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TO THE HEART BROKEN AND THE HEART BREAKERS, 



P H I L O P H O B I A 

Fear of attachment or to fall in love.

Philophobia Exhibition is a collaborative exhibition featuring the work of selected 
artists in the reflection of the vulnerability of loving someone, not only in a 
relationship but in all kinds of love. 

Through unconventional artistic media and methods of manifestation, the artists 
investigate the psychology of broken hearts and self-reflection in the mind and 
body.

The exhibition was shown on October 18th - 22nd, 2017 with a reception on 
October 20th, at Sulfur Studios (2301 Bull St, Savannah, GA 31401). 
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All the emotions go as a roller coaster, and at some point you have to go out of the ride.  Maybe get on anotherone or maybe never go into them because you were too scared and too out of yourself on the first one, maybe the curves of that rollercoaster werent made for you,  but not all rollercoasters are the same. 

Adriana AG
Emotions I
25x25 in
Mixed Media



Adriana AG
Philophobia
32x43 in
Graphite & Acrylic on paper





Adriana AG
Emotions II
25x25 in
Mixed Media



David Aguilera & Adriana AG
FRAGILITY AND EMPOWERMENT
8 mt x 2 mt
Photography







Adriana AG
ALTAR
1,5 x 0,5 x 0,5 mts
Objects on pedestal

Adriana AG
YOU
16 x 22 in
Wood letters on 
Wood pannel & 
spraypaint.



Jefrain Gallipoli
BLIND
8,5 x 11 inch
Digital Illustration

You are happiness
what is happiness
my happiness is you
you, you, you, you, and again you

and now you are gone. 
happiness is you
and you are gone
what is happiness?
will i ever be happy again?



Adriana AG
FROM BROKEN HEARTS TO HEART BREAKERS

4 mts x 3 mts x 2 mts 
200+ letters, internet images, branches, leaves and woden table.

SEE MORE OF THE LETTERS: ANEXOS







Adriana AG
ADDICTION
16 x 16 in
Objects on pedestal

Sasha Van Shalk 
FRIEND BREAK UP
25x30 in
Acrilic on wooden pannel



Adriana AG
ARRANGING THOUGHTS
12 canvases of 10 x 10 in
Wooden letters on canvas & floor.





Adriana AG
LOVE
4 Circle panels 22 x 22 in
Color pencil, acrylic & pastel 
on cardboard. 











Opening night. Kierra Hall at Sulfur Studios. 

P E R F O R M A N C E

HAVE YOU EVER FALLEN IN LOVE? 
HAS SOMEONE BROKEN YOUR HEART?
IF YOU WERE EVER IN LOVE, IT IS PROBABLE THAT SOMEONE HAS BROKEN YOUR HEART AS WELL.

Sourrounded by a circle of 1 cent coins and wearing 20 sweaters, like when people in the military 
wear a lot of layers to not get killed, she had a sign on cardboard that read “Love me please” She 
was like a vagabond on the floor with a can so people can give her coins, she was asking for love. 
She was reaching in the circle of coins,  desperately and  unsure of what they would make for her. 
How many times have you begged for love? All the times where insecurity reaches the lowest, she 
would do anything for one cent of love. Society made her believe that she was not worth a cent, and 
she believed it. She is so blind. As time passes, alone and without a cent she  realized that begging 
is not the right way, and she had millions inside of her. She was made of love, all the things she was 
begging for, she had them and deserved all of them and more. Those sweaters that she used to cover 
all her body with, all the insecurities and all the bad thoughts about herself, were layers of negative 
thoughts that slowly, layer by layer she started taking out, as a realisation of self-love. Starting to look 
at everyone in the audience she starts to see herself with love. She is sure that she will find love and 
that she has to love herself first. looking at the coins and showing her white dress, without anymore 
layers, she walks away from the scene. 



Yeonha Park
BRIDE
14 x17 inch
Photography

Sam Pritchard
Chemo Reflection
20x26in
Charcoal/ ink/ acrylic

Fear of loving oneself and one’s relationship with the body. 
Even by going through pain, she learns how to love herself and her body all over again.



l o v e
what is it?
what does it take to love someone?
what does it mean?
does it mean the same for everyone?
if so, why does everyone love.

But not everyone knows how to love, 
so they hurt.

Being in love is the best and the worst. 
Brings the most beautiful angels 
and the darkest demons.







No sé cómo empezar esta carta, es más, pensé que en mi vida la escribiría. Hasta hace un par de días había pensado que este evento ya era parte 
de mi pasado, un pasado del cual ya no pensaba, pues era otra época y  yo también era otro en ese momento. Si mis cálculos no me fallan, ya serian 
talvez un poco más de tres años, talvez llegando al cuarto.

La primera vez que te vi, fue bastante interesante…de aquellas pocas veces en las que realmente sentís como el pulso te sube de repente y no podes 
controlarlo, pues se nota en la mirada. Primero que nada me encantó ser tu amigo, hasta ahora atesoro aquellas charlas que teníamos cada vez que 
llegaba del colegio, que ya se habían hecho parte de mi rutina. Mis primeras noches de desvelo también te las debo a vos, horas y horas charlando 
hasta que salía el sol, esperando a que alguno de los dos cayera dormido mientras hablábamos de cualquier tontera.

Con temor a equivocarme, me acuerdo que el problema empezó cuando me enamore perdidamente de ti, con todas tus virtudes y defectos. Al prin-
cipio me costó bastante entender que no me correspondías, sin embargo lo entendí, pero aun así no podía mantenerme al margen y pensaba en mi 
cabeza mil y un formas de escribirte un mensaje con las palabras adecuadas. Finalmente después de muchas fórmulas y fracasos, creo que lo hice… 
pues saliendo de aquella fiesta tú también me dijiste que sentías algo por mí.

Esas palabras fueron lo que solo podía escuchar cuando soñaba despierto. Volví a sentir como mi pulso se disparaba, tal y como cuando te vi la 
primera vez. Así fue como, con un poco de ayuda como te acordaras, te pedí que fueras mi novia mientras cenábamos en casa. Probablemente no 
debí hacerlo, pues el momento en el que lo hice ya faltaba poco para que te fueras. 

Así empezó una de las épocas más felices de mi vida, en la cual sostenía tu mano y guardaba tu sonrisa en mi mente. Pasaron las semanas y algo 
había cambiado en ti, y cuando te preguntaba que pasaba te cerrabas. Finalmente sin decirme una palabra, me dijiste que no podías continuar, lo 
que entendí con una lagrima. 

Pasaron los años y de vez en cuando me preguntaba qué era lo que había pasado, el porqué de las cosas. Pero ahora con el pasar de los años me 
di cuenta, que las  cosas no siempre necesitan un porque. Ahora que ya no hablamos más y nuestras charlas quedaron en el pasado, entendí que 
talvez no era nuestro tiempo, y el destino no quería que estuviéramos juntos. Habiendo comprendido eso, voy cerrando esta carta con la esperanza 
de no tener que volver a escribirla.

En fin, quien sabe ¿Talvez en otra vida?

"From broken Hearts to Heart Breakers". 

 Why couldn’t you just focus on me. You always stuck in your phone when your around me but 
when I call or text you, your never available. Your answering machine to leave a message is not 
set up so I couldn't  even leave you message.So,I made myself available to you whenever you 
wanted to call and talk to me because you acted like you were sooo busy all the time.Why 
couldn’t you focus on me. I'm hurting not because of you but because I thought my judgement 
was better than you. I didn't want to leave you. Why couldn't you focus on me. I use to love you. 
You know I never open up to anybody but I gave you chance since I felt like we just clicked and 
you were so sweet in the beginning. I even let you drive my car. I gave you gifts for every 
holiday and your parents love me. And we just clicked. I don't know what more could I have 
given you. Now I'm blocking you and yes I unfollowed you on twitter, facebook, and instagram 
on purpose. I loved you, gave you most of my time, I was patient with you, when you needed 
help or just sad I was there, sex when you wanted it when I wasn’t in the mood. And so many 
opportunities have came to me since you left. I know you cheated stupid. Stop trying to talk to 
my friends and family to convince them that it was me.  And you know it wasn’t. I can’t stand 
you. I am over you. Stop calling me. I am never ever answering again. I am better without you 
and without a lot of people. You freakin knew that I don't open up to people now my walls are 
built up even thicker and stronger. I am back to trusting no one. You probably wanted to get 
close to me so you could tell all the people I don't like my business. Fuck you.

Darling, you.

 This is primarily a love letter. But it is mostly an existence letter, be-
cause I am the central speck of dust condemned to waft in the fabric of the 
everything that is you, and in my experience of the youniverse all is in relation 
to your coordinate.

 I miss you and I am you in every cursed, and blessed, aching change of 
direction of the wind, and I miss you, and am you in every self-smile, and every 
self-frown administered by my aging reflection. 
 
 I am both infinitely separate, and ever-presently incarnate of your holy 
image, and bear a macabre poem written on my naked back: “Here’s a fool that 
came too close to the goddess, was left blind, and almost lost his sanity, and 
is still out there somewhere, limping, damned to push through the agony most 
likely in lonely place, against a hard surface, till he drops down and dies uncer-
emoniously on the spot.”

 I am you, I mostly miss you, and I am not sad or ashamed about this 
fact. I am well with the breadcrumbs. The entire goddesshead was too much 
for my peasant, modest spirit. I am destined to a life of picking up random piec-
es of your life and watching them glint in the sun before dropping them to the 
ground again, because they are always too hot and burn my fingers.

 I am you, and I need you just like the sailor washed away from the 
shore needs the forces that govern physics. Not to do anything related to com-
ing back to the shore, but merely to exist in a framework of reference.

 I miss you, babe, and I chuckle at the rare opportunity to call you ‘babe’, 
something that in my short time with you I surely wasn’t able to execute prop-
erly. Anyway. I have to finish this letter now. I have to go back to standing in the 
bread line of routine, and you have to go back to the pressing business of hold-
ing the world together. You’re doing a great job, by the way.

 Love, always,
A.

Clewen Abes,

Ya pasaron como 10 meses desde que dejamos de estar juntos y mi corazón te extraña 
como si hubiese sido ayer.

No se cómo explicarte que, a pesar de entender y respetar tus motivos, de haber pasa-
do por todas las etapas de enojo por tus razones y tu manera de alejarme, y de aún sen-
tir frustración por tu cobardía, hoy pueda seguir queriéndote tanto como siempre lo hice.

Supongo que es porque sigo creyendo que nuestro amor merecía más que lo que le 
dimos y que pudimos ser felices por más tiempo, además de que sigo viendo en ti todas 
las cualidades por las que me enamoré perdidamente.

Todavía me asombra todo lo que eres, todavía quiero escribirte con amor cada día, to-
davía duermo esperando tus llamadas, todavía espero que sea hora de verte para que 
me abraces, todavía se me pone de cabeza el mundo al pensarte, todavía sueño con 
tener una tarde más a tu lado… aunque nada de esto vuelva a pasar.

Amé aprender tanto de ti, reír cada vez que cantabas en el auto, tu enojo al verme es-
tresada, enojarme porque te ponías molestoso y luego reír por eso; escucharte hablar 
apasionadamente de tantas cosas, todas las cenas, los almuerzos, las llamadas diarias 
antes de dormir, cada uno de tus abrazos y besos y tu manera de alegrar mi corazón.

Me quedo con las ganas de pasar otro día contigo, insatisfecha con nosotros, y espe-
rando dejar de una vez de sentir que, si hoy vuelves, hoy vuelvo. 

ANEXO



Dear Loved one,

I hope you get to be happy, that you are doing what you love, that you are passionate about the life you are living and excited for all that is yet to 
come. I hope that you get to be as happy as you were as when we were together, like nothing else mattered because we had one another and that 
while we were living a fantasized version of reality it was the sweet ecstasy of timelessness that kept us together in the moment. Reality is, while it 
was great to spend all this time with you it is time to part so we can reach for our personal goals and be able to be happy by our own merit. That is 
why I hope you get to see yourself the way I looked at you, as a beautiful and talented person.  Most importantly I hope you really take care of your-
self, to not try to be someone you are not because while it might relieve you from the battles you’ve faced in the past, it only creates a façade that 
masks what is really happening inside. I won’t be your friend, I can’t be that for you. However, I will always care about you and I would lie if I said 
I didn’t love you all this time, and quite frankly I always will. It’s not like the time we spent is erased forever or that the mistakes we made are for-
gotten but rather that we both know that our relationship cannot transition into just simply being friends. I never wanted to be your friend, and I still 
don’t. It is unfortunate that things ended, and while we are still attracted and probably always will, we both know that it is the best for one another 
that we part ways. So really take the best of the time we spent, and keep it as a memory that bring the best out of you as you continue. I hope you 
really take care of yourself and that you don’t hurt yourself and take things lightly. I really loved you.

	  
Dear	  Sandy,	  
Every	  time	  I	  see	  you	  are	  like	  a	  little	  piece	  inside	  of	  me	  dies.	  Seeing	  you	  today	  did	  less	  
harm	  to	  my	  heart	  that	  what	  it	  had	  done	  before.	  Sometimes	  I	  blame	  myself	  for	  losing	  
you.	  Other	  times	  I	  tell	  myself	  that	  you	  did	  what	  you	  did	  because	  you	  loved	  me	  so	  
much	  and	  felt	  the	  need	  to	  protect	  me.	  It	  just	  felt	  too	  real	  for	  me	  to	  believe	  that	  it	  
was	  all	  a	  lie	  from	  your	  side.	  Did	  you	  mean	  all	  those	  things	  you	  said?	  Did	  you	  regret	  all	  
those	  things	  you	  did	  for	  me?	  I	  was	  so	  convinced	  that	  you	  were	  the	  one	  I	  was	  going	  to	  
grow	  old	  with,	  but	  of	  course,	  I	  was	  too	  naive	  to	  believe	  that.	  You	  were	  my	  first	  love,	  
and	  by	  leaving	  how	  you	  left,	  it	  chattered	  what	  I	  know	  believe	  is	  fantasy	  and	  brought	  
me	  to	  a	  new	  reality.	  	  
	  
Did	  you	  know?	  I'm	  seeing	  someone	  else	  now.	  He	  is	  charming	  and	  kind	  and	  smart,	  just	  
like	  you	  were.	  I	  really	  like	  this	  guy	  but	  now,	  even	  if	  he	  really	  deserved	  it,	  he	  won't	  
receive	  all	  my	  trust	  or	  love.	  You	  made	  me	  build	  a	  wall	  around	  my	  heart	  and	  my	  mind.	  
Now	  I	  won't	  let	  myself	  fall	  for	  things	  I	  now	  consider	  foolish.	  Now	  I	  won't	  let	  myself	  
fall	  in	  love	  again.	  You	  changed	  me	  from	  skydiving	  in	  the	  clouds	  to	  steady	  feet	  on	  the	  
ground.	  
	  
Sincerely,	  	  
	  
SSL	  

La Paz, 10 de octubre 2017 

Hola, 

Soy yo, ¿te acuerdas de mí no? Pero si no lo haces déjame recordarte quien soy yo. Yo fui aquella persona que supo escucha-
rte en tus peores momentos, la persona que te sacaba cada día una sonrisa. El hecho de verte todos, los días en el colegio 
es lo que me hacía más feliz, esperaba los recreos con ganas para poder ir a saludarte. Y me conformaba con las migajas de 
tu mísero cariño. Yo sabía que eras una persona que le gustaba mantener distancia con las otras personas, la idea de dem-
ostrar cariño no era ni es tu fuerte. Pero el momento en el que me empezaste a hacer de lado y veía como preferías estar con 
aquella otra persona me dio una señal de que realmente no me querías como yo a ti. Por momentos trate de convencerme de 
que me querías a tu manera y de todos los modos posibles termine mintiéndome a mí misma. Negando el hecho de que no me 
querías como yo te querías y tampoco me querías a tu manera. Todas esas llamadas que hacíamos cada día, simplemente me 
provocaban sonrisas, creaste una esperanza, una ilusión en mí. Pero después la rompiste… Y la rompiste de la manera más 
cruel posible, primero la creaste y después con toda tu indiferencia la rompiste cual cristal. Te fuiste de viaje y la verdad cuan-
do me dijiste que nunca sentiste amor por alguien me dio la esperanza y la meta de ser la primera persona por la cual sintieras 
amor, quería ser esa persona en específico que te mostraría que se siente querer a alguien y ser querido también. Si te con-
fieso yo tampoco había sentido ese “cariño” por nadie hasta que llegaste tú. Pero creo que detestabas más el cómo era yo y 
no había casi cosas que te gustaran de mí. En alguna manera me volví prisionera de ti. Pero fue una prisión voluntaria, fui una 
prisionera que estaba ciega por el cariño que te tenía que habría hecho lo que sea para ser esa persona que te hiciera cambiar 
tu manera de ver al mundo. Yo también estaba con el tiempo en contra, ya me iba ir de viaje, y tenía que decírtelo, tenía que 
armarme de valor y decir todo lo que sentía por ti. Medite semanas, horas y noches enteras esperando que la respuesta fuera 
agradable y tenía la esperanza en que tú seas mi primer amor. Pero no todo lo que queremos ocurre… Cuando escuche tu 
respuesta, mis ojos se llenaron de lágrimas. Lagrimas amargas llenas de frustración y decepción. Le conté a tantas personas 
lo increíble que eras, la gran persona y ser humano lleno de sentimientos. Eras la persona a la que yo más quería. Y de un se-
gundo al otro nos rompiste el corazón. Digo nos porque no solo a mí me lo rompiste sino también a todas esas personas que 
te admiraban por todo lo bueno que les dije de ti. 

Durante un tiempo estuve con el corazón roto, el alma me dolía y cada vez que te veía se me rompía un poco más el corazón. 
Seré sincera, llore por ti muchas noches hasta dormirme con las lágrimas en los ojos. Las ganas de hacer las cosas se me 
fueron, mi mente parecía volar en los confines del universo preguntándose ¿en qué fallé? Si acaso fui o si soy tan mala per-
sona contigo. No logro responderme aun a esas preguntas. Pero algo si se y lo sé bien, ya no te necesito. Disparaste y romp-
iste mi corazón, pero yo sola lo reconstruí y sigo acá de pie y te miro sin sentir pena ni angustia ni odio, solo indiferencia. Esa 
indiferencia con la que me mataste. Pero sigo acá, con un corazón que busca amarse primero antes de amar a alguien más. 
No te necesito, ya no te necesito. Y recuerda, acá el que sale perdiendo eres tú, pues yo al menos sé que es querer a alguien 
y sé que algún día encontraré a esa persona que me dé todo ese cariño que tú fuiste incapaz de darme. No me arrepiento de 
habértelo dicho pues prefiero quedarme con ese dolor, que fue creado por decir lo que realmente sentía a haber callado para 
siempre quedándome con esa duda de ¿Qué puedo haber pasado sí...? 

Soy feliz con o sin ti igual lo soy, ¡prefiero ser una persona que siente todo hasta incluso demasiado a ser un insensible con tú! 
No te necesito y nunca más te necesitaré…



Love letter to myself 

 

Dear myself: 

 

Years have gone by and you’re not a child anymore, though you’re still learning. There was not 

necessarily one person that taught me a few things about love, there were several and it was also life. 

Because you saw almost the same story repeated over and over, because you fell for someone over and 

over, because you talked about almost the same things and dreams over and over, and you cried 

uncountable times, now, that all those attempts are over, it’s when you realize that you’ve learned. I’m 

glad is that way, because sadness is not the best of emotions; with a shattered heart usually isn’t easy to 

focus on the positive side of life, even what was positive about your just killed relationship. I’ve been very 

insecure and I’m sure plenty of people have been there too. I seldom completely trusted my partners, 

always wondering whether it was my issue, or whether they were definitely hiding something, playing with 

me all the time, unstoppably lying. Probably I’ll never know. However, today I’m becoming less interested 

in what those experiences really were, because I’m sure that they weren’t the right people… let’s say we 

weren’t the right people for each other. Also, keep in mind that there is no perfect match or other half, at 

least is what I believe. But love like a muscle, you have to develop it if you want it to grow. I’ve learned 

that no one’s perfect, but working with our imperfections could lead to an almost perfect thing, which is 

love. I’ll avoid putting myself down again, when let down will do my best to stand up by myself, and if that 

person can’t see my values, then will understand that I need something better for me. I’ve been trapped in 

the cycle of relationships, it seems like it never ends. Same promises, same activities together. Between 

relationships, it’s been the worst. Trying to heal I’ve made myself even more vulnerable and weak by 

exposing my body to others. I’ve used sex to forget, when it just made it worst. When you meet two 

different people per day and several per week you feel emptier than a black hole. I’ve thought of myself 

as an object, a whore, a toy, a romantic failure. There’s been asswholes that even told me that a couple 

of times: “you’re not relationship material”. I admit it, I’ve been heartbroken and heartbreaker, but now I 

understand that it’s just life. Love is not equal, not countable because it’s abstract, but that doesn’t mean 

that you should conform with the least of interest from your beloved one. Remember, is a two-way street. 

You can cultivate love with time. I’ve reached bottom but that just made me stronger. Now I know what I 

want for me, who’s the type of person I want to be with for the rest of my life or whatever it last (everything 

has an end anyway) and especially, I also know now what I DON’T want for me, because I love myself.  

 

Yours, 

Updated me.  

Dear Hans, 

 

            I guess I’m pathetic. Am I really letting my emotions rise and fall 
based on you? I’m so fucking stupid. I’ve said from the start that I knew 
this was a bad idea. I held everything back, the smart thing to do. But 
goddamn it, you made me fall. And it’s my fault too, I let myself fall, 
thinking you would catch me. But now you’re gone, and I’m rapidly 
approaching the ground. I’ve done this over and over again, never 
learning how dangerous it is. I took an entire year to start talking to you, 
and you throw it away. It was a “mistake” or “misunderstanding” or 
whatever. I got it. But I forgave you, and yet you still put no effort into fixing 
things. I’m fine if you want to fuck around, believe me, I get it. But why did 
you have to promise me you cared about me? Somehow, you deceived 
me into thinking you were an angel. You’re manipulative, and you don’t 
even recognize it. You have managed to make me feel like dirt, complete 
and utter dirt, and I fell for it the whole time. I really thought we were going 
somewhere, especially during the play and the cast party. But now that I’m 
actually ready, you’re the one that fucked everything up. I know what 
you’re feeling. I know you’re starting to hate yourself and feel horrible. I’m 
not trying to make it worse, believe me, I try my hardest not to hurt you. I 
just want you to know how I feel to clue you in on my stance. Just don’t do 
what I did and collapse in on yourself. 

Do Something About It. 

Fix things. I’m begging you. I can barely fix myself. 

 

Yours, 

Suni 

 

El día que 
terminamos 
solo fue “por 
un tiempo” un 
tiempo que 
necesitabas 
para hacerte 
fuerte y estar 
conmigo y ser 
fuerte para 
mi, porque en 
ese momento 
“no lo eras”... 
Muchas cir-
cunstancias 
hicieron que 
nos aleje-
mos... Pero 
ahora veo que 
en tu tiempo 
te encuentras 
con tu “nuevo 
amor”... Dime 
que puedo 
esperar o 
pensar de 
todas las 
promesas? 
De todo el 
amor prometi-
do? Del futuro 
soñado? 
Donde que-
da?? Ya que 
para el día de 
hoy, cuando 
nos vimos en 
la calle no nos 
dimos ni el 
saludo.



	 	
One	of	my	friends	said	something	today	that	made	the	most	sense	to	me.	He	said	

‘Emotions	are	like	art,	they’re	completely	useless,	but	entirely	necessary	for	happiness.’	I’ve	
never	heard	something	more	honest	than	that.	I	have	never	felt	more	useless	than	I	do	right	
now.	I	go	from	feeling	like	my	world	is	crashing	down	around	me	to	feeling	utterly	happy	and	
then	it	repeating.	I	don’t	know	if	all	of	this	is	because	of	my	fear	of	love	or	if	it’s	my	fear	of	John.	
I	fear	John	more	than	I	would	like	to	say…He	has	everything	now	to	destroy	me.	You	would	
think	with	love,	that	the	first	place	your	mind	would	go	to	is	happiness;	not	how	the	other	
person	can	take	your	bare	sole	and	crush	it	in	their	hand.	Yet,	here	I	am.		
	 Part	of	me	wants	to	just	lock	my	feelings	away	and	never	talk	about	them	because	in	the	
end	they	will	only	be	there	to	hurt	me.	I’ve	been	hurt	way	too	much	over	time.	I	hate	everyone	
who	came	before	and	fucked	me	up	so	much.	The	worst	still	by	far	is	Ryan.	I	will	love	the	day	
when	I	stop	having	nightmares	about	him.	Yet	I	had	one	just	a	few	days	ago	about	seeing	him	in	
the	mall.	I	was	even	with	John	and	he	came	over	and	made	me	introduce	John	to	him.	I	was	so	
god	damn	afraid	of	him.	I	still	let	him	control	me	in	front	of	John.	It’s	been	five	years	since	the	
last	time	he	laid	a	hand	on	me.	You	would	think	that	Bryan	raping	me	would	make	me	more	
afraid	of	him	than	Ryan	yet,	it	fucking	doesn’t.	Why	would	it?	When	with	Bryan	it	was	nothing	
but	physical	abuse.	With	Ryan…I	actually	loved	him.	I	loved	him	deeply	and	fully	and	trusted	
him	with	everything.	So,	to	have	that	thrown	back	at	you	with	slaps…can	do	a	lot…	I	still	stop	
and	think	every	time	someone	lays	a	hand	on	me	what	they	are	really	going	to	do.	Every	time	
someone	gets	any	kind	of	mad	at	me	I	wait	for	it…	I	wait	for	some	sort	of	punishment.	I	am	
tired	of	letting	this	control	me.	I’m	afraid	of	love	because	of	Ryan.	I’m	afraid	of	relationships	
because	of	Ryan.	I’m	afraid	of	myself…because	of	Ryan.	
	 Part	of	me	wants	to	do	something	so	I	fuck	up	and	John	just	leaves.	Because	I	know	I	
won’t	be	good	enough	in	the	end.	I	never	am	because	I’m	so	broken.	I’m	not	sure	but	as	of	right	
now	in	this	time	he	is	my	person	and	I	have	developed	feelings	that	most	would	put	under	love	
for	him.	I	feel	safe	around	him	something	I	haven’t	ever	felt	before.	But	more	importantly	I	
trust	him.	I	don’t	use	that	word	lightly.	I	can’t	tell	you	the	last	time	I	ever	trusted	anyone.	I’ve	
manipulated	my	way	through	the	last	seven	years	of	my	life.	I’ve	manipulated	everyone	around	
me	into	believing	who	ever	this	is	I	put	up.	Never	did	I	think	I	would	find	someone	I	would	stop	
hiding	from.	Yes,	I	still	hide	from	him	but	nowhere	near	as	much	as	I	do	with	others.	I	let	him	
actually	know	my	thoughts	not	just	the	thoughts	I	know	people	want	to	hear.	For	once	in	a	very	
long	time	I	am	actually	myself…and	someone	doesn’t	hate	it	or	want	to	hurt	me	for	it…I	guess	
what	I	am	getting	at	from	this	is	I	will	never	stop	fearing	Ryan…or	love	and	I	hate	that	so	much.	
But,	I,	at	least	for	the	first	time	since	Ryan	laid	a	hand	on	me,	I’m	not	as	afraid	anymore.	I’m	
coming	to	grips	with	the	truth	around	me.	The	truth	that	love	doesn’t	have	to	leave	me	with	
bruises	and	slaps.	Love	can	just	be…love.		

May	21,	2015	
I	love	you.	If	there’s	one	thing	I’m	sure	of,	it’s	that.	I	love	you,	and	I	want	to	be	with	you.	I	love	
you	for	exactly	who	you	are,	and	I	think	you’re	amazing.	I	want	to	be	the	one	you	kiss	and	hold	
and	love	and	the	one	you	think	about	first	thing	in	the	morning	and	last	thing	at	night.	I	can’t	
quit	you…	I’ve	tried,	but	you	and	I	both	keep	coming	back.	I’m	addicted	to	your	taste,	the	feel	of	
you,	the	way	you	wrap	your	arms	around	me.	I	feel	safe	when	I’m	with	you.	My	mind	is	calm	
and	quiet,	and	I’ve	never	had	that.	I	feel	like	me	when	I’m	with	you,	only	a	little	less	inhibited,	a	
little	less	careful,	and	a	little	more	free.	You	challenge	me	in	ways	I’ve	never	been	challenged	
before,	and	you’re	good	for	me.	I	think	I	could	be	good	for	you	too.	I’m	tired	of	waiting.	I	want	
to	be	with	you	now,	to	find	out	if	this	can	work,	instead	of	just	talking	and	thinking	about	it.	
We’ve	been	talking	for	a	year.	Show	me	you	want	me,	and	be	with	me.	
	
June	2,	2015	
I	think	that	I	feel	safe	with	you	because	you	don’t	dig	too	deep.	You	leave	my	deepest	thoughts,	
my	insecurities,	my	fears	undisturbed.	If	I	chose	to	share	them,	you’d	listen.	But	you	don’t	ask	
the	hard	questions.	That’s	good	and	bad.	I	think	we	both	think	so	much	more	than	we	say.	But	
somehow,	it	feels	easier	that	way.	I	feel	like	I’m	safe	from	you	getting	in	further	than	I’m	
comfortable	with.	I	can	keep	the	worst	parts	of	me,	the	weak	parts,	the	insecurities,	away	from	
you.	I	can’t	show	those	because	I	don’t	want	that	to	be	the	reason	you	leave.	I’ve	had	people	
respond	badly	to	them,	and	I	can’t	bear	that	with	you.	I’m	keeping	them	away	from	you	
because	I	can’t	stand	to	be	disappointed	in	that	way	by	you.	
I	think	you	hold	back	because	you’ve	been	hurt.	You’ve	been	really	hurt,	and	you	won’t	let	that	
happen	again.	I	think	that	you	care,	but	I	don’t	know	if	you’re	ready	to	love	me	in	the	way	you	
should.	I	also	don’t	know	if	you	realize	how	much	I’m	holding	back	myself.	I	can’t	show	
weakness	in	front	of	you.	I	don’t	show	you	my	insecurities	or	tell	you	about	what	I	truly	want	or	
need	because	I’m	afraid	that	you	can’t	or	won’t	give	it	to	me.	I	can’t	make	myself	that	
vulnerable.	Except,	when	two	people	are	unwilling	to	be	vulnerable	with	each	other,	where	
does	that	leave	us?	Two	people	who	want	to	love	and	be	loved,	but	are	separated	by	two	walls,	
one	made	by	each	of	them,	are	just	at	a	standstill.	We’re	always	at	a	standstill,	you	and	I,	both	
of	us	unwilling	to	take	the	first	step	forward,	to	challenge	the	other,	afraid	to	ask	for	and	allow	
ourselves	to	receive	a	little	more.	
	
July	24,	2015	
Broken	promises	were	all	you	ever	gave	me,	but	I’m	okay	now.	I’m	okay	now.	Maybe	someday	
I’ll	see	you,	and	we’ll	both	know	we	were	unfinished	business,	unfinished	business.	But	you	
finished	it	when	you	showed	me	your	true	colors,	baby,	so	don’t	try	to	call	me	“love”	now.	
Maybe	I	should’ve	demanded	an	explanation,	but	I	knew	you	didn’t	have	one.	I	know	I’m	better	
off	without	you,	but	it	doesn’t	change	the	year	I	spent	on	you.	
	
October	6,	2017	
Two	years	later,	and	you	still	check	up	on	me.	When	I	was	in	the	hospital	for	an	emergency	
surgery,	yours	was	the	first	text	I	got,	asking	if	I	was	okay.	When	you	saw	that	I	was	in	the	
airport,	alone,	you	messaged	me	immediately	to	see	if	I	was	alright.	You	respond	to	things	I	
post	on	my	Snapchat	story,	leaving	me	words	of	encouragement.	There	will	always	be	a	little	



we have last spoken. I still think about 
you often; multiple times a day to be 
exact. I miss you immensely but I 
don’t know what to do anymore. It is 
painful right now because the wound 
on my heart is fresh, but with each 
passing day, I am trying to learn to 
live without you. I’m grateful for this, 
because loving someone you cannot 
be with is the greatest sorrow I know.

I have struggled the past years to 
express how I feel about you. Ver-
balizing my emotions is not possible 
because I cannot communicate them 
clearly. I decided a letter would be the 
best outlet for my thoughts. I find it 
easier to formulate my words onto a 
piece of paper than to express them 
from my lips.

You were everything I could’ve 
dreamed of; the exact kind of woman 
I wanted in my life. You were, smart, 
beautiful, caring and skilled in so 
many ways.  But mostly you were 
game for a run, which was amazing.  
Having never met a person like you, 
I wasn’t sure what to think at first. It 
appeared those feelings were well 
received and reciprocated. Over the 
next year and a half, we grew closer 
and learned as much as we could 
about one another – our hopes, our 
dreams, our fears, and what we en-
visioned for the future. You were the 

deepest and strongest love I have ever 
experienced.

You told me I was awesome, wonder-
ful, smart, and loved. You taught me to 
believe in who I am and you pushed me 
to be the best possible version of my-
self. I was always striving to make you 
proud. Falling in love with you made my 
once-broken heart believe in true love 
and kindness again.

I cannot possibly put into words how it 
feels to have you shatter those dreams. 
It is soul crushing and heart wrenching to 
know that maybe you cannot be a part of 
my life.  It is just so hard for me to fath-
om what I am doing wrong and why I am 
not good enough.  The hardest part is 
that I now have to envision a future with 
someone else. But please do not worry, 
for I will be fine. My vision for the future, 
along with my hopes and dreams, have 
not changed. The only modification is that 
you may no longer be a part of them. Al-
though this is a crushing reality, it is one I 
must endure.

While I am hurt, I am not angry. I love 
you, and I always will.  I will never forget 
the memories we created and the lessons 
you have taught me. You have helped 
shape me into a better person and for 
that, I am eternally grateful.

I wish you nothing but the absolute best 

and I hope that you are able to 
fall madly in love with someone 
one day, like I did with you. You 
are a special soul, and there 
is someone out there meant 
for you. Whoever he is, he will 
fill your heart with butterflies 
and shower you with kisses. 
He will carry you through the 
storms and he will be there to 
catch you when life knocks you 
down. I wish you would have 
given me the chance to be that 
person, but I understand that 
you are not ready for a rela-
tionship right now. Maybe one 
day we will run into each other 
when we are both in our home 
state and we could give it an-
other shot. Maybe the timing 
will be on our side next time.

Until then, I’ll be seeing you.

To whom it may concern,

Words are beautiful. To produce 
them, I allow my fingers to move 
about in a rhythmic and rather 
therapeutic manner. These move-
ments then deliver my thoughts 
and emotions into the minds of 
human beings who cannot be 
reached by the sound of my 
voice. I think it’s time for me to 
start understanding that you are 
now one of those people that is 
out of my reach. Here are a few 
words to person I no longer know 
and cannot seem to find.

I want you to know that I love 
you. I fell in love with you gradu-
ally. It was not love at first sight, 
and it was not something that 
struck me like lighting. Still, I 
can tell you exactly the moment 
I knew I had fallen utterly and 
completely in love with you. I love 
you through every emotional part 
of the roller coaster you have 
brought into my life. I love you on 
the days that you are pleasant 
and kind and also the days you 
are not your kindest to me. I love 
you through changing circum-
stance and the rapid movement 
of time. I even love you when you 
decide that you don’t love me as 
much as others not deserving of 

your love. I think a part of me 
still loves you while I sit here 
in the darkness, face hot with 
tears. But what I want you to 
know most is that I still love 
myself, and I still know what 
love really is. 

My love is a love that is deep 
inside of my soul and gives 
restoration to my faith in other 
people. It is a love that I was 
taught and have seen in my 
parents and other people in my 
life. People in this world are 
going to hurt me. They have, 
and they will again. They will 
love me and they will hate me. 
Sometimes they will love and 
hurt me, as you have decid-
ed to do. You have shattered 
my heart, but you have not 
shattered my love. Love is not 
something that is cast aside 
and broken. It is something that 
resides safely inside of each 
and every one us if we choose 
to recognize it. It is a tool for 
forgiveness and strength. It 
is faith, when we lose it in hu-
manity. It is being able to see 
our own beauty and potential, 
even when others make those 
things feel non-existent. Love 

is a perpetual joy that saves 
us when all hope feels lost. 
Love is not something that 
you or anyone can take from 
me.

You have broken my heart, 
but you have not broken my 
love. I know you have it too, 
and my love allows me to 
genuinely hope that you will 
understand it one day. There 
are no simple letters written 
about simple heartbreaks. 
There is only one simple 
concept, and that is that love 
is the most powerful entity 
in the world. I will most like-
ly shed more tears when 
I listen to a song we used 
to sing or see something I 
know would make you smile. 
But I will be okay. I will be 
okay because the love in-
side of me is strong and 
true. I will be okay because 
no matter how many people 
trample on my heart; they 
will never take my love. No 
one can, not even you.

It has been a few months 
since we have seen each 
other, but only days since 



Querida E,  
 
Solo quería decirte que te quise, aunque no fue tanto el tiempo que 
pasamos juntos, aunque no fueron muchos los besos y abrazos que 
compartimos. Fue suficiente para hacer promesas, las cuales todavía 
recuerdo, de vez en cuando, mientras me pregunto si yo tuve la culpa de 
que no alcanzásemos a cumplirlas. Cuando me di cuenta de las noticias, 
llegué a la conclusión de que buscabas algo que no te podía dar y lo 
encontraste en alguien mas. Espero que seas feliz con lo que te dio la 
vida, y si alguna vez quieres un poquito más, no dudes en buscarme. Por 
que aunque no lo quiera, no te voy a olvidar.  
 
Con amor,  
 
Itzul 
 
 



Me di por vencido

El mensaje ya se había aclarado:

Tus palabras no iluminarían más mis días.

Una parte de mi sabía esto desde un principio, pero quería creer que no sería así. Que sería 
distinto. Que ibas a volver con ese abecedario en forma de caricias al alma y que todo volvería a 
ser como antes.

Solo me queda darte las gracias.

Gracias por brindarme tantos momentos gratos

Gracias por tus caricias después de habernos entregado el uno al otro

Grac... 

¿Por qué?

¿Por qué me abrazaste por la espalda y me diste de tu calor allí, si sabías que te ibas y que eso 
me volvía loco?

¿Por qué me dejaste que te acaricie y bese la espalda mientras trabajabas, si sabías que te ibas 
y eso me volvía loco?

¿Por qué me viste con tus ojos verdes fijamente y me diste confianza, si sabías que te ibas y eso 
me volvía loco?

¿Por qué me pediste que te de mi calor abrazándote a la noche y me diste tu calor en sinfonía, si 
sabías que te ibas y eso me volvía loco?

¿Por qué me pediste que te acompañe a alimentar a los perros de tus viejos, si sabías que te 
ibas y eso no lo ibas a cumplir?

Pero no es tu culpa que a mí me vuelvan loco esas cosas. Ni que yo me haya entregado tan rápi-
do.  Y es que, ¿quién controla eso último? Te dicen: “che, bajale un cambio”.

¿Bajarle un cambio?

Si los sentimientos van en una autopista a la velocidad que ellos deciden. No tienen caja de cam-
bios, no tienen frenos.

Lo único que les reprocho es que no hayan ido a la misma velocidad que los tuyos.

A 0 kilómetros por hora.

To, The person who is happily married on other end of earth.

It’s been a long time, the day I was fallen apart by all means. I just want to thank you and want to express how I transformed from the day I have 
met you till now. It all starts from the day, where I used to stalk you to just to listen your voice and get excited about thinking of rest of the day. Those 
were days where I was a complete nerd and typical introvert who always speaks to his books. It took almost 3 months just to wave a hand to say 
‘hello’. In this 3 months, you never knew me but I learnt so many things about you. This is how I realized that, I can be good analyst. Day 1, when 
I have encountered you face to face which just correct you in a topic of economics. That was the first time where I stammered a lot even been so 
confident on the topic which I excel even today. I started to be around and make random stuff just to speak to you. Later, you got know about it 
and then you spoke to me and explained about how things go where I stalk her. You are the person who made me an introvert to extrovert. Your 
encouragement had me move very my personal and professional carrier. Till date, I still dress up in the way you wanted me to look like, it’s not just 
you said but I feel in love with that sensible style. I completely believed in you, I was used to energetic to listen you and follow the steps which you 
always guided. Being an elder person to you, I never disagreed or put you down at situation. I had the best time with you I had always crossed the 
limits and implemented your idea’s. Somehow this was turning awkward as 7 months had passed I had changed a lot, but I was still unable to ex-
press my love to you. This was the time when the day came at last expressed when you said me to meet me alone. I was overwhelmed thinking that 
you’re going to express as I was well prepared with all the surprises. But that day, I never expected that is going to turn so bad. You have said about 
you’re Love. I was already broken inside but the smile on face was never faded because you loved my smile always. I understood that I was friend 
zoned for few moments but that was my over expectations from you which is bad. The path you had shown me to always be good. Even today I’m 
still the way you wanted me to be. I have achieved so many things in my life, without your motivation which are never been possible. I am happy 
because you never ignored me but I am glad that I help to settle with your love and have happy rest of the life. The things which you had taught 
made no more a introvert and rather than speaking to book, I am socializing and meeting new people. You’re not present in my life every day, but 
the things you have taught always make me feel that you are around me all the time. Nonetheless I am the best person today, everyone likes me I 
have moved on but I am still searching for girl where I am looking for you in her since past one and half year. I wish you’re back and I can express 
my love towards you.





SOCIAL MEDIA

PHILOPHOBIA
e x h i b i t i o n

10.20.17
10.18.17-10.21.17

Sulfur Studios
2301 Bull St, 

Savannah 31401

Philophobia (fear of attachment or to fall in love) is a collaborative 
exhibition featuring the work of selected artists in the reflection 
of the vulnerability of loving someone, not only in a relationship 
but in all kinds of love. Through unconventional artistic media and 
methods of manifestation, the artists investigate the psychol-
ogy of broken hearts and self-reflection in the mind and body.

Donations will be given to raise funds for “United for Puerto Rico”

Philophobia Exhibition
 philophobiaexhibition@gmail.com
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PHILOPHOBIA
e x h i b i t i o n

10.20.17
10.18.17- 10.21.17

Sulfur Studios
2301 Bull St 

Savannah, GA 31401

Philophobia Exhibition
 philophobiaexhibition@gmail.com

INVITATION



BANNER

PHILOPHOBIA
(from Greek filos “beloved, loving” 

and phobos “fear”) Is the fear of emotional 
attachment; fear of being in, or falling in love.

For questions and comments about the online submission process, 
email Adriana Aneiva at aaneiv20@student.scad.edu with 

“Philophobia Exhibition” in the subject line.

CALL FOR 
ENTRIES

Philophobia (fear of attachment or to fall in love) is a 
collaborative exhibition featuring the work of selected 

artists in reflection of the vulnerability of loving  
someone, not only in a relationship but in all kinds of 

love. Through unconventional artistic media and methods 
of manifestation,  the artists investigate the psychology 

of broken hearts and self-reflection in the mind and body.  

The exhibition will be shown on October 17th - 22nd 
with a reception on October 20th, location is to be 

announced soon.

Works must match the 
thematic of “Philophobia”.

Artwork in all mediums will be 
accepted, sketches are very 
encouraged.

A fee of $1 is required for the 
submission of each piece. All 
entry fees will go to the 
payment of the gallery space 
and the rest will be donated to 
help Puerto Rico.

Any artist interested is invited to submit entries
 for the “Philophobia” juried exhibition. 
The deadline for submissions will be  
midnight on Friday, Oct. 13, 2017.

Submit to philophobiaexhibition@gmail.com. Include 
name, email, phone number, title, dimensions, medium, 

price (if applicable) and fee payment screenshot 
to Venmo @philophobia-exhibition. 

Artists will be notified of acceptance on Sunday, Oct. 15, 2017. The 
jury may view submissions as they come in, and some artists may 

receive early notification of acceptance. If an artist’s work is 
accepted, he or she will receive a consignment form via email.

Limit submissions to 10 
works by a single artist.

CALL FOR ENTRIES




