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Born and raised in the great state of Ohio, Edith Cohen is a freelance 
writer, thespian, and activist currently living in Upstate New York. 
Her passions include reading post-modern fiction books, collecting 
bad and 
tasteless LPs, and smiling at strangers until both parties are 
thoroughly uncomfortable.

Edith Cohen 

ContriButors

Kerry Trautman
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, Alimentum, 
The Coe Review, The Country Mouse, Glass: A Journal of Poetry, 
and Think Journal; as well as in the anthologies, Tuesday Nights at 
Sam and Andy’s Uptown Café (Westron Press, 2001), and 
Mourning Sickness (Omniarts 2008).

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. 
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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 co-
editor 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 ma-
chinery. 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.

Jen Bellefleur
Jen is an artist and freelance writer. Her work is an attempt to 
create something outside of myself that will serve as a map to 
her emotional landscape--and in so doing, create for the viewer an 
inquiry into the nature of his own. Thus, art requires a human to 
human interaction of a spiritual nature. Thank you for allowing me 
to thus engage you.

Michael Kocinski

The gallivanting and endearingly idiotic founder of getdelicious-
DOTnet that resides in cars, on rooftops and riding trains.  
Read him talking about music here, http://www.getdelicious.
net/.  Download his music here and friend his other band 
here http://oldmanandgirl.bandcamp.com/.  A tumblr of 
bizarre fiction coming soon, The Strangler! http://strangeler.
tumblr.com/

Zak McCune
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OpeningEx 
LettergPn
Dear Readers,
   
 So here we are...made it to the second issue...we
got a bit bigger and grew not only in page length 
but also in staff and contributers...which can only 
lead to bigger and better things. This issue features
the first of hopefully many articles by this group of writ-
ers; michael kocinski, edith cohen, zak mccune, kerry traut-
man, and last issues featured artist, jen bellefleur. We will 
have two more artists/writers joining us for the 3rd issue 
as well. this project is starting to breath now, it’s starting 
to grow and take some sort of form and in a way have a mind 
of it’s own. the more  people get involved, the better it be-
comes. this is also the issue where we revel our writing sec-
tion, created by mike kocinski, where we feature writers that 
mean something to us. mike was lucky enough to have been 
able to interview one of toeldo’s best poets, Bob phillips. 
bob is also cool enough to share with us some of his newer 
work that hasn’t be published or read much yet. Edith cohen 
pulls off two big interviews with street artists in two dif-
ferent states, har simrit singh, who has been painting a few 
door down from where i work for the past week or so on a new 
mural, and mr. prvrt from upstate new york. kerry trautman 
covers one of my favortie artists that i saw at this year’s 
artomatic 419, clifton harvey. Jen returns back with us, this 
time to write about another minnesota based artist natalie 
stoner, and zack...well let’s just say that zack tells you in 
his way why Vania Zouravliov is one of the best artists alive 
today. i hope you have as much fun exploring this issue as i did 
working on it. 

                                                            -floyd
                                                  4/25/11 
                                                     11:53 pm

Opening Letter
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natalie stoner
by jen bellefleur

Geisha Green 
ink
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I remember the day I met Natalie Stoner, fifteen years 
ago.  She was the then-girlfriend of a childhood friend. We 
were all headed out to dinner, and she felt it necessary to 
change into emerald green knee-highs with her skirt. I knew 
right then she was something more than a spectacular red-
head, but it wasn’t until later that I discovered the startling 
scope and clarity of her relentless imagination. Natalie 
creates art using most every imaginable medium. While I 
first fell in love with her assemblages, her work of every 
sort from oil to photography and beyond resonates deeply 
with me. Recently, I asked Natalie to provide a few of her 
images and “sit-down” for a virtual interview with me.

Your art seems to have evolved so profoundly over the years. Does 
this evolution reflect your life, and, can you draw parallels between 
the two?

I think art and life are absolutely linked, the paths are usu-
ally parallel, and at times,  they feel as if they are braided 
together. For me, it is as important to live an artful life, as it 
is to make tangible works of art. The two are not only par-
allel, they are also usually entwined. Art is a way of medi-
tating for many people. A way of finding harmony. If you 
cannot find balance and get grounded, your life suffers. If 
a person is called to make art, they will make it no mat-
ter what or they will become desperately uncomfortable. I 
think it  only follows that art, mine or any other artist’s, will 
evolve as we do. In terms of specific parallels, as a younger 
artist, I was inspired by literature. I did an entire series of 
Siamese twin paintings inspired by the Siamese twins in 
Katherine Dunn’s amazing novel Geek Love, for example.  The 
things that have obsessed and intrigued me in life have al-
ways come through in works of art. Some symbols, 
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you must continue to repeat until you exorcise their power 
over you. For me, some of these have been: bees, beets, 
mermaids and other fantastic female creatures, compasses, 
Geisha, and mysterious fruits. Location is also a huge 
influence. I lived in New Orleans for a couple of years and 
there, they have a terrific cafe culture, so I made a lot of art 
in transportable journals that could be taken to the coffee 
shops. When I lived in Detroit, I used a lot of bits of rusted 
debris and weathered wood, because that was what I was 
surrounded by.

directions
ink10
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Tell us about your Geisha art, and how your time in the far east 
impacted you as a person and an artist.

Living in Japan and traveling in China, Korea and Thailand 
changed me in so many ways. There is an entire body of 
creative research that discusses the way a person living in a 
foreign culture becomes highly charged in terms of their 
creative thinking and output. The way the brain takes in a whole 
different way of being: a new language, a different system of 
transportation, unusual food enables new ways of being creative 
because the brain is synthesizing so much information, one’s 
comprehension expands in a very unique way. My time in Asia 
was the most prolific in terms of output. Not to mention the 
added inspiration that comes from being in a place where such 
care is taken to make everything beautiful. The end of my time in 
Japan coincided with some devastating events in my personal life 
which made me not even want to think about my life there for a 
quite some time. I made the Geisha art a couple of years later as 
a way of reintegrating the experience of living in Japan into my 
life. Once again, a meditation.

You’ve had periods where you lost all interest in creating art. Can you tell 
us more about how these little deaths and rebirths reflect your life and/or 
shape your art?

At the risk of sounding dramatic, I have always felt that 
making art was a spiritual act, inasmuch as it is the thing that 
connects me most to my source. I had only one long 
period where I made no art at all and it was like death. I felt that 
I was completely off track, that I had lost the thread of my life, 
that I had lost touch with the divine. It was terrifying. After that 
period ended, I think I realized what art really had been 
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in my life. Because, until it was gone, I had not known how 
powerful a force it was, I knew that I needed to do it, wheth-
er it was good or not, but I did not know the pain that not 
doing it would cause. I had not realized that it was the 
primary way I had of connecting to something greater than 
myself. I have a whole new respect for the power of creating 
now. I think that the art I make now is smaller and more 
personal, nothing I need to share, but I have a respect for it 
that I did not have before.

cut out heart
oil on wood 13
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Do you harbor a working definition of “art,” and if so, what is it?

I don’t. I probably should, and if pressed, I suppose I would 
say that art is whatever tangible work results from a 
creative act.

Imagine you google your name, and find a critic’s description of your 
work. What would you most like it to say?

Honestly, I don’t think it matters what anyone says. An art-
ist does not produce work for the external gratification. 
I have always agreed with what Rilke said in Letters to a 
Young Poet (I paraphrase): if you don’t HAVE TO do it, you 
really should not. It sounds snobby. But, really, an artist re-
sponds to an itch that needs to be scratched.

elements
ink
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Art is necessary to an artist. It is the way you respond to a yearn-
ing that cannot be defined. Like falling in love, you cannot NOT do 
it, even if you’d like to. There are critics who are amazing. They are 
brilliant, they are even artists themselves and worthy of a great 
deal of respect. But, either your work touches someone’s heart or it 
does not. That element is so arbitrary. No one can tell anyone else 
what will touch them deeply. More than once, I have created things 
I thought should be thrown away only to have someone come over 
and tell me it was their favourite thing I had ever done. The recog-
nition that one feels when seeing a piece of art cannot be replicat-
ed in any other heart. The experience of art is profound and per-
sonal, and while critics have an important place in the world of art, 
they are very limited.

we are dissastified
ink
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Some of your work reminds me of Frida Kahlo, in its intensity of seem-
ingly female experiences. Is this coincidence or do gender 
issues impact your work--and how?

I was raised by my father in an all male household and, I 
think, for that reason women have always been tremen-
dously fascinating to me. I spent the greater part of my life 
trying to figure out what makes women so different and 
magical . I know that the fascination with them is what has 
made me create so many fantastic females in my art. In a 
way, even though I am a woman, I have always kind of felt 
like an impostor. Like a tomboy dressed up for a ball.

skinny rabbit side
ink
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So “real” women with fancy shoes and expensive perfume and long 
flowing hair really do seem otherworldly to me. I am a huge fan of 
Frida, and all the female surrealist artists: Lenor Fini, Leonora 
Carington, Remedios Varo...they all seemed to be tapped into a 
world of magic and mystery that was compelling and beautiful. 
They have all influenced me.

pink green
ink

skinny bat girl
ink
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mr. prvrt
by edith cohen

the dirty world of graffiti perverts

Hop on Pop
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I won’t pretend to be an expert on a scene I know very little about, 
but that can’t stop me from appreciating it wholeheartedly. I’ve 
lived in several urban and suburban areas where street art wasn’t 
necessarily embraced. An inspiring message spraypainted in gold 
on the side of a building might one day tell me that “Cities have 
souls too, ya know,” only to be covered up with white splotch a 
few days later. But that’s just one of the appeals (at least for me): 
Street art, particularly graffiti, is fleeting, constantly changing. If 
you’re not paying attention to the writing on the walls, you’ll end 
up missing it completely. 

I grew up in a fancy-ish suburb of Cincinnati, Ohio. I remember very 
little about the place because everything pretty much looked the 
same. The houses were uniform, the schools, grocery stores, 
hospitals and libraries were all indistinguishable. But I do recall 
one place that actually had some character. There was an 
underpass that always spoke to me. Sometimes it would simply 
state peoples’ names. I knew that Jimmy loved Kate 4-ever. Other 
times it would present a more philosophical or political message, 
Save US, Nuke Gingrich. But my favorite were always the pictures. 
Little cartoon characters, who were telling me their own 
subliminal messages. This was my introduction to street art. I 
was no older than eight.

Needless to say, graffiti has always fascinated me. Reading the 
crassly-painted words and interpreting the detailed images makes 
me feel like I’m interacting with a group of writers and artists (not 
unlike myself) who have important messages to spread. When I 
write something, like this article for example, I intend for an 
audience to eventually read it. Who will read it, and when will they 
come across the piece? I have absolutely no way of knowing. 
Similarly, a street artist will make his or her mark, understanding 
that someone might see their work the very next day, or maybe a

21



week later, or perhaps never, if it gets prematurely erased. But 
the when isn’t really what I want to emphasize, as much as the 
who. The graffiti artist will never know who is appreciating their 
work, just as the viewer will seldom know who created it.

I reached out to the Rochester, New York-based graffiti and mural 
artist, Mr. Prvrt for several reasons. Upon (my) moving to Upstate 
New York last summer, his was the first piece of art I encountered 
in my new city of Albany. Painted on the outside of an indepen-
dent movie house in downtown Albany, “Pinstripe Marauder” 
takes up approximately 35 x 100 feet (and two walls) of the ex-
terior of Spectrum Theatre. The warm, beautiful colors of orange, 
red, purple and blue, immediately caught my eye. Upon closer ex-
amination, there are intricate stencils of birds flying and fighting 
for their lives, perched crows, and silhouettes of people from the 
community who are kneeling, pointing and taking photos of a gi-
ant wearing goggles, high-top sneaks and a pinstriped ensemble. 
The piece was created by Prvrt, Dwell and One Unit during the 
summer of 2007. It’s difficult to describe the awesomeness of this 
mural without seeing it in person. But it has everything you could 
possibly want in a piece of street art, and the best part is that 
it’s not going anywhere (more on this later).

Further online investigation of Mr. Prvrt proved that this guy is 
serious about his spraypaint. Active on the streets, and as a cura-
tor and exhibitor in museums and galleries across the world since 
2004, the artist has presented work in numerous US cities, includ-
ing Portland, Detroit, San Francisco and Austin, and has partici-
pated in several international shows in Melbourne, Seoul, Munich 
and Bristol, among others. This is the type of street artist who 
gets your attention. With more than 60 exhibits under his belt, 
Prvrt incorporates clever titles into his shows, such as “Saints and 
Prvrts,” “Street Sweepers,” and “Mr. Prvrt Presents: The Playful 
Maidens of Spray.” Creator of posters, stickers, stencils, 
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stereoscope
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murals, t-shirts, tattoos, Mr. Prvrt will paint on just about anything 
you could consider a canvas. A favorite medium is mixed media on 
wood. Specializing in carved images, depicting animals such as mon-
keys, rats and pigs, his work often hints at the humorous and the 
political. An amusing collection of well-known perverts stenciled and 
painted on found platters feature the profiles of some of my favor-
ite pop culture figures, including Larry Flynt, Pee-Wee Herman, Phillip 
Seymour-Hoffman, and John Waters.

I never thought my lifelong interest would put me face-to-face with 
those once unknown street artists of the underpasses, tunnels and 
bridges of my youth. For good or ill, graffiti is viewed less as a sign 
of an area in decline, and more as a mark of a neighborhood with 
character. As perceptions keep changing about this particular art 
form,it becomes increasingly easy to track down the elusive graffiti 
artist. Let me be clear, I still haven’t met Mr. Prvrt in person, Roches-
ter is a good 3 ½ hours away from my location. And though its been 
years since he’s called it home, Albany is forever marked by a lovable 
Prvrt.  
 

Your name. Mr. Prvrt. What’s the story behind this one?
 
Whenever people ask me this, I always refer to one of the dictionary 
definitions of the word “pervert,” which is to alter something from 
its original meaning or intention.  This is something I do with the 
name itself, as well as the things I choose to paint or where I paint 
them. 

Where are you from originally, and how did your local community embrace or 
dismiss your work when first starting out?
 
I am originally from Albany, NY.  I first started cutting stencils after 
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urinals
montreal, quebec
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seeing the work of Stain & Scout, who were hitting up more impover-
ished areas of the city.  It taught me a lot about placement and how 
the area you put something in can really affect the way it comes 
across to people.  I would say overall, I’ve always been pleased by 
the way people perceive my work.  It’s always really fun when I get 
to meet an elderly person who loves my work, regardless of the fact I 
call myself Mr. Prvrt. 

I’m assuming you were practicing your craft way before you exhibited in a mu-
seum/gallery...can you compare/contrast your early work to the work you’ve 
presented to the public?
 
The first stencils I cut were one layer jammies I was printing on t-
shirts.  I actually still have the stencils themselves. 
 
What mediums do you work in and do you have a favorite?
 
Ever since I started cutting, I’ve been straight up spraypaint and 
stencils all the way. 

What interested me the most about you was the public artwork you helped 
create with a collective of artists in Albany. Can you explain the mural project to 
me? Were you commissioned by the city to create a mural? The very idea fas-
cinates me as usually, cities like Albany, Toledo, and Detroit are all about wash-
ing over graffiti-type work. How did you get them to say that not only will we 
not paint over your work, we want you to paint something beautiful for us?
 
It was actually the owners of the Spectrum 8 Movie Theatre who 
approached me themselves about doing the mural. They are lucky 
enough to own the building itself, and therefore actually didn’t have 
to obtain city approval.  Nonetheless, the project was an overwhelm-
ing success, and it still maintains its spot as the largest mural in the 
city. I did the project with a couple named Dwell & One Unit, who I 
worked with for a couple years while I was living in Albany.  

26



We also worked with a variety of community members who we 
actually painted on the building itself. 

Do you have a project that you are most proud of?

I try and make sure every project I do pushes my craft, and there-
fore becomes the one I am most proud of, so it’s always changing.  
 
Check out Mr. Prvrt’s work at http://www.flickr.com/photos/prvrt/.

jeanne
rochester, n.y.
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Henry Finnigan
by Michael Kocinksi
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Nicole Warner Licensed Massage Therapist

Reg. Cost: $60 per hr, $30 per 1/5 hr.

Take Time to Relax

www.nicolewarner.massagetherapy.com
Contact: 567-343-0064/ igotjoy777@gmail.com

For a Limited Time $15 off an Hour Massage
1/2
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Jon Damaschke
 by ryan warner

hidden world
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Jon Damaschke has a talent for turning everyday
urban life into fantastic photographs. The hustle 
and bustle of city life can tend to be ignored by 
many people who are too caught up in their own 
daily agenda. Fighting traffic, trying to catch a 
bus, cutting through other pedestrians on the 
sidewalks can stress some people out, to others it 
just becomes part of mundane life and begins to 
be ingored. That is why every once in a while an 
artist comes along that shows us the incredible 
sites that we are missing when we walk around 
with our eyes not fully open. John takes the same 
Chicago buses and walks the same streets as the 
rest of the Chicagoans do, but his eyes are fully 
opened, and he’s got a camera attached to one of 
them recording them and turning daily life into art 
that makes us sit back and say, “I never noticed 
that before.”
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You incorporate typography quite often in your work. Are you a fan of ty-
pography? Do you like working with text, or is it something that is just 
placed all over the city and winds up in your images?

I actually have a rough time with typography.  Even though I’ve 
attempted it in the past, it’s not one of my strong skills.  Most 
of the text in my work appears in my street photos, but 90% of 
the time I don’t pay attention to it.  I’m more interested in the 
shapes, the people and how to set up the composition.

among the living
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dumpster dive
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Who/What are your influences?

My main influences include Salvador Dali, MC Escher, Henri Matisse, 
Greg Graffin, Charles Darwin, Friends, Family and the world around 
me.

What draws you to street/urban photography?

The initial reason that I got involved in street photography was 
pure boredom.   I wasn’t really feeling the digital art I typically did 
before my leap into photography.  I guess you could say that I was 
having an artistic block.  So, in order to break that boredom, I bor-
rowed my roommate’s camera and took a two hour walk.  That was 
June of 2010.  I’ve been in love with it ever since.

What equipment do you use? Camera’s and editing software? Do you use 
film or digital?

I am currently using a Canon EOS Rebel T2i and Photoshop CS5.

Are you always traveling with a camera when you leave your house?

I do not always carry my Canon with me, but I always have my 
iPhone.

What are you looking for in a shot in the streets? What strikes your eye and 
tells you to shoot this?

Most of the time I am looking for people in their natural environ-
ment.  I do not like to shoot people who are posed.  The more candid 
the shot the better in my opinion.  If I am not looking for people, I 
look at architecture, pipes sticking out of buildings, anything grun-
ge looking, old signs or reflections.
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days are numbered

cwm
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Where Do You Think You’re Going/That’s My Dress/
Why Are You Smoking

271-77 chicago adams

11’-6” february rain
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overshadow you are free

i wish i could fly lipan
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gelb girl
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What other mediums do you work in?

The other mediums that I work in are pencil, ink, charcoal, pastels, 
animation, motion graphics and digital painting with a bamboo 
tablet.

Do you have a favorite city, or state, or part of town to shoot in?

I do not have a favorite place to shoot, but cities and mountains 
have been good to me.

peering south

44



wrigley field
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western view

unter dem deckmantel the storm
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What made you decide that you had to create? When did you decide that you 
were an artist?

When I was in the 1st grade I figured out that I was good at drawing.  
Ever since that moment I have been considering myself as an artist.

voice
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you can contact jon at : jondamaschke.com
                                           jonniedee.deviantart.com

upto
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Clifton Harvey
by kerry trautman

lament
for the
mended
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Clifton Harvey overlays hand drawn illustrations onto his own 
environmental photographs, creating snapshot moments that 
invite the viewer to explore the stories within the worlds he 
creates.  Influenced by the picture books of his childhood, Harvey 
populates his worlds with creatures—tenderly illustrated sacks of 
flesh that seem to have been coerced into being by each 
delicate scratch of his ink.  It is as if Harvey’s pitiful creatures 
have been brought to life only to remain stranded within their 
intimate moments of psychological struggle. Simultaneously 
lovable and abhorrent, they express an almost childlike degree of 
unabashed emotion—often fear, shame or pity.

compromise
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First of all, I’d love to know what some of your children’s books were when 
you were growing up, and your favorite illustrators.

The Snowman by Raymond Briggs was hands down my favorite 
children’s book growing up. It’s wordless, so you had to interpret 
the story visually, which appealed to me as a child. As for my 
favorite illustrators, I’d have to have say John R. Neill, John Tenniel, 
Edward Gorey, Alan Lee, William Joyce, Richard Kirk; the list goes on 
and on.

Did you draw much as a child?

Oh yeah, all the time. It was a great way to make friends in school.

I’d like to hear about how you go about placing a background photo with 
your creature illustrations.  Do you keep a file of background photos on hand, 
then look through your supply to find one appropriate for whichever character 
you’re developing? Or does a particular background inspire the characters 
that will inhabit it, and their story?

I would say both. Most of the time I work in a cycle where I’ll shoot 
tons of images, save them, and then go back through and just day-
dream; like a kid looking at clouds trying to see something in them. 
However, I do sometimes go through old sketchbooks to see if there 
are any connections between new photos and the ideas I’m devel-
oping for them and older sketches; often I have incomplete char-
acters and stories that are waiting for the right stage to fill in the 
gaps. Keeping the process organic like this is very important to me; 
the work I make could easily become a routine technical exercise if 
I didn’t allow for spontaneity and the ebb and flow of inspiration 
between the two media.
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Do you have favorite times of day or seasons to take your exterior photos? 
Are they taken locally?  I’d imagine it would feel odd to, say, drive past an 
empty parking lot you had previously photographed and populated with 
your drawn characters.

It can be strange; I definitely have a reverence for those places 
and it’s kind of sad to see them change. Because all my photos 
are shot locally, I’m constantly reminded of the impact time, the 
elements, and people have on a location. As for my favorite time 
to shoot, the raking light of a sunrise has a nice quality, as does 
a sunset behind altocumulus clouds, but I’d say the most ideal 
shooting situation for me is a summer afternoon several hours 
before a storm rolls in, that way I get a good variety of cloud 
coverage and lighting situations to choose from as the conditions 
change.

flight
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Your characters’ unique musculature is made all the more visible (and 
perhaps vulnerable?) by the fact that they lack any sort of hair or clothing. 
Do you refer to anatomical diagrams—either human or animal—as you 
draw?

Absolutely. While the proportions are exaggerated and some 
of the features completely imagined, I still labor over the basic 
structure of the form and try to have it make anatomical sense, 
so I have lots of reference books. It’s sort of a compulsion at 
this point; if I see an interesting book in the bargain bin that I 
don’t have, I have to buy it. Also, if I’m having difficulty imagin-
ing a specific angle or perspective, I’ll create a small model out of 
sculpey to help visualize it.

Your work has intense narrative tension, inviting the viewer to explore what 
is happening at the moment of the drawing, as well as in the moments just 
before, and to suppose how the story might continue.  How much of the 
total chronology of your creatures’ stories do you have in mind before you 
set to work creating each moment?

I usually have a definite idea of what precedes and follows these 
moments, but I tend to keep those parts of the story to myself, 
because as you say, each piece is an invitation to the viewer to 
fill in the blanks, so I really enjoy listening to other people’s 
interpretations of those moments; it creates an interesting 
dialogue.

Perhaps it’s because I’m a mother, but honestly I feel such an overwhelm-
ing sense of heartbreak and pathos in your work that I wish I could reach in 
a comfort your little beings.  Do you find yourself getting emotionally 
involved with your creatures as you create them, or is that just me?
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No, that’s great! I actually do become emotionally attached. A 
piece can take as long as a month or so to finish, so there’s a lot of 
time to become invested in what’s happening. I also think some-
where along the process something very personal gets imprinted 
onto these characters that can either represent something I’ve 
felt or experienced, maybe even someone I’ve met, or someone or 
something I’ve lost, so it’s gratifying to know that it comes across.

separated
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The creatures remind me of how I feel slightly sorry for items in a yard sale 
or at Goodwill, or how as a child I would whisper apologies to my stuffed 
animals in the morning if they fell out of my bed overnight. Harvey’s 
creatures are neither human nor animal. They are both recognizable and 
foreign, so the viewer identifies with them enough to draw forth our 
humanity—to empathize—all the while remaining aware of their 
fancifulness. We recognize ourselves in the intricate folds of flesh and curves 
of fingertips, in the shadowy sockets where eyes hide, squinting away the 
stormy dim light; yet we remain distanced enough to hope for something 
brighter.

*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.

lost and found
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har simrit singh
by edith cohen

he singhs of the beautiful crime of graffiti

At the risk of sounding like a complete teeny-bopper, I must disclose 
one simple fact: I write this piece on Har Simrit Singh--a.k.a. Typo-
-while wearing a t-shirt he actually designed. I’m sort of like that 
person who goes to a concert, already wearing the band’s merch. 
A major faux pas, and something I will probably lose a lot of street 
cred for, but frankly, I don’t give a shit. Why? Because Har Simrit is 
the first interviewee I’ve had the pleasure of speaking with (in my 
eight years of A&E reporting) who can explain his work’s purpose 
better than I ever could. If there were an award for “Best Source,” 
he’d win that prize. The following interview questions received some 
of the best-communicated and most insightful responses I could ever 
have imagined. So laugh if you want to, but I’ll be wearing this shirt 
for the rest of the day, admiring it with intense awe, as I write about 
the very first graffiti artist I ever met, face-to-face.

Har Simrit Singh isn’t your typical “street artist.” Currently practic-
ing his craft in Toledo (a place he calls home, despite being born in 
Chicago, going to school in Pittsburgh and living and working in 
Phoenix for many of his adult years), Har Simrit’s work can 
more-often-than-not be found in galleries, and on the side of build-
ings, privately-owned by Toledo business owners. The first time 
I met him (when I bought this fine-looking t-shirt I happen to be 
wearing) was at Mr. Jerry Gray’s cultural hotspot, Bozarts Fine Art 
and Music Gallery last spring. It was his first solo exhibit there, and 
the paper I worked for at the time had done a brilliant critique of 
this man’s work. I simply had to check it out for myself.
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I didn’t know it at the time, but meeting Har Simrit would be a life-
changing event. In the months to come, we would work on projects 
together, including a community mural for Art Corner Toledo. The 
brainchild (and labor of love) of our mutual friend, Rachel 
Richardson, ACT’s inaugural project is a collaborative effort to 
beautify the Toledo community while benefiting a local non-profit. 
So here we have the artist: Har Simrit Singh, who was to design a 
mural on a barren wall at 1141 Jackson Street. The property in 
UpTown Toledo is owned by the city’s most lovable Greek: 
Manos Paschalis. And the grounds, which conveniently happen to 
be a community garden, are tended to by Michael Szuberla and the 
other fine people of Toledo GROWS. My role as ACT’s blogger, was to 
document the meetings, discuss the progress of the project, and 
get people excited about the colorful shapes that are about to 
transform Toledo. Renowned website developer, and photographic 
genius (as well as an unstoppable father-son duo) Nathan 
Mattimoe and Tabor Wordelman, took on administrating the blog 
and taking photos of the project as it transpired. Har Simrit 
listened carefully as community members discussed their ideas for 
what the mural should represent. Life, growth, change, Toledo...all 
are fabulously displayed on this head-turning mural, which is 
finally ready to be unveiled, after months and months of 
preparation, on Saturday, April 30 at 11 a.m. sharp.

Yet Har Simrit’s positive vibes and community efforts don’t stop 
there. In May, he will be the proud creator of a commission piece 
covering the interior of The Loonar Station at its new location in 
Cricket West. While I have few details about the topics portrayed 
in this most recent work, I expect nothing less than another jaw-
dropping masterpiece. 

But don’t take my word for this cat’s creativity. He’s got more than 
a few words to say about his passion for graffiti, “the beautiful, 
beautiful crime.”
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First off, not sure if you were aware of this or not, but you were actually the 
first street/graffiti artist I met and talked with, someone who I could put a 
face to the work. Since this type of art is (usually) illegal, not many people 
are open about who they are and what they have created on the streets. 
Can you discuss the reasons/need to be kept incognito, or go by tags 
when stenciling/painting on the urban landscape?

Hey there Edith! Good to “sit down” and get a chance to chat with 
you! I actually was unaware that I was your first real life 
encounter with a street designer in the rebel art forms. There’s 
not too many of us here in Toledo now that I ponder it. There’s a 
handful of folks doin’ their thing but it seems your odds of 
crossin’ paths with one of us is pretty slim. Because of the nature 
of what we do and what we are, most of us tend to remain kind of 
elusive, like Bigfoot or um....Extra Terrestrials I suppose? Attention 
isn’t necessarily a good thing when your freedom is at risk! Hence 
the need for an alias. The purpose of one’s secret identity tends 
to stem from this desire. Also, I feel, the source of how, when, and 
why these works being created, remaining a mystery of sorts, 
adds an element of mysticism and intrigue to the different 
artistic manifestations that embrace various guerilla tactics to 
get their visions or messages seen or heard by the public. A lot 
of the time, it seems, this element creates a draw towards those 
that are curious about the work and/or can somehow relate to it.

Correct me if I’m wrong but you’ve gone by Typo (with your graffiti) and now 
as Har Simrit Singh with your murals and artwork. How did these names 
evolve?

With graffiti there are a couple of ways people acquire their 
names or identity most commonly. Sticking with tradition, a lot 
of the time, an older more experienced “writer” will give them 
their alias. Generally it’s a word of sorts that has a unique ring or 
chime to it and that most importantly, in my opinion, has an
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array of good letter forms to work with and that will “stick” to the 
minds of those experiencing the final product. Having letters that 
“fit” well next to one another definitely helps in one’s effort to 
develop a unique and memorable style that impacts the viewer 
effectively, whatever their individual intent may be. With these 
things in order the mission is to take that name and saturate it 
with as much unique flavor, style, and technique as one can, and 
get that “name” or “message within a name” out there in as many 
places as possible so that you get “known” or seen by as many 
eyes as possible. Fame or “street credit” or notoriety is more so 
then not the underlying goal. A lot of the time it’s all ego that 
drives people to engage this art form. One must consider though 
that this is a culture that was born in the deep recesses of the 
poverty stricken urban corridors of the world and a lot of the time 
this art was an escape or a way to rise above the constrictions 
imposed by the immediate environment one is born into. It’s a cre-
ative outlet in contrast to self destructive tendencies or lifestyles 
that are all too common in the inner-city areas all around the 
globe, bringing a little light and positivity to sometimes oppres-
sive realm of existence. It’s a way of saying “Hey! I’m alive, this one 
time, here on Planet Earth, RIGHT NOW!”

The other common way people get their graffiti name is that they 
just pick something themselves that they feel reflects them or 
that they just like the sound of. Or also, from what I’ve noticed, 
sometimes people choose an identity that’s based on their ini-
tials or nick-name from growing up. The name someone chooses 
tends to deeply reflect their personality on some front most of 
the time, producing a wide variety of characters and personalities 
throughout the graffiti culture as a whole. For me, I played with a 
few names early on and eventually experimented with the word 
“Typo,” and I liked the way the letters worked together and the 
overall sound of it, so I went with it! Here I am almost 15 years later 
and still rockin’ it so I guess it’s the one I’m gonna stick with!
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As for the name “Har Simrit”, it’s the name that was given to me 
through the Kundalini Yogic tradition. Yep....I’m a yogi! When I was a 
little younger I went through a phase towards the end of my teens 
when I really began to question pretty much everything that 
contributes to the state of life on Earth right now and how us, as 
humans, got to where we are. This line of questioning eventually 
led me seek out some sort of practice that allowed me to feel more 
gracefully connected with myself, my surroundings, the people and 
things in it, the planet, and that great source from which all life 
flows. After dabbling with a few systems designed to enhance one’s 
life experience, Kundalini Yoga, the yoga of awareness, presented 
itself in my path and really resonated with me on a soul level. At 
that point in my personal evolution, it’s exactly what I needed so I 
chose to adhere to these scientific teachings which sole purpose
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is to enable the user to excel and fulfill one’s experience of being 
human. The name “Har Simrit” is a vibrational identity which is 
reflective of my purpose in this lifetime, while I’m still here in human 
form! It’s originating language, Gurmuhki, is rooted in, or rather is, 
a further evolution of Sanskrit, a mantric language, which elevates 
the user through creating different sound currents, which in turn 
create different specific effects or mind states. By referring to one 
by their “Spiritual Name,” it helps them to stay connected to their 
highest path as a human being and reminds them of their purpose 
while here on Earth in this sphere of existence.
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There’s a fine line between street art and artwork shown in a museum or 
gallery. Yet, I’ve noticed an interesting trend in the art world where people are 
really starting to embrace street art and graffiti as something they’d like to take 
home with them, hang up on their living room wall, or even wear as a t-shirt. I 
have a hard time myself, describing the appeal. I think it’s because this type of 
artist (your kind, so to speak) seems to have a message--often political, socially 
aware, or just downright LISTEN TO ME, I HAVE SOMETHING TO SAY! I’m drawn 
to that kind of work, personally. How do you feel about people like me, art 
enthusiasts, who are interested in purchasing and supporting street art? Is it a 
contradiction, or is it perfectly acceptable to collect it? How have you as an 
artist, embraced this line of thinking?

Hmmm....that one’s kind of a touchy subject to some. A lot of “Graffiti 
Purists” as some have been labeled, have really hard edge views on 
where graffiti belongs. To a lot of folks that are active in the graffiti 
community, they embrace it as more of a movement than as an art 
form. To them the act in itself is a protest in a sense. A way to exer-
cise to “Big Brother” that no matter how much control you think you 
have, the human desire to be free will always prevail over the need 
to control others. The social structure was already well established 
by the time all of us were born and not everybody is content with 
the nature of things imposed on them. The daily grind doesn’t neces-
sarily add up to be fulfilling to each and every one. Some seek 
alternatives to existence. Others want to rebuild things from the 
ground up, “till the fields” or “weed the garden” so to speak. Those 
radical views fuel the fire behind what motivates some people to 
take their sometimes subtle, and sometimes loud, messages to the 
streets as a platform to reach the masses. Those with this mindset 
tend to feel that graffiti has no place in a gallery and view this as 
“selling out” or “conforming” to the capitalist system which graff 
culture is intended to counter in their eyes. Some have really 
passionately fueled views when it comes to the “bastardization” of 
their sacred culture by commercialism, media, and consumer-based 
society. It’s a divide that is as old as the art itself.
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Others on the opposite side of that view feel there is nothing wrong 
with having your art seen by folks in a gallery setting. It’s just 
another platform for one to communicate their message or display 
their visions through. The more eyes you can reach the better and if 
you can make a living doing what you love, why not?

I can’t speak for everyone else, but at this point in my life, me 
personally, I’m gettin’ a little older and feel like the folks I network 
with, and I put in work, and helped establish the movement solidly 
in our part of the Mid-West, and that now it’s up to the next gen-
eration of writers to continue carrying the torch on the street level 
until it’s their time to pass it along and move on to the next venture 
in life. Currently myself, at the place I’m at in my life right now, I am 
alright with showing my work in a more accepted arena. I feel that 
it reaches more people than it would just being out on the streets. 
It’s not limited to those who are brave enough to venture into 
seemingly more turbulent areas of the inner-city. It creates a safer
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setting for people to experience the art. I still love being out in the 
community working on public projects and interacting with 
people though! I’m more into using aerosol nowadays to create 
public works with a positive message and with the intention of 
uplifting those in the area that will be exposed to it on a regular 
basis. I feel like the transition from the streets to the galleries or 
other creative avenues in life is a natural progression that a lot 
of writers tend to follow, whether it be into the realm of tattoo-
ing, graphic design, illustration or other countless creative career 
paths.

As for people supporting artists by purchasing pieces or t-shirts 
& other graffiti paraphernalia, I feel that it’s alllll good! The way 
things are now, we all need funds to live and eat, and if I can take 
care of my necessities by producing some goods that people 
desire to acquire for their home or body, I’m all for it. It allows 
myself and countless others to keep on the creative side of things 
and not have settle working to sustain ourselves in a position or in 
jobs where our talent and skills might go to waste to some 
degree. Also I feel that it allows those that can relate to the 
message or the nature of the culture or the attitude contained 
within the art to feel in some way connected to the movement and 
that they are contributing in some sense to keeping that artist 
producing by supporting and helping them to sustain their creative 
ventures. I personally see nothing wrong with it. I feel it’s almost a 
way to participate vicariously through the artist by enabling them 
to survive and keep on creating!

When was the first time you recall picking up a spray can and creating art 
with it? Were there any graffiti artists who inspired you to do this?

Ha! Nice! That’s taking me for a stroll through a corridor of my 
mental rolodex that I haven’t been through in quite a while!
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Being a child of the eighties, naturally I always had a draw 
towards Hip-Hop and more so the element of graffiti encom-
passed within it. But let’s see....I remember clearly back in the 
early nineties watching this documentary on PBS when I was 10 
or 11 that spotlighted two well known writers from L.A., Slick & 
Hex. They were not gettin’ along at the time and instead of 
handling it like knuckle-heads, they settled their differences by 
taking it to the wall! Man o’ man! The quality of the artwork these 
two cats were creating was absolutely mind blowing to me as 
a youngster! I mean they just set these walls ablaze with style! 
Just huge, bright, colorful works that spanned whole sides of 
buildings! And with having cool names like “Slick” & “Hex,” my 
favorite comic book characters just got bumped down a few 
notches. Being a kid I was just in complete awe. The next day I 
went into the basement and out to the garage of my childhood 
home and decided to raid my folks spray-paint selection! Sneakin’ 
off to the local train bridge, down in the woods, me and the local 
neighborhood kids were a headin’! We had a good old time! Not 
knowing any better we just embellished our given names a little 
bit and got busy with messages like “Mike is the coolest” & “Guns 
& Roses Forever Dude!” Needless to say I got in my first bit of 
trouble with graff by Mom the next time she needed to use 
some of her paint to touchup a chair or whatever. It was worth 
it though! Nothing wrong with a little harmless mischief as a 
youngster as long as nobody’s getting hurt in my eyes. Life’s too 
short not to have a little fun. Little did I know at that time that 
some years down the road graffiti would consume the majority of 
my existence!

I know you’ve presented at Bozarts, we covered your first show there a little 
over a year ago in the Toledo City Paper. Was this your first gallery show, or 
have you done many others. Where and when?
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True indeed! I was blessed to have the opportunity to work with 
Jerry Gray, a good friend, amazing local artist, and major 
instigator in the local independent art scene, last March in a solo 
effort to take over Bozarts with my works and was able to do a 
small installation inside the space. Prior to that, I also showed there 
shortly after Jerry opened with the folks I found compatibility, 
stylistically and philosophically, with here in Toledo under the “The 
B-Collective” front alongside of a few of Toledo’s premiere local art-
ists Yusuf Lateef, Adam Russell, and Kelly Lever. Also since I’ve been 
back in Ohio I’ve contributed to group shows with a good amount of 
the area’s active talent at The Secor Building and at the gallery out 
at Owen’s Community College. Regionally, I’ve had the opportunity 
to show in Cleveland, Cincinnati, Columbus, and at various shows

out in Erie, PA since I’ve been back in this part of the world. As for 
previous ventures into the gallery scene, prior to returning home, 
I really started working on this front when I lived out in Phoenix, 
Arizona between 2001 and 2007, before I ventured back to the Mid-
West. While out that way, I fortunately found myself submerged in 
the local art scene there which was boomin’ at the time and 
continues to prosper currently. I was privileged to show at spaces 
such as Strive Dreams, The Firehouse, Thought Crime, Holga’s, & The 
Paper Heart to name a few. 

Every artist works with themes. What would you say are your overarching 
themes or subjects presented in your work?
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I’d have say that I’m a dabbler of sorts. I like to experiment with 
style. Most recently my works are a blend of stylized portraits and 
with elements influenced by old retro advertising illustrations and 
hand painted signage. No matter how far I stray for where I started 
at, my work always seems to still embody some graffiti influence 
on one front or another. Whether it’s in the line weight or the ever 
pervading presence of heavily saturated color that seems to always 
present itself in my work. 

Are you originally from Toledo? I know you’ve traveled quite a bit, having lived 
in Pittsburgh where you went to school, and when you moved out west for 
some time too. Can you compare the local street art/graffiti scene to the other 
cities you’ve lived in? How does Toledo rank in terms of accepting the work

you create, compared to other cities. Is there need for improvement?

I was actually born in the Windy City but we relocated back to T-
Town shortly after my birth, returning to the place where our
kinfolk resided at the time. I was raised here and consider myself 
to be Ohio grown. Other than that Pittsburgh and Phoenix are the 
only other areas that I spent any significant amount of time in. As 
for Toledo in comparison to other places I’ve been exposed to, on 
the street art front, our walls are naked! We have a city full of walls, 
a lot of which are already scared with buff marks, but yet it seems 
that people are still somewhat resistant to the presence of public 
murals executed in aerosol. I’m not sure if it’s the negative 
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connotation that graffiti carries with it because of media influence 
or the fact that people affiliate graffiti strictly with abstract 
letters, but one thing I’ve noticed is that Toledoans’ minds change 
real quick when I mention the words spray paint in relation to 
creating potential public or commissioned works! I think it’s just a 
matter of time before we catch up to what others are doing abroad 
with graffiti art. It’s nice to see that in bigger cities that the 
advertising industry has begun to embrace aerosol a viable tool for 
reaching people. It seems that businesses are recognizing the fact 
that a lot of people are really drawn to the style of this art form 
and that it can be harnessed in a successful effort to 
promote products or ideas. Hopefully Toledo follows this trend. 
There’s nothing like a unique mural to brand your product, 
business, or message in the minds of potential consumers or 
supporters of your cause! Everything seems to be all digital and 
following the already established trends in advertising these days. 
I feel something that sets you apart from the others in the open 
market can only help you stand out in the over-saturated sea of 
billboards, bus stops, and vehicle wraps. We’ll see in due time if our 
city embraces this art form from this perspective or not though?

As for just having free walls where graffiti artists, muralists, and 
street artists alike can create, there are none that I know of here? 
It’d be nice to see something like this created so that people who 
are curious can come check it out and watch artists do their thing, 
and even experiment themselves if they ever were moved to do so.

It’s been a few months, but the community garden mural on Jackson Street 
is about to be unveiled at the end of this month. Tell me a little about your 
involvement with the project, and how it feels to have your work be cast in 
such a positive light.
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Rachel Richardson approached me about a year ago to see if I was 
interested in working with her and the new organization she was 
working to get off the ground, “A.C.T.”, short for Art Corner Toledo 
(a Toledo based organization which brings together local talent 
with local social service organizations to promote awareness of 
their unique causes in an activist oriented fashion in an effort to 
revitalize downtown and UpTown Toledo) and “Toledo Grows” (a 
local community gardening outreach program) in a partnership 
to create a pro-local/community-oriented mural alongside one of 
their newer gardens. I was more than willing and really excited to 
help bring awareness to both their organizations through a 
collaborative mural that I helped create with their input, commu-
nicating what Toledo Grows is making happen here in the diverse 
communities of our beloved city through its ongoing efforts! Hon-
estly this is exactly the type of project I’ve always wanted to shift 
my creative energies towards! I’ve had the opportunities in the
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past to donate to different community-oriented causes in the form 
of live performance art which was then in turn donated and auc-
tioned off to raise funds for their cause, but nothing that was ever 
permanent until this one! It truly was an honor and a blessing to be 
able to work with such folks in an effort to create a positive, uplift-
ing project in this manner. The response has been overwhelmingly 
positive it seems and it really is a good feeling to know you efforts 
were received with the intention they were intended! Hopefully 
though, in the future the opportunity will actually present itself to 
work with the city on some public art works! A couple of efforts to 
create some projects between myself along with fellow collabo-
rators, the city, The Arts Commission, and some local businesses 
have been attempted but nothing has come to fruition as of now. 
The timing wasn’t right it seems? We’ll see what tomorrow brings 
though!

Is graffiti a crime?

Ha! That’s kind of a loaded question! I suppose it’s relative though! 
If we had a few more pages, we could touch down on the nature of 
government and the concept of land ownership but that’s a whole 
‘nother rant! I’ll keep this one short & sweet....as of the way things 
are run now...yes, “graffiti” is a crime! But isn’t it such a beautiful, 
beautiful, crime? All that vibrancy and color and funk just randomly 
poppin’ up here & there! I wish all “crime” was that beautiful!

And finally, have you seen Banksy’s Oscar-nominated documentary, Exit 
Through the Gift Shop? If so, what was your reaction to the film?

Yep! I’ve seen it! I was rather entertained by it too! Actually, hon-
estly I thought it was going to have a little more focus on Banksy, 
his life, and his work. What it seemed to turn out to be was more of 
the story of the man he inspired to turn it up a notch or two be
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yond what it was he himself was doing and on a whole new level of 
productivity. It reminded me somewhat of a tale similar to “Franken-
stein’s Monster” but with a graffiti twist! I couldn’t help think that 
Banksy was asking himself in the end....”What have I done? I created 
a monster!”
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man in the wall 2010
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blue vinyl by 2006

coffee mug 2006
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I have always been drawn to the abstract world. I find myself 
constantly picking images out of random objects that I pass by, 
either in their texture, or in their design, or in some aspect of 
their physical appearance. I never have claimed to be a realist 
and I definitely do not think in any sort of linear fashion...and 
besides at least I am always entertained in my own head. When 
I was a kid one of my favorite things to do was to lay on my 
back with my headphones on and let my brain go and watch the 
images in my head.

Abstract art lets you explore you own pysche; it lets you 
roam around in your own imagination and can allow you to 
discover what kind of things your brain is capable of coming 
up with. Abstract art allows you to deal with imagery that 
is not necessarily always in our vocabulary, or something 
that we are not very familiar with...i think that's what both-
ers some people the most about it. They can't put a name to 
what they are seeing, so therefore they can tend to feel un-
comfortable in their viewing experience instead of relaxing 
and letting their senses explore what is in front of them. 
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orange in my tea 2010 

aprehension 2010
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rust never sleeps 201096



Sometimes we are tired of reality and need an 
escape...sometimes 
we need to let go of structure. Sometimes I find 
myself shooting 
something blurry on purpose or trying to shoot 
something imaginary 
that I found lurking in some other object and then 
bring these 
abstractions to life for others to experience. This
is a collection
of some of my experimental/abstract work.

skateboard wheels 2009
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man mountain 2005

red and blue
and industrial 2006
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man mountain 2005

red and blue
and industrial 2006

hell 2006
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some strange brew 2010
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live music
by ryan warner
photography 
by ryan warner

damian jurado 2009 akron, ohio104



the psalters 1 2009 akron, ohio
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To me, music is one of the greatest forces that we have. It is so 
powerful that no matter how hard you try, it is almost impossible 
to keep music from entering your body, you can’t stop the vibra-
tions. I read that Jerry Garcia eventually pursued a living in music 
over painting just because of the sheer power that 
music possessed and the number of people that can be exposed to it. 
It is possible that visual art can have the same powerful 
effect on people but it is harder to achieve I think. Only those peo-
ple that view it are able to experience it. When confronted with an 
image some may close their eyes, turn the page, or 
simply refuse to look. Only those that do look at it and think about 
it may have life a changing experience. After knowing people that 
really do not care about art or visual stimulation, I think that for 
these people art is easy to be ignored and 
forgotten. I think this is because visual art enters the body only 
through the eyes. Once the image has made it through the eyes, 
then it is able to possibly affect the rest of the body. 
Music however is a breathing force-it has vibrations and enters a 
body through the ears, our feet, our whole body, and if the music 
is loud enough and you,re in front of the speakers you can actually 
feel the music pushing your body back. You may not understand the 
language the song is sung in, you may even hate the song, or love, 
but as soon as you hear the music your body is effected in some 
way. I can’t tell you how many times I’ve heard people say “I have 
no idea what they are saying, but man, I just want to dance!”. But 
probably the most common show of strength that music has is, 
and we all know what I’m talking about, how hard it is to get a song 106
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I have seen many shows and I am also a musician, although not 
as serious of one has in the past. I did the opposite of Mr. Garcia 
and turned my focus away from music and towards the visual 
arts...mainly due to the fact that I felt more desire to create 
visual art instead of music. I still play music, learn new 
instruments, and write new songs, but not to the intensity that I 
once did. I may not pick up my guitar or banjo every day, but the 
music still has enough control over me that I always do pick it up 
again and then play it for many hours.  Any time I play music I 
immediately feel better.

john roundcity 2009 bozarts
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jerry gray 2007 mickey finn’s
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cryptozoology 3
2007
mickey finn’s
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I love it all;  punk, old country, bluegrass, jazz, hip-hop, improv jam 
bands, reggae, funk, folk...I see so many similarities between all 
the styles that I have a hard time keeping them separate at times. 
To me Bob Dylan is still punk rock. Greenday is on Broadway. The 
Grateful Dead was something rare and beautiful and will probably 
never happen again. The Blues will never die. I still remember my 
first concert. I was in elementary school and my mom took me to 
see Jerry Reed at a little theater house somewhere in Ohio. I don’t’ 
think I knew it at the time, but that planted the seed. Jerry Reed’s 
country rambling truck driving boogie woogie style of music infil-
trated my brain and planted a seed.

dooley wilson and john roundcity
2009
bozarts
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Visual art has always had a strong connection with music.
 Simple branding really, although it wasn’t called this back 
then, the Dead and Jimi Hendrix used psychedelic art to capture 
the feeling to get people to come to the concerts, punk rockers 
used a rougher, less polished, more spray paint and stencil feel 
to capture their style of music. Each genre and each band has 
their own style of art that coincided with it. You’re not going to 
find gothic doom creatures and flames on a Bob Dylan album, 
you’re going to find that on Slayer or Judas Priest. 

damian jurado
2009
akron, ohio
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Some of the most exciting artists for me have worked closely 
with music. Some of my favorites being Rick Griffin, David Carson, 
Craig Howell, and Frank Kozik. 

I started this project back in college. I was taking various art 
classes and playing music in the local bars and trying to stay in 
school, but kept on dropping out, then dropping back in ...and then 
out. But the class and the quarter that probably mattered the 
most in my life was in Black and White Photography with 
Deborah Orloff. That’s when things starting to click in my head 
about art, photography, music, freaky people, long discussions and 
wine, and I slowly started piecing out in my head all the possible 
things that I really had to do. Deborah Orloff showed me 
everything I needed to know, how to mess with the development 
process, how to get contrast, how to get motivated on projects, 
and she showed me artists that did way more than just take a 
picture with a camera...artists that were creative and created 
photographs that resembled anything but what I was used to 
seeing as a photograph. I learned that you could create 
photographs with the same emotional feelings as I played guitar. 
This changed everything. 

I then started my career as a live music photographer, 
documenting the scenes that I encountered through my eyes and 
feelings that were influenced by the band and the people that
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were around. The project started when we had to have a series of 
works for our final project. The whole quarter would be based on 
this series. Music seemed the only thing natural to me, so I went 
for it, and the dream opened up when my friend, who was a dj, 
jumped at the chance to have a photographer at the raves and 
clubs, started getting me in with all access passes to the electronic 
shows. Unfortunately I was not as serious about my photography 
during this early period of my art career, and many of the shows 
and festivals that I went to during this time I attended without a 
camera in my hand. However that changed as my love of visual art 
grew, and my love for the camera grew, and back to work I went. 

This body of work is what I consider the “best of” of my live music 
collection. There is a lot of work here only because I have a huge 
collection of work in this environment. Some of the work dates 
back to my original 35mm film series that was started by Deborah 
Orloff. Some of them are shot with an old Kodak brownie hawkeye, 
and others with my digital 35mm. I was fortunate enough to get 
shots of my local musical heroes last month from The Village Idiot 
for the annual Acoustics For Autism benefit in Maumee, Ohio; Bobby 
May, John Barile, and Pat Lewandowski. I owe a lot to Bobby May 
and John Barile for helping me with my music playing and 
giving  me chances to play live, either with them, or on their 
breaks. So I felt like a chapter had closed when I was able to cap-
ture them with my camera doing what they do best....making live 
music.

119



leo    2007
the village idiot

michael weiss 2009
akron, ohio

the weiss brothers 2009
akron, ohio

the psalters 3  2009
akron, ohio
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kentucky chrome 7 2011
halftime glass city rollers

michael weiss 2009
akron, ohio

the hard lessons 1  2007
collingwood art center

dark star ochestra 9
2009 toledo, ohio

jerry gray 2007
mickey finn’s
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munch spinning
2001-2002

daniel strange 2009 bozarts
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I think it is necessary to say that all of these photographs were 
taken without the use of flash. I don’t like to use flash when 
capturing musicians, instead I like to rely of the light that is 
already there. I don’t want to get the musicians attention while 
they are playing and letting them know I am there...I don’t want 
posed shots. This being said, it can be difficult in low lighting to get 
shots to turn out good, so I rely on meditation breathing to keep 
my self still to try and get the shots I want. I also use a beanbag  
that I can lay down somewhere and it holds the camera steady.  
Tripods just get in the way. ...I find them a nuisance for a concert.  
I also don’t have many shots from famous bands because usually 
when I see them I am too far away to get any artistic shots. 
Local musicians are more fun to shoot because they do it for the 
love, not for the money, and they play in a more intimate setting. 
This adds to the character of the images I make.

pat lewandowski and bobby may 2011 the village idiot 123



124



nomo 3
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ann arbor
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kentucky chrome 12
2010
glass city rollers
halftime show
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john roundcity
2010 
oliver house
toledo, ohio
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Kings Go Forth  The Outsiders are Back- A 10 piece soul band from 
Wisconsin that never left the early 1970’s. One of the best albums I’ve heard in awhile. 
Recorded using similar techniques of the 70’s and musically they top notch. Feel like
getting funky ... pop in the Kings Go Forth.

The Bad Brains Banned In D.C.- Normally I am not one for greatest hits
albums, but this compilation album, from one of the most innovative and influential hard- 
core punk bands, has rarely left my car’s cd player in the past two months. Ranging 
from hardcore to reggae, these songs are better than most of the new music coming 
out today.

Yuck- From London, England, this band brings back the sonic heyday of early 90’s 
indie rock.....my ears are happy when this is in...very happy. Screeching guitars and 
at times screeching vocals, bring back memories of Dinosaur Jr., Sonic Youth, and 
Pavement. I will be expecting more music from this young band. 
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Sounds       
Thelonious Monk and Sonny Rollins- This is a classic album that no 
jazz fanatic should be without. The two are backed by an all-star band, Art Blakey 
and Art Taylor on drums, Tommy Porter and Percy Heath on bass, and Julius Watkins
on the french horn. I wouldn’t try to do anything while this is playing just simply turn 
your ears on and listen to these jazz giants take you into another realm.

M. Ward- This singer/songwriter  has been popping up all over my house lately. 
With dreamy songs, fascinating textures, good guitar, this musician is putting his own 
twist on one of my favorite genres of music;  Americana. He’s got that old time feel
down pat. Lovely reverb and song arrangements.

Balkan Beat Box- This Israeli group takes ancient musics and traditional musics 
of the world and blends them with hip-hop and dub elements in order to create some-
thing that they hope brings peace among people and brings new life to outdated 
traditional music. If you are a fan of music...well...you’ll most likely dig this.
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Taste
Queen Bee Salad
I made this salad for my sweetheart just a few days after I brought her and our 
newborn son home from the hospital. She wanted something fresh, cold, and crisp 
to have for dinner after a few days of hospital food. It’s easy to make, pretty hearty, 
and amenable to personal tastes and variation.

For salad:
1 head iceberg lettuce
2 carrots
half cucumber, peeled and seeded
1 good sized apple, a Jonagold or Fuji is perfect
1 navel orange
1 c. candied walnuts
2 tsp water
2 tsp salt

For dressing:
2 tbsp balsamic vinegar
1 tbsp olive oil or walnut oil
1 navel orange
kosher salt and black pepper to taste

Preparation:

Make the dressing first so all the flavors get cozy with each other. Put vinegar and 
oil together in a jar. Cut both oranges into 8 pieces, then cut away the peel and the 
white rind. Put 8 pieces of orange in the jar with the vinegar and oil and set it aside. 
When you’re ready to eat the salad, shake the dressing vigorously and either pour it 
over the whole salad or dress each serving individually.

michael kocinski
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Taste

Next, toast the walnuts. Put the whole cup in a small skillet over medium high heat, 
shake them occasionally. Meanwhile, combine water and sugar and heat them together 
in the microwave for 2 minutes or so to make a simple sugar. When the nuts get fragrant, 
after 3 or 4 minutes, take the skillet off the heat and pour simple syrup over them, then 
pour them onto a wooden cutting board or a piece of parchment paper. 

Now it’s time for the salad. Just remove the core from the lettuce and tear it into bite-sized 
pieces, placing them into a good sized serving bowl. Cut carrots in half along their length, 
and the cucumbers, too. Chop them into thin slices. Cut the apple into wedges, 8 or ten, 
removing seeds and cores. Don’t forget about the rest of the oranges you cut earlier, those 
pieces go on the salad. Arrange all the fruit nicely on top of the lettuce. If you have some 
celery or red onion, these are nice additions. Scrape the walnuts off the surface you’ve 
been cooling them on and scatter them on top of the salad. Portion the salad into bowls, 
serve with dressing and good crusty bread.
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 Light Boxes
 by Shane Jones
 148 pps., Paper
 Published by Penguin Books, 2010

 I love to go to the library once or twice a week to brows       
the new release shelf. I prefer the library to the bookstores in  town 
for a lot of reasons, but primarily because every time I go I see 
something new on the shelf. The steady flow of borrowed and re-
turned books ensures that I’ll find something other than the churned-
out bestsellers at the big box stores. Translations, first books, 
independent releases and even poetry are displayed with equal promi-
nence and I can browse through it all in a few minutes, fingering the 
spines, thumbing through pages to read one or two out-of-sequence 
paragraphs, relishing the hiss and crackle of  the library plastic that 
protects the cloth-bound books. It’s sort of my regular practice to 
select a book by an author I’ve never heard of, something slim, un-
der two hundred pages; sometimes I even let the cover influence my 
decision. Most recently I found a book called Light Boxes, by Shane 
Jones. Light Boxes started out as a low print run vanity project that 
was picked up by Penguin Books. It’s a strange, surreal, challenging 
little novel that rewards multiple readings. 

Light Boxes is slim, but not light. It tells the story of a god-like char-
acter named February who imposes a ban against flying and brings 
eternal winter with him to a small, tightly knit community of dream-
ers who love flying kites and hot air balloons. Winter wreaks its icy 
havoc until finally several townspeople band together in an effort to 
end its thrall. The main character, Thaddeus, his wife and daughter, 
and a war council of bird-masked men make plans to battle February 
and restore the seasonal pattern of the natural world and bring the 
power of flight back to their kites and balloons.

Book Review
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While I was reading this book I was struck by two things. 
First, I was reminded of books by one of my favorite 
authors, Richard Brautigan. Jones handles unusual settings 
and characters with a sense of  whimsy and self 
confidence similar to Brautigan’s. The matter of fact meets 
magical realism in a sort of odd couple chemistry that is 
baffling and endearing. Jones has the energetic, muscular 
imagination and the economy of style that I love so much 
about Brautigan, though he is no imitator. Instead, Jones 
seems like a worthy successor to Brautigan, bringing a 
dose allegory and content that begs careful analysis to the 
realm of American magical realism particular, until now, to 
Brautigan and maybe one or two others. 

The other aspect of this novel that I’ve been thinking 
about since I finished it is how like a myth it feels. I had 
the feeling that I was reading a kind of seasonal myth, a 
modern re-telling of the Homeric Hymn to Demeter, skewed 
just so. All the hallmark tropes of classical storytelling are 
here, in this tight, whimsical book. The supernatural weather 
and its agent, magical abductions, mysterious resurrections, 
a confrontation between a god and men, and a resolution 
that accommodates all the players. I’m trying to avoid 
critical analysis here, but my god I am so excited about 
the parallels. They’re reason enough for me to read the 
book again. 

If you read this book, and like it, I’d like to suggest one or 
two others you might also enjoy. Of course if you haven’t 
yet, you’ve got to spend some time with In Watermelon 
Sugar by Richard Brautigan. Also try The Ballad of the 
Sad Cafe, by Carson McCullers, The House of Paper, by 
Carlos Maria Dominguez, or Tonto and The Lone Ranger 
Fistfight in Heaven, by Sherman Alexie.

                                      -Michael Kocinski
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bob phillips
by michael kocinsky

I was 19 the first time I heard Bob Phillips read. He was performing 
as a member of the Back to Jack troupe at the Center for Perform-
ing Arts at the University of Toledo. Bob has a distinctive voice, 
with a bit of smoker’s gravel and a particular way of enunciat-
ing that gives every word its proper weight. I remember he read a 
scene out of Big Sur where Jack is hungover, bemoaning his 
condition, his inability to abstain from drinking, and the sad status 
of the drunk in the world. Bob read this selection like he was born 
already familiar with Kerouac’s punctuation and cadence. It was 
the scene I most looked forward to hearing at subsequent Back to 
Jack performances. 

Not long after that first Back to Jack I started attending a local 
open mic where I heard Bob (and other Back to Jack performers) 
read original work. His poems are funny, sincere, spiritual, local in 
a way but still universal, accessible, and from my perspective, very 
well made. When you hear Bob read his poems, or find one of them 
in front of you, you realize that Bob cares a lot about what poetry 
can and should do. He’s humble about it. He’s at every reading in 
town, just about, sitting in the front row, remembering a line that 
killed in every poem and telling the poet who wrote it, after the 
reading, just how much he liked hearing it. Bob’s presence means a 
lot to poets young and old in Toledo. I’ve heard people say he’s the 
best poet in town, and they mean it.

photography by ryan warner
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When did you first start reading poetry? Who were you reading?
Do you remember your first impulse to write? And can you describe it?

I first got interested in poetry when I was around 11 yrs.
old in the mid-1950’s from reading Mad Magazine (25 cents - 
cheap). They often had humorous verse.  One that I still remember 
was a take off on Joyce Kilmer’s “Trees”.  It was called “Beer” and 
started out like this: “I think that I shall never hear/ a poem more 
lovely than beer./ With golden base and snowy cap/ that stuff that 
Joe’s Bar has on tap.”

So I tried writing some humorous verse for awhile. However, I was
always getting unrequited crushes on various girls and then began
writing truly horrible poems about the pain of love and lack 
thereof.

Then, when I was about 12 yrs. old, I was reading a Life magazine, 
which my family subscribed to, and there was an article about the 
Beat Generation.  The article was very anti-Beat but after I read it 
I knew that I had stumbled upon my kind of people.  I eventually 
went to the library and read Ferlinghetti’s A Coney Island of the 
Mind, Jack Kerouac’s first novel, The Town and the City, and other 
Beat writings. And that was it.  I was hooked on poetry and have 
been writing seriously ever since. I guess I’ve been at it now for 
well over 50 years.

Do you write everyday? Do you keep a kind of schedule or routine, or do you 
write when the mood strikes you?
 
I don’t write everyday, or keep any kind of schedule, although
when I’m not writing I’m always thinking about it, and keeping my 
mind and eyes open, and I think those thoughts and images get 
stored in my head. Then, when I do sit down to write, hopefully
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some inspiration will arrive and some of the thoughts and images 
will manifest themselves into a poem on paper.

Sometimes I’ll go for weeks without writing anything, or writing
anything worth a damn. I start to get mentally and spiritually
unbalanced when that happens and force myself to get down to 
it whether I feel like it or not.

I read a book of essays by writers called The Writing Life. The essays
are about writing habits, the origins of poems or novels, relationships, etc. 
One of the essays that really stuck with me was about making your work-
space “sacred” in order to keep your focus alive and your mind open to 
its own ideas. I’m wondering if you have a workspace you go to, in your 
house or somewhere nearby, someplace sacred that helps you write.

Ah, yes. For several years my favorite place to write is in
the kitchen and usually at night.  And I have to get the kitchen 
just right.  I have to get rid of any clutter, wipe the counters, 
wash and put away any dishes, get some music going, and get 
the lights down low to create a mood that is receptive to 
creativity. And then hope that something “happens”.

One time I read something that made this little ritual make sense 
to me. Cleaning things is kind of like communing with dirt, or the
earth. Washing things is kind of like communing with water.  
Creating some mood lighting, such as with candles or a dim light 
is, of course, like communing with fire.  And getting inspired I 
suppose is like getting your mind to take off into the sky.  And of 
course there’s music. Most religions and their practices involve 
these same elements. And I’ve always felt that when the creativ-
ity is flowing, and something is happening, and a poem manifests 
itself, I get the feeling afterwards like I’ve just been to church.  
It’s like an ecstatic experience and is usually the only way I can 
write. 
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Not always, of course. Sometimes a poem just comes from out of 
the blue at any time. But that doesn’t happen very often.

There are a lot of references to jazz in your poems. Do you listen to
music while you write?

I almost always have some music going in the background. I
was lucky to stumble onto jazz at a very young age and Miles 
Davis became a great inspiration to me when I was in the 8th 
grade.  It wasn’t just his music that was inspiring, but also his 
artistic honesty and passion to be true to himself. Definitely a 
lifetime mentor for me.

I’d love to know who your jazz heroes are. Who do you listen to all
the time?

I owe jazz musicians a great debt for keeping my soul together.
People like J.J. Johnson, Cannonball Adderly, Yusef Lateef, Charles
Mingus, Thelonious Monk, Jackie McLean, Horace Silver; the list is
endless. I still listen to these people and the music remains as
fresh as ever.

J.J. Johnson is one of my all time favorite jazz guys. When I first heard him I 
was so disappointed in myself for giving up the trombone in the 6th grade.

Glad to hear you like J.J. Johnson.  An album of his I listen to often
when I write is “Heroes” from 1998. It has some beautiful stuff on 
it. But I love all kinds of music. Some of my friends make fun of me
because I’ll get hooked on musicians I never listened to in the past
or are a bit esoteric. Like a few years ago I discovered Boz Scaggs’
most recent albums which simply knock me out. I highly recom-
mend his album  “Dig”. Sometimes I’ll put on some Stevie Nicks for 
her simple passion. Or Erykah Badu. A little known band called The 
Cliks is a favorite. I’m a huge fan of Johnny “Guitar” Watson.  I
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find all this music inspirational when I write. I don’t think I could 
function as any type of artist without music.

And just for laughs, what album do you take with you to a deserted island, if 
you can only take one?

Stuck on a deserted island, I think Thelonious Monk’s “The London
Collection” would do nicely.

Ryan and I were wondering about the most fun you’ve ever had at a 
reading. And by contrast, do you remember some duds, too?

The most fun I ever had wasn’t at the actual poetry readings
but at the parties afterwards. In Toledo during the 1970’s, 80’s and
90’s, there was usually a big party after a reading. One of the most 
fun and memorable was after Allen Ginsberg read at the 
University of Toledo, and there was a big party at professor Wally 
Martin’s house. Peter Orlovsky was also in attendance.  A 
local poet was working as an ice cream truck driver and had his ice 
cream truck parked out front. There was a funny and crazy scene 
when Ginsberg was invited to go out to the truck and indulge in ice 
cream and what turned out to be other matters, which I probably 
should be discrete about and not go into.

The biggest dud reading I ever participated in is when a bunch 
of us Toledo poets were invited to read in Chicago at the famous 
Green Mill. There were 5 or 6 of us and there was absolutely no one 
in the audience except for our host, Chicago poet Deborah Pintinel-
li.  Zero. Nobody showed up.  Being good troopers, we gave a good 
reading anyway, even if it was to an empty room.

How did you meet Etheridge Knight? He’s sort of a patron saint of Toledo 
poetry, so many of your contemporaries have personal stories about him and 
great affection for him. Could you share one or two memories with us?
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I think it was in the late 70’s when I first met Etheridge
Knight. I was renting a bedroom in a big house on Delaware Ave.
Tom Barden and Nick Muska also rented a bedroom there that
he set up as a writing studio away from his home with the 
wonderful and legendary Susan Harman Muska. At that time Nick 
and Joel Lipman were figuring out ways to bring good poets to 
town for readings through their invention of The Toledo Poets 
Center.

So they brought Etheridge Knight into town at that time, which 
I think was the second time he read in Toledo. I had missed his 
first visit, and had never really heard of him before. Anyways, Mr. 
Knight comes into Toledo and he’s totally fucked up and juiced, 
and struggles with his speech, yet still gives a hell of a poetry 
reading. Tom Barden put him up in the house on Delaware and 
that’s how I first got to meet him.

I don’t think you can call Etheridge the patron saint of poetry in
Toledo.  That kudo has to go to Nick Muska and Joel Lipman. Those 
are the people who gave Toledo an illuminated poetry scene for 
the first time ever. And Tom Barden deserves a lot of credit for his 
energies, not only in poetry, but also in folk and ethnic music at 
that time. But that’s another story.

But back to Etheridge Knight. He would come back to Toledo once 
in awhile because he liked the poets in Toledo and they liked him.  
It was like this for him in other cities too.  He was kind of a Johnny
Appleseed of poetry. In spite of his addictions and habits he was 
a no-bullshit guy with extremely high intelligence. And wisdom 
learned the hard way.

At one point he stayed in Toledo for awhile to lay low and finish 
work on his award winning collection, The Essential Etheridge 
Knight, published by the University of Pittsburgh Press.
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Another memorable reading was when Etheridge and poet 
Michael Lally read together and stuck around town for a few 
days.  That was around 1979.  Lally currently has an interesting 
and entertaining blog on the net, and is a very fine poet.

Who are your favorite poets to read, and how have they influenced your 
writing? You mentioned the Beats earlier, but who else do you enjoy? Do 
you read contemporary poets?

I like to read all kinds of poetry and poets but mostly
fairly contemporary things. And I’ve never read as much poetry 
as I should.  I like a lot of women poets and think they are writing 
some of the best stuff around. Sharon Dubiago and Joy Harjo are 
two examples of many. A very early influence is ee cummings who 
I still like to read. I’ve noticed lately that he remains an influence 
on current young writers. Haiku was an early influence as I appe-
ciated how simple images and ordinary language can have great 
power if written “just so”. Native American poets for the same 
reason. A list of poets I like would take up an entire page. I also 
am inspired by and enjoy being around local poets. I even like the 
bad stuff as it gives insight into what that person is feeling and 
thinking about, and what concerns them, and where they might 
be heading.

Actually, I think that visual art and music has been more of an
influence on my writing than poets I’ve read over the years, as 
I’ve always thought of poems as being word paintings.

I’ve also been influenced by stand-up comedians. Good comedy 
and a good poem share a lot in common. Both have to have some 
interesting turns of words, timing and rhythm, an element of 
surprise, and a good ending.
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Can you explain the important role poetry has played in your life? I won-
der what makes you write poetry, or what makes any of us write poetry? 
Do you feel you’ve been called to write? For me it feels like a metaphysical 
thing, that I’ve been changed over time by writing poems.

I don’t think I could survive if I couldn’t write poems or
practice some other form of art.  It’s as important to me as food 
or money. If I go too long without putting words on paper, even if 
it’s crap, I feel like I might as well die.

When I was in my late 20’s I was going through a hard time cre-
atively and was very self-destructive because of it. I decided I 
would rather live than kill myself trying to write. So I gave up 
poetry for a few months. But what I discovered was that when 
I was doing mundane things like talking on the phone, I would 
find myself doodling words on a scrap of paper. What I came to 
realize is that writing poems was something I was always go-
ing to do whether I chose to do so or not. I think what I learned 
was to stop worrying about it and simply do it. I think that some-
times people have to quit torturing themselves and kind of make 
friends with their creative demons so they don’t get the best of 
you. After going through that tough period where I basically had 
“writer’s block” for about 5 years and almost gave up, then had 
that simple revelation, I started writing better poems. And writ-
ing became more enjoyable, too. Now when I write bad stuff and 
look at it the next day, I can laugh as I toss it into the shit can.

I think I can truthfully say that I was called to either write 
poems or do some other creative art. I clearly recall an incident 
when I was about 5 years old and was standing in the deserted 
playground of Glenwood School on a gray autumn day. 
The wind was blowing dead leaves across the cement and a 
strange feeling came out of nowhere and seemed to enter

147



my little being. And I knew right then and there that I would try to 
be some kind of artist and live or die by it. That really happened 
and that feeling has never left me. Being any kind of artist in our 
society is difficult but I reserve my right to do it whether I suc-
ceed in some small way or am a complete failure.

I think people write poems because it’s a way of saying things 
and communicating with people that you can’t do in normal 
conversation and discourse. It’s the same language but somehow 
different. Also, for me anyway, it’s a way of trying to make sense 
out of nonsense.

I think that all creative things come from the same place, whether
it’s dance, music, film, sculpture, and also things like cabinet-
making.  Poetry is just one way it manifests itself. I kind of wish 
I had a talent for music. Not that it’s any less difficult, but at 
least you have a fair chance at making a little bit of money. Un-
fortunately, poetry seems to be the poor uncle/aunt of the arts. 
There’s no money in it whatsoever. At least it’s inexpensive. All it
takes is a pencil and something to write on.

I can’t imagine what painters must go through with the cost of 
art supplies.  You’re in the middle of a painting and you run out of 
white paint and you’re totally broke. I guess the painting gets put 
on hold until you can come up with a new tube. Whereas a writer 
can always bum a pencil and find a piece of paper blowing in the 
street.

Back to Jack is an annual memorial reader’s theater dedicated 
to the work and memory of Jack Kerouac. There’s a rough script 
comprised of several dozen selections from Kerouac’s prose and 
poetry. 5 poet performers called “Jacks” performed as Kerouac in 
different stages of his life, the young writer, the traveller, the

148



drunk, etc. Bob performed Back to Jack with four other local poets 
for several years. Sometime in the late 90s the guys stopped per-
forming. We all talked about it together, how great it was, how it 
was missed, and eventually I collaborated with poets John Swaile 
and Caroline Gauger to bring Back to Jack back to Toledo. We’ve 
been performing with a rotating cast and new additions to the 
script for about 4 years now. The original Jacks seem to dig what 
we do.

I have to ask you about Back to Jack. It occurs to me that I’ve heard a lot 
of stories about Back to Jack from the other guys who performed in it, your 
friends and colleagues who supported the reading and partied with you after, 
but I don’t know what got the reading started. When did you guys start 
performing together? Was the whole thing Nick [Muska’s] idea, or did you all 
contribute something to it? And didn’t you perform Back to Jack in Quebec 
and Lowell, MA, in front of Jack’s friends and family? What was that like? Can 
you talk about meeting Ginsberg and the other writers who were in the audi-
ence at this reading?

The annual Back To Jack memorial reading was Nick Muska’s
idea and he originally chose the pieces to be read. After a couple of
years Nick asked the participants to suggest other pieces so it 
wasn’t the exact same text each year.

I was not an original member of the cast. Back To Jack began in 
1984, if I remember correctly, with a performance at the Colony 
Bookstore. Edie Parker Kerouac came down from Detroit and was a 
special guest.

I took the place of the inimitable John Henry Newmark (aka Johnny 
Hi Fi) in 1987 and the first time I participated was at the tremen-
dous Kerouac festival in Quebec City. I was scared to death and 
thought I did a terrible job. Afterwards, Allen Ginsberg came up to 
me and poked his finger in my stomach and said, “I liked you.” That 
sure made me feel better.
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I wasn’t part of the 1988 performance in Lowell. John Newmark 
took his usual place as he had to miss the trip to Quebec. I think 
that’sthe last time John was in the cast as he wanted to do other 
things. I took his place again until we all kind of ran out of gas. And 
then you younger folks took over the presentation which is very 
gratifying.

Finally, can you offer some advice or insight about writing you’ve learned over 
time? Is there some practice or ritual, or a certain mindset, you feel is essential 
to the life of a poet?

A person has to be stubborn and dedicated and basically
single-minded to be a writer or any other kind of artist. As a
gambler making a big bet would say, “I’m all in.” You have to be in
it for the long haul even if that road leads to disappointment.

Another thing that is truly important is to learn honest
self-criticism. Not an easy thing to do as a lot of creative people
look at their efforts with tunnel vision. But in the long run you
have to go with your gut.

And of course you have to learn how to handle rejection and the 
lack of recognition. Acceptance and recognition are secondary 
things. It’s the act of creating something  which is the primary ob-
jective. Anything positive that comes after that is gravy.

What most people don’t realize is that trying to be some kind of
artist involves living a life with two full-time jobs. There’s the
job you have to support yourself and any loved ones and also your
full-time job as an artist. After working a job all day it’s very
difficult to summon up the energy and inspiration for creative
efforts. I think that’s why a lot of people give up on their artistic
yearnings. It’s very hard and can be disheartening and can feel like
you’re spinning your wheels
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Gee, I sure used a lot of cliches about writing. But I guess that’s
why they’re cliches because most cliches are true.

If you’re interested in more of Bob’s work, you can find a copy of 
his chapbook “Swallowing Our Love for Everything”, collected and 
printed by Michael Grover at Covert Press: http://www.covert-
press.com/phillips.html

An older collection called “I’m not Your Sweet Babboo” is available 
from The University of Toledo Press: http://www.utoledopress.
com/poets_center.html You can find work by other Toledo poets 
there too, all of it very fine, all of it rewarding.

Bob’s Bio:

I was born and raised in Toledo, Ohio. Grew up near Delaware and 
Detroit Ave., and also in the Eleanor and Lewis Ave. area.  Gradu-
ated from Woodward high school, spent two years in the Navy 
against my will.  Have had many types of jobs, mostly entry-level 
and low-paying. I’ve basically lived a bohemian life-style which 
includes both a voluntary and not-so-voluntary vow of poverty.
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WORK NIGHT ON MAGYAR STREET 
 
A young couple lays in bed 
talking 
& watching late night television. 
 
 
Comfortable with each other 
even though 
their lives are edgy. 
 
 
It’s winter in Toledo 
& tomorrow is a work day. 
 
 
They wrap their bodies 
around each other 
& fall asleep. 
 
 
As if they were morning glories 
who will awaken 
to whatever the sunlight brings. 
 
 
Tonight, 
there is a huge ring 
around the moon. 
 
 
The neighborhood dogs bark 
at what they think is important 
at 2 a.m.
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CAT’S NIGHT OUT 
 
It’s one of those Ohio nights 
mid-November 
nippy as a motherfucker 
I’m having a few beers 
& the cat wants out bad 
so I open the kitchen door 
& out he streaks 
as if tasting freedom 
for the first time. 
 
 
A few minutes later 
he leaps onto the hood of the car 
& then leaps onto its roof 
& sits there like king of the world. 
 
 
A friend of mine told me 
that if you let your cat out 
it will get some kind of terrible cat disease. 
 
 
But this night is too cold & dark 
& beautiful 
& rattling with autumn leaves 
& a tree branch in the wind 
is an arm beckoning, 
“Come out!  Come out!” 
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EATING BLUEGILLS 
 
I don’t want to talk about 
their beauty 
swimming in water 
sometimes invisible 
except for the pale blue lace 
of their tails. 
 
 
I don’t want to talk about 
the grace 
of a great blue heron 
gliding across water 
to its station in the shallows 
where it waits for a meal 
with due diligence 
& stillness 
as if it were frozen there. 
 
 
I don’t  want to talk about, 
as I eat these fish, 
the loneliness of my heart. 
 
 
Nor the damsel flies & dragon flies. 
 
 
Nor the curious head of a turtle 
popping up 
here & there. 
 
 
Nor the voice of the redwinged blackbird 
as if it were speaking 
directly to you 
telling you the meaning 
of the rattle of reeds 
& autumn leaves 
in your terrible nightmares.
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SELLING POEMS ON THE INTERNET 
 
I’d feel funny 
having my own site. 
Read my poems! 
Buy my poems! 
Validate me! 
Love me! 
 
 
Meanwhile, 
in a distant land 
a family sips coffee 
from small cups 
as an RPG explodes 
a block away 
@ 8 a.m. 
 
 
I’d feel funny, 
shamelessly self-promoting. 
Read me! 
Buy me! 
Validate me! 
Love me! 
 
 
Meanwhile, 
in a not-so-distant land 
a man in an expensive suit 
sits at his desk 
as his monthly paycheck 
of half-a-mil 
is electronically transferred 
to his savings account. 
 
 
If an RPG went off 
several stories down 
in the street below 
he wouldn’t even hear it. 
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He doesn’t care for poetry. 
He feels that artists 
should get a real job.
 
 

He feels validated. 
He feels loved. 
He can buy just about anything. 
 
 
Meanwhile, 
in another distant land 
flies buzz around 
the faces of starving children. 
 
 
And another so-called poet 
hawks their wares 
on the Internet. 
Read my poems! 
Buy my poems! 
Validate me! 
Love me! 
Love me!
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Feb. 14, 2011 
 
It’s just before midnight. 
 
 
Huge piles of snow 
slowly melt 
in utter silence 
after a brief relief 
of warmer temperatures. 
 
 
Winters in N.W. Ohio 
are nasty & unpredictable. 
I almost expect to find 
the carcass of a mastodon 
after all the snow is melted. 
 
 
As I’ve become an old man 
I have a fear of dying in winter. 
I want to die in summer 
as children run through the spray 
of a garden hose. 
As late night bickering 
drifts through an old neighorhood. 
As the full moon illuminates 
a small lake 
where a huge midnight bass 
shatters the surface 
& just misses your Hula Popper. 
 
 
You sit there dejected 
because you missed 
the strike of a lifetime. 
 
 
And as you sit there feeling sorry for youself 
& not paying attention 
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the huge bass 
unexpectedly srikes again. 
 
 
Of course you miss it 
beause you’re frustrated 
& feeling sorry for you luck
& here it is your lucky night 
& you’re not even ready for it. 
 
 
That’s the way things go. 
The best things can happen 
when you least expect it 
& then they are gone 
perhaps forever. 
 
 
 
Pffft. 
 
 
Just like you & I.
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AFTER THE BREAKUP 
 
It’s like treading water 
for 2 years 
on a bottomless lake. 
 
 
It’s like the death of a loved one 
which of course 
it is. 
 
 
But it will be okay 
waking alone 
on a summer morning 
your flowers of grief 
on the kitchen counter 
next to the coffee pot.

A NORMAL STATE OF BEING 
 
If you live long enough 
you learn a lot of things 
but it’s never enough 
to fix things that happened 
in the past. 
 
 
As old 
& as wise 
as you could ever become 
you’ll still be a kid 
playing mumbly peg 
your face in the grass 
eating dirt. 
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Believe it or not 
cigarettes can be a way 
of holding your life together. 
 
 
I’m saving two of them 
to have with my coffee 
in the morning. 
 
 
Just as the world 
comes to an end 
& begins again.

OCTOBER 16th, 2010 
 
I step out the back door 
to look at the moon. 
 
 
It’s a little bit more than half-full 
& looks like a pear 
or a teardrop. 
 
 
For a Saturday night 
it’s as quiet as a graveyard 
in this old & rowdy neighborhood. 
 
 
The Buckeyes lost 
& old Bobby Cser 
across the street 
is dying of cancer 
in his livingroom. 
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Summer is over 
& Columbia Gas of Ohio 
is about to begin 
it’s yearly profession 
as a stickup artist. 
 
 
If there is a heaven 
I hope there aren’t 
any utility companies up there. 
 
 
But I do hope there is a moon. 
 
 
And hostas & flowers to attend to 
for those who desire 
to attend them. 
 
 
And I hope there’s beer 
& small lakes with lilypads 
& a kitchen radio 
barely picking up a jazz station 
as the clock is about to strike midnight
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Vania Zouravliov
My Dearest Vania, By The Fistful (of earth)

by zak mccune

the head
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In the portraiture of abundantly dour iconography that surrounds 
a more than peeked looking, flat chested indifference held on the 
faces of his female subjects, Vania Zouravliov exaggerates 
exquisitely organic looking backgrounds that, in the right coun-
tries, would remind you of iron gates to ancient cemeteries making 
Vania the Napoleon of illustration in today’s pop art landscape.

A veteran of international exhibition, Vania started at an age 
early enough to make any 20 year old art student angry that they 
hadn’t started much sooner.  He was 13 when he went on his first 
outer-national exhibition.  He grew up with supportive art 
parents, would like his art’s message attributed to something the 
likes of music rather than statements of prose, lives in the UK, has 
totally cool friends (probably), has done work for even cooler 
musicians (Beck, Mediaeval Baebes) and is only going to add 
colors to his monochromatic pallet in the future. Vania is a ‘HE’ as 
opposed to a ‘SHE’ despite what would seem to be a westerner’s 
proclivity to find the name Vania feminine, and comes all the way 
from the eastern block in hopes that more than just the “Russian” 
or “Slavic” inherent in his blood comes through in his work.  If that 
takes window pains looking into the intestines of young Asian 
nymphets who are sitting in front of deep woods or 
monochromatic jewelery, then job well done.

The good news is is that you most probably have seen something 
by Vania and without even knowing it.  He’s been blogrolled on 
BoingBoing, BOOOOOOOM!, and interviewed with gestalten.com, 
done illustration for Darkhorse and Fantagraphics as well as being 
all over tumblrdom.  You can find his other works like the artist Au-
drey Kawasaki did by checking out Black Magic, White Noise.

It is bizarre that with the convenience in which you can find a lot 
of Vania Zouravliov’s work through the Internet or against the wall
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hat your music collection leans on or even upon your coffee table 
or on an art friend’s bookshelf, that finding information about the 
man remains much more difficult.  He has said though amongst the 
few interviews that he has done that if you wish to know more 
about him than it is simply left to you to find it.  Where it is that 
the information you are seeking is staying obviously resides in his 
art.  That goes without saying.  The questions that people seek the 
answers to most often seem to revolve around the mega-compos-
ite iconography that, in the case of some portraits, is just laying 
around.  Our mother’s always said it’s not what you say but how 
you say it, and to that We say, yeah, we guess...kind of!  Zouravliov 
is not idle breaking in any old idiotic way - he is idle-laying-it-on-
its-side or better, he is committing acts of idle-leaning-it-against-
the-couch-at-a-disturbing-angle.  He’s walking into the Cathedral 
of your mind and redecorating and the next stop is your bedroom.   
Your out of luck too because he’ll be damned if he is going to ask 
you about the redecorations first.  Put up any resistance and you’ll 
be running the risk of a friend shushing you while putting a 
caveman club in your hand.  How embarrassing would that be?  The 
only question you can ask is a question that you can ask yourself.  
A question like “is it really not what you say and how you say it?”  
When dealing with the brother Zouravliov a question that isn’t 
informed by the fact that a man doesn’t walk into your front yard 
and kink up your garden hose for no reason should be quartered 
and shot dead with a dueling pistol.  

Female, male, and feral are his objects and in all cases when deal-
ing with his work they are all terrifyingly beautiful as Zouravliov 
has stated these stand in as personas of the artist’s mood.  Beyond 
wanting to scream “G-G-G-GHOST!” when confronted by a Zourav-
liov waif the world that surrounds them is - in most cases - bizarre 
and complex to the point that maybe you could hide from the spec-
ters somewhere among the canvas and remain hidden in the back
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ground.  They’d probably never find you for a hundred years.  The 
reason they’re bizarre is because you’re not reading this in Rus-
sian - or in Japanese.  The alien quality of most of the design is like 
passing someone you know in the lobby of a hotel.  Getting a un-
canny or bizarre feeling may not be as easy as you’d assume.  At 
least not at first.  Humans are very good at adjusting immediately 
to small changes. They do this by being oblivious.  By operating in 
an oblivious way, subtly loses all power.  Most things can then ap-
pear similar.   Things that seem similar can become familiar, and 
familiar to something else maybe entirely unrelated, thus expos-
ing the secret magic of obviousness. The things in a print of Vania’s 
are familiar to your experience because you are human, like how 
the sex of another human being suddenly becomes aparent if you 
witness a breast briefly squished against an oak banister or if you 
have ever been told by a friend that a man thinks the shape of 
your nose is “it”.  However unfamiliar those experiences may seem, 
you can fill in your own blanks for experience here.  In a flash of 
familiar looking historical iconography your history teacher be-
comes disrobed (in your memory) and all of the interesting de-
tails get sussed out making the earth your standing on feel like 
mars.  Obliviosity is destroyed and that creepy, exciting, uncanny, 
too good too be true, or too quiet feeling is at hand - you’re notic-
ing the severed head between the legs of a throbbingly eccentric 
woman who has recently pilfered the Arc De Triomphe.

Those familiar looking history things, well, a person can only find 
them one hundred percent exquisite.  Alone, they are the “real 
thing”.  Broken down into fraternal twin pills of interest: the 
clothes and the skin.  The habit that a nun wears (well at least we 
perceive her as being a nun!) in the piece called “Aaliyah” is ar-
resting enough to look at -  it’s restraint and elongated shape; its 
swathing effect, as most of his illustrations are, are of technicality 
which Zouravliov seems to have ingested at some point in his life 
that they appear so natural - but a habit that would be much
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less interesting without that candy-appled crown resting on 
the top of her head.  It makes a person think it is the crown of 
a circus elephant that somehow had forgot to put it on before 
hitting the street in the queen’s parade.  What queen - don’t 
know in the slightest!  What parade - does it matter?

The answer is: not completely.

The place in which that crown ends up sitting is either on your 
heart or perched upon a wrinkle of your mind.  It becomes im-
pressed and will stay there interminably.  What becomes even 
more surprising are that the details that compose the rest of 
the work will be equally engendered.  It can make one feel like 
they could potentially, given the right amount of time and 
tools, recreate a sketch of the entire piece like some sort of au-
tist.  To erase the “things Vania” from you would mean having 
to either nuzzle up to a cold bony cheek or lie in wait against 
it in a staring competition over tea until you simply perish.  
Saying that the niche Vania is carving out for himself is a rhe-
torical and divine one, and then attributing that that niche is 
“timeless” is as idiotic as wondering if people will be talking 
about  Rembrandt in the next three hundred years.  Rembrandt 
Zouravliov is not, but it would be wrong to think that compo-
sition is only bound up with technique, subject, or color, espe-
cially when the simplicity of Zouravliov’s tonality is a strikingly 
powerful one.

Big, intricate, florid, gothic, abundant and follicle are the ways 
in which the frame is filled up with what Zouravliov is talk-
ing about.  The real estate of the canvas looks to be bugged up 
with black ink and a ball of debt from two-million for-closures 
on one aristocratic swamp cottage that has taken place over 
its four hundred year period  - it is dense, but with the ambi-
tion of  a house vine and less like the hairball from an old
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feline.  It seems in the polygons of Stella or the brutality of Geiger 
that many of the problems presented in the works are antagonis-
tic.  They are in opposition and contrast whereas the beauty of the 
themes and the shapes that are present in Zouravliov’s work are 
conciliatory.  They pacify and merge.  They invade and occupy each 
other.  They creep the fuck out and seduce.

Something very delightful happens to anyone willing to look at the 
shirt button of a blouse, a clasp of a waistcoat or when you peer 
at a Zouravliov belt buckle for more than just a moment.  They’re 
all of them undone, being unlatched, momentarily malfunctioning, 
“were just like that, dude,” or just happened to be that way like 
how you find a shoe behind the couch or misplace a sticky note for 
ten weeks.  The things pop open when the viewer becomes aware 
of what they are looking at and the rest if just real, genuine sexual 
fizz - a deviant fizz most likely.  The crease of a rib bone becomes 
chocolate cake.  The carousel of a a bare hip is the world’s thickest 
curry ladled out onto the center of your brain.  It’s that, or we need 
to get laid (more!).  In the right mindset you may even feel your 
own reptile brain begging for what’s underneath a blouse or even 
what’s under the bare chest of an Uncle Vanian Human.  If one of 
the greatest abilities of an artist is to establish movement among 
both what is on the canvas and what is in the human looking at it 
- like some excellent card trick -  then Zouravliov is Ricky Jay in a 
gold buttoned waistcoat and a hand jammed into the gut of it.

That History Thing

Recently, a new Rembrandt was discovered.  It’s tiny and it’s deli-
cate.  It’s called “Rembrandt Laughing”, it’s on copper and was re-
cently showcased at the Toledo Museum of Art.  To celebrate add-
ing the piece into the museum’s collection, Professor Ernst van de 
Wetering of Amsterdam, the foremost authority on the big R, gave 
a lecture about it and about what lengths had to be gone in order
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to determine its authenticity.  Of the three stages of the presen-
tation, first, the evolving styles of handwriting and the attitudes 
perceptible about his life, especially from when it was thought 
that this particular painting had been created, were examined 
with a broken laser pointer, a giant glass of water and a projec-
tion screen.  The points of interest for determining its authentic-
ity, in the aesthetic approach, of this piece had to do with where 
Rembrandt’s thinking was about how to sign his works, the
 material upon which “Remberandt Laughing” was created, what 
that meant, what the subject and his expression could mean given 
the period of its creation, and where exactly these types of things 
show up in the course of Rebrandt’s career.  Phew!  The second 
part was about the lasers required to give people the idea of what 
could be underneath the piece itself.  Being a member of the 
audience, the hope was held out that a big hairy middle finger lie 
in wait underneath it all, alas that was not to be the case.  More 
importantly the lasers and X-rays were used to detect if it had 
been artificially aged etc.  And by the time that giant glass of 
water had been refilled and the laser pointer abandoned the third 
and final section - the questions portion - of the lecture was 
underway.

This kind of thing is what it takes in the 21st century to make 
people okay with spending sometimes ether huffing-like amounts 
money on art, amongst other things.  This process is totally justi-
fiable, and before you think that a facetious thing to say, it’s not.  
Technology like this is really the only thing to be done about it - 
that is if your game is collecting art.  The other part of this “real 
art” debate is a dicey and massively convoluted one.  Steve Mar-
tin would have a better way to talk about it than someone who 
doesn’t even have enough money for the extra shot of espresso in 
his Starbuck’s coffee, but we’re here about Vania.  What is Vania’s 
problem!?  The prints he has made, the pages of art books he has 
filled, and the sleeves of records he has impressed images
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upon are everywhere.  He like most artists are being seen and in 
the biggest way - for free on the Internet.  Make no mistake, he 
is in galleries all over the world and the guy is getting paid to be 
sure.  He’s got a future and maybe this idea of artists being pres-
ent in the minds of people who like art, people who think art looks 
cool, people who legitimately want to understand what a given 
work is about and having it everywhere isn’t really a question 
about Vania Zouravliov (totally).  Nor is it a question pertaining to 
art itself.  It’s a question about the Internet.  It’s a question about 
the 21st century and the technological age.  

It is entirely more comfortable to talk about how a man eats his 
cereal, or how a man makes his art, or how a woman writes her 
novel.  In the course of discussion hopefully the discussion begins 
bordering on exceeding the dissection of technicality only.  For 
instance, does the man eat his cereal dry, and with what hand?  
If he eats cereal at all is it one brand?  Has he changed his cere-
als recently and why go from Count Chocula to Cap’n Crunch with 
Crunchberries?  So a collector can’t find it in all good conscience 
to unload a cannon full of bank notes on these types of questions: 
that is a big ten-four, ok. The types of questions that edge close 
to going beyond scratching the surface don’t seem to go over 
well because there are two problems that immediately explode 
out of the iceberg of misunderstanding.  One, dealing with prob-
lems in this fashion would be like bench-pressing during rocket 
blast off.  Two, you’ll burn through the “life” and “diamonds” of 
a single work like a caveman and finish with some dufus stand-
ing up and screaming, “Well! That’s what I think!”  It’s cruel but it’s 
usual, maybe.  And they’d be totally right.  Familiar with making 
really presumptuous certitudes though we are, We just want it all 
and want it all right now.  We want consequence when it comes 
to even chatting about art.  We may even say Hang History!  We’d 
mean it too, but we’re impulsive.  So, it’s science!  So, it’s lasers 
and javelins of gamma radiation hurled at a poor defenceless

173



pomegranate

174



kwaidan
175



title unknown

title unknown176



What is interesting about one of the greatest portrait artists in the 
galaxy and a lecture about him is the fact that maybe the hall-
marks of a master are just not good enough to let people know it is 
the “real thing”.  What is interesting about siphoning off the parts 
of a master’s craft in an attempt to make sure it really was legiti-
mate and are the things that would let consensus deem it being 
incapable of being forged is that obviously the vale of technicality 
or the tools that provide the stroke of creation in which the an 
artist works, they are paper thin.  

Is the question of the Internet, its imperialism and how it has 
changed art actually somehow letting us know that maybe this 
grandiose idea that art can be measured solely by it’s voice and 
impact and other tidbits, that that hour of real measure will soon 
be at hand?

NO!

...well, we don’t know.     

What you think about Uncle Vania and what you end up knowing 
about Uncle Vania become the same terrifying thing - all things 
that are to be known about Vania are present in each and every 
chilling thing he does.  The staggering quality of how much you can 
understand about something - a culture, person, the world - by 
merely being able to observe the man’s work is almost as astound-
ing as it is perceiving how much can be risked in 21st century art, of 
which is for now being composed for the rest of history’s 
inhabitants to be chilled by.
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jerry gray
         &
                           Bozarts by ryan warner

Sometimes something comes along that changes the way that you 
view the environment that you live in, and not necessarily just 
change it, but change it for the better. It somehow gives you hope, 
ambition,  and it lets you know that for at least right now everything 
is going to be alright. Whether it be something like City Lights Book 
Store in San Francisco, or CBGB’s in New York City, or the Fillmore West 
or any other place that gather’s freaky thinkers and creatives, 
musicians, and philosophers and encourages them to interact with 
each other and observe another individual’s talent.  I think these 
places are key for any healthy city to exist.  For me, living here in 
Toledo, Bozarts is this for me. It isn’t only  a place that was show-
ing work that other galleries were not showing, but they were also 
incorporating live music, poetry readings, dj’s, solo shows, bon fires, 
opening up at night and staying open late, and in doing so they left 
the sterile world of most galleries far behind. Bozarts may be small in 
building size, but it breaths strongly of the life force of Toledo 
creativity. What is impressive about Bozarts is the way that Toledo 
has responded to it, how the younger and the older artists and art 
lovers gather there to see the shows, hang out around a bon fire, 
converse, drink, educate each other. The real reason I think Bozarts 
gave me hope was that it was a great D.I.Y. success. It is grassroots, 
it’s punk, it’s people coming together that believe in a similar goal for 
the good of artists and the city they live in.  This is a gallery that was 
created by people that believed that they could do something their 
way, the way they wanted to do it, and show their kind of art...and 
Bozarts was born.

180



I remember first meeting Jerry Gray in the basement of the art mu-
seum in the photography classroom for color photography class. I 
think we had about 3 classes together and talked briefly before he 
quit coming to class. I didn’t see him until about a year later when he 
ended up renting a room down the hall from me at the Collingwood 
Art Center and we would talk late at night (or early morning, which-
ever you prefer) after painting sessions. He started putting on these 
art shows around town a few years later. I would end up taking part 
in a few of his multi-media shows at Mickey Finn’s. I would also find 
myself down at Mickey Finn’s on Sunday nights to collect in on the 
Guinness special talking to Jerry while he bartended. This is where I 
first heard of his idea of Bozarts. Now that his idea is now a reality, 
and  he has opened up the gallery for it’s 3rd season. Over the past 
month we were able to have a little Q&A session.

jerry gray and bozarts
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What was your reason for wanting to start a gallery?

There are a plethora of reasons for starting Bozarts... This could be 
an extensive answer, pages of material, but I will try to keep it as 
poignant as possible.

I started Bozarts because there wasn’t any where for me to show 
the work I or my friends created in the “right” setting. I was tired 
of sterile environments and financially segregated crowds who at 
times barely even looked at work for more than a few moments and

often contributed little or nothing to the sincerity that was being 
shared. By “right” setting I mean all the possible environments were 
usually very controlled in a way where the artist had little to no 
control of the installation or the local exhibitions were ones featur-
ing numerous artists and allowing a couple of pieces rather than a 
full collection. I believe this is necessary for the patron/viewer to be 
able to put an artist into context with his work and the amount of it 
he/she produces.

bozarts sign
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At Bozarts I give the artists free reign of the space and usually 
at least a week for set up. Of course some parameters have to be 
somewhat set regarding the space not deteriorating after the 
show, beyond spackle and paint. However I always invite the ex-
hibiting artist(s) to take control or give me input, in an effort to 
enable them to create their own environment for their work to be 
displayed. From installation to lighting to entertainment to food to 
scent to... whatever. Simply put I want(ed) Bozarts to be an artists 
gallery. 

Another reason is friends... I have a lot of very talented friends who 
I have worked with or have gotten to know over a number of years 
who where/are willing and extremely capable to help out with the 
raw space or talent to exhibit.

Also the stars kind of aligned for me in a way where I was able to 
utilize and upgrade a previous storage space into a gallery, living 
space (which has also been utilized as band practice space), 

bozarts storefront
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bedroom, and a wood shop over the two years I have been occupying 
it. The ability to be comfortable living with a little bit of grit 
definitely helps also. But the price was right.

You play an integral role in raising art awareness and promoting the arts here 
in Toledo, do you think that Toledo is becoming a more art minded city like Ann 
Arbor, Columbus, or Chicago?

I would sincerely like to think so but I wonder about that at times 
myself... Wondering how pigeon holed I am in this environment. I find 
myself plugging away and doing what I can when I can but always 
doing something and trying to move forward.

I can say I’ve never seen such a drastic change in attitude towards 
the creative class. These last 3 years or so it seems as though 
creatives are consuming my community. Maybe its not just the 
creatives but a new crop of forward thinking individuals who are 
snapping their community out of some kind of a heart broken funk, 
like only a new sincere relationship can do. I know multiple people 
who are starting law firms, non-profits, running music venues, run-
ning community institutions, writing for multiple papers, blogging, 
running t-shirt companies, design firms, interior decorators and 
more... I mean multiple in every one of these fields. I think some kind 
of community consciousness is to blame. Maybe we just figured “it” 
out, maybe “it” is just doing it for ourselves.

If I think its becoming like somewhere else? I don’t know but I kind of 
hope not in one particular way. The Toledo I know is 150% pro Toledo 
and has a lot of pride in what we do and who we do it with,
 professionally speaking.

When I go down to a Bozarts event, it is unlike any other gallery that I’ve been 
to. You have bonfire’s outside, musicians or dj’s playing, groups of young and
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older people gathering around, and to say the least, a very relaxed atmo-
sphere. Why this approach instead of the normal gallery scene?

I had been dreaming and scheming possibilities and desires for a 
“store front” street level space for exhibitions and events for a long 
time before Bozarts was ever realized. I had been putting together 
shows for years at all levels of establishments from local records 
stores, coffee shops, pubs, five star restaurants, galleries, art 
centers on up to the Toledo Museum of Art with my friend and 
partner Kerry Krow, under our business, Quest For Fire Studios.

So... back to the question I believe it’s a very organic situation 
derived from years of having the ability to recognize and deliver on 
opportunities when presented or sought after with/for third 
parties situations. Through out that time realizing different 
environments and crowds, as well as what I needed and was
 fortunately able to deliver in Bozarts.

I wanted to avoid the often sterile space situation. I needed a space 
that i could do the proverbial live, work, create as well as offer an 
outlet for friends that I have worked with and respect as well as 
artists who I have am continuing to meat. I believe Bozarts gives a 
different kind of opportunity to local artists and visitors that is not 
available any where else in the city or maybe region on a cultural 
community level. Which a believe a sense of connection with your 
cultural community a forum which should be very casual, inviting, 
stimulating, nourishing and fluid.

Bozarts could be anywhere... however, where it is, is awesome. I’m 
located in a warehouse downtown, with a stream, a large lot and 
three fire pits and the landlord who lets me be creative with the 
beat up facade. I think it’s just a fun place with a lot of leeway and 
freedom in it’s possibilities. I think it makes people feel that way to. 
I know I feel like the possibilities are relatively endless.
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Your approach to gallery space appears to be paying off, I haven’t heard this 
much buzz about a gallery here in Toledo, except Artomatic, which is tempo-
rary, and you have just won “Best Gallery Space” from the Toledo City Paper. 
Do you have any goals in mind for the future of Bozarts?

Actually, in regards to the City Paper we won Best Studio... which is 
cool with me although it is more of a gallery, even though Bozarts 
has been utilized as a studio sporadically through out the year(s).

I expected a certain group of people to be involved and around Bo-
zarts because of what was being done down here but I had no idea 
how well Bozarts was going to actually be received. It has most 
definitely been reaffirming that there are good things happening 
here all the time whether the doors are opened or closed. This place 
is built on momentum... kind of like a snow ball effect the, the more

inside the gallery the works II
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people who attend/get involved... the more people who attend/get 
involved. It’s a beautiful thing to witness... an “organism” grow.

As for growth we are currently expanding. We recently acquired the 
basement space beneath the gallery and are in the process of 
constructing a new wood shop. I am also exhibiting artist at 
locations other than Bozarts. There are currently three restaurants 
I’m exhibiting work at seasonally for multiple artist. Namely in the 
suburbs surrounding Toledo in an effort to draw awareness, make 
sales and also promote artists and the gallery.

Beyond North West Ohio we have visited Detroit a few times and 
I’m scheduling the up coming season around a trip to New York 
where me and a DJ may be exchanging living spaces for a month. I 
would really like to follow up with some internet contacts I have

inside the gallery the works II
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there and present a few spaces with portfolios of artists I am/have 
been working with. In an effort to produce solo/group shows there 
perhaps next season.

Otherwise... the idea is to just keep it going. The direction is subject 
to change but the energy is not.

As a local Toledo artist, what pointers can you give for others that want to run 
their own business or start a gallery somewhere?

First of all I would say, look at what’s around you... you know, the 
places you frequent, the places that know you. Start there. Ask them 
how they feel about the idea of displaying art work and take advan-
tage of the opportunities you find by following through. Don’t prom-
ise to much and don’t expect to much. See if its something you even 
care to do first. If you do... then follow your heart and offer a per-
spective/place/environment unlike anywhere else. Don’t be exclusive 
and realize there is strength in numbers. Lastly get people involved 
stay away from the idea of an audience and steer towards develop-
ing relationships.

bozarts car
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Contact Info
Jerry Gray 
151 s. st. clair toledo ohio 43604 #104 
Bozartstoledo @gmail.com 
 
Face Book 
http://www.facebook.com/pages/Toledo-OH/Bozarts-
llc/111207106675 
 
Toledo Museum Exhibit 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8E8vzOFVH44 
 
Toledo Free Press 
http://www.toledofreepress.com/tag/jerry-gray/ 
http://www.toledofreepress.com/2010/04/20/blue-collar-impresa-
rio-jerry-gray%E2%80%99s-mission-at-bozarts-gallery/ 
 
Twitter 
http://twitter.com/Bozarts 
 
Toledo Egotist 
http://www.thetoledoegotist.com/members/jerry-gray 
 
Blogspot 
http://bozartstoledo.blogspot.com/ 
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The Curator of Shit 
http://www.curatorofshit.com/beaux-arts-or-bozarts-who-cares-
just-give-us-art-bozarts-gallery-toledo-ohio/ 
 
Look Twice 
http://looktwicetoledo.wordpress.com/ 
 
Toledo Night out 
http://www.toledosnightout.com/blog/34488/whats-not-to-love-
a-preview-of-artomatic-419 
 
Examiner  
http://www.examiner.com/local-artists-in-toledo/a-series-of-
one-night-stands-at-bozarts

bozarts 
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buddha, the Butterfly, and The lion
                    found objects
                            floyd



*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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