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ContriButors

Kerry Trautman writes at dawn in Findlay, Ohio. She reads regu-
larly with the Broadway Bards at the Original Sub Shop in down-
town Toledo, and is a member of The Toledo Poetry Museum. 
Her poetry and short fiction have appeared in various print and 
online journals, including The Toledo Review, PoetryLetter, Ali-
mentum, The Coe Review, The Country Mouse, Glass: A Journal 
of Poetry, and Think Journal; as well as in the anthologies, Tues-
day Nights at Sam and Andy’s Uptown Café (Westron Press, 
2001), and Mourning Sickness (Omniarts 2008).

Carol “Cookie” Holmes is currently a self-taught artist. She recently self-
published her newest book, “The Society Series~Multiple Exposures” which 
includes 45 images along with 45 writings from other artists. She is also 
starting her newest journey creating mixed media paintings, and has just 
been invited to demonstrate TtV’s (Through-the-Viewfinder Photography) 
at Francis Marion University in Florence, SC. Resides in NC with her hus-
band and cat.

kerry Trautman

carol “cookie” holmes
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Ryan Warner
Ryan Warner is an artist, musician, writer, and editor of
splat art magazine. He enjoys the creative genius of fine 
craft beer brewers, his familiy, long daydreaming ses-
sions, and strapping a bag of cameras to his back and 
spending the day on his bike or longboard following 
his creative currents. 

Michael Kocinski
Michael Kocinski was born and raised in Toledo, OH, where he
has participated in the poetry community as an open-mic host,
event coordinator, performer, tutor and peer editor, and coeditor
of the short lived poetry magazine The Cornfed Angel. He
recently moved to a small farm in Ida, MI, with his family. Now he
lives with several hundred chickens, eight cows, several dozen
peach trees, and the skeletons of decommissioned farm machinery.
He’s a founding member of the Almeda St. Poetry Co-op
and the Toledo Poetry Museum. A few of his poems have found
homes in The Mid American Review, The Toledo Review, Bear
Creek Haiku, Glass: A Journal of Poetry, and Rusty Truck.
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Happy new year to all you people who are reading this.a new year 

is upon us and we have nothing better to do but to learn something 

new, be good to each other and take care of everything we need to 

take care of whether it be ourselves, the earth, finding new ways 

to drive our big expensive cars, or clean up the messes that we've 

made. whether it be our lives or someone elses lives or the world 

that we live in. think for yourselves when you think...and please 

think often. we bring you the winter issue of splat art magazine. no 

this issue probably clean up anything but it may want you to learn 

something new or to help someone out that is learning something 

new. it may even inspire you to to buy some art...or better yet 

buy some of the art from an artist that is in here. it may even make 

you like poetry. i guess basically what i'm getting at is the new 

year is the place and time for a new beginning, so you messed up 

last year..well learn and don't mess up this year..but probably the 

year after one of us will mess up again...probably me...or maybe 

you. the trick of the trade is to know when we get a fresh start and 

to make the most out of it. too many people don't get off their ar-

ses and try new things, they don't try to create the ideas that are in 

their head..instead they sit around..some complain..some drink to 

an alarming excess and most are sad or unhappy. don't let this be 

you and i will do my best to make that no t  be me..you got my word 

on that. speak your mind and put your best foot forward. so happy 

reading and happy viewing this delicious eye candy.

                             floyd

                       jan. 8, 2012

                      3:58  am

                   listening to miles davis
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car dangler



12

Gareth Arrowsmith is an illustrator from the UK that draws inspiration 
from everyday life and global issues while also adding a nice dose of 
humor to his images. He recieved a BA with honors from Liverpool John 
Moores University and he currently creates work for blogs and maga-
zines throughout the world. I came into contact with Gareth through 
the internet and  he was gracious enough share with us his work. 

How did you first get interested in drawing? Did you grow up in an artistic family?

I first started drawing like a lot of people when I was young, when the 
first thing my parents gave me was a box of pens to keep me quiet for a 
couple of hours. But the first time I took a real interest in art was when 
I was about 13 years of age and I won my first art competition, that 
was when I thought I have something that I am good at and decided 
to pursue art as a career. Did I grow up in an artistic family, my mums 
pretty good at colouring in between the lines dose that count?  

What mediums do you use? Are you digital or are you old school and still use those 
pencils and ink and paint?

I would say it is a bit of both as I often draw the final artwork in my 
sketchbook and then scan it in to the computer and colour it in using Il-
lustrator or Photoshop. I tried drawing straight on to the computer us-
ing a Wacom but it’s not the same as having something physical in front 
of you. I used to do a lot of painting back in the day, but when I started 
using computer to colour my work this helped me to create work a lot 
quicker and helped me to meet deadlines for magazine as they are of-
ten short deadlines. I would like to get back into painting I used to en-
joy it. 

Where do you get your inspiration from in order to create these humorous images?

Ideas can come from anywhere from everyday goings on, to things peo-
ple tell me or my own experiences. I often get ideas when I am asleep 
in bed, they are often the strange and bazaar ideas and some I have to 
question my sanity so that can get quite frustrating at times. People 
often say they are humorous but I can’t see it. With some I can but it’s
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always the unexpected ones that people seem to like. The one question 
I ask my self is would I buy it. If the answer were yes then its allowed to 
go beyond my sketchbook.

baby heaven
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gone swimming
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Who were your role models growing up as a kid and what did you want to be?

Oh my!  When I was growing up I wanted to be every thing from an archi-
tect to a pilot and even a luggage handler at an airport. When I was a kid 
I had a slight fascination with planes, my mum and dad used to take my 
sister and me to the airport to watch the planes land and take off I was 
in heaven. 

When I was growing up I had a fascination with Mr. Bean played by the 
comedian Rowan Atkinson I used to have almost every episode and play 
it constantly - drove my mum and dad insane.

Who are your favorite cartoonists?

A couple of my favorites are Johnny Ryan, Peter Bagge and Daniel 
Clowes. There are more but my absolute favourite is Jamie Hewlett I have 
loved his work since his days of Tank Girl up to his present.

bungee boy
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donut
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Would you ever want to do an animated cartoon series or a comic book?

Yes, I would love to do an animated series. I would like to think it would 
be along the lines of The Simpson’s, or the English equivalent of The 
Simpson’s, but at this stage I can only dream. I have thought quite a lot 
about creating a comic book. I used to draw comics quite a lot but they 
have taken a back seat these days. I don’t know why - could be the 
time to get back into them.

http://garetharrowsmith.blogspot.com/

brain dead
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jennifer noren
by kerry trautman
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Not everyone believes in destiny.  But I would be hard pressed to find 
anyone more fated to become a painter than Jennifer Noren, of Troy, 
Ohio.  She descends from a line of artists and art-lovers, and her drive, 
her need to create art is as much a part of her being as any other genetic 
characteristic.  The sum of Noren’s brushstrokes create not just a paint-
ing, but a momentary experience of life as she sees it—in delicious, 
vigorous color.

I always like to hear about artists’ beginnings…did you draw or paint as a child? Or 
was anyone in your family artistically-inclined?

I was born into an extremely creative family. Art, music, writing and indi-
viduality were encouraged and accepted. Individuality and the arts were 
nature and nurture, in my case. My dad’s side of the family, the Norens, 
have that phenomenal, child prodigy type gift for painting and drawing. 
It is a more serious, driven type of passion for art. My mom’s side of the 
family enjoys art for fun, for the sake of creativity and self-expression. I 
really feel that I’ve developed my art in a well-rounded way because of 
my mom and my dad. I’m not judgmental about so-called “talent.” I think 
everyone should paint or express themselves in some way. I respect hard 
work. People with the strongest work ethic get the most reward, not the 
people with the most talent. 

When I was around 6 or 7 years old, my Grandpa Noren did a pencil por-
trait of me. When he was finished, he handed me a piece of paper and a 
pencil and said, “Now you draw me.” I took this very seriously. I labored 
intensely over the drawing. I wanted to do my very best to impress him. 
Grandpa was an extremely gifted, self-taught artist. When I was finished 
with his portrait, it knocked his socks off! I knew that he wasn’t compli-
menting me falsely or coddling me in a childish way—his remarks were 
genuine. He started yelling for everyone to come see, and he told me that 
I had The Gift. He said, “You are an Artist.” That was my defining moment 
as an Artist. I knew it in my heart, and I worked for it very seriously from 
that day on. I also know from talking with others throughout my life 
what a gift it can be to have one’s life simply and concisely defined in 
such a way! I never had that struggle of not knowing what to do with my 
life. It was always clear to me. 
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My photographer friend, Terrilynn Meece and I did a photo shoot of my 
family’s art work last year.  I got my hands on everything I could find 
of the pieces that I grew up with.  It ended up being around 45 original 
works of art that were done by my Mom, Dad, Aunt Donna, my sister 
Wendy, my Grandma and Grandpa Noren, my cousin Amy Sabaka, and 
also original oil paintings done by a Noren in Sweden before our name 
was changed to Noren.  It was Smedberglast.  I have two Smedberglast 
paintings in my apartment dated 1926.  There were also original oil 
paintings done by others outside of the family that were purchased by 
my Great Grandpa Noren and my Grandpa Noren.  I also have my Great-
Grandpa Hans Noren’s house painting brushes, (Terrilynn and I did a 
photo shoot of these, too, they are so beautiful!)  and my Grandpa 
Noren’s oil painting brushes and palette.  This is the palette that I 
currently use.

At what point did paint become your medium of choice? Did you enter college 
knowing you would become a painter? 

I got an oil painting set for my twelfth birthday. I had seen my Mom, 
Dad, Grandma and Grandpa Noren working on oil paintings before. And I 
had seen paintings by my Aunt Donna (Noren) Sabaka.  She had her own 
gallery in Maine. My house, and both my Grandparents’ houses had real 
paintings on the walls that were painted by mostly family members. 
So I got to see everyone doing this, got to smell the oil paint and paint 
thinners, linseed oil. I fell in love with those smells and sights early on.  
And so painting for me wasn’t something done by other people, real 
paintings weren’t only in museums. In fact, I remember my disappoint-
ment when viewing a print of a painting and picking out the differ-
ences between that and an actual painting. I’m sure I was young, but I 
found the texture and color disappointing. Where are the brushstrokes? 
I wanted to know. And why does the color seem so muted, two-dimen-
sional, and dead? Prints don’t have that deep, light-reflective quality 
that oil paintings have. I couldn’t really see why anyone would want to 
have a print in their home. It was 
laughable to me.  Of course, I can appreciate prints for what they are 
now. But I fully recommend letting children see real paintings as early 
as possible, they are miraculous. 
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I intended to major in Fine Arts, in painting.  I did dabble in some sculpture.  
In fact, I won Best of Show at Edison Community College for an installation 
type sculpture, not a painting.  I attended University of Cincinnati, then 
transferred to CCAD. I had a special scholarship, grants, and student aid, 
but I couldn’t afford my supplies for classes and my living expenses.  The 
class load was heavy. I slept and ate very little, I nearly starved to death.  
I finally had to drop out because I couldn’t afford it.  I never had a 
painting class at CCAD!  I did my fundamentals, drawing, design, color 
theory, art history, 3D.   No painting.  When I came home, I was so sick and 
thin.  It took me a long time to build myself back up again.  

I went back to school at Edison State Community College, intending once 
again to major in Fine Art, painting.  I had a great teacher for a lot of sub-
jects, Anne Vaccaro.  I finally had one, and only one painting class.  Anne 
taught us to stretch our own canvasses.  She liked us to paint large, but 
she taught the importance of being able to handle the surface area with 
our design elements.  No matter what the style, there are important de-
sign elements.  But if you choose to defy the rules, you had better do it 
well, and prove your case to Anne in the class critique!  

In the year 2000, I was applying to Yale Art School when I became 
pregnant with my first son.  I quit school and got married.  I kept painting 
whenever possible. 

It was hard putting myself through school without much of a support 
system.  If there’s anything I would say to kids in school, it would be to 
earn as much of your degree as you can close to home, at a community 
college, and then apply for as many scholarships and grants as you can 
when you are ready to transfer. You can get a great education at a 
community college.  The knowledge is there to be learned—go for it.  Get 
as much as you can cheaply!  I think about going back to school, but I’m 
already doing what I want to do, on my own terms.  I do believe in 
education. I think I could definitely learn from more classes.  I really 
enjoyed college, and art classes are invigorating.  But I don’t know if 
they’re necessary for me at this point.



24

grandma’s bowls
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live painting in the works
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I work most of the week as a Pediatric and Special Needs Dental 
Assistant.  For now it provides a great conflict of time for me as an 
artist.  What I mean is that my drive to produce art is enhanced by 
having a limited amount of working time.  I kind of think of the old 
adage, “absence makes the heart grow fond.”  I don’t know if I would 
be as prolific an artist without the work conflict, though I dream of 
painting full-time.  We’ll see what happens on that.

Your color choices sometimes seem almost arbitrary—in the Knoop Farm House 
painting, for example—or at least greatly exaggerated. You’ve said, “I layer color 
as a way of showing history, or layers of emotion, or a way of describing an energy 
that can’t be put into words. I’m trying to convey a sense of the past, present, and 
future.” Can you describe how color does that for you? What goes through your 
mind as you choose your colors?

I do enjoy colors that scintillate, or seem to vibrate when they are 
next to each other. It is more exciting to me than to attempt to wash 
and muddle and gradate all of the colors together smoothly and 
blandly. I like to exaggerate contrast and highlights to define objects 
that I’m painting. I have tried to paint realistically, and it is impossi-
ble and boring to me. It actually makes me feel nauseous! Why would 
anyone want anything to blend so smoothly? I don’t want objects to 
be so flat and plain that they blend into the background. They look 
flat and two-dimensional that way. Boring! When I see true, bright, 
vivid colors, it really makes me so happy, like being in love!

Where do you think your color sense came from? As a child were you apt to draw 
with crayons or markers with similar abandon? Or is that something the developed 
with the confidence of adulthood?

The family story is that I preferred to draw only with a black cray-
on as a toddler. My older sister remembers asking our Mom, “What’s 
wrong with her?” Ha ha! I really started out drawing. I loved pen and 
ink and pencil drawing, and I was greatly influenced by cartoons. 
Charles Shulz, Shel Silverstein, Mad magazine, and Norman Rockwell 
were my earliest influences.
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fall farm fest
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live painting in the works
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When I began painting, I loved Picasso, Dali, and Lichtenstein early on. 
When I began painting, I first was frustrated. I thought I wasn’t doing it 
right. As soon as I would lay that color down on the canvas, I would get 
so excited! Too excited, I thought. Hours would pass like minutes. When 
I was done, I would step back and see how bright it was.  I thought I 
wasn’t skilled enough, because I was too excited to control the color. I 
would lay it down in thick glops, use a palette knife and spread it like 
frosting on a cake. It was so beautiful! I would even squirt it straight 
out of the tube, it would take months to dry. I would inspect it daily, 
almost putting my eyeballs right on it. In fact, I still do that. Look at 
paintings that way. I want to see the mechanics of it.

When people ask me about my color sense, it is very difficult to answer 
because, well, doesn’t everyone see color this way? I really see bright 
colors in everything, and I see layers of color. I especially love things 
that have an electric blue or a bright red. I really wouldn’t know how 
to paint any other way, it just doesn’t look right to me.  It looks flat. I 
don’t know if I’ve thought of a sufficient way to explain this verbally 
yet. But I do remember giving myself permission to paint this way. I did 
realize early on that I painted differently than others, and that I really 
physically couldn’t do it any other way. And I realized how extremely 
happy it made me. That was all the permission I needed.

Before you begin a piece, how much sketching/planning do you do? You seem to 
begin a piece by blocking-in large areas of background color. Does that particular 
choice cause you any anxiety—because of its effect on the rest of the finished piece’s 
colors? Or are you more apt to just dive in and make a choice, knowing you’ll be 
layering so much on top of it anyway?

I always begin with an idea in mind. Even if I don’t sketch it physically 
on paper, I work on it mentally for days, weeks, or even years. There 
are actually several paintings I’ve been carrying around in my brain 
for years! In my scrapbook, I do have photos of finished pieces, coupled 
with their pre-sketches. I don’t always operate this way. If I’m doing 
a live painting, I prefer to know ahead of time what I’ll be painting.  It 
helps to have a mental picture of the end result. I really do prefer to 
start with layers of color—that actually decreases my anxiety. I do not 
like white canvas to show through.
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dragonfly ceramics cast iron



31

live painting of musician richard gilewitz
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Like I said, there are layers of color that I see. This is where it gets hard 
for me to explain verbally. But I like for the under color to affect the 
other color layers. In this way, the painting can sort of have a life of its 
own and surprise me. That is part of the fun in my experimentation. I 
don’t want to control everything.  I like to leave parts of a painting to 
chance.  That makes them alive for me.

One important thing that I discovered early on, and I fully recommend 
this to others, is that starting a canvas with a layer of color—some-
thing, anything (!) helps to work through any creative block. It literally 
gets the “juices flowing,” as they say. It’s a part of my process now, just 
like stretching the canvas and applying layers of gesso. That is where a 
painting begins.

jennifer painting live
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Do you feel as though working on commissioned paintings stifles your creativity? How 
much creative license do your clients allow you?

I’ve become more and more selective in my commission work. I’ve 
started explaining to people that if I do a portrait, it is going to look like 
a portrait done by Jennifer Noren. That means the color will be wild, 
there will be drips and clumps of paint, there will be outlines. A portrait 
done by me is not going to look like a photograph of a person by any 
means whatsoever. And so I breathe a lot better by turning down a lot 
more 
commission work. The problem is that people don’t know of many artists 
working in this area, even though there are hundreds. I’ve started 
networking with other artists and referring out a lot more jobs. I just 
happen to be one of the most visible and accessible artists working in 
this area, but that doesn’t make me the right person for every job.

I realized a long time ago that making a successful painting doesn’t 
mean that it has to look like a painting done by someone else. And the 
goal of a painting for me is not to make it look like a photograph. What 
would be the point of that? Maybe I could do it; maybe I couldn’t. I’m 
an Expressionist painter, not a Realist. Like Jackson Pollock, I enjoy the 
Action of Painting. It’s about the process for me, and the surprise and 
beauty in the mechanics of it, the “wow!” when I finish it, and my 
eyeballs pop, and my heart bursts with joy!

You seem to enjoy allowing the public to watch you paint—either on a mural or 
canvas. You also post photos online of works-in-progress. Not every artist is as open 
about their process. For some there is this idea of mystery—that an artist suffers 
through the creative process alone, in secret, and the finished piece is magically un-
veiled. Are you just a more social person? A bit of a showman (or show“woman”
 as it were) perhaps?

I enjoy both painting alone and in public. Both ways are meditative for 
me. One thing is that I love to paint action as it is happening, I love to 
paint movement. The sounds and activity going on feed the painting 
process for me. I think of paintings by Toulouse Lautrec, one of my other 
favorites. His paintings of the elite in restaurants, the way he captured
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the lighting and expressions. I can see color better in person than in a 
photograph, so I’ve stopped painting from photographs. I’ve become 
sort of addicted to painting out (Plein-Aire) because of this, because 
true color is more alive.

In fact, the weather is a frustrating thing for me right now, because 
there are several views around town that I want to paint, but the cold, 
windy weather is an issue. I’ve considered taking photos, but I just 
can’ talk myself into it. Yeah, it would be easy, but it wouldn’t be real 
and alive to me. I’ve even thought about whether or not I could come 
up with some sort of temporary structure to take around town to paint 
these scenes I want to paint during inclement weather.

It can be fun to talk with people while I’m painting. I do enjoy educat-
ing people about the process, as long as they are respectful to me. It’s 
fun to paint on the street, at a festival, in a restaurant, or while having 
a few beers in a bar. It’s relaxing. Painting doesn’t have to be a mys-
tery, I think you are right that a lot of people see it that way—it’s sort 
of a magic trick, and then the “masterpiece” is revealed. I disagree. I 
think of the Wizard of Oz, that scene where the man behind the curtain 
is revealed. I love that scene, and I think any time it can be emulated in 
real life is important!

I get tired of men asking me to paint them naked, that seems to be a 
recurring theme I hear when I paint in public! And people sometimes 
beg me to let them paint a single brush stroke. That is annoying. When 
I’m working on a painting, that is my Baby, you know? Back off! 
Sometimes I feel a little bit bad about it, but that’s really how I feel. 
I am protective of my canvas and my tools, my favorite brushes, etc.  
Sometimes I’ve been known to bring along extra supplies and let people 
paint alongside me.  That is fun.

There is something that you didn’t ask, which I’d like to add. I heard 
somewhere early on, I forget where, that the term, “Masterpiece”
 denotes that the artist can do no better, this is the final piece. Then
whoever was making this statement went on to say that they did not 
ever want to create heir masterpiece, because then painting
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would be over for them. I agree with this whole-heartedly. I also feel that 
my best work is yet to be done, I’m 37 years old, and I feel like I’m just 
getting started with my meaningful work. The best has yet to come!

leaf and vine facade bowen
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dragonfly ceramics
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grandma’s cooking untensils
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grandma’s flowers
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todd fischer
by ryan warner

places 2 go
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Todd Fischer is an Olympic Pennisula soul-surfer that draws 
inspiration from the ocean to turn out some amazing watercolor 
work. I first came into contact with Todd through the power of Face-
book. If Facebook is good for one thing it is finding new artists that I 
totally dig. I still have a hard time understanding how he controls the 
watercolors so well...but whether I believe it or not...he does...and he 
does very well. 

When did you first start drawing and creating and when did you start to take it 
seriously?

I started as soon as my mom could get me to hold a crayon. I drew a 
lot growing up,and always had good support from family to keep at it. 
As far as taking it seriously...the last few years have been real 
productive for me. but still not sure if I take it seriously though.lol

What mediums do you mostly use?

I paint mostly with watercolors. I was always intrigued with the way 
it finds its own flow across the paper. Sometimes I use acrylics. But 
not much. I just did a painting on a surfboard using paint markers for 
my first time, and had fun with that. Its kind hard for me to switch 
from using watercolors though.

Can you describe your connection that you have between nature, surfing, and your 
painting and drawing?

The best way for me to describe anything is to put it on paper in art 
form. Ive always enjoyed the outdoors. Surfing though has kinda been 
a staple for me, I grew up in an area where surfing wasn’t popular,and 
would always get asked why I enjoyed doing it. I couldn’t explain it, so 
I started to put the moments and feeling it gave me on paper. I always 
try to do that in a way that will maybe put the viewer in the picture. 
from feed back I get, sometimes it works. for me,,, that’s the best way 
to explain it.
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Which day stands out more in your head; the day you learned  to surf or the day you 
learned to paint?

The day I learned to surf. I’m still learning to paint. I think if you stop 
learning in life, your not going to grow as a person, or in whatever your 
going to do in life. With that in mind after 20+ years of surfing, I guess I 
am still learning to surf as well.

Who were your biggest influences growing up....the people that shaped you to the per-
son you are today?

My parents,my wife, and sons. No question.

winter’s day

cleanup set
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wild night
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mystery rider
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What projects are you currently working on?

I have been working on a few commissions lately, and I’ve talked 
with a few people about illustrating some books, and trying to get 
set up for next years events, while its winter here. Oh! and paint 
some more.lol

Do you have a favorite spot to draw inspiration from?

I live with the Olympic Peninsula right out my back door. If I had 
only one answer, that’s it,Olympic Peninsula.

 Can you tell us a little bit about the thought process (creative process) that goes 
into your work?

Nope, that’s top secret stuff.lol, I just try to live my life in a way 
that I keep finding new appreciation for things. and draw from 
that... pardon the pun.

deep blue
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Can you give us any ideas or names of 
organizations that we can do or get involved 
with to help preserve our mother earth?

Sure, I have had a lot of support from 
the Washington and Oregon chap-
ters of “Surfrider”. Also a new orga-
nization called “Mother Ocean” that 
seems too be growing fast.

Biggest inspiration in life?

Biggest inspiration? That’s a tough 
one. I draw from so many things 
around me. family, friends,places I’ve 
been. People I meet. The way I hope 
to see things in the future. It all goes 
together in one big picture I guess. 
sorry for that last word play. It’s kind 
of a thing I do. Thanks for taking the 
time to read this, and I hope to in-
spire people to enjoy life, and keep 
taking in knowledge to grow as a 
person. It’s all about making 
progress. 

blazin’sun

twilight zone
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light speed
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nw dream
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big blue

next in line
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burnin’ through in the works
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http://toddfischer.net/index-2.html
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http://toddfischer.net/index-2.html
open space
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by renaldo sanzabar

abril andrade griffith

child of mine
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Abril is a very talented and ambitous artist that seems to have 
been born to create. She is a painter and does 3D work. To get see
a better display of her work visit her website ...it will be worth your
time. http://www.abrilandrade.com/

Baby doll eyes have always been apart of your style since your were little...what 
draws you to them?

You’ve all probably heard that the eyes are the windows of the soul. 
Regardless of whether or not that is true, the eyes are definitely a 
windows to our emotions, The Eyes that I paint express feelings and not 
everyone reacts to the same, To someone it could be sadness to other 
happiness it all depends on the person looking at my paintings. What 
I do know is that my collectors feel a connection with the art in their 
own special way.

You used to color on the walls as a child..a young artist waiting to bloom...what did 
your parents think of this?

My Mother never limit my creativity when I was growing up, My Bed-
room could be one color one month and another the next, posters, 
pictures, drawings , She always knew I had it in me to be an artist but it 
wasn’t till out of high school when I realize that it was definitely what I 
would be doing for the rest of my life.
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a lifetime of color
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sacred heart
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Your work can be found in-
ternationally in tattoo shops 
and galleries. To help other 
artists out; what are your 
ways of networking to get    
your  work out there?

It takes quite of time 
to get your work out 
there , A year or 2 af-
ter I started sending 
Portfolio Submissions 
to magazines is when 
it Finally happen, Email 
after email, CD samples 
of my work, it takes 
a lot of time to get all 
that ready in a profes-
sional way. I have learn 
from my mistakes , one 
of the things I highly 
recommend is having 
a portfolio online now 
in days is so easy to 
send a submission via 
email and include your 
website and a portfolio 
online can do wonders. 
The internet has been a 
huge help nothing like 
promoting your work 
online in social medias 
Art Groups.

take it from me
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pureness of heart
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What mediums do you use to create your work?

I like to work with  Oils and Acrylics,  Watercolors every now and 
then, but my main medium is Oils with a bit of Acrylic

I know we talked a bit about your use of baby doll eyes, but what else get’s into 
you in order for you to produce the images that you do?

down the rabbit hole



67

I can’t explain it i have a thing for eyes , I have always been crazy 
about eyes. Eyes can say a lot more then words.

When was the first time you created an image and thought to yourself 
“This is what I want to do for the rest of my life?

I was very young but you don’t think that when your that young I 
wanted to be a million things when I was little , one of them was a 
nurse like my mother, but all through my childhood you would find me 
drawing , painting.  My high school years my books had doodles every-
where i would trade drawings with other friends, but it wasn’t after I 
graduated and was working in an office that I realized I can’t do this 
the rest of my life, there has to be something else, I gave it a try and 
everything happen. I moved to Spain to Study Fine Arts and I Eat, Sleep, 
Breathe art, I can’t see my life with out it. I wake up thinking about it 
and go to sleep thinking about what to paint next. What if I mix this or 
add this, what if I try this. In the seconds before falling asleep is when I 
get my best ideas. I try to have my phone near so Ican save them all on 
a notepad so I wont forget. 

Who are your role models and favorite artists?

I have a list of Favorite artist, Everyone inspires me in a different way, 
One that has inspired me in my life as an artist is Frida Kahlo she is a 
big inspiration to a lot of artist specialty female painters. I have read 
her books , and books about her, her art is just something out of this 
world. Her life was Crazy and amazing at the same time. But her life 
was Art, well, and Diego her husband. Somehow i connect with her on 
that, My life is Art She painted till the day she died, And I know I will be 
doing this for the rest of my life.

I also draw inspiration from my husband Matt Griffith, Salvador Dali , 
Colin Christian, Joe Capobianco ,Mark Ryden, Margaret keane ,Octavio 
Ocampo, Diego Rivera. Leonardo da Vinci, Jean-Michel Basquiat, Jackson 
Pollock.
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camila and her birds
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nina
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I don’t think that you sent me any images of this type of work (our readers will have 
to check out your webpage http://www.abrilandrade.com ! ), but you also do 3D 
work. What are Pu Pots for those of us that don’t know?

Pu pots are a creation of my imagination there are little clay people 
who live in a pot, Very popular sculptures that collectors can’t get 
enough of , I have a long waiting list for the next Collection.

What are your plans for the future?

Publishing my first portfolio book , Have a Show with my Husband and 
Daughter they are also painters and continue doing what I love.

blue
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bride of frankenstein
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alice
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Lindsey Forche
by michael kocinski
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I met Lindsey Forche a few years ago when we were both employees 
at Borders in Toledo. It didn’t take long for us to learn we both had a 
mutual love for Tori Amos, a shared interest in poetry, and a strong 
desire to write the quintessential American novel or poetry collection. 
We talked about poetry but we shared very little of our original work 
with one another. I recall, in the mess of my memory, giving Lindsey a 
copy of a poem I was working on to read in the break room at Borders, 
and reading an e-mail from her with several of her musical, fierce 
poems attached.

Finally, in July 2009, I invited Lindsey to read as a feature at the 
Ground Level, one of Toledo’s poetry venues. My friend John, who was 
also scheduled to read, died quite unexpectedly of a heart attack a 
month before the reading. We all agreed to go ahead with the read-
ing anyway, which became a kind of wake for John, whom Lindsey had 
never met. In spite of being surrounded by dozens of people she didn’t 
know, mourning a loved one also unknown to her, Lindsey read her 
poems and also very graciously read a few John’s, and she read them 
with grace, care, and tenderness.

Her own poems seemed to glow, they were so new to many of us 
who’d been reading together for so long. At this point I’d still never 
heard Lindsey read her own poems, and though I had seen them and 
read them, I wasn’t prepared for the music of them. Lindsey’s poems 
are characterized by a musical inner rhyme and unexpected enjambed 
lines that feel flirty. It’s like you’re following them somewhere and 
they keep stopping to look at you, over their shoulder, sort of smol-
dering and fierce. And you don’t know if it’s a good idea to keep 
following them but you do. You can’t help yourself.

If I can cheat a little bit, in order to describe her poems, I’d say they 
feel like a mash up between Ann Sexton and Tori Amos. They sexual, 
tense, razor sharp, and so intelligent. The women who populate the 
Tori Amos songbook are closely related to the women in Lindsey’s
poems; they share a certain upended expectation of what their 
and beauty should have provided them, and there’s a certain kind
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of restraint and world weariness I feel like I only see in poetry by the 
best women writers. Here, in these poems, you find Pandora’s, Eve’s, 
and Medusa’s descendants. You will also find a sense of humor, an 
intellect that’s playful and slyly winking, a come-hither glance and a 
please stay at arm’s length glare. It’s the Madwoman in the Attic 
walking down the stairs, filled with resignation and expectation.

Enjoy this interview, and these poems, read them out loud over and 
over again. Try reading them with the props Lindsey uses to write them, 
and have your favorite music playing in the background and a glass of 
robust Cabernet in hand.

Thank you for reading.

I started thinking about what makes your poems unique to me. One of the things 
that struck me right off is that your poems make me think of Tori Amos lyrics before 
they make me think of poets as influences. And I know you like Tori as much as you 
like Sexton or Plath. So can you talk about the role of popular music in the making of 
your poems? I think we have so much more media today to sift through, and maybe 
all those varied noises and words and concepts do more to shape our work than the 
influence of a few much-loved and well-read poets with a capital “P”.

I agree with this. And Tori really was one of my very first “poetic” influ-
ences. I remember my mom driving me to ballet class when I was really 
young, and “God” came on the radio, and I just thought, This is what I 
want to do. Not through music, necessarily, though I tried piano les-
sons after that, but just to express myself the way she did. I’ve known 
since I was in preschool that I wanted to be a writer. I wrote silly little 
poems and sent them to children’s periodicals I found in the Writer’s 
Market Guide, and some of them saw print and some of them received 
cute little rejection letters. But hearing that song, that piano, those 
lyrics, changed the way I thought about words and their power. To be 
honest, I think music influences me more than just about anything else. 
Writing the rough draft of my novel, I’d put the songs on rotation and 
pour myself a glass of creative juice, which in my case is Cabernet Sau-
vignon. Emily Haines (daughter of the poet Paul Haines), old Death Cab 
for Cutie, Cat Power, Elliott Smith, Bon Iver, Gregory Alan Isakov, Sun Kil 
Moon—these are examples of the artists that I love. There’s nothing like
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the feeling that gets inside you when you’re listening to a song you 
wish you would have written, that you feel in your bones, that makes 
you break. And poetry, for me, puts the fractured pieces together in a 
tangible way, or at least makes them look better broken. When I listen 
to music that astounds me, I ask myself why I’m astounded, and then I 
must write.  

I guess I should have started by asking who are your influences or poetry heroes. I 
think it’s easy to assume a young woman who writes poems is influenced by Plath, or 
Sexton,since they’re the most talked about, but I sense a wider range in your poems. 
Who else do you read? And why do like those poets?

It would be untruthful of me to dismiss Sexton as a primary poetic in-
fluence. When I discovered her, I fell head over heels in love and de-
voured her work and her biography and talked about her to anyone 
who would listen. I relate to her compulsion to write as an alternative 
to inner disaster. I also like that Sexton didn’t “look” like a poet; she 
was a housewife, not formally educated in literature, and wrote about 
sordid female things others didn’t dare delve into. She got flack about 
it; she wasn’t everyone’s cup of tea. Plath, also, was an early influence. 
I was fascinated by the lyrical quality of Lady Lazarus. But I also start-
ed my love affair with poems by reading Robert Frost, Maya Angelou, 
and Pablo Neruda. I read the great, popular stuff very young, and then 
wrote awful poetry of my own in its likeness.  I’m really into Carolyn 
Forche right now (and not because we share a last name!) for the viv-
idness and sense of place in her poems. Margaret Atwood’s works are 
perfection to me; she displays such power in poetry so perfunctorily. 
Really, though, many of my inspirations are writers of novels and short 
stories that come across as lovely as poetry. Annie Dillard, Tom Drury, 
Lorrie Moore, James Greer—God, how I adore a concise story comprised 
of beautiful words! I want, more than anything, to read what’s beauti-
ful. A good writer or poet can spin a hell of a yarn with very little fabric. 
They can take what the rest of the world’s thrown out and recycle it for 
us, into magical things.  

I feel like one of poetry’s great gifts to the poet and the audience is that it insists on 
having a wide range of interests, but the most magical poems are specific, narrow, in 
a way, they only take up a little space but they’re still vast. What else besides reading 
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and writing poetry motivates you to make poems? 

Heightened inner experience, feeling something spectacular about 
what seems outwardly mundane—that’s primarily what I want to 
express. I’m obsessed with the passage of time, with how it changes 
us, with how we can’t have it back. Also, I’ve been very exploratory 
when it comes to the theme of home, and what home really means to 
different people. I guess time and home are both prevalent themes of 
my own life; I go back and try to make sense of what’s happened in 
my past. Sometimes it comes out in the craziest formations of words! I 
write poems that I have to go back afterward and analyze. I write 
before I think, then I revise. Writing never felt like a choice to me; it’s a 
very ordinary part of my day. Even when I’m otherwise unproductive, 
I journal.  Some people need cigarettes or chapstick or coffee to get 
through their day. I need a black Paper Mate.

Although I’ve yet to write a poem about my daughter Reese (it’s dif-
ficult, I admit, for me to write about people who make me happy!), she 
is the fire under my desire to write. Since her birth, I have a deep need 
to figure myself out, to make all those little nagging undone things 
matter less, because she matters more.  My lovely grandmother who 
passed away when I was ten always put emphasis on simple joys; we 
drank cranberry juice from crystal wine goblets and made a big deal of 
the pumpkin farm in autumn. I want my daughter, and my poems, to 
have that quality.

I‘m glad you mentioned your daughter. How does having a child change the way 
you approach writing? I mean the action of physically writing and also the mental 
work that goes into starting and finishing a poem. When my son was new, I wrote 
all the time. But now, well, I relate to your comment about the simple joys, because 
it’s difficult to find the time or the mental space to write with a two year old in the 
house, though I am filled with inspiration and continue to journal, it’s a bit harder to 
do the day-to-day writing I once did.

I think having a child has both helped and hindered my writing. I’m 
jealous that you were able to write when your son was a newborn, 
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because I could not find my muse! Being a mother limits the time I have 
to write, but on the flipside, I have become much more productive in all 
areas of my life now that I know I can’t put things off for “later.” Plus, I 
absolutely believe that parents are responsible for showing their chil-
dren (as opposed to telling them) that every dream is possible, and that 
following one’s passion in life is necessary. My passion, of course, is for 
writing. I never want Reese to read my old-school journals and say, “My 
mom loved writing back then, but she quit because she had a family 
instead.” 

I feel like there’s a strange manipulation of time and place in your poems. I find it 
difficult to describe what I mean, but I picture the women in your poems wearing 
skirts and stockings, smoking Chesterfields, drinking martini’s or something, all while 
listening to Death Cab on an iPod and blogging about abortion rights and gender 
equality. There’s a sense of being contained, too, of being restricted, and some 
frustration maybe that the role of women in society hasn’t changed that much. I 
suppose I could be off center, but there’s something about the concern with 
domestic matters and femininity in your poems that gets me thinking about political 
issues as well as personal and poetic ones. I realize I’m not asking a question here, 
but I’m curious how you feel about women’s roles, as you address them in your work.

I’ve moved around quite a bit throughout my life, and I’ve gotten fix-
ated on how, even when we’re undergoing drastic change, life moves on 
without us. I grew up in Youngstown, Ohio, and moved to Toledo in ju-
nior high when my dad got a new job. A week after high school, I threw 
everything I owned into my Honda Civic and moved back home. I made 
a terrible, beautiful disaster of things—you’re supposed to do that in 
those years, I think. To make a long, long, long story short, I drove back 
to Toledo at twenty-one, leaving my apartment, my school, my friends, 
my job, to escape a six-headed monster of a relationship. There were 
years I lived like a sort of vagrant, just wanting to experience every-
thing so I could write about it. I dove head-first into the abyss. I longed 
to live like song lyrics. Many times I involved myself with less-than-stel-
lar people, mainly men. I still, even being married and having a child and 
a semblance of stability, feel lost between dimensions somehow. I try to 
connect myself to who I was then, and then, and then. I used to visit a 
dignified ninety-something year old woman at a ritzy nursing home. 
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She’d gone to law school when women didn’t go to law school, and in 
her elderly days she seemed to drift from year to year, and she told 
these incredible stories of women “way back when.” About asylums, 
rich husbands, laudanum to shut women up. I’m still enthralled by the 
subject. I went to see the old state hospital in Traverse City, Michigan 
around that time, before it got fancy-schmancy with galleries and 
all that jazz. The history of the place had my blood doing a dance in 
my veins. When I was in my string of emotionally abusive relation-
ships, I felt such a connection with women who were locked up so they 
wouldn’t need to be dealt with, who were dubbed “hysterical” by men 
who drove them to hysterics and a world that didn’t allow them a 
voice.

And while I’m on the subject of gender equality, I’ve been wondering if you think 
poetry is “gendered”? I mean, does a poem written by a man or a woman give the 
sex of it’s author away with gender cues? Are there topics or points of interest that 
are more commonly associated with one or the other gender?  
 
I don’t think it has to be. But I think that, perhaps inadvertently, my 
poems scream female. There are poems out there about all variety of 
nature and love and sex and family and everything else that either a 
man or a woman could have written. I suppose I am most passionate, 
in my own writing, about being female. I’ve lived in several old houses 
and have always wondered most about what kind of women lived in 
those rooms and which kind of perfume they wore and what color 
lipstick the mirror watched them put on. I’m fascinated by time, by 
place, and also by fashion and how it changes through time and what 
a dress says about the person wearing it. I tend to record what people 
are wearing in my writing. Even in my journal, I describe outfits and 
hairstyles of people I know. Maybe there are male writers who do this 
too, but I don’t know any! I honestly have never thought about it un-
til this very moment, but I would guess that a psychologist might say 
that I use physical appearance to describe (or figure out) what’s 
within all those threads and hemlines.

Do you have a writing ritual? Do you think it’s important to have writing rituals? You 
mentioned black Paper Mate pens earlier in the interview, is that your brand?
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sometimes I think writers have same kind of performance superstitions as athletes, 
and will only use certain paper or pens, or drink a certain brand of coffee when they 
write.

I do have my little ingrained quirks, and preferences I’ve picked up over 
time--especially the pens. I only use black Paper Mates. And they’re so 
cheap! A new box is like Christmas. When I was little, I loved green Paper 
Mates. They’re hard to find, but I ordered a box recently, and occasion-
ally I’ll change it up and use green again. I also adore the Cavallini Roma 
Lussa leather journal, the larger size. They’ve become sort of my trade-
mark blank book; I don’t write as well in any other. When I’m writing or 
revising, I prefer having my music and a glass of dry red wine next to 
the keyboard.

I read an essay about making your work/creative place sacred, and I’ve been curi-
ous about writers work-spaces ever since. Do you have a writing space at home, or is 
there a place you go to work? And do you think it makes a difference to have a spe-
cial or sacred place for your writing, or will any place with a flat surface and 
adequate quiet do?

I have the perfect office: a beautiful old wood desk with pigeonholes 
and a hutch, and a big sturdy bookshelf my husband had made for me, 
and a bulletin board with all my vintage scraps and old photos. And to 
be honest, I’ve written in there maybe three times. For some reason, I 
gravitate to our desktop in the room off the kitchen. It’s cluttered and 
not particularly inspiring, and my chair is anything but cozy, but I can 
stare out the ground-level windows or get up and walk around or grab 
a snack (or another glass of Cabernet) when I’m stuck on a word or an 
idea. Sometimes I get up and work out in the next room, and then go 
back to my messy post. There’s something about moving around that 
gets my brain going.

We talked about music earlier: Do you listen to music when you write?

Always. I prefer pure silence, aside from my songs. I even make playlists 
based on particular moods, or playlists for certain characters, so when 
I’m writing I can instantly get to the place I need to go. Music transports 
me immediately, and after a long day of work and taking care of a
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baby and doing all the little mundane chores we need to do to stay 
afloat, a girl can use a little help. Before I had other people to take 
care of, it was easier to walk around in a cloud of poems and dreams 
and self-absorption.

Do you think a person is called to write poetry? When you were a little girl, writing 
your poems for children’s magazines, you wrote from a place of pleasure, I pre-
sume, not because someone made you do it, right? And you kept on writing. Why do 
you do it?

In my Catholic elementary school, we were taught that our talents 
are God’s gifts to us, and that wasting them is, if not sinful, extremely 
disappointing to God. That stuck with me, even in my least religious 
years. I believe more and more, as I get older, in Dharma, and that we 
should find the thing that makes us happiest, and use it in some way 
to serve humanity. Could there be anything better? More than any-
thing, I write because I love to write. When I think of what truly makes 
me feel a sense of oneness with the universe, it’s sitting at my com-
puter with a Paper Mate pen and my leather journal and seven open 
Microsoft Word documents and indie music on rotation, figuring out a 
way to say something--to really say it, in a way that makes it finally 
make sense.

Did you have a poetry mentor? Was there someone in your life who encouraged 
your writing?

My dad’s sister writes, and she actually lent me that first magical copy 
of Writers Market Guide. My teachers usually found my bibliolust and 
pen-to-paper compulsion endearing. For the most part, I found my 
“talent” to be something unique; discovering others as fascinated by 
words was rare, but fabulous when it happened. That was one of my 
reasons for really enjoying my stint at Borders. For a time, it brought 
book-lovers together. I haven’t lacked in encouragement, but I don’t 
think I grew up in a particularly artistic environment. It felt natural to 
find the luster in ordinary surroundings. 

Do you have an audience in mind when you’re writing poems? Do you have a
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perfect reader? Or is the issue of audience irrelevant to you? I imagine thinking of 
who will read your poems can be a trap, because don’t you think you might start 
writing for that audience alone, albeit accidentally?

In my poetry, especially, I try to throw all consideration for an 
audience out a top-floor window. If I allow myself to feel any sort of 
judgement in advance, I couldn’t write an honest piece. However, after 
I’ve written something, I become skeptical about sharing it. Reading 
poetry out loud to people who know you is kind of like that naked-at-
school dream. I’m trying to get over that.

This is my last question for you. Earlier today I read an excerpt from a statement 
Yusef Komunyakaa made about poetry. He said it reconnects us to the act of 
dreaming ourselves into existence. Do you think poetry helps people live their lives? 
Has it helped you live yours?

I love that! And I believe it. I believe that we manufacture our own 
experience. When I write, I create the world I want to live in--a world 
that finds beauty in a factory town and a dive bar and herringbone 
skirt. The advantage to being a writer or any variety of artist or 
idealist, is the ability to swivel perspective. Sometimes a trying situ-
ation enables us to move closer to the place where we see a greater 
truth about the world, or about ourselves. For me, a poem is like a 
finished crossword puzzle, all those massive questions answered in a 
space of simple words.

Argonauts in the Attic 

Once upon a time there were Argonauts in the attic.
I was three.
They sat me down for tea.
Hello, little alien, they said. You pretty bowed thing.
They said, Your father visits us in television time.   

Now--god forsaken skeletons.
It’s hell on Townsend Avenue, my pine tree
Torn up at its very seams. 
Jason, could you let this be?
My house is gone, you see.  
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Now the cellar and later the foundation.
But where and who are you,
My movie muse? My neon news,
My daddy said you were a dream.
So do me in and in and in.

You cannot say you are not real. My earliest
Memory is your concave ribcage, 
Your beautiful bones. I could not wait to sleep-
Inside of me, inside the deep. Your
Beehives, your TV mystique.  

I snuck out, a lemony closet twilight dream--
Your ivory keys played songs for me.
You’d cheat! What childish misery.
But oh, how you belonged to me,
Your china arms, your teasing teeth.

Pennsylvania 

Bring me apples. I want tough skin,
I want back all my autumns.
I was something, back then, when
leaves turned in the Midwest.
All the pulp, and I remember best
the sweet breath.

It happens in the silhouettes, I get
it in periphery- to the left I see
bulbous fruit on little trees. All those
years ago I brushed their tears
into the sink, the wings and worms
and cavities. 

I made a pie. I made an offering
to the fruit flies.  Now I want them
back again, all scandal, rot, 
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all sucrose sin. Bring me apples
and I’ll bring you happiness. We’ll
always measure less. 

It’s the law of the land. It’s the
man. It’s my hand. I ask and ask
for the test. Orchards in October:
here’s an elegy. It’s never enough and
there’s never any more. It burned in my
oven, black to the core. 

Bring me apples. I’m the girl in the
back-seat who said, My life’s a movie.
Brunette and burnt orange, siren red
lips and landscape. Years and years, the
colours bleed, but the taste is
sweet, in memory.

Gloss 

My face could be yours, or anyone’s.
I woke up like Medusa, only
she’s harder than I am.
She doesn’t mind the ugliness,
forked and reptilian.
I do.
There’s commercialism to help:
colonics and teeth trays and overdoses.
There’s one good thing, in any case:
Women are artists. I paint a face on
In the hall mirror, and band the snakes,
And suck myself into sexiness.
Days and days, we’re getting worse
I think. I am twenty-two.
The seventy-year old heiresses look younger,
All shellac and Shalimar.
Their pores gleam in magazines; it’s done
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with needles now, if you can afford it.
Also, if you can swing the reversal of
damage you can smoke glamorously
and sport an Amazon tan and
laser-luscious skin. One day I’ll
have a daughter who will refuse
to pay attention to the hype or
the stars. She will transcend space.
She will live like snakes. 
At least, it’s what we say. We
hope for better, for less greed
or more grit, but only if
everyone else is doing it.

The Telltale Heart 

I knocked on the door of
The life I left behind,
And ended up in your
 red room.
Once, it was celery green,
And ours,
But now it’s fair. 
My clock, the little clock
I left there, is 
Stopped on the wall,
Stuck and stuck and stuck
At eleven. 
Our dog is old. It’s been
Years since I’ve kissed
His auburn hair.
You make me peanut butter and
Jelly; I stare
At the full-length mirror on
The back of the door,
Trying to see myself at nineteen.
Come here, you call. 
But she isn’t here, I say.
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She isn’t here, she’s
Stuck and stuck and stuck
On the other side,
In that other time somewhere.
Her hip bones, like
Wings in jeans with tears,
Are buried in boxes,
In photographs  
Lithographs   
  Telegraphs
In my attic room
You left the same
Upstairs. 

I see you sometimes,
Standing up there,
In the pink, church bells
Chiming, and my empty chair.
Come here, you say to the air.
My ghosts touch your hands,
Your hair.
The phonograph plays epitaphs
Beneath the stairs.

Maud, 1926 

In the asylum, a cinnamon kiss.
You, sir, are an attorney. Your wife,
then-- she wears Chanel shoes and
gardenias at her wrist and a linen gown
with a number

(pig off to slaughter).

This is your own Holocaust apocalypse,
women sucking laudanum 
popsicles, whore mouths
in your whore-house. Now,
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bite down, electrify, 

my darling. 

She must be mad, she
must be bored.
Nothing like a bone-white room
for stolen crumbs
of solitude,

you’ll argue
and you’ll
argue 

(dear it’s what is best for you) 

And what is best, so shall
she do. It’s the times, and the
money-- the maids and barred 
verandas keep her back
from jumping through. 
You, sir, forget to miss
her shackled arms and
sweet perfume.  

She leaves a sweater

a letter

a daughter.
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Smoke and Mirrors

 In other rooms I was other girls.
Praying, simpering, smoking

to smoldering fires in fireplaces
in lamplit houses.

 Deaths and divorces and unpaid bills
piled in the archives and attics,

as such things do, and all my hats
were powerless to stop them.

 A little exhibitionist,
I changed my dress.

 Friends hustled through doors, stamping
snow in muddy rugs. Footprints

are forever, I thought. I practiced
an unpracticed look of bemusement.

 Every year, the suitcases, stuffed,
saturated with lifeless scraps of life, were

drug like the undug dead, to pile in
the backseat: again, again.

 A little chauvinist,
I changed my dress.

 The swing and slam of the screen door
is summer, simplified.  A little ajar, and

the ants marched two by two into the
gingersnaps. Sweetly succulent death!

 How gluttonous are we? Our bodies piled
like rugs on the upholstery, where we’ve

spilled punch and poison. I got up while they
slept.  I slipped on stilettos and left.

 A little optimist,
I changed my dress.
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 In fall, I devoured pears and wore a
fedora and a mint-colored trench coat

doused in vintage perfume.  I drove on new
streets and thought new thoughts.

 An airplane gave me over to Vegas, my tanned
limbs swathed in piles of tulle and neon.

Cha-ching! The machines sing, alive like nothing
else, like nothing else, like nothing else really is.

 A little hedonist,
I changed my dress.

 The long prissy gown gave way to
feathers and sass. Swinging and sashaying

around town, we lifted our drinks
to hairspray, to cash, to the circular vow.

 In other rooms I was other girls.
How I ran through halls, and erased

unpretty things! The 1920s blooms piled in
the wallpaper erupted in spastic flame.

 A little singed mess,
I sat tight in my dress.



Macro Filters
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by floyd

Macro filters, or close-up filters,  are an inexpensive way to explore the 
world of macro photography without having to save a few hundred 
dollars to purchase macro lense. Now before I go any further in this 
article I should express the fact that I am not a camera techy, nor do I 
desire to be one. My friend Marty, who will be in the next issue, has told 
me that there are specifics that have to be meant to make a photograph 
a true macro photograph. I do not remember what they are, nor do I re-
ally care. All that I know is that these filters are fun to play around with 
to get close up shots. This article is meant to make you want to go find 
out this information if you want to. 

The one thing I like about these lenses is that they screw on to any lense 
that you are using very easily and they can be stacked upon each other. 
This means that you can stack a couple on top of each other to make 
things closer. They act like magnifying glasses for your lense. According 
to what I’ve read some lenses, I assume the more expensive ones, give 
very accurate sharp images. Others can give you more of a contorted 
view. In my opinion, being a fan of experimental photography, anyone of 
these is fine by me. 

I like these in the summer time for flowers or insects or blades of grass. 
These are the obvious choices since the weather is nice and the lighting 
is fantastic. However winter is really when I start to play with them. Here 
in Toledo it is grey for many weeks on end and the weather is too cold to 
bring cameras outside. Therefore I start to experiment with things I find 
in the house; houseplants, carpets, tapestries, dishes...i.e. anything that 
grabs your attention that looks cool very up close. I had a lot of fun at 
our old house two winters ago with a dripping faucet in the bathroom...
one of my favorite places to hang out. Anyway I encourage you to try 
one out. Get a few and stack them and see what you come up with, 
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heck buy the filters, take some shots, and send them into us. We 
may just put them on our website it we like them. Most ordinary 
things can become very cool when looked upon ways that we 
never  look at them on a daily basis. Furthur more just have fun 
with them. 

These are a few shot of some grass that I grew in a pot for our cat
David to eat. David was feeling depressed so I thought some grass
would cheer him up, like it does so many other creatures and 
people. However when I misted the grass with water one day, and 
the sun was just right coming through the bedroom window, I 
noticed how cool it looked. So I ran and grabbed my camera and 
slapped on my two macro filters. These are the results of what I 
came up with in about 20 minutes or so. 

The one thing I like about these photographs is that not everything
is crisp and clear. Only a very small portion is crisp. The ones I have 
are hard to get everything in the shot in focus. You really have to 
play around with how far away your camera is from the object you 
are shooting. This should be a fun game...not a burden. 

Besides some images get character from not being in focus. I think 
the digital camera age, where everything is super crisp and in fo-
cus, is getting us used to very sharp images. But at times a blurred 
image, or a softer image, can be more effective in portraying moods  
or conveying a message that we want the viewer to experience. 
After photography should be about expression, not just sharpness.
Have fun...express yourself. 
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grass drops #2
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grass drops 4
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 Brett dennen- If it wasn’t for pandora radio
    i never would have heard of this man. brilliant
     songwriting. a pale redhead that can sing 
  soul and reggae like no other. also a great folk
singer. everyday i listen to brett dennen.

  the rolling stones- so i’ve been reading 
   keith richard’s book “life” and it dawned on
 me I don’t know much about the stones be-
sides the radio songs...what a mistake. these
  guys have way better songs that never made
  it to the radio...true bluesmans.

  
   
    miles davis-  this whole magazine was 
   laid out to miles davis. pure genius. 
      from beebop to cool to fusion. this man
 invented genres of jazz only to invent 
    new styles on his next albums. 
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Sounds       
 florence and the machine- the woman with
  a fantastic voice..did you see her live
  on tv new year’s eve? if not you missed a 
great performance. not only did she 
  deliver but she had fun doing it.

   
    the talking heads- old school band 
   that started on the punk new wave side      
   and ended up delivering world music and 
 funk by the time they were though. 
  fueled by design students and the 
    genius of david byrne.
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jen bellefleur
by Carol “Cookie” Holmes
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I have known you first as a photographer, what inspired you to become a jewelry 
maker?

I have always loved beautiful things, and, we have always frequented 
art fairs as a family.  I remember many years ago, falling in love with 
a piece i couldn’t afford at an art fair, and saying to myself, I can do 
that.  so I bought some materials that appealed to me and a few tools 
that made sense and simply dug in, aspiring to create the things i 
longed for.  I lived in the midst of minnesota’s largest and most presti-
gious art fair at that time, and so a customer base of thousands walked 
past my temporary boutique for week every summer.  We moved away 
from that neighborhood several years ago, and so the time is right for 
me to evolve my art into more a different sort of business.

I have seen your jewelry online, and think your pieces are gorgeous, what types of 
material are you using to create your pieces?

I use only precious metals, gold and silver mostly, sometimes with 
platinum or rhodium plating, and real gemstones, both precious and 
semi-precious.  I seek out gems that seem organic and natural to me, as 
well as stones that are not all identical and symmetrical, the wabi sabi 
in me I suppose.

Can you tell me more about the process? How do you even begin to create these? Do 
you make a sketch first or does it just all come naturally?

Sometimes, I dream about a piece, and then, I go find the materials to 
manifest it, such as the mermaid of the black sea necklace.  as I seek 
out the materials, first gemstones then metals, I seek out the mean-
ings behind the colors and numbers of the design in my head.  the black 
sea is an incredibly isolated and deep body of water, and it represents 
the paradox of beauty in isolation.  other times, I find a gemstone in my 
haunting of places that carry them, and I fall immediately in love with 
it.  I bring it home and think about it and handle it, until I feel inspired to 
design around it.  I make sketches when there’s a complicated wire 
pattern, because you need to be able to draw a wire pattern without 
lifting your pencil in order for it to work in real life.
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I feel like your jewelry might tell a story, does it?

Sometimes, it does.  as most art is an attempt to communicate some-
thing about our emotional landscape, so is my jewelry.  I made the sev-
en seas necklace on a day that I was feeling particularly blessed; seven 
is a “lucky number.” there are seven seas, seven colors in the rainbow, 
and seven pitches in the diatonic scale; the pythagoreans called it the 
perfect number. The number seven is used over 700 times in the Bible! 
in the book of revelation alone, there are SEVEN churches, SEVEN spirits, 
SEVEN stars, SEVEN seals, SEVEN trumpets, SEVEN vials, SEVEN person-
ages, SEVEN dooms, and SEVEN new things. So I learn more about myself 
through the pieces I create, and, they tend to resonate with people who 
subconsciously share these frequencies.

Since you are also a photographer, do you feel there is any connection with any of 
your images and the jewelry?

Sometimes a photograph will inspire a piece, its colors and shapes and 
feeling lending themselves to expression with metals and gems.  One 
of my necklaces was inspired by a photo of my daughter I took deep 
in new hampshire at a friend’s home on squam lake.  The lakes of new 
hampshire are known for their pristine, blue green water, and her pink 
swimsuit was an icon of girl childhood.  thus, the “at the lake in a pink 
swimsuit” necklace was born.

What do you think will make your jewelry stand out to the buyers?

My jewelry is immediately identifiable as fine jewelry, rather than craft 
or what I call “disposable” or “temporary” jewelry.  I realized many, 
many years ago that I didn’t want to put anything into my jewelry box 
or on someone I love if it wasn’t something that a person would keep 
and pass down rather than discard as obsolete at some point.  So that’s 
what drives the materials.  secondly, I ignore trends entirely.  You won’t 
find me making things that are “in,” like steam punk or lariat necklaces, 
but making what is timeless.  Some of my pieces look antique, although 
I just made them.  Some are fresh, but never dated.  I also hope people 
can sense how passionate I am about doing holistic work--responsibly
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sourcing all of my materials, minimizing environmental impact by 
using neither chemicals nor machinery, and striving to provide for my-
self and my suppliers an economically self-sustaining activity for pas-
sionate individuals like me.
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What kind of pieces do you offer in your jewelry line?

I make necklaces, earrings, and sometimes bracelets.

Where did the name of your site “a Flower Grows” come from?

Well, my last name is bellefleur, “beautiful flower” in french, and, I like 
to find and shoot unusual flowers as a photographer and create them in 
paintings and jewelry, so the flower theme came naturally.  I’m always 
growing and evolving, and thus, a flower grows was born.  but, in keep-
ing with the theme of growth, I have already outgrown the name, and 
have picked a new one that will be part of my re-launch after the first 
of the year, which is an excellent time for renewal.  stay tuned!

What does this new medium mean to you as an artist and an entrepreneur?

I’m not sure really, but it does mean that I am happy, and that I can 
keep doing something that pleases me on the deepest level, and hope-
fully share that with others in a manner that shares joy and is also eco-
nomically self-sustaining.  knowing me, I will do this on and off for de-
cades, but i am fickle, I will return to photography as soon as spring hits 
or miguel hits me up for a photo day.  It all comes from the same place.

http://www.etsy.com/people/AFlowerGrows
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Lomography Fisheye No. 2

For those of you that don’t know what Lomography is it is a great 
camera company that makes all these wonderful cameras, usually, 
plastic, with plastic lenses, that most professional photographers call 
“toy cameras.” However I have used these “toy” cameras to shoot wed-
dings, new baby’s, and other fantastic events that most people would 
use there digital slr’s for. Lomography cameras are the ultimate experi-
mental cameras. You never know what you might wind up with in the 
outcome. Not only are they a camera manufacturer, but they are also 
a community and a magazine. This is my new favorite online commu-
nity because it is quite simply fantastic. People from all over the world 
are using these cameras to shoot truly amazing photographs. I forgot 
to mention that all these cameras use something called film. Yes it’s 
that stuff that digital cameras were going to make obsolete. Maybe you 
never heard of it. Black plastic like film with a funky smell. Don’t worry 
if you don’t have a dark room, your lab can put it on a disc and you can 
edit it on your computer like I do.

So the Fisheye No. 2 camera, which is an improvement from the original 
Fisheye camera, came into my possession when my mother-in-law gave 
me a gift certificate to American Eagle. To my suprise upon entering 
the store at the mall, there it sat on the half off bin. A $75 camera, with 
flash, on sale for $35. I took this as a sign from the camera God’s and 
immediately grabbed it up and went to cash out. The rest of the night 
was...well how can I say...extremely fun. With the flash I was able to 
shoot indoors, which was awesome since it was about 20 degrees out-
side and grey. When you look through the viewfinder it looks fisheyed...
so just looking through it and walking around the house was great. 
Normal everyday objects all of a sudden became worth shooting. 
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garrrr!...first self portrait with the fisheye
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japhy’s got his tongue a flyin’
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121david checkin’ out the fisheye
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gettin’ all cuddely 
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me and japhy...we like to laugh
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*All works published are reproduced with permission of the 
artist. Artist retains all copyrights to the artwork and the 
image will not be reproduced or used in any other format.

This is a Random 
Dharma Jazz 
Production
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LISTEN
TO

YOUR 

OWN
MIND
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