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I h a v e a l w a y s e x p l o r e d d u a l i t y ,

b o t h p e r s o n a l l y a n d a r t i s t i c a l l y .

L o o k i n g f o r t h e b e a u t y

i n t h e g r o t e s q u e .
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GARDNER



The f i rst t ime I drove through eastern Arkansas I thought i t was the b l e a ke s t place I ’d ever been.
I t s bone-brown fields stretched to the horizon, its co r rugated towns huddled under f lat gray skies.
T ime seemed to stand purgator ia l l y st i l l . I t was not a p lace I wanted to spend an afternoon in .

Years later, in nearby Memphis where I l ived, I contracted a chronic il lness that reduced me to a sort
of l iv ing death. I was so fatigued that I couldn’t take a shower without needing to l ie down for hours
a f te rward . Tachycard ia , l i ke a constant parade in my chest , p revented me f rom leav ing my
house . Bra in fog diminished my mental chatter to a sort of muffled hum. I lived on my couch.

Wh i t e i t ' s t r u e t h a t i l l n e s s c a n s t r i p y o u r l i f e o f t h e t h i n g s t h a t m a ke i t m e a n i n g f u l , i t
c a n a l s o h e l p you d i s cove r new mean i n g i n t h i n g s you p rev i ou s l y ove r l oo ked .

It had been a decade since I picked up a camera. It was only housebound that I started to crave wandering the streets
in a cloud of creative potential, to feel that heightened awareness that comes with arranging compositions.

I had spent the prev ious ten years wr i t ing f i c t ion , but ambigu i ty and hidden mean i n g no longer
interested me, and mining my life for them stressed me out.

No one l ikes to imagine us, the chronical ly i l l , trapped on our couches, helpless in our midday beds.
I hated imagining myself. There was nothing about the illness I wanted to say. I wanted only not to be ill.

Two years later, af ter see ing a dozen spec ia l i st s and try ing treatments both minor and extreme,
I d i s c o v e r e d a study that led me to the root cause of my i l lness , and the treatment that could cure
it. Within a few months of starting the t r e a tmen t , I was tumbling from the rabbit hole, abruptly well.

The jou rney th rough i l l ne s s re shaped my p e r s p e c t i v e on l i fe and what I want f rom i t . Ra the r
t h a n r e t u r n t o w r i t i n g , I e m b r a c e d p h o t o g r a p h y .

Red i s cove r i ng th i s a r t fo rm hasn ’ t been ju s t abou t cap tu r i ng images . I t ’s abou t r e c l a i m i n g a
p i e c e o f m y s e l f t h a t I h a d f o r g o t t e n .

T h r o u g h t h e l e n s , I ’m f i n d i n g a wa y t o r e - c o n n e c t w i t h t h e wo r l d o u t s i d e my c o n f i n e d
s p a c e a n d t o e x p r e s s m y s e l f w i t h o u t w o r d s .

My favo r i t e s ub j e c t h a s be come , i ron i c a l l y, t h e p u r g a t o r i a l l a nd s cape o f ea s te r n A r kan s a s .

I feel now what I didn’t when I f irst drove through this place: a deep appreciation for the forgotten,
fo r t he n e g l e c t e d , fo r t he t h i n g s t h a t be come e x t r a o r d i n a r y when you ' ve fa c ed the i r l o s s .

– Gardner Mounce
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J I M M Y
V E G A



are we like somewhere in sacramento

today i saw a chrysalis & thought of you

waiting for my algorithm to digitize my

own nostalgia, way i feel invisible in july

christmas—there is a tree inside a room

somewhere in los angeles—have you seen

them, behind the curtain of the firework

sky lawn, behind the tongue-tied solo cup

martini impression—sucks being the cool-

est kid in the room but when i entered the

fred meyer for my taxes & a lobotomy

there was something about denial that i

refused to chew, yet everyone watched me

lacing up my surveilled body inside fiber-

glass container, guilty of everything



i am no longe r a l i s t o f a t ta chment s

i am no longe r a l i s t o f a t ta chment s
a senso r y ama l gamat i on as combust i on
neu ros i s / i am my mothe r ’s qu i e t p raye r
t ran s i en t f l i c ke r b r i e f a s causa l i t y, ha zy
amber v i deo tape hue , unexcava ted me-
mory / i am the fo rma l cause o f an un -
found poem, we i ght l e s s & yea rn ing
i n r imbaud i an so l i t ude / now that i ’m
i ’m in love & no longe r a poet / i n s tead
hummingb i rd s i ng i ng a l l o f my g rand -
mothe r ’s se c re t s , one who ’s a shes
a re kep t i n non - cobweb -anc i ent- chu rch
a rch i va l box revo lu t i on / i keep th ink i ng
abou t who you ’d be i f i ’d neve r l e f t / how
the dese r t can ’ t ho ld you o r how a l l f l owers
beg fo r ra i n / i keep read ing i n the da rk
to h ide my l i za rd b ra i n i n the fo rm of l i c k i ng
my own wounds / i f pa i n i s eve r y th i ng—
my tongue becomes my sac r i f i c i a l o f renda /
yea rn ing to meet you w i th i n go lden hum
the re i s a s t ree t l i gh t l o s t i n s i de a l l o f u s
how e l se cou ld we rad i a te pas t m idn i gh t
i f you ’ve eve r been fo l l owed in s i de
f l uo re s cent i s l e s o f a conven i ent s to re
ra i s e you r hand & repeat a f te r me when
my g randmothe r d i ed i l o s t a l o t o f eve r y-
th i ng bu t no t j u s t any th ing , one who ’d
p ray fo r me rush ing towards s l a te s t ree t s
i can hea r he r vo i ce when i fo cu s on the ac t i on
o f pho to synthes i s o r i n the l im ina l i t y o f s l eep
l i d s cha s i ng moon cyc l e s , e l eg i a c & round &
cy l i nd r i ca l i n a way that ca r r i e s how
e l se d id i eve r fa l l a s l eep w i thou t you ho ld i ng
my hand & now that i ’m in l ove
& no longe r a poet the end ing i s re f ra i n



new romantic or can’t you smell the world burning

i wanna be unsubscribed within my digital

vertigo of transient escalator rendezvous

when will my teeth rot out if not during mi-

rror shock or their fake ass pseudo art phase

i’m on compton blvd & it feels good to know

you’re ready to dismantle heteronormative

norms—when do we realize that our parents

are not only the ghost light inside us but smell

after rain, a homeward frontier etched in cracked

asphalt—there is an emptiness that scratches the

god in my throat when i remember that i’ve once

hurt you—i said there is an emptiness that scratches

the god in my iris when i recall how much i’ve lost

you—los angeles only feels this cute with you

new romantic hood skyline pigeon flutter concrete

where else—

















































HEATHER WILCOXON



My styles have changed over the years. From quirky cartoon forms to boats, houses, ladders,

heads, figures or abstract forms. My works have always been an emotional reaction to how I

see the world around me. From political issues, too, environmental, social or sometimes a

personal experience. Without these feelings my work is dead or a waste of time. I am also

attracted to decay and the history of what’s underneath a boat or a house or leaving some of

the history of the many works that I have painted over. However I don’t like to tell people

what each painting is about, because I do like my audience to find their own story.

I u sed to co l l age onto canvas . I app l i ed many of my drawings p lus t rans fe r red

images or just drew onto the canvas. Now I just paint. I pour, scrape, or use my hands

and other too ls . I st i l l d raw on the canvas us ing o i l st i cks . I am always look ing

for new ways of us ing paint. After painting for over 30 plus years it still surprises me.

It’s been my journey and I still have years to explore.

— Heather Wilcoxon





















































































F R E D F R E E



i create
because i grew up in the everything looks the same suburb of Levittown New Jersey.

because my mom drew floor plans on random scraps of paper before she rearranged the furniture.
because my dad wrote poetry when he wasn't behind a desk at an office far away.

because my older brother made the coolest posters.
because my oldest brother had numerous personal and mental challenges.
because my grandmother took snapshots like her life depended on it.

because my grandfather was a table-pad salesman and gave me his extra sheets of large paper.
because my other grandfather edited the Philadelphia Almanac and knew the strangest facts.

because my childhood dog caught Frisbees and sneezed on command.
because at our Secret Santa party in kindergarten a kid gave me a poorly wrapped used pair of
underpants which my teacher Mrs. Rosen immediately replaced with a big box of new crayons.

because i painted blue clouds on a class mural in first grade and got laughed at.
because when we moved in fourth grade i finally got my own bedroom which had peeling

glossy red paint so i got to draw and tape things onto the walls.
because in middle school i got bullied and used the art room as a safe haven.

because in high school i had the coolest drafting teacher and got to design buildings.
because i watched a lot of seventies game shows sci-fi and Monty Python.

because we had wall-to-wall green shag carpeting.
because my first concert was Devo.

because as a sophomore at RISD a teacher said "nice drawings but you didn't think".
because i worked at a bookstore in a mall.

because i did space planning for a large retail chain.
because i quit a dull architecture job and backpacked around Europe instead.

because i regularly played pool at a bar where a random old man told me to just shoot straight.
because i went on my first and only blind date.

because i found a bunch of old technical slides in a laundromat trashcan.
because i had a dream on April 28th 1994 about coming upon a group of people artistically transforming
everything in my childhood home then running out the back window and into an awaiting school bus.

because i pulled up to a tollbooth on the garden state parkway
and the toll keeper said "see what i mean" and nothing else

because i opened my dictionary to a random page and saw "Frederica / freelance" at the top.
because i found transparencies about cloning and numerous flat rats while walking the alleys of Boston.

because "Mmm...Skyscraper I Love You" by Underworld and Tomato blew me away.
because i bought the game SimCity 2000.

because my 4 year old son said random cowboy instead of ride 'em cowboy
and grew up to be a comedy writer.

because i set up an account at DeviantArt.
because a guy named Char l ie bought several of my col lages.
because a guy named Charles created a book called Index A.

because "This is the Day" by The The just played.
Because I am asked why

i create.



































L E I B O W I T Z
ROZ



— R o z L e i b o w i t z

I WORK WITH MY EYES CLOSED

The minute I found Midjourney I knew I had found something that
matches me. It works from the inside out. I work from the inside out. That
is to say the entire history of the world is in a great soup of darkness and
I have to pick pick pick to bring some remnants to light. It's that simple.

The Midjourney ai is nicknamed Midge. Over the last 2 years we have
developed a wonderful partnership, Midge and I. I enter some pictures
from my digital archive (that's the "prompt" part) and Midge blends
them into new images. I look for surprises because that is what Midge
does best: surprises, often ridiculous. I don't want perfect renditions
of preconceived ideas; I want something that moves me down the
proverbial rabbit hole. As in: oh! there's something I can work with
here... Then it's time to keep blending images until I simply give up and
say this one's ok and it's time to let it go. They're never perfect. I don't
even t ry. Bette r to work wi th Midge than f i ght w i th her. And in
al l m y y e a r s m a k i n g a r t , I f o u n d g i v i n g u p t o b e e s s e n t i a l .

My images are odd and weird because I am odd and weird, and no
matter how sophisticated ai image-making becomes, it too will always
be odd and weird. Where do all these images come from? Algorithms?
If so, then the algorithms have some pretty strange magic in them.

I don't know what to call these pictures. They've been given various
names: generative art, post-photography images, or simply ai. I do know
I'm still the artist in this wonderful collaboration. I still make the
decisions. But this is new. Midge isn't a camera, paintbrush or chisel.
This is new. We haven't figured it all out yet and I hope we never figure
it all out. Going from inside to outside is sometimes the way we move
forward. I'm doing that and all the while I work with my eyes closed.





























J U D I T H
P A C H T



L ibera Me

The faint scent of skunk

far from sirens & congestion –

steer manure, leaf-change, earth-scent.

Allow me more: to scout out dry husks,

wet soil, to feel mid-day peels, white-breath

nights. Dark-mined mornings with my doves

& squirrels mark the month’s near end.

Next year this time late fall again. Dark days.

Libera me, Domine. Faure seduces by opening

doors, but where to go through, how or why?

Maybe self-correction or change of course.

His Libera Me, freedom through death,

tempts – but for now I’ll inhabit life,

learn from seeing blind.



Untied

scraps collected
saved & shaped to stanzas
or laid out with care on paper
like starched & ironed organza

crushed
oh those crumpled hours
torn & tossed away
(something might be there) & then

once when I was three
I tried to tie my shoe
hurled it flying fury
against the flowered wall paper
making bruises of purple-petaled flowers

not so much later I came to know
the shoe’s lace better its loop-the-loop
its up-round-down & then the lace

& I became a bow



Surface

Like a motel, the table by the bed,
the dressers, veneer, everything
matching, serene and restful as motels
are meant to be, for the business traveler
who clinches a merger, the hungry lovers
who clinch and merge, the invisible room
service, the waiter ’s smile as he
enters each opened door,

although you know, some days
with an ear to the facing, you can hear
the plywood peeling strip by strip,
the glue melting, dissolving to liquid,
and in a wind the water roils oily black
or turns viscous, even tears the heart,
all the while the veneer ’s shining
smooth, the grain unmarked,

and who would know, or even care,
unless you prized something solid,
durable, unless you counted on it.



TERESA
WATSON



I paint and draw because I feel “something” needs to come out, like I need to get things

out, it ’s a drive to make things. After I paint, I like to stare at my art and mentally process

what was painted, like I am searching for meaning. This may stem from my childhood and

schizoaffective disorder both being chaotic. I am throwing out an anchor by painting, it

helps ground me somewhere. Something has to make sense at least on reflection. My art

shows my chaos mixed with normalcy, the insane verses the sane, all mixed together in

a confusing way and somehow I try to make sense of everything. I at least hope to get the

feeling of my world out to others and share dark humor as a way of connecting to people.

— Tere sa Wat son





































































MA R I A N O
Z A RO



Exposure

The summer
brought you back.

Not the tentative, early summer.
The furniture still cold and sleepy.

Not the last days of summer,
melancholic, licking the forehead
of autumn.

The heart of summer.

The rooftops offered to the sky
like skinned knees.

The light— flat, unstoppable.

No place to hide.
No other season.



The Weight of Sound

— Sir, you know how this works;
just delete the last syllable of your words.

— Para seguir adelante.
— Yes, to move on you have to be lighter.
— Tan solo una sílaba.
— Only one, yes.
— La última sílaba.
— The last syllable, that’s right.
— Por ejemplo …
— For example camino becomes cami, libertad becomes liber,
amatista, amatis.

— Nadie me entenderá.
— They will understand.
Millions of people are already done with the upgrade.

— Me da miedo el cambio, tanta pérdida.
— Change may be scary. But you don’t lose much.
Few sounds here and there.

— Me da tristeza.
— It’s not as sad as you think. You are shedding weight, remember.
— Algunas palabras tienen solo una sílaba.
— Of course, some words only have one syllable. I am aware of that.
—
—
— ¿Puedo decirlas por última vez?
— Yes, you can. Some of them.
You can say them one last time before crossing.

— Adiós mar, sal, sol, luz, bien, mal, más, pez, pan, sí, ser, paz, tú,
voz, no.



North or South

—You are on the other side.
—No, tú estás en el otro lado.

A blind river without name,
un río ciego, sin nombre,
flows with outstretched arms,
like a somnambulist,
como un sonámbulo.

When the river finds an edge
it becomes waterfall,
underground current,
corriente subterránea,
it becomes clouds.

La lluvia derrite los contornos.
North and South. Norte y Sur.





























































For nearly four decades now, much of my work as an artist has been

informed by specific potent and visceral childhood experiences at

my grandparents' homes, both situated along the Susquehanna River.

My father was born and raised in the Susquehanna rivertown of

Plymouth, PA in the coal rich Wyoming Valley near Wilkes Barre. The

mining operations were still ongoing when I visited there as a child, coal

dust permeated everything, abandoned sealed off mine shafts still

jutted up from the streets in random locations, and the entire

mountainside behind the town was laid bare from strip mining. During

visits there, my brothers and I would sneak up into the ravaged

landscape and scramble up the steep culm banks searching for fossils,

often finding fossilized whole tree ferns in huge sheets of slate so large

they couldn't be carried out. A decade later nature got the upper hand,

the Susquehanna engulfing the entire first floor of my grandparents’

home during the great flood caused by Hurricane Agnes. Witnessing this

back and forth first hand - the destructive forces of both nature and

human activity, the resilience and survival - it all had a big impact.





Further down river, in York County, PA, my maternal g randparents , in the

1930s, purchased and restored a decaying old three-story stone inn perched

atop a wooded ridge commanding a panoramic view of the Susquehanna

River as it bends ninety degrees past a large outcropping known as “Chickies

Rock” before heading south under the Columbia-Wrightsville Bridge toward

the Chesapeake bay. This prominent house, known as "Roundtop," was where

my mother grew up, its stone walls giving a sense of permanence and

sanc tuary away f rom the wor ld and i t s t roub les .

During summer vacations from school I would escape into this paradise at

Roundtop, leaving behind the boredom of my Washington D.C. suburban home,

spending the hours roaming the wooded hills collecting insects, rocks, animal

bones, or an�que soda-pop bo�les discarded by turn-of-the-century picnickers

on the hill. The river was an ever-present fixture of the surrounding backdrop, its

glint shining through the trees or its distant form framed by the windows of the

house. Watching thunderstorms move through the valley, witnessing the great

floods inundate the river towns below, the massive ice jams, seasonal bird

migra�ons, and spectacular sunsets reflected in the river – all of these things le�

an imprint.







When the opportunity arose, my brothers and I would sneak

up to Roundtop's forbidden third floor, once the bedrooms of

my mother and uncle, but now a reliquary of artifacts from

their childhoods - old toys; decaying collections of butterflies,

moths and assorted insects; animal skulls and bones; Lionel

trains and posters of 1950s movie and sports stars, all

buried under dusty boxes of now antique clothing, books and

paraphernalia. A secret treasure trove, yet a sad reminder of

lost youth and innocence. As the chime of the grandfather

clock permeated the stone walled silence of the great house,

and the cicada songs slowly morphed into the night chatter of

Katydids, we would linger by the back porch in the evening,

watching distant fireworks and waiting for the great silk

moths to flutter in from the woods toward the lit ceiling

lamps. With nets in hand we would trap them, place them in

a jarred gas chamber until the last flutter of their wings

signaled their death, at which point we would pin them down

to be displayed in a collection, eventually to be forgotten and

decay just like their predecessors on the third floor.









Over �me, my grandmother would become wheelchair bound, crippled by ALS,

and eventually Roundtop would be sold and leave the family, ending an era in

my life - a thought unimaginable in my youth with Roundtop's solidity and

percep�on as a permanent family fixture. Ul�mately, these fer�le memories of

Roundtop le� an imprint, luring me back to purchase the adjoining farmhouse

property. For the last 40 years I have lived there, raised a family and maintained

a studio there. From my studio window each day I can see the Susquehanna

flowing ever onward, a con�nual reminder of my past, present and future

connec�ons to this river valley, as well as a metaphorical reminder of the

passage of time, and the transience of our journey here.

This deep connec�on to place which arose from those visits to my grandparents'

homes along the Susquehanna, as well as plan�ng my own roots here, all provided

a wellspring from which most of my ar�s�c inspira�on is drawn. The sense of �me

and history, the cycles of life and death, growth and decay, permanence and

impermanence - all of this would eventually inform my work as an ar�st. The most

common and everyday occurrences, places, memories and things - insects, flora

and fauna; the Susquehanna River and surrounding hills; the fences, jet trails and

roads that divide the rural landscape on the edge of urban sprawl; the dots of light

on the horizon and plumes of smoke from distant power plants; doorways and

empty rooms; family rituals and events, although a familiar part of my

surroundings, take on deeper significance in my work, becoming unconven�onal

metaphor, transformed into universal concepts and themes, allowing me, through

my work, to examine and confront the issues I face as an ar�st, parent, spouse and

as a participant in life at this particular time in history.
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8 . R O S Y ’ S L A M P

9 . P A R K AV E N U E L O B B Y L A M P , A N N U N C I A T I O N

1 0 . S H E R B U R N E H O T E L L A M P

1 1 . S T . C E C I L I A L A M P

1 2 . P A R K AV E N U E L O B B Y L A M P W I T H P H O N E

1 3 . U P P E R E A S T S I D E H O T E L L O B B Y L A M P

1 4 . V I K I N G H O T E L L A M P

1 5 . W Y N D H A M H O T E L L A M P

1 6 . G U E S T R O O M L A M P ( D E T A I L ) ( T H I S P A G E )

D A N W I T Z

w w w . d a n w i t z . c o m /

w w w . i n s t a g r a m . c o m / d a n w i t z s t r e e t a r t /

https://www.danwitz.com/
https://www.instagram.com/danwitzstreetart/


G A R D N E R
M O U N C E

A L L G A R D N E R ’ S I M A G E S A R E U N T I T L E D
A L L G A R D N E R ’ S I M A G E S A R E U N T I T L E D
A L L G A R D N E R ’ S I M A G E S A R E U N T I T L E D
A L L G A R D N E R ’ S I M A G E S A R E U N T I T L E D
A L L G A R D N E R ’ S I M A G E S A R E U N T I T L E D
A L L G A R D N E R ’ S I M A G E S A R E U N T I T L E D
A L L G A R D N E R ’ S I M A G E S A R E U N T I T L E D

https://www.instagram.com/gardner_mounce/
https://www.instagram.com/gardner_mounce/


ROB IN
CROFT

1 . E LDERSH I P SPACE WALK ( T I T LE PAGE )

2 . ON THE N IGHT WATCH

3 . T I N MAN

4 . SELF AS A TW IN POP IN JULY

5 . S T I L L L I F E W I TH ABSURD ORJECTS AND TRAC INGS

6 . THE ELDERSH I P CREWMAN REV I S I T S THE PAST

7 . THE LOBOTOMY

8 . THE ROCKET SC I ENT I S T BLASTS OFF

9 . N IGHTMARE A

1 0 . S TAR ING OUT A PORTHOLE

11 . PROSTHET I C I N F I N I T Y

1 2 . HA I KU CLOUD

1 3 . MEMORY OF V I V I AN ROSS , ART TEACHER

1 4 . THE SNAKE DREAM

15 . DATES W I TH DEST I NY

1 6 . FA I L I NG MEMORY

1 7 . GRAFF I T I AROUND A PORTHOLE

1 8 . N IGHTMARE B

1 9 . HAVEN

2 0 . P LEASANT DREAMS , CREWMAN

21 . MEMORY OF V I V I AN ROSS (DETA I L ) ( TH I S PAGE )

C R O F T
w w w . i n s t a g r a m . c o m / s h i p w r e c k a r t i s t /

https://www.instagram.com/shipwreckartist/


J I M M Y V E G A
Jimmy Vega is the child of Mexican immigrants, a Chicanx Los

Angeles born and raised poet, writer, educator, ar�st, and curator.

His debut poetry collec�on will be published by What Books Press in

2025. He holds an MFA from the School of Cri�cal Studies, Crea�ve

Wri�ng Program at CalArts, where they co-created the MFA in

Crea�ve Wri�ng’s HYPERLINK reading series and a B.A. in English

with a concentra�on in Crea�ve Wri�ng from UCLA. In 2023 their

work was on view at The Reef Los Angeles as part of the group

exhibit, Spell/ing. He is a former 2023 ELL Faculty Fellow at CalArts

and is the Associate Director of Beyond Baroque Literary Arts/

Center. He lives in Los Angeles, on unceded Tongva land, with his

partner Gladys, and schnauzer, Olive.

are we like somewhere in sacramento

Previously published in “Broken Lens Journal”

W e b s i t e : j i m m y - v e g a . c o m

https://www.jimmy-vega.com


w w w . i n s t a g r a m . c o m c a r l c o r e y p h o t o g r a p h e r /

1 . L U C K , W I S C O N S I N ( T I T L E P A G E )

2 . I C E F I S H E R M A N , W I S C O N S I N

3 . T E R E S A M A C Z E R A - P A N K A S H O E S

4 . M O N D O V I , W I S C O N S I N

5 . B R U C E & H I S R O O S T E R A T H O M E - R I V E R F A L L S , W I S C O N S I N

6 . G A R Y , I N D I A N A

7 . G R A C E & H E R R O C K E T

8 . M E N O M O N I E , W I S C O N S I N

9 . B I L L - T V R E PA I R M A N - D R E S S E L E C T R C I C

1 0 . M E D I C I N E B O W , W Y O M I N G

1 1 . E R N E S T & N U G G E T

1 2 . S A N T A M O N I C A , C A L I F O R N I A

1 3 . R O N N I E S H E R I L L - S A T I N W AV E B E A U T Y & B A R B E R S H O P

1 4 . S A U L T S T E M A R I E , M I C H I N G A N

1 5 . C A R L - C A R D T E N D E R - P E N N S Y L VA N I A

1 6 . M A C K I N AW C I T Y , M I C H I G A N

1 7 . C H R I S - T H E K I T C H E N

1 8 . H O T E L L O B B Y - S T . C H A R L E S , M I C H I G A N

1 9 . P E T E - A R N O T T , W I S C O N S I N

2 0 . T O N A N A N D A , N E W Y O R K

2 1 . B A D A X E , M I C H I G A N ( D E T A I L ) ( T H I S P A G E )

CARL COREY
h t t p s : / / c a r l c o r e y . c o m /

https://www.instagram.comcarlcoreyphotographer/
https://carlcorey.com/


1 . S T U D I O S E L F I E ( T I T L E P A G E )
2 . C A N W E S AV E O U R S E L V E S ?
3 . F U N K Y S E L F – P O R T R A I T
4 . R E S T
5 . W H O T H E F U C K A R E W E ?
6 . W H A T A D AY
7 . P R E S E N T T I M E S
8 . R E D T I D E
9 . W I R E L E S S
1 0 . R E A C H
1 1 . G L O W
1 2 . A V O I D A N C E
1 3 . C L I M B A B O A R D
1 4 . B L I N D D A N C E R
1 5 . S T A N D I N G WAT C H
1 6 . F L O O D
1 7 . I L I K E P I N K
1 8 . F R O M T H E O I L S P I L L S E R I E S
1 9 . T U R M O I L
2 0 . R E B E L
2 1 . R O U G H E D G E S
2 2 . E L E C T I O N
2 3 . S H I T F L O A T S ( T H I S P A G E )

H E A T H E R W I L C O X O N

w w w . h e a t h e r w i l c o x o n . c o m /

https://www.heatherwilcoxon.com/


w w w . r o b e r t s u l k i n . c o m /

S U L K I N
1 . O C R A C O K E 5 ( T I T L E P A G E )

2 . S T A R R Y D AY

3 . D A R K P O E M F O R E A R T H

4 . E A R T H P O E M 2 1 1

5 . E L S E W H E R E 2 0

6 . E A R T H P O E M 4

7 . D A R K P O E M F O R E A R T H 5 5

8 . D E A R D I A R Y -

M I S C A L C U L A T E D C O N S E Q U E N C E S

9 . E A R T H P O E M 2 1 4

1 0 . E L S E W H E R E 1 7

1 1 . E A R T H P O E M 1 7 8

1 2 . D E A R D I A R Y -

T O D AY I S AW

1 3 . E A R T H P O E M Z

1 4 . E A R T H P O E M 2 2 3

1 5 . E A R T H P O E M 8 9

1 6 . O C R A C O K E 6

1 7 . E L S E W H E R E 5 9

1 8 . E A R T H P O E M 8 8

1 9 . E L S E W H E R E 3

2 0 . E L S E W H E R E 3 5

2 1 . E L S E W H E R E 5 7 ( D E T A I L ) ( T H I S P A G E )

https://www.robertsulkin.com/


1 . O N E M I G H T S U P P O S E ( D E T A I L ) ( T I T L E P A G E )

2 . U N T I T L E D

3 . D E T A I L M O R E C L E A R L Y

4 . D I S C O N S U L A T E L Y H E T U R N S , N E A R E R , C L E A R E R

5 . D R E A M S , O N L Y T O F A D E AWAY

6 . D R I F T I N G A L O N G

7 . M O R E T H A N E V E R

8 . F E T T E R S F A L L A N D I A M

9 . O U T T H E R E S O M E W H E R E

1 0 . O F S PA C E A N D G R A C E

1 1 . R E A C H E D T H E D AY

1 2 . S E L F - P O R T R A I T ( C H O O S E Y O U R O W N A D V E N T U R E )

1 3 . T H I S I M M E N S E T I M E

1 4 . R E D U C E D S E N T E N C E S

1 5 . T R A M P L E D O N , G O N E

1 6 . O F W H A T F U N W E H A D T R Y I N G D I F F E R E N T WAY S

1 7 . V A N I S H I N G H U L L A B A L O O

1 8 . U N T I T L E D S E L F I E ( T H I S P A G E )

w w w . f r e d f r e e . c o m /

https://www.instagram.com/fred_free/
https://www.fredfree.com/


1 . B L U E D E E R ( T I T L E P A G E )

2 . B O X M O N S T E R

3 . G L A S S D U C K

4 . A I R P O R T

5 . M O N S T E R

6 . T H E A T E R

7 . C A T W O M A N

8 . H O R N

9 . D R AW I N G

1 0 . R A B B I T M A N

1 1 . E Y E L A S H D O G

1 2 . F I S H P I A N O

1 3 . H O R S E M A N

1 4 . E G G S

1 5 . L O N G N E C K ( T H I S P A G E )

R O Z
L E I B O W I T Z

https://www.rozleibowitz.com/


Judith Pacht’s third full-length book Facing South will be
published by Giant Claw Press in 2025. Her recent books include
Infirmary for a Private Soul (Tebot Bach) and A Cumulous Fiction
(Finishing Line Press). Her book Summer Hunger (Tebot Bach),
won the 2011 PEN Southwest Book Award for Poetry. Earlier
chapbooks include User’s Guide, St. Louis Suite (Finishing Line
Press), and Falcon.

A three-time Pushcart nominee, Pacht was first place winner in the
Georgia Poetry Society’s Edgar Bowers competition. Her work
has appeared in journals that include Ploughshares, Runes,
Nimrod and Phoebe, and her poems have been translated into
Russian for publication in Foreign Literature (Moscow). Her work
appears in numerous anthologies.

Pacht has read at the Los Angeles Times Festival of Books and
Charleston, SC’s Piccolo Spoleto Festival. She has taught political
poetry at Denver’s annual LitFest at the Lighthouse, in Los
Angeles at Beyond Baroque, and at UCLA Extension.

She lives in Los Angeles with her partner, Kenneth Fisher.

J U D I T H P A C H T

w w w . j u d i t h p a c h t . c o m

https://www.judithpacht.com


TE R E S A W A T S O N

1 . L O V E H A T E ( T I T L E P A G E )

2 . E L E V A T O R M U S I C

3 . N U M B E R O F B U M P S

4 . H E A L I N G F R O G

5 . H E R M I T

6 . N I C E W E A T H E R

7 . T E L E P O R TA T I O N

8 . D E A T H

9 . W O B B L E W O B B L E

1 0 . T H E B E A N B A G

1 1 . F R O G G E R

1 2 . L I G H T B E I N G S

1 3 . I H A T E E V E R Y T H I N G

1 4 . L O L

1 5 . T H E W O R L D

1 6 . W H A T ’ S T H E M A T T E R ?

1 7 . W H A T ’ S T H E M A T T E R ? ( D E T A I L ) ( T H I S P A G E )

h t t p s : / / t e r e s a w a t s o n a r t i s t . c o m /

https://teresawatsonartist.com/


A L E X
U R B A N

h t t p : / / w w w . a l e x u r b a n . p l /

h t t p s : / / www. i n s t a g r am . c om / a l e x . u r b an_ a r t i s t /

1. Kobieta która wypłakała oczy (TITLE PAGE)

2. Dynia

3. Dezynsekcja

4. Snowman

5. Króliczyca

6. Untitled

7. Śnieżka

8. Ewa

9. Fot

10. Kumpela

11. Martwa natura

12. Mały krwiopijca

13. Garbage

14. Bajka

15. a jesli będzie zła

16. Plotka

17. Opiekunka

18. Kobieta która wypłakała oczy 2

19. gumowe ucho akwaforta (THIS PAGE)

http://www.alexurban.pl/
https://www.instagram.com/alex.urban_artist/


Mariano Zaro is the author of six books of poetry: Decoding Sparrows
(What Books, Los Angeles), Padre Tierra (Olifante, Zaragoza, Spain),
Tres letras/Three Letters (Walrus, Barcelona), The House of Mae
Rim/La casa de Mae Rim (Carayan Press, San Francisco), Poems of
Erosion/Poemas de la erosión (Carayan Press, San Francisco) and
Where From/Desde Donde (Bay Books). His poems have been
included in the anthologies Monster Verse (Penguin Random House),
Wide Awake (Beyond Baroque), The Coiled Serpent (Tía Chucha
Press) and in several magazines in Spain, Mexico and the United States

Zaro’s short stories have appeared in Portland Review, Pinyon,
Baltimore Review, Louisville Review and Magnapoets. He is the
winner of the 2004 Roanoke Review Short Fiction Prize and the 2018
Martha’s Vineyard Institute of Creative Writing Short Fiction Prize.

Mariano Zaro earned a Ph.D. in Linguistics from the University of
Granada (Spain) and a Master’s in Literature from the University of
Zaragoza (Spain). He is a professor of Spanish at Rio Hondo
Community College (Whittier, California).

M A R I A N O Z A R O

h t t p s : / / m a r i a n o z a r o . c o m /

https://marianozaro.com/


T H I S
Q U I E T

R E V E R I E

M I S E R A B L E C I T Y ( T I T L E P A G E ) 1 .

U N T I T L E D 2 .

U N T I T L E D 3 .

U N T I T L E D 4 .

U N T I T L E D 5 .

U N T I T L E D 6 .

U N T I T L E D 7 .

U N T I T L E D 8 .

U N T I T L E D 9 .

U N T I T L E D 1 0 .

U N T I T L E D 1 1 .

U N T I T L E D 1 2 .

U N T I T L E D 1 3 .

U N T I T L E D 1 4 .

U N T I T L E D 1 5 .

U N T I T L E D 1 6 .

U N T I T L E D 1 7 .

U N T I T L E D 1 8 .

U N T I T L E D 1 9 .

U N T I T L E D 2 0 .

U N T I T L E D 2 1 .

U N T I T L E D 2 2 .

U N T I T L E D 2 3 .

U N T I T L E D 2 4 .

U N T I T L E D 2 5 .

U N T I T L E D 2 6 .

U N T I T L E D ( T H I S P A G E ) 2 7 .

/ w w w . f l i c k r . c o m / p h o t o s / q u i e t r e v e r i e /

https:///www.flickr.com/photos/quietreverie/


1 . REFUGE (T ITLE PAGE)

2 . FOSS IL

3 . STORM CLOUDS , CH ICK IES

4 . M IGRAT ION

5 . FL IGHT PATTERN

6 . THE LURE

7 . MOTH

8 . C ICADA (PANEL 1 )

9 . C ICADA (PANEL 3 )

10 . IND ICATOR

11 . PREDATOR

12 . PA IR ING

13 . N IGHT L IFE

14 . PREGNANT PLANT

15 . R IVER ROSE

16 . TR ILL IAM

17 . F IRE AND ICE

18 . FORSYTH IA

19 . REST ING SWANS

20 . ABOVE AND BENEATH

21 . BRUSH P ILE (TH IS PAGE)

R O B E V A N S

h t t p s : / / w w w . r o b e v a n s a r t . o r g /

https://www.robevansart.org/
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NOW AVA I LABLE
A 50 PICTURE ANTHOLOGY BY GUGGENHEIM FELLOW PHOTOGRAPHER CARL COREY

https://carlcorey.com/pants-on-fire-book/
https://carlcorey.com/pants-on-fire-book/






w w w . e r i c j m e o w . c o m

https://www.ericjmeow.com






W W W . A L I C E B L A N C H A R D . C O M

https://WWW.ALICEBLANCHARD.COM
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h t t p s : / / w w w . i n s t a g r a m . c o m / t a t t o o e d b u b b l e /

h t t p s : / / t w i t t e r . c o m / D H D o w l i n g 1

E D I T O R - I N - C H I E F

D H D O W L I N G

f u r i o u s p u r e

0 0 4 w a s d e s i g n e d a n d

p r o d u c e d b y D H D o w l i n g

I n t e r s t i t i a l a r t w o r k

c r e a t e d b y D H D o w l i n g

https://www.instagram.com/tattooedbubble/
https://twitter.com/DHDowling1
https://twitter.com/DHDowling1


H O L A D A Y M A S O N

w w w . h o l a d a y m a s o n . c o m

P O E T R Y E D I T O R

f u r i o u s p u r e

https://www.holadaymason.com


"Time seemed to s tand purga to r ia l l y s t i l l . I t was no t a p lace I wan ted to spend an a f te rnoon in . "

— G a r d n e r M o u n c e

“ I n a l l m y y e a r s o f m a k i n g a r t , I f o u n d g i v i n g u p t o b e e s s e n t i a l . ”

— R o z L e i b o w i t z

"I create because I grew up in the everything looks the same suburb of Levi town, New Jersey. "

— Fred Free

“ I t c a n ’ t b e f i x e d o n l y p a t c h e d . I t ’ s a b r o k e n a s s w o r l d . ”

— R o b i n C r o f t

“The roof tops offe red to the sky l i ke sk inned knees. ”

— Mar iano Zaro

“When I p i ck up a camera , I ’m a co l l ec to r. ”

— Th is qu ie t reve r ie

" M y w o r k e x p l o r e s a p e r s p e c t i v e s l i g h t l y a s k e w. "

— O c t o b e r M i d n i g h t

“ A m e t a p h o r i c a l r e m i n d e r o f t h e p a s s a g e o f t i m e , a n d t h e t r a n s i e n c e o f o u r j o u r n e y h e r e . "

— Rob Evans
" T h e r e i s a n e m p t i n e s s t h a t s c r a t c h e s t h e G o d i n m y t h r o a t . "

— J immy Vega

"Making photographs has been the most important act iv i ty in my l i fe for 60 years."

— Car l Corey

"I am always looking for new ways of using paint . Af ter 30 years i t st i l l surpr ises me."

— H e a t h e r W i l c o x o n

" I am throwing out an anchor by paint ing."

— Teresa Watson

"Oh those crumpled hours torn & tossed away."

— Jud i th Pach t

" T h e w i n d w h i s p e r s , “ C a n I t r u s t y o u ? "

— D H D o w l i n g

F U R I O U S P U R E 0 0 4







“ W O R R Y B E A D S ” P H O T O G R A P H B Y D H D O W L I N G



N o v e m 5 e r

f u r i o u 5 p u r e



w w w . f u r i o u s - p u r e - m a g a z i n e . c o m

https://www.furious-pure-magazine.com

