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fall is here and so is another issue of splat art magazine. i was 

blessed to get a copy of "off the boulevard" to review for this is-

sue...and not only that but i was even more blessed to get an in-

terview with the film maker, jeff santo for this issue as well. we 

also have a freakin' cool article from a new contributer...an old 

friend of mine..janna buck..who takes you to burning man festi-

val with her and has a rather fantastic discussion on movement in the 

process. the taste section had to be left out of this issue due to 

a time restriction due to being in the process of moving...and a 

body restriction due to the fact that i just plain didn't have the en-

ergy to write it up and do the art work for it...so instead of h alf 

assing it....you go nothing...sorry...next issue it will be back. 

when was the last time you said..."oohhh that's a great paper cut-

ting artist"?..mmm?   well now you can..and i can because we have 

art from katie rose who does paper cutting. kocinski also brings us 

one of my favorite poets in toledo..and one of his..matt sradeja...

who left me with ribs hurting after listening to him read his Thanks-

giving stuffing poem...this man is a gifted writer with a great sense 

of humor. you also get some of my photographs from some travel-

ing that i have done recently. one trip to the art, beats, and eats 

festival with my wife and friends up to royal oak for a great day of 

culture...and then a road trip back home to farm country for a visit 

with some of my family. as usual..i hope you enjoy this as much as 

we enjoyed bringing it to you. far out man.

                             floyd

                       oct. 24th, 2011

                       7:02 pm

                    listening to operation ivy
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Carol Holmes
by jen bellefleur

 LOVE



12

Let’s start with a lighthearted question: how did you get all those birds to 
cooperate!?

I feed them on a regular basis :)

You’ve stated you’d like to complete a cohesive body of work with your society 
series work, but, as the world around you continuously evolves, can it ever be 
“done?” will there be any rest for the artist?

There will be no rest for me. The series will be never-ending because 
of media and our society as a whole. As it changes my work will 
evolve. In fact, this series may overlap into other areas of art that I 
create.

You have tremendous vision and imagination. how did you come to bring this 
vision to photography? did you work in other mediums previously?

First of all...thank you for the compliment. I am also interested in draw-
ing, painting, and sculpture, so eventually I will be incorporating this 
series into mixed media pieces. I chose to start this series using pho-
tography because I was trying to find my style and voice. I am cur-
rently a self-taught artist.

Some people take breathtaking images with $3 plastic cameras, and others 
employ the use of $3 cameras and up. what do you use, how critical is the role of 
your equipment in your work?

The camera I use most is my trusty Canon EOS 350-D. Working 
digitally has allowed me to take as many images as I need and com-
bine them to my liking. For other photographs such as TtV’s I use my 
1947 Kodak Duaflex with the funky contraption, for my image trans-
fers I use a 1967 Polaroid Land, and I have also acquired a Holga 
CFN in hopes to explore film again. All I need for my series as of now 
is my digital, a laptop, and a decent printer.

Speaking of equipment, of course i love your ttv work, ttv being a favorite 
technique of mine. what do you love about ttv work that drives it for you?
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Let The Be Cake
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No Jobs Even For Those Who Protected 
Our Freedom
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http://jpgmag.com/people/cookieholmes

The Living Daylights
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Thank you again, Jen...for the TtV’s I do love the vintage feel, the 
blur around the edges, and dirt & debris that show up. Recently, I 
have experimented in creating TtV’s with a modern abstract feel. I 
am happy with the outcome.

Tell me about your feelings towards photography as a form of intrusion, into 
people’s lives or personal spaces?

In order to capture some of my images I have to walk onto other 
people’s properties, but I always ask first. I don’t want to intrude on 
anyone. So far everyone has been gracious and kind.

what’s your favorite subject matter to shoot?

I like to shoot whatever inspires me at that moment. I can tell you 
what I do not like to shoot and that is people, and I haven’t figured 
out why.

Intracoastal Waterway
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Made In America

Free Seeds Helping Americans Get By
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Who are some of your favorite artists from your own past? who inspired you to 
bring your vision to life?

I was always inspired by my former photography instructor and 
friend, Julie Mixon. She has taught me so much, but also her 
images inspire me to think outside the box and stay true to your-
self. My husband Jimmy is my biggest supporter. He has been 
there to drive me around when I needed someone to take the 
wheel so I can capture some of my favorite images, he has been 
there to see my work exhibited, and he keeps me motivated, but 
I am fortunate that my family and friends have encouraged me to 
continue on with my dreams.

i understand how art allows us to subconsciously communicate our deepest 
thoughts and feelings about not just the world around us, but, more poignant-
ly, ourselves. what does your art communicate about Carol that you want us to 
know?

I am just a simple person, that creating art is what keeps me going. It fuels me, 
it keeps me sane, and grateful.

National Debt
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Everyone Goes Home In October
by ryan warner

fall corn and sky
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Just like Jack Kerouac said in “On The Road,” “everyone goes home in October,”
and so did my wife and I  the first week of October to see my mom and step-dad
in a small village in the mid-ohio area. After so much urban shooting of build-
ings and such, I thought it might be great to finally capture my hometown and 
the area surrounding it in it’s brilliance of fall colors for the first time since I’ve  
been a photographer. This is land that i’ve seen everyday of my childhood life. 
Growing up in a farm town means that you drive through farmland to go just 
about anywhere you need to go. My only regret with this shoot was that I only 
had a small amount of time to explore the country side with my cameras. I wish 
that I would have had more time to contact some old friends so that I could 
have taken photographs of their farms and livestock also. However you work 
with what you got and what we had that day was an absolutely perfect day. 
Blue skies and 70 degree weather for us to drive around the land in. At times I 
found myself standing on top of my Malibu hatchback shooting over the corn-
fields to capture the sprawling fields and barns that cover the land. 
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little house on the prairie
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the llama brigade
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new washington cornfield
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Matt Sradeja
by michael kocinski

I met Matt Sradeja several years ago at a poetry workshop held at Brewed 
Awakenings, a coffee shop that was for a long time a fixture of Toledo’s poetry 
scene. Matt and I were still cutting our teeth on the words in those days. Since 
that time we’ve featured together at a few readings in Toledo, read at a mil-
lion open mics, performed in Back to Jack, and had poems printed in the same 
anthology of local poets. We performed together most recently at an event in 
support of 100,000 Poets for Change. Here’s a link to Matt’s performance: http://
www.youtube.com/watch?v=s5-1Q95qN4Q&feature=share

Matt’s poetry heroes, as you’ll soon learn, are Gregory Corso and Walt Whitman. 
He carries on their legacies like a champ. Matt’s poems are frank and sincere, 
funny, unexpected, and playful. He plays with pop culture references, makes 
jokes, and tender, sometimes heartbreaking overtures to the world.

Above all, Matt really believes in poetry. For him it’s been a life saving balm, a 
creative outlet that protects him from demons of the past and the despair of a 
sometimes uncertain future. Poetry gives Matt the strength to face every day, 
with their work requirements, legacies bad presidencies have left behind, and 
also the immeasurable joy of daily sunrises, the love of a good woman, and the 
sense of accomplishment he feels in his life as a poet and provider.

If you enjoy Matt’s interview and the poems that follow, you can find more of 
his work and a sampling of more of Toledo’s poets in the anthology Broadway 
Bards Firsts. Buy it here:
http://www.lulu.com/product/paperback/broadway-bards-first/6469632?produ
ctTrackingContext=center_search_results 
        Enjoy the interview. Thanks for reading!
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What was the first poem you read? Do you remember?

I can’t remember the first poem I ever read. This question brings 
several things to mind though and I want everyone to know some 
things about my childhood. I can clearly remember going to the 
Golden Jade restaurant on Navarre Ave., in Oregon, OH, with my 
parents a million times, and on our way there we would sing 
ogether, “ching, ching, Chinamen eat dead rats, don’t save none 
for the poor little cats”. This little song is just one of a dozen exam-
ples of how strange we were. My parents encouraged me to read 
and I began reading quite young. I can recall reading Pete the 
Parakeet aloud to anyone who would listen, and my family was 
kind enough to listen often. The first poetry I recall seeking out was 
John Lennon’s In His Own Write and A Spaniard in the Works.

Where were you when you read this poem, and how old were you?

I found John Lennon’s poetry at the Locke branch library. I read 
it there and at home and never actually returned the book. I was 
nine or ten I guess.

Is that when you decided you wanted to write? Or did a different poem or 
occasion inspire you to start making your own poems?

I wish I could remember the first poem I wrote, why I decided to 
write more, and whatever happened to those first scraps of paper. 
I do recall writing a poem for a girl I liked in grade school, I had to 
be eleven or even older. It was a poem that described flowers as 
fireworks. I had recently seen a bouquet of flowers that I wanted 
to give to her but the flowers cost like fifty bucks or something, 
and I came up with this idea to write about them instead. Maybe I 
was twelve or thirteen. She liked the poem, but decided to go out 
with this other guy. My sisters found something I wrote and they 
both told me I had to keep writing. The way women make us do 
things is pretty amazing, heh!

I wonder who your first favorite poets were? Are you still reading those writers 
now, or have your tastes changed? To that end, who do you read now? Where 
do you turn when you need a poem that has the answers you’re looking for?
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Well, just to mix it up a bit and keep things progressing in some kind 
of time line, I received two books when I was a freshman in high 
school, I still have them: Jim Carroll’s Fear of Dreaming, and The 
Collected Poems of Langston Hughes. It took me awhile to dig Jim 
Carroll. I just wasn’t ready for it. Also, I think everyone would agree 
that Langston Hughes is much more ent ertaining for a kid than Jim 
Carroll. I think Langston Hughes was my first favorite poet and I still 
read his poetry in the summer. “Langston Hughes/ is like coffee/ in 
the morning/ when it is too hot/ and coffee is out of the question/”, 
one of the best lines I have ever written.

I was always aware that Walt Whitman was the poet to read if you 
really wanted to find out how magical poetry can be. I cannot re-
call the first time I read his poetry, but I clearly recall spending three 
days in jail and finding a copy of Leaves of Grass on a book shelf. I 
read most of the three days I was there and really that was when I 
went down the yellow brick road and spotted a worm hole between 
two of the bricks, popped a mushroom in my mouth to shrink in 
size to slither down, and I have not looked back since. Walt Whit-
man is my hero, Leaves of Grass the Bible, The Second Coming 
was Gregory Corso, and I know this because my heart tells me so.   

I’d like to talk about Whitman. When you and I chat on-line we never fail to men-
tion Uncle Walt. On more than one occasion you’ve told me Walt Whitman saved 
your life. Can you elaborate? Was reading Leaves of Grass in jail a life-saving turn 
of events?

Three days in jail is not a lengthy sentence. I suppose most people 
would barely remember it, like a case of the flu that struck years 
ago. I was in a terrible downward spiral at the time. I drank like a 
fish. Anyway, I was familiar with Walt Whitman’s writing and I asked 
to go to the prison library. I was informed that the library was closed 
on weekends but there was a shelf inside my cell block. I went to 
the shelf and found Leaves of Grass. I read for like, fourteen hours, 
fell asleep and read more and more. After that I did continue drink-
ing for another year or so, but I knew, because Uncle Walt told me 
over and over again, that I was supposed to be doing something 
better with my life than just drinking it away.

Do you think Walt Whitman has influenced your writing?
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Yes! Walt influenced my writing, my lifestyle, my sense of self worth, 
everything. I would also say that Langston Hughes and Gregory 
Corso influenced me very much as well. I believe my writing craft is 
still not completely settled, I have not settled into a style or fashion I 
am still hoping to find other influences.

I want to talk about your process next. I wonder what your poems look like when 
you’re making them. Does a poem come out of your mind fully formed? Do you 
revise a lot? Do you take notes and periodically revisit a poem until it’s done?

I write a variety of ways. Occasionally I am aware of a process, but 
most of the time I am just writing any old thing. I have written poems 
in one sitting start to finish and never changed them. I am a note-
book poet, I always type my poems out later, after they’re done. 
My poems look like chicken scratch in the beginning. I do set up 
many line breaks and pauses within the writing immediately. I can 
hardly even explain my process because I am not educated to do 
so. I can give you a couple of examples, but I am not certain that 
I can formulate the examples properly. The poem Shortly After the 
Longacre Lane Nightmare, the title is a line of sorts from an article in 
the newspaper, not an entire sentence. In the newspaper it looked 
something like this:

Something something so shortly after somesomething something
somethingSomething the Longacre Lane something something

SomeSomething Nightmare?

I saw those words in that order in a sort of pyramid and something 
just clicked. That particular poem came out just so, the very first 
time I wrote it.

Another poem that many people would probably not accept as a 
poem is “Three Little Birds” (all very different). I consider it one poem 
because I sat down at Brewed Awakenings one day and that was 
the way it just poured out of my head, I couldn’t believe it and I 
have never changed it or separated the parts or anything. “I Think 
About War”, that is like the third version of that poem. I did change 
some lines and the first rough draft is different in length, but what I 
did between the first draft to the third draft is tighten it up, dropped 
some words that I thought were to weak for the power in the poem.
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I revise some and what I tend to do is build poems out of little frag- 
ments very often. “The Eloquence” is an example of that. I first wrote:

The smell of banana bread
Baking makes the cut up
Watermelon
Blush

More recently I wrote:

It seems so simple
The idea illuminated
In the mind
Like dust fluttering
In the waning sunbeams
Stretched across the dining room
At the end of the day

Real long thoughts
But, I have to pause
I begin to wonder
Do I have the
eloquence?
To put the idea out there

And after I heard a poem performed by Michael Hackney in which 
he said, “the mosaic sky“, I thought of a line like the mosaic air, and 
most recently wrote this:

In the mosaic air
Where

Some will see sky colored mortar and cloud colored stones
While others will see cloud colored mortar and sky colored stones
And I might never know

I guess it is revision and realignment of lines. I did not really change 
any of the words just built a poem out of little blocks of inspiration. 
Maybe this is a bit much for an answer.

Matt, you have a great sense of humor, and it shows in your poems and your per-
formances. I think humor is difficult to convey in poetry, yet you use it to good 
effect. What’s the trick to it? How do you make a poem funny and not silly at the 
same time?
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When I was in the third grade my parents were going through a 
messy divorce. My mother, sister and I went to live at my grand-
parents house for like three months while my parents were fighting 
in court. I had to change schools and then change back. When I 
came back to Sacred Heart after being in public school for three 
months I was given the opportunity to talk in front of the entire 
class about the difference between public school and Catholic 
school. I can remember standing in front of my classmates and 
doing like a fifteen minute comedy routine about the way public 
schools were different. All my classmates laughed at all my jokes 
and i can remember at one particular moment i realized in my little 
boy mind that this was really cool to get up in front of everybody 
and just say whatever funny thing I wanted to say.

I honestly don’t think I can answer this in a normal way. I write 
what I want to. I share the poems I think might be interesting or 
enjoyable to others, and I have notebooks filled with garbage. My 
sense of humor is my father’s sense of humor. I guess if I had an 
agenda or something it might include the idea that laughter is the 
best medicine.

There’s a good nature in your poetry, too. And I know that’s your good nature, 
because I’ve known you for a long time. Can you explain where that positive 
attitude comes from? Are you an optimist?

I am an optimist. When I was a teen and in my early twenties I 
did a lot of drinking; because I picked up some bad habits early 
in life I feel I have a lot of catching up to do. I guess I have always 
had dreams that I wanted to accomplish, and I want to be helpful 
to others in some way. I am actually very shy and reclusive now, 
and the weird thing is that getting up in front of people to read 
poetry cuts through all of that in a very bold way. I barely un-
derstand myself at all. I am glad that a great man such as your-
self finds me to be so worthy of your precious time. My optimism 
is very much attached to my belief in the American dream, my 
dreams are very much attached to simple joys of life and (finding 
or believing) that this whole world and our lives upon it are mira-
cles.

I’m asking because you’ve said to me hundreds of times that poetry has saved 
your life, and that poetry can save other lives, as well. Do you really think 
that’s true? And how can poetry save lives?
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I don’t know. I think that there is just something that gets me out of 
my shell and makes me feel like I have to do something positive for 
myself and for others. I think there is just too much expensive elec-
tronic gadgetry at play in the world and that if people simplified their 
lives it would be for the better. I think poetry calmed me down on 
one hand and on the other hand it woke me up and got me go-
ing in a good direction. I often find myself thinking of the difference 
between poetry and NASCAR, I have no idea why? But, look at all 
of the precious resources wasted on watching cars go round and 
round and thousands of people put money into NASCAR all the 
time. Almost no money need be put into poetry. I guess the more I 
think of it the comparison is just too wildly different to put a sensible 
argument together. I don’t always want to be sensible though, so to 
hell with NASCAR and more power to poetry.

Do you revise very much? Or do you find yourself to be more of a first draft and 
done kind of writer?

I write in different ways at different times. Sometimes, I obsess about 
a line or two and think there must be some epic poem in here 
somewhere, and then other times I just write and write and write 
and later on I edit. I dislike most of what I write in my notebooks. I 
do like the energy of poetry and sometimes I get the energy pre-
sented just right and it is good for me. I share only a fraction of 
what I write. I do believe the very best poems come right out of the 
mind on to the paper, no assembly required. I think most of my edit-
ing is line breaks and stanza breaks. I edit the pauses and silence 
of my poems more than I edit the words and sounds.

Why do you write poems? Why not do everything else you normally do except 
write? How would your life be different?

I write because I love life and I have an awful lot to say. That is the 
simplest way to say it. I really enjoy reading poetry at home with my 
glasses off and anytime of the day will do. I read a poem and then 
I head out and do yard work, I read a poem and sit and breathe 
and reread the same poem over and over again. I get fixated on a 
line in a poem, sometimes. I want to live creatively and poetry is sort 
of my fuel for living creatively. I guess it is just a hobby, but, I think it 
is a bit different than putting together model airplanes. I have gone 
months and months without writing anything or attending any poetry 
readings and it is depressing. I am to the point where I need poetry 
in and around my life like air and water and loved ones.
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You’ve written several political poems over the years, many dealing with the 
Bush Administration and the wars in Iraq and Afghanistan. I love the way you 
bring humor to these subjects, but the fact is, they are subjects that are not al-
ways easy to talk about, let alone write about.  Why do you think it’s important 
to cover political issues in your poems?

Well, I could probably talk about this all day. I write what I feel like 
saying and I think my shortcomings and the shortcomings of the 
war and the mistakes made by our supposedly fearless leaders are 
extremely funny.

It seems like so many people write poetry, but according to sales statistics, not 
many people are reading it. Or I should say, not many people are buying it. To 
whom are you speaking when you write a poem if no one’s reading poetry? Your 
poems feel like they’re written for your life, because your life demands it, but do 
you ever think about an audience when you make a poem? Or is the audience of 
little concern to you?

I buy poetry, mostly dead poetry by authors long ago departed. 
The audience is an afterthought for me. I share the poems I think 
are best and keep the rambling garbage in my notebook where it 
will not explode into anyone’s ears like so many fingernails across 
the chalk board. I have most recently begun seeking out living po-
etry by poets whom are alive and kicking. I have much more to ex-
perience in this realm of living breathing poets and so far the adven-
ture has begun on a good foot.

I was remembering the first time I met you. I think it was at John Swaile’s work-
shop at Brewed Awakenings, maybe ten or so years ago by now. I remember you 
brought Your Name Here to the workshop.So you show up at this workshop full 
of strangers and now here we are, having been reading together as features and 
at open-mics for the last several years. What makes Toledo such a special poetry 
place? Is there something in the water? And I wonder if you’d share a good To-
ledo Poetry memory with me, too, if you want to. Tell me about a good reading or 
special interaction with another poet you’ll never forget, something like that.

This is how I remember meeting you and John and several others. I heard of a 
open mic reading at Brewed Awakenings and went, no one was there but these 
two guys in the back, and they suggested I go to Sam and Andy’s. I went to Sam 
and Andy’s the next week, there were tornado-like conditions that night but the 
place filled up. I think it was the last ,or second-to-last reading at Sam and An-
dy’s. Anyway, I read at Sam and Andy’s that night and I mentioned Brewed
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Awakenings. The next time I went to Brewed Awakenings it was packed and I was 
shocked.

I am a little foggy on the workshop, but I think it was shortly after that night. I 
remember being very hung over the first time I went to John Swaile’s workshop. 
There was a small part of me that thought someone there would write a better 
version of “Your Name Here”. I was glad to meet new people, I was in a transition 
and trying to stay away from all the bad influences from my past.

I have no idea why there is such a fractured and polarized poetry scene in To-
ledo. I think there are many poets in Toledo who are so busy that they just can’t 
make it to all the poetry readings around town. I know that for myself I can only 
make it to the readings that my job and bank account will allow.

have many great memories of poetry readings in Toledo. Here are two in particu-
lar. John Swaile reading a portion Gregory Corso’s poem Bomb. That really opened 
things up in my mind and I thought John was a saint or something for introduc-
ing me to Corso’s poetry. There were a thousand more things I wanted to talk to 
John about but, I was too shy and it is really a shame that I did not reach out to 
him more. Anyway, the other poetry reading interaction or whatever that I want 
to mention involves you Mr. Kocinski, yes you. I will never forget being at Brewed 
Awakenings one night and you were reading this poem, and there was some de-
scription of a bug, a firefly or a moth, and I was like really in tune to the groove 
you made with those words, and I started turning into a bug. I even rubbed my 
belly thinking of like how like armor an exoskeleton might be, or how it was just 
great to rub my bug belly. Man, I know it probably sounds crazy, but shit man, 
that experience was dope like the movie “The Fly” or something.

I have some other stories and all but, those two are really popping out at me 
right now. I have been to many readings where poets have blown me away, I love 
the open mics and will catch any feature I can as long as my schedule permits.



45

Shortly After the Longacre Lane Nightmare…

Shortly after the Longacre Lane massacre
The rabbits and squirrels disappeared
Benny’s koi pond dried up
The clocktower stopped
The silent bells just hung there
A scrap of paper scraped across the pavement
Propelled by a warm summer breeze
Barely noticed under the heavy humid air
That seemed perched on every common shoulder
Like invisible flannel
As if such a fabric could exist
Oh no it could not exist
It seemed as though nothing could exist
Shortly after the Longacre Lane massacre…

The Eloquence

It seems so simple
The idea illuminated
In the mind
Like dust fluttering
In the waning sunbeams
Stretched across the dining room
At the end of the day
 
Real long thoughts
But, I have to pause
 
The smell of banana bread
Baking makes the cut up
Watermelon

Blush

 
I begin to wonder
Do I have the
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Eloquence
To put the idea out there
In the mosaic air
Where
 
Some will see sky colored mortar and cloud colored 
stones
While others will see cloud colored mortar and sky 
colored stones
And I might never know

Normal Folks

That little chair in the corner tells me I am home.
I love it and I am all emotional now, it is crazy I 
know.
Normal Folks aren’t like this and I feel that
I am plastered to the rear window because life 
moves like a fast car.
And I am not at the wheel,
I am not the accelerator
And so many young people have died in this war.
I believe they have saved my life, but I am not 
certain.
Nothing is certain, not the future, not these wars, 
not this recession,
Nothing but this empty chair and I want to smash it 
into the floor;
I want to tear down the wall
And I would do it if it would end the war.

Move Along You Clouds

You blob, you sponge, you dot, you brush stroke, 
you cloud
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Up going up slowly
and with the wind
sending you north-easterly
 
 you puff, you smoke, you mist, you buttered bread 
breath clouds
 
I have seen you disperse
or gather rather
you slash, you feather
you herd, or loner
rebel
cloud uncrystal
 
I’ve parched and wilted
under the summer sun
hoping for your shadow
 
Where there are no trees
no buildings
you rise like mountains
you linger, you layer
you giant, you spinner
no window
 
You cloud, you dash, you blush
moving past my view
from the horizon you rose
and having risen you go
 
And afterward
when it is all dark without stars
I cannot recall what of your shapes
What was it that made clouds memorable
was it that they somehow made a wall
But, was it blue mortar and cloud colored stones
or cloud colored mortar and blue sky colored stones
 
No beams, no roof, not one drop of rain, just clouds
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I Think of War

I think of some little rascals
With nothing better to do

I see clearly the glimmer of sun
on the edge of a shiny new

Kay-Bar
military issue

the razor’s edge
And the carcass of a water buffalo

Three days dead
bloated and drawing flies

 
I think of war

 
Wide-eyed wild boys

filled with blood lust
And a lack of morals

 
Never say die
Never say no
Never say

Shit
that corpse is disgusting

 
Just whip out that knife

Peel open that over grown pig
Rib cage split wide and insides leaking out

The stench the curdled blood globbing and clotting
Spilling out

And disregard all of that and reach in to that dead
Broken body and carve out the beast’s heart

Gooey, sticky, blackened and oozing

Hold that heart up over your head
You little rascal

 
While the done giving life force

drips down your arm and stains your shirt

That  dead organ
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In all its glory
That heart is war

 
It never had to come up

Never had to be dragged out
Never should have seen the light of day

Yet here it is and
What the fuck is the point of holding it up

Like a prize like a crown
Like a psychotic killer maniac

This is how children act
Yeah I think about war

 
Then I just assume it is better
To think about something else

Your Name Here

I’ve been waiting for
Your name here to walk in
and order something.
I’d ask my waitress,
“I’ll have whatever
Your name here is having.”
I hope that when this happens,
I’m chewing on
mint gum or something
cool, like a toothpick.
I hate James Dean moments
without a cigarette lit.
I’ve been waiting for
Your name here to walk in,
welcome two thousand
one, that’s me
by a wave of his
jacket over a chair,
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pointing at the mic
with a Marlboro lit.
He’d ask no one
and everyone “Who’s up?”
I hope I’ve got ketchup pouring or
a salt shaker shaking
when Your name here walks in.
I hate James Dean moments
without a cigarette lit
That Carolina smoke
going like a train
that we all dance with
meeting in this smoked room.
I’ve been waiting for
Your name here to walk in,
grab about fifty napkins,
and do his famous
cookie monster impression.
I hope I’ve got
a noise maker or fireworks
going off when
Your name here walks in.
I hate James Dean moments
without a cigarette lit.

These Days

Stability is just around the corner
It is building up
While we are waiting,
Keep the fat cats fat
And give the poor some
Dream some hope some speech
To believe in
The poor are sheep to shear
And bah, bah, bah
No one wants to listen
No one wants to hear
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Seek the war
It’s over there
Under construction
Throw more money at it
The pill the band aid
Make it loud make it roar
The hum of drones
The drone of hummers
And it is all unfinished
So easily all undone
Just bang, bang, bang
Aren’t we winning?
Aren’t we having fun?

The Spider

The fat spider September
Right outside my window
Cleans her web
Discarding this little leaf
And that wilted petal of spring
On this muggy evening
The breeze is no good
It comes and goes
Much like the seasons
And there is always work to be done
A repair here and food to gather
I felt the harvest land
I swear
It is a tasty morsel
I think it landed right over there
And the spider’s movements
Remind me of knitting needles
Or chop sticks
Long slender tools
Over warm necessities
Food and shelter from
The coming storm
Summer’s almost gone
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A Work in Progress

I’m sure George W. Bush would know exactly where I’m 
coming from,
He seems to be in the same predicament as I am.
I had an awful amount of trouble writing this poem.
More trouble than I ever thought I would encounter 
because,
In the beginning I believed this poem would greet me 
with open arms and flowers.

I had no idea that this poems beginning would be so 
suicidal and explosive.
See, the main reasons I started writing this poem 
where simple.
I had information that proclaimed this poem to pos-
sess weapons of mass destruction.
And information that associated this poem with the 
terrorist evil-doers
That masterminded the destructive acts committed to 
this country on September 11th.

I thought this poem had to be written,
So that it could be obliterated and a democracy could 
take its place.
When I first sat down to begin the first few words 
crawled out of the pen.
Man, I was so excited, I set up the greatest three 
day drinking binge ever
and, in my drunken stupor I proceeded to call the 
Navy and the Air Force to arrange
a flight out to one of their aircraft carriers in 
the middle of the Atlantic ocean
just so I could view my poem from 40,000 feet.
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Well the Navy and the Air Force both came through,
they were so happy with themselves and I was too.
I suggested to them to put a big old banner on 
their ship
that announced to the world “Mission Accomplished”
But, even when the mission is accomplished the poem 
doesn’t end.

I went straight to congress to ask them for eighty 
billion dollars
So I could finish my poem. By this time congress 
was confused
They thought the poem was to be obliterated not re-
constructed.

But, they voted once, they voted twice, and they 
voted three times
to hand over the money real nice.
Least I forget there was some oversight, Congress 
wanted to view my progress
So I turned over a poem with three lines two were 
explosive and one was regress.
Well, Congress looked the poem over and suggested 
that I quit or start over
and then went to recess.

The body count rose and the confusion did too.
No civil war broke out in the Middle East
And I was the only one who knew just exactly what 
to do.
With a wink and a nod a fourth line for this poem 
fell out of my pen
I was so excited I went right back to congress 
again
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just to see if they had more money to spend.

Congress handed over plenty of more dough
and they didn’t ask for progress they just showed 
me the door.
Before I wrote another line
I took twenty vacations in a row.
One was cut short by a hurricane, but I didn’t 
complain
I wrote a completely different poem
That I will never share with congress.

I know that by now some    
of you probably feel dissed
just please don’t forget this is a work in 
progress.
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Off The Boulevard
by ryan warner
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by ryan warner

Once in a great while some piece of art comes along and presents itself before 
your eyes and well....it really hits home and stays with you for a long time af-
fecting everything you do. If you have never experienced this from looking at a 
photograph or a book or painting or film then I really feel for you. The first time 
this ever happened to me was when I read The Subterraneans by Jack Kerouac...I 
poured over that book for a whole night and never went to sleep until it was 
finished...drinking cup after cup of coffee...then the next morning I started it over 
again. It simply changed my life and Kerouac opened up a lifestyle to me that I 
never knew before making me the person I am today. Music often has this affect 
on me and I often find myself staying up way to late drinking beer just to listen 
to albums...feeding off the energy, absorbing the feeling of the notes that enter 
my head. There would be too many bands to name that have robbed my sleep 
but to just name a few of the ones that always grab me would be The Grateful 
Dead...especially when I was younger, NOFX, Pear Jam,  any member of the Marley 
family, Bob Dylan, Railroad Earth, Miles Davis, and so on and so on. However when 
it comes to film I would consider myself the opposite of a film buff. I really don’t 
watch much television and it takes something really special for me to sit down 
for a few hours and do nothing except for watch a movie. Last month I was sent 
a DVD of something that made me not sleep for two days because my mind was 
racing after watching it. In the film I saw parts of my own life unfolding right in 
front of my eyes. This documentary is called Off The Boulevard by Santo films...
Jeff Santo and his wife Christie.

jeff santo



60

Off the Boulevard is the story of seven different artists from around the world and 
from different styles of art that are friends and struggle to make it as indepen-
dent artists. They are Jeff Santo an independent filmmaker and the maker of this 
film, Troy Duffy another film maker and musician...known for creating The Boon-
dock Saints, David Della Rocco  and  Sanel Budimlic  who are both actors, comedian 
Bob Rubin, country musician Nick Nicholson, and punk musician Keith Jackson. The 
film tells the story from their eyes of what it is like to really be an independent 
artist and the big heart and learning process that goes along with it...and this is 
no sugar coated bull shit either. This film shows you exactly what it’s like to be 
independent in the creative world..the ups and downs, the lack of furniture, the 
constant moving, the low income, the building of your own sets, getting fucked 
over by the Big Guys...but it all boils down to a few things...not giving up, learning 
from your mistakes, constant growing, and hope..hope that in the end someone 
will pick up on what you are doing and learn from it, love it, and get something 
out of it, and maybe make a little income from what you love to do.

The film also has guest stars, just like any other documentary, that talk about 
their thought on being an independent artist which are: Eddie Vedder, Peter Fon-
da, Gilby Clark, Sonny Barger, Dan Haggerty, and Joe Mantegna. However great 
it is to hear these guys insight on the topic, the story does not need them. The 
original cast of artist carries the film. This is a must see for any independent art-
ist and should be shown to any beginner just starting out. Like it says is the film, “ 
this life is not for everyone.” Personally I view this has a modern day Beat story....
to live your dream out to it’s fullest until the end and to never give it up. I think 
in this society people monitor their lives by monetary value instead of doing the 
things that they love to do....and this film is about that...trust in your heart.

I must say I was very excited to viw this film about being an independent artist. 
Since I have been an independent artist and musician for over a decade I felt that 
I could truly relate to this film and about half-way through this my wife looked at 
me and said “do you see yourself in this film..I do.” To me what this film is about 
is not giving up on your dreams and talents and not letting the big money mak-
ing machine or Hollywood bring you down. It accurately displays what it is really 
like to be an independent artists..the ups and the downs. Where do you think this 
world would be if people like you, and your friends, and me, and the people I know 
were to give up or refuse to go after their dreams? How do we encourage more 
people to go after their dreams?
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To refuse a dream must be like digging your own grave, every-
day, for the rest of your life. Wake up and dig... go to sleep... wake 
up and dig all day again. That’s the refusal of the dream to me. 
So without the dreamers, this world would have a bunch of empty 
graves waiting to be filled.  I don’t think you can really encourage 
or make anyone go after their dreams, it’s deep within a person to 
trigger that on their own. I do think you can inspire people to under-
stand the strength of dreamers in pursuit of a dream... and hopefully 
turn those who stand in the way of that pursuit to move aside or 
help out.

Tell us a little bit about your background? You grew up with Ron Santo, third 
basemen for the Chicago Cubs as your father..did you want to be a ball player or 
was it always about creating?

Yes, of course I wanted to be a ballplayer. My father was my hero. 
I was a pretty good ballplayer too but just wasn’t my father... not 
too many people are. My creative journey started when I was a kid 
but wasn’t realized until I fully transferred my dream from baseball 
to film... and that wasn’t until my mid twenties. My childhood was 
like a great movie. My brother and I hung out at Wrigley Field ev-
ery summer and it was like own playground. We never watched the 
games, we always explored the depths of Wrigley Field like we were 
the Goonies searching for the lost treasure.  We had access every-
where... the clubhouse, the field, the dugout, the firehouse across 
the street. We explored every crevice in that stadium. That world I 
experienced as a kid was so unique and entertaining that I had no 
choice but to explore just as unique of a world as an adult. I believe 
that the ones who truly pursue their dreams never loose that kid in 
them. It’s the kid that dreams, the adult’s the one who says no to it.

I think that sometimes in this world kids are discouraged from following their 
dreams. Most parents don’t want their kids to struggle and be poor. And if they 
do a lot give up along the way because it can be hard and nasty and here you are 
putting out a film that shows just how hard it can be..but with determination and 
drive you can accomplish your goals and be true to yourself. When did you decide 
that this was it, that you were going to sacrifice comfort and fight for your art 
and creativeness?
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I decided that when I left Chicago. I was 28. You have to leave 
that place of comfort to really be on the journey. I could of stayed 
in Chicago, my dad had a lot of connections there as you know... 
but that wasn’t who I wanted to be. I loved my dad very much and 
I’m very proud to be his son, but I needed to have my own iden-
tity... I needed to find out who I was. There was something really 
free about leaving Chicago for me. I look back at it now and it re-
ally was the lift off for me, I spent many years in the woods after 
that lift off... studying and working on my craft as a writer. I lived in 
Venice Beach for 7 years, literally on the beach. I had this small little 
room in this old hotel that was made into an apartment building. The 
rent was $500 a month and I would us my open oven as a heater 
when it got cold in the winters.  That little room I had quotes all over 
the walls... any good quote I found in a book or on the boardwalk, 
I wrote it on my wall. I was committed then, there was no turning 
back. I spent so much time alone in my little room reading and writ-
ing... but when I felt that I was turning into Howard Hughes I would 
just walk out my front door and be part of all the people on the 
boardwalk.  It was the perfect environment to grow as an artist.

keith jackson
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David Della Rocco

Sanel Budimlic
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What started this particular project? What drove you to create this?

I started gathering footage about 7 years ago when we successfully 
distributed This Old Cub on our own website. I knew it was unique 
what Troy was doing with his website and his merchandise... and 
what we were doing with ours.  At that time I had no idea what kind 
of film I was going to make, I just knew it was the start of some-
thing. I became good friends with Rocco through my friendship with 
Troy.... years later I moved back to Arizona to do Jake’s Corner and 
reignited my friendship with Sanel Budimlic... then hanging out in AZ I 
met Nick Nicholson and Keith Jackson and started gathering some 
footage at their shows... then Bob Rubin and I became fast friends 
when I hung out with Troy in Toronto during the making of All Saints 
Day. After that,  I really struggled with distribution on Jake’s Corner 
that it brought me financially to my knees. Then I met Christie and 
she started helping craft the story.  I was forced financially to get a 
part time/full time job which took up too much of my time but made 
me more determined to tell this story. I was really pissed off so I had 
to find a way funnel that anger in the right direction. It just kind of 
morphed into this unique documentary when I finally discovered the 
narration of the film. Joseph Campbell was one of the authors I read 
when I lived in that apartment in Venice Beach... I had his quotes all 
over my walls... “Follow Your Bliss” was one of them. I guess I went 
back to that little apartment in my mind and found the inspiration.

Who were your heroes growing up and who are your heroes now? Have the type 
of people your consider your heroes changed as you grow older?

My heroes growing up were my dad and his teammates... guys like 
Ernie Banks, Billy Williams, Glenn Beckert, Fergie Jenkins, Randy 
Hundley, Don Kessinger... all those guys I hung out with in the Cubs 
Clubhouse and at Spring Training when I was a kid. Those were my 
heroes and will always be my heroes. I learned so much from just 
being around them.

I work as a cook 45 hours a week to pay my bills and pay for art supplies and you 
teach at S.C.C film school to make extra money for your projects. What advice can 
you give to people on how you deal with this, the lack of sleep, lack of time to get 
projects not only done but also marketed and distributed?
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Nick Nicholson

troy duffy
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scene from the boondock saints...rocco
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My advice is to enjoy those jobs or find a way out of them. Most 
of the time those jobs suck. I enjoy teaching, it helps me connect 
with a younger generation who hopefully want to do learn from 
what I’ve experienced. If my world becomes too busy for a greater 
good then I’ll probably move on from teaching in that environment 
to hopefully a bigger stage. For those of us who are dedicated in 
making a living from our art need to always be moving forward in 
making that happen.

Any other advice you have for younger creatives?

Yes, be humbled by the art form. If you don’t have that respect 
then don’t do it. With that humility and respect comes great dedi-
cation to making the best art possible. It’s a long road.

We are living in an age where a kid can record a whole album, or shoot and edit 
a whole film from his bedroom on his computer and then release it on the in-
ternet avoiding the middle men and the big name companies that tend to take 
a bunch of money from the artists. We have already seen record sales cd sales 
fall drastically because of the internet. Like Eddie Vedder stated in your film 
“the conveniences  of modern society are often a double edged sword.” Do you 
think the same will happen to the film industry? What are your thought on the 
internet and modern technology? And is their a down side to this?

It’s already happened in the film industry. I think the talented inde-
pendent artist is lost at sea with the internet. We need to find a 
way to guide the public to the talented indie artist. There’s so much 
crap on the internet that it’s impossible for the public to decipher 
what’s good or bad when it pertains to independents. We don’t 
have the dollars to compete with the big boys who are front and 
center when it comes to marketing their products. So we need to 
develop a new and unique distribution system for the talented indie 
artist.  We need to control the seas of our own internet where it’s 
safe to drop anchor... and it’s waters are patrolled by us, dedicat-
ed and experienced independents.  Like what you are doing with 
your magazine, getting this story and other stories out there, mak-
ing people aware, it’s the kind of help we all need.

You guys are lucky that you are able to work together. What is a day in the life 
of the Santo family like..busy i’m sure?
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Christie and I spent a year and a half in a dark room editing Off 
The Boulevard. Most people who spend that much time together 
split. We got married. So I guess when it’s right, it’s right. Off The 
Boulevard is our first kid together, and it’s definitely a girl. We’re 
very busy trying to get our girl our there to as many people as 
possible(that doesn’t sound right).

To purchase this DVD go to Santo Films 

at

http://www.santofilms.com/

Bob Rubin
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breakdancer

what does movement 
mean to you? by janna buck
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What does movement mean to you?  Is it something with a beginning and an 
end?  Would it be described as in relation to something else?   Does anything 
actually exist without movement?

It can be the tiny universe within an atom in animation for eons, blood flow-
ing through your body, or the winds of change.

What is important is that we get to experience it.  And enjoy it.  And laugh at 
it.  Babies know the joy of movement.  Dancers know the freedom of expres-
sion through movement.  Artists know creation through movement.  Everyone 
has the ability to enjoy some form of movement, and some people revel in the 
appreciation of the freedom that movement can give you.

The Burning Man Festival is a place where you can experience the joy of 
creation and movement all around you.

Burning Man is movement.
Burning Man is creation.
Burning Man is love.
Burning Man is life.

When you approach Black Rock City you see the plumes of dust rising above 
the cars, trucks, and RV’s that are trying to abide by the 5mph speed limit and 
are barely squashing the desire to hit the gas as they follow the meander-
ing lanes.  The orange cones marking the lanes are sometimes not visible and 
you just might get the feeling that you are driving on another planet as the 
dust engulfs your vehicle and the wiper blades begin to smear.  The playa has 
a warm light peachy color of dusty gypsum, left as sediment from the time of 
the dinosaurs, and departs a cozy glow as the sun drifts behind hills of cool 
purples, blues, and grays.  Orange duct tape is stretched across RV’s to form 
the jubilant Burning Man logo that made you smile when you spotted it on 
the highway.  There is an energy in the air released by the thousands of ex-
cited Black Rock citizens waiting to share a week of life, love, and creativity.  
Whether this is your first time here or not, YOU ARE HERE. 

Even waiting in line is a glimmer of the magic that you are about to be a part 
of.  Smiling faces wave from windows, decorated bikes flow past, and a bus 
with a bumping sound system is shining a green glow on the dance party that
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popped up beside it.  Occasional outbursts are heard as friends are reunited.   
After the sparkling tickets are checked, you may see a beautiful girl in a black 
tutu and combat boots ask that first timers, burgins, step out of the vehicles to 
swing a pole at one of the big metal bells that are posted for each lane.  Some-
times the clangs are accompanied by young men diving for the ground to roll 
around in the dust to show appreciation for this accomplishment of their jour-
ney and love for playa life.

Black Rock City gives people the chance to shake off limitations and de facto 
standards.  It is a place where individuality is encouraged and represented at 
every angle.  With this freedom, there is no other choice but to let loose, real-
izing that in an atmosphere of acceptance and joy there is nothing holding you 
back from frolicking as your true, vibrant self.  What you learn and gain will 
be yours forever as you re-embrace it, re-realize it, remember it.  The world 
opens up when accepting yourself is the norm. There is no one to tell you what 
to do or what to be.  There is a fine little schedule book they give you at the 
door that will help you choose what mini-adventures you may find yourself on.  
The book is well-organized, with obvious dedication to promoting self-growth 
and discovery.  It is an extraordinary feeling to see all the activities that are 
planned by fellow citizens just to give to you.  Theme camps have materialized 
up and down the streets offering services, hosting workshops, and providing 
places to hangout. Camps they have created with loving generosity, compas-
sion, respect, and playfulness.  Feeling a little haggard?  Stop and get your hair 
washed and hands massaged with lotion from 10am-4.  Want to get juiced on a 
lovely Wednesday morning?  Stop by for Bloody Marys, my dear, just bring your 
cup.  If you need a place to relax, the camp with all the hammocks will make 
you feel like an angel.  Voice yoga, intimacy topics, and presentations on an-
cient Hebrew texts can also be found here.  Self-healing workshops abound.

Everywhere around you is a celebration of life.  Movement, creation, and love 
are forces that intertwine here for you and from within you.

Costumes, bright colors, hand-made clothes, decorated hair, body paint, camp-
made pasties, Burning Man tattoos, poi, striped hula hoops, stilts, faux fur, 
parasols, crazy hats, and ingeniously constructed contraptions are some of the 
things cruising by.  Laughing comes easily as you see the creations we call 
human beings bounding around, in-love with their freedom.  This kind of
laughter comes from your soul and makes you say “Thank you.” Creativity, and
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the freedom to express it and enjoy it thoroughly, walks through the door like 
an old friend with a bunch of home-made cookies.  You can’t help but give a 
big hug and think, “I’m so glad you’re here.”

It seems the collection of festivities, art, and adornments are like a homage 
to the infinite wonders and beauties that compose life on this planet.  The 
Burning Man Festival is created by all these people coming together and shar-
ing different outcrops from components of their personalities.  Being able to 
see this essence and infinite creativity in a spectrum that we can process and 
participate in gives us a better understanding of our individual and collective 
potential.

Burning Man is a catalyst for personal growth, acceptance, and love.  There is a  
chain reaction when such an important and deeply felt transition takes place, 
especially when a large group of people can experience this growth together.  
The love expanded here does not stop at the borders of Black Rock City.  It is 
taken home and expressed from the hearts of the attendees that came from 
all over the world to be here.  Many of the burners go on to volunteer with 
Burners Without Borders that help to rebuild communities and host a vast ar-
ray of local and foreign projects.  The spirit of love that creates these opportu-
nities for the advancement of mankind is continually in motion.

Black Rock City participants, The Isis Vision Project is on the mission of the 
evolvement of consciousness.  Their stunning multi-media performance for 
the 2011 Burning Man Festival depicted human evolution and spoke of the ad-
vancement we are making toward Oneness.   Each component of the perfor-
mance was inspiring, and the energy was contagious as wild, raggedly clad 
dancers pounded the ground after escaping from their slow-moving, less-
defined forms.  Angels that floated gracefully overhead slowly spun a large 
ball that was then peeled away in layers to reveal the spinning, morphing DNA 
strands that nestled to each other inside.  A member of the group was asked, 
“What does it mean to you to be able to express yourself with the freedom 
of movement?”  She replied, “It is the freedom of spirit, the interconnected-
ness can drop into body and express Spirit.  All energy aligns and offers trigger 
points for others’ consciousness and leads to Oneness for all.”
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flying man

cloud rings
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big fireworks with Man



hula dancer

81



82

finish line



finish line

As your heart beats, you may wonder, “What does movement mean to 
me?”

willie

spinning lights with photographers
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Katie Rose
by ryan warner
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Katie Rose does some pretty amazing things with paper and an exacto knife....
of course she also has a gift of being able to do some amazing drawings as well.
A friend of mine turned me on to her art and she was gracious enough to let us 
take a view of her cut-outs and drawings. In a world where everything is going 
digital...like this magazine...her is an artist that still works with something most 
of us forgot about..paper.

nesting



What got you into cutting paper as an art?

My parents say (joking only slightly) that my favorite childhood past 
time was cutting pieces of paper into smaller pieces of paper. I’m 
fairly certain my childhood interest stemmed form a museum work-
shop on wycinanki (a Polish form of folk papercut art) that I went 
to when I was pretty young. I started working in the medium much 
more seriously when I was in college, as it was a good way for me 
to work with the essential shape of an image--that’s when I started 
looking at examples of scherenschnitte, which is a German style (or 
Swiss, or Dutch, depending on who you ask). Papercuts work 
really well for presenting what is essentially a line drawing.

What are your tools of the trade?

I use an xacto knife, usually with #11 disposable blades. The paper 
I use varies from project to project, but lately I use a combination of 
Strathmore drawing paper, Canson Mi-Tientes drawing paper, Art-
again black paper, and silhouette paper (which is a thin paper that 
is painted black on one side; you can’t really fold it, as the pigment 
chips off, but you can draw your image on the verso). In college, 
when I had less storage space and fewer supplies, I used “found 
materials,” which is a fancy way of saying grocery bags, printer 
paper, and scrap paper form the art lab.

Can you explain the process of doing paper cutting?

Usually I draw a few thumbnails of the image I’m planning to cut 
before I pick my paper. Then I’ll either draw directly on the paper, 
lay it out flat on a cutting mat, and cut it out, smallest portions of 
the image first, working from the center out; or I’ll draw the im-
age on tracing paper and tape it over the paper I want to use. I 
use tracing paper when I have a lot of drawing or when I’m work-
ing with text, because then I don’t have to worry about cutting mir-
ror images or smearing graphite all over the finished piece. (Note: 
I often put my cutting mat on a sturdy table and hunch over it like 
a vulture, but I have also been known to fasten the mat to a huge 
clipboard, so I can work in front of the television. When a project 
takes tens of hours, it gets kind of boring in the studio.) I keep a 
clean sheet of paper on hand to lay over the papercut-in-progress 
when I take breaks, or when I’ve cut a very intricate section--it pre-
vents me from catching little pieces of paper on my seeves or acci-
dentally ripping something.
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black ship

blood orange



book
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whale
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nativity scene



booby

hedgehog

skin
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Describe the process it takes to go from the originals thought to the finished 
piece?

I think I’ve described my process a bit above, but I’ll note that my 
papercuts rarely, if ever, look much like the initial drawings; the fun-
ny thing about cutting paper is that you find new ways of working 
with the medium as you go, so some shapes are easier or harder 
to cut out. I used to start a project and keep at it nonstop until it 
was finished, but as time passes, I’m learning the wisdom of work-
ing on a papercut a little at a time; it prevents fatigue on several 
levels.



I know that some people work with symmetrical images, and so 
they’ll fold the paper and cut through the layers, but I tend to work 
with flat sheets. 

peter wolf

Katie Rose’s work can be found at 

http://anklecemetery.blogspot.com/
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peter wolf detail

97



98

 SuperHeavy- a band created by mick jagger that 
  has damian marley, joss stone, A. R. Rahmen, and 
   Dave Stewart....some pretty cool stuff...a jiant
   melting pot of flavors for your ears...and 
    they got shepard fairey to do the cover for
 them..pretty cool stuff here.

soja-
    A great reggae band from virginia that 
   a friend from tumblr turned me on to...real  
good stuff here for your ears and soul. 

 erika Badu-
    i haven’t listened to this girl in a few
  years and then the other day when it 
   was raining my mp3 player told me to 
   play the album “mamma’s gun”...i listened
     and was very pleased that i did. man 
   can she sing. this is one of my favorite 
  albums of all time. 
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Sounds       
 the john butler trio- this is another new 
  find that i can’t stop playing..check out
  anything from this band and you won’t be
 disappointed. in fact i’m going to go put 
  some on right now.

xavier rudd- i saw him a few years ago but 
most not have been paying attention..boy 
do i fee stupid now.  this man is simply 
 amazing and is spreading good vibes  and
  messages through his music. a surfer 
  and outdoorsman that  plays the heck 
  out of a slide guitar, drums, and a
   didgeridoo.
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Art, Beats, and Eats
by floyd

african dancing 1
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So in the beginning of September I had my heart set on going to the Detroit 
Jazz Festival to photograph some jazz musicians....butmy wife discovered the 
Art, Beats, and Eats  Festival being held up in Royal Oak, Michigan. With art, 
music on many stages, and a ton of local food I was sold. We were only able 
to make it up on Monday, the last day of the festival but we still had a blast. 
This is the work that I got from that day.

the wall clocks 1
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the cult heroes 2
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brae 1



105brae 1 ferris wheel
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*All works published are reproduced with permission of the 
artist. Artist retains all copyrights to the artwork and the 
image will not be reproduced or used in any other format.

This is a Random 
Dharma Jazz 
Production
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LISTEN
TO

YOUR 

OWN
MIND
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