] “world authority”) who nevertheless seemed 

mostly interested in getting us to talk, to look at pictures and to make meaning for 

them, rather than simply rehashing what someone else had already said. [It wasn’t 

until much later that I realized the implications of  this strategy – that culture is 

culture FOR ME or FOR US, something that we have to live in and make sense of  in 

relation to our own lives, if  it’s to have any real meaning. But that’s another story.] 

 Indeed, Prof. Herbert was both unassuming and patient. It wasn’t for another 

year until I walked through the gate that he had opened, a gate which, at the time, I 

hadn’t even recognized for what it was.

 I’ve walked a long way since then, through lots of  gates. And I’ve done a 

lot of  different things: I’ve been a professor and a teacher and a writer and a critic. 

Maybe even a scholar. But Malevich’s Knife Grinder is still one of  my favorite paintings, 

and I can still see the old man pumping the spinning stone as he sits and 

sharpens his blade next to a much younger man of  professorial mien, who holds 

open the gate through which I walked. 

•

Cris Schayer
#FalseSelfie 

Performed at La Esquina in Kansas 
City, MO during the FleshCrisis 

2016 Symposium



 How accurate can one represent the self  through social media? At what point are we just 
falsifying our lives to the public and are our public personas mere humanlike displays?



Fall 2008
I started a zine called “i left this here for you to read.” I printed different people’s photos, essays, short 
stories, poems, and no ads at all. It was meant to be an alternative to advertising: copies were left in public 
places like buses, trains, dentist offices. Randomly finding a copy was one of  the only ways to get the 
zine—that and contributing material. They weren’t for sale.

Each issue was relatively short—16 to 28 pages—and featured work from 5 or 6 people. I only made 50 
copies of  each issue, and didn’t reprint them once they were gone.

November 2008
After a few issues, I decided to open the publication up to anyone who wanted to be part of  it. I 
announced it with a website and a few listings on November 1.

We would print everything we received, I said—as long as submissions met certain guidelines. Written 
pieces had to be less than 500 words. Images had to be black and white. We would even accept small 
physical objects, if  the contributor included enough for the print run of  50 issues. All contributors would 
get 2 copies of  the issue their material appeared in, for free.

I also opened up the production process—everything from editing and designing issues, to printing and 
assembling them—to anyone who wanted to help. Volunteers would get 2 copies of  any issue they helped 
create. And I would send 4 free copies to anyone who agreed to leave them around public spaces.

That first month, I received 48 submissions, and 31 people offered to help produce or distribute the zine. 
Together, we made 5 issues of  the zine.

December 2008
Submissions received: 30
Number of  people who offered to help: 14
Issues printed: 2

January 2009
Submissions received: 25
Number of  people who offered to help: 8
Issues printed: 3

February 2009
During the first few months, a bunch of  people helped edit the material, and assemble the zines. This 
pretty much stopped in February. I still got people offering of  help, but mostly they just wanted to 
distribute existing copies. Which was still helpful. But it meant I had to do almost all of  the work myself.

Adventures in not being a gatekeeper

Tim Devin



Submissions received: 13
Number of  people who offered to help: 5
Issues printed: 1

March 2009
Submissions received: 11
Number of  people who offered to help: 4
Issues printed: 3

April 2009
Submissions received: 22
Number of  people who offered to help: 15
Issues printed: 5

May 2009
Submissions received: 11
Number of  people who offered to help: 15
Issues printed: 2

By the end of  May, I was pretty tired of  all of  the work, so I decided to close up shop. On May 28, I 
changed the website to say I was no longer accepting material—but that I would print everything I had 
already received before then. I said I still needed help editing, printing, and distributing the zines. 

June 2009
The zines I’d already printed still had the open call in them, and a number of  websites wouldn’t update 
the listing to say that it was closed. As a result, I kept getting submissions. I also got a lot of  offers to help 
distribute copies, although no one offered to help edit the material or produce the zines.

Submissions received: 9 (not accepted)
Number of  people who offered to help: 7
Issues printed: 2

July 2009
Submissions received: 5 (not accepted)
Number of  people who offered to help: 10
Issues printed: 5

August 2009
Submissions received: 6 (not accepted) 
Number of  people who offered to help: 4
Issues printed: 0

September 2009
Submissions received: 6 (not accepted) 
Number of  people who offered to help: 4
Issues printed: 4

(continued)



October 2009
In October, I printed the last 3 issues, fulfilling my promise to print everything I received. I threw myself  a 
party

Submissions received: 13 (not accepted)
Number of  people who offered to help: 2
Issues printed: 3

November 2009 to present
People still submit material, which I politely refuse to accept. And I still get emails from people offering to 
help distribute issues.

My thoughts on it
In all, over 250 people volunteered to help out in one way or another. And I got material from about 200 
other people—everyone from junior high school kids from Montreal to megastars like The Yes Men and 
Reverend Billy of  the Church of  Stop Shopping. The project also got a fair bit of  attention: it’s been in a 
number of  magazines and art books, and was featured on Canadian public radio.

Looking back on the project, here are my takeaways:

 - There’s a lot of  people out there who want their work to be seen. Many of  them rely on open  
    calls because they don’t have the resume or the connections to get their work out through other           
                 channels. Open calls give these people an important opportunity.
 - Other people who do have those connections still like to participate in open calls because they  
    like the particular project, or they like the egalitarian feel of  open calls.
 - Open calls take a lot of  time, energy and grunt work to manage. It’s hard to maintain that level  
    of  energy (I got burnt out pretty quickly), so it’s no wonder most places set requirements for  
    who they’ll consider dealing with. 
 - A lot of  the material you get through open calls is really good quality. What would happen to  
    those pieces if  they never found a home?

•



 “As far as Tertullian was concerned, a full stomach led to ‘an obsession with the 

lavatory’ and nothing else remained ‘but to pass on from this to thoughts of  lust.’” 

      

                          - Frank Graziano (Wounds of  Love)

 “...for this stinking and filthy passion is the door of  all wickedness, and wherever 

it hath power, like a great, wide door, is it open for the entrance of  all abominable things. 

It is the destroyer of  all excellence, it impedeth all righteousness, and it is the obstacle to 

all divine works in every shape and form.”  

           - Philoxenus (Ascetic Discourse On Gluttony)

Get in the zone

Ian Deleón



Emmy Bright
Why Don’t You Want This? (Black)
2016
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Gatekeepers

•

Many thanks to the artists that have been so patient while I put this issue together

&

To my neighborhood printer Red Sun Press for always doing such a wonderful job 
at the last minute

&

To Gertrude’s Artist Salon at the Mills, Boston Center for the Arts. Without which 
Accordion might never have happened.

•

Be in touch!

2accordionzine@gmail.com
http://www.maggiejensen.com/accordion-zine/



Mirroring the act of accumulation of air within its bellows, our 
Accordion collects the individual breath, layering, and building 
upon its fragmented nature.

The intent of this zine is to bring together many different 
creative voices in an open dialogue fostered within the 
community of its pages. Promoting a casual atmosphere in which 
to present and explore both finished and in progress ideas, 
Accordion is a place where images and text can exist outside 
of the potential pressures of the exhibition space, or academic 
publication. Here any hierarchical attitude towards image over 
text or vice versa is opposed. Instead each can express the 
possibility of resonance one has with the other, but never 
subordinate to.

Existing in print medium Accordion is aware of the importance 
of growing in a community that relies on the possibilities an 
online presence allows artists to work together. However, it 
also realizes a need for the alternative tactile platform. As we 
have become more and more accustomed to scrolling through a 
stream of online images it is easy to ignore the unique 
experience that flipping back and forth through pages at 
random, and holding together different combinations of image 
and text, offers to the viewing experience.

Accordion hopes to find a voice somewhere in the space 
between studio to gallery, notebook to essay, or blog to 
magazine.


