PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST FRIDA KAHLO
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Welcome to the second issue of Furious Pure Magazine.

Q: Why are Frida Kahlo's pink leather boots on the cover?

A: When | saw that brilliant Maine artist KJ Shows had painted Frida Kahlo's boots as part of the remarkable
Portrait Of An Artist series, | knew instantly that | wanted them on the cover. The painting was exquisite, and my
gut said do it. So | messaged KJ and got the okay. | have always found Frida Kahlo's work incredibly moving and
her story tremendously inspiring — her fringed boots are emblematic of the physical and emotional challenges she
faced. With the built-up sole and stacked heel, they were made to compensate for a shorter right leg, a
complication of being born with Spina Bifida and developing polio at age six. Frida was no stranger to pain

throughout her life. She lived with it, and living with it transformed her.

Q: But you're not answering my question. Why are Frida's boots on the cover?

A: Okay. Frida Kahlo fought through tragedy and nightmares. Even a horrific traffic accident. She died young.
She painted her dreams, and pain and misfortune drove her creative process and her aesthetic. Even in always-
fragile health, she wanted her boots to be shocking pink. When | look at her boots | hear her saying, “Even

defeated by life, | will not let life defeat me.”

What transforms us? How do we deal with our pain? How do we process our nightmares? How do we overcome

adversity? How do we walk through this world?

The artists in this magazine have chosen their direction. Their pace and gait is true and sure. They walk the path

of the visionary. Their art makes us see.

Day after day, your choices define who you are.

DH Dowling
Editor-In-Chief
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PORTRAIT OF AN ARTIST
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“SARAH MACLAY




Every New Time | See

A room of shadows like small hills
in quiet light
A photograph—sheep in the desert at dawn
maybe New Mexico
hooves perched on the ground
so careful not to touch—
They know the exact effect of their position
like the gloved hands of a woman about to pray
Negative of a piano—
dark keys white
black space running between them
Or a dawn Arizona
only car on the road
every rock has a halo
greater than | can sing
From behind the steering wheel
three or four feet away
your eyes are newly opened secrets
now like the sheep,

now the photographer



A Breathing Lake

Above us, floating in the dark

like opened lanterns—

as the water’s onyx sheen

closes to opaque:

lotuses, where stars would be.

How we wanted to eat them

with our eyes.

How we almost did.

So much closer now that we could almost pull them
toward us like austere balloons.

All around, our stillness, our suspension.



Bank of Hope

All night, wind rattles the cabins,

playing them like drums.

Under the afternoon,
under the cleaned-out sky,
under the swirling grasses,

under the shifting trance of sun and shade,

why does it matter—

that the stream still accompanies the path.

Someone’s thrown a purple shawl
on a careful pile of rocks

at the base of a pine

as though the rocks—
or the dead thing down below—

needed to stay warm.

Our love is buried there.

It has a site.



SARA ROBINSON
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Conspiracy Theories

The butterflies hate me. The ones that
come at night that think they’'re moths—

the largesse and the fathom.

You're watching skies, they're crying blood--our
gallery of most persistent storms.

Eventually, I'll fall for something gentle.
No language

ever loved me back.



Before We Became a Danger to Each Other
There was a violence under elms and under oaks.

His hands around my throat
until | blurted cliffrose. No word

is ever safe, said every ﬁgﬁ
wind born westerly.

Then we were thrown, ,‘hi’u '
each other’s most inclement weather. A s L
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MICHAEL NOLAND
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JAMBES CUSHING



A Place We Are Familiar With

Night after night, | thumb through old books and listen to the pages.

Their rustling translates to words that just precede the act of speech, ' t
ones |I've never heard or said. And the tiny detail, the one | had -
ignored, magnifies, taking over the whole frame, and yet | still

cannot name it — part of a machine, an amber earring fragment,

a paint-stained hinge — options swirl and | feel idiotic.

The pile of books sits just as high as it did before | sat down 4
to read them! But | need something from another room. When

| leave my closet, | find the whole house newly cluttered — dirty dishes,
pizza boxes, rumpled clothes, beer cans, paraphernalia, heavy metal

album covers — young men have been partying here all week
and | heard nothing, I've become a human stone.

This is why I'm writing you, my old friend. You

understand. Like me, you have carried your father’s clothing
to the dump. You have seen your scraps of money disappear, and
your love of Coltrane has come to resemble a toy hammer

in the hand of a sleepy child. It’'s noon. Right now, seated at
the window, | watch black stems and orange flowers make slow turns,

and the fourteen or so years we have left glow faintly behind them. . .

&

o




Before the End of Friendship

We see how the mirror is also a game. Its rules,
invisible, always secret — its weather

that tells a story no one wants to hear,

and the whole argument happened nearly
fifty years ago anyway, so when we prod

our memory we see once again how it ended

although the two principals never will. We feel
for both parties what we can’t name simply:

pity, fondness, anger, admiration, a little impatience...

When we came of age, we found our names
had not been written in the mirror’s book,

there among the remembered, the studied, the envied.

This year, the same argument falls through space
like a dropped mirror, but does not break,

for one of us is always there to catch it,

no matter how many times the scene repeats.
Then, one of us always hangs the mirror back up

on the west wall, on its little steel hook.



Elbows at the Windowsill

The sky’s a nebula | squint through,
and the roadside’s loaded with ruined appliances,

the only eyes the grass keeps open.

My mother and father are ash, and | praise
the fire that fell spinning upon them, around
them, the good hot whir of beginnings.

| have chewed and swallowed my forgetfulness,
anticipated the cemetery’s tall, swaying trees.

As they sway, they murmur to themselves.

I'm glad | knew enough to love them. But

where on the pyramid does that love end?
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https://www.kjetilkarlsen.com

ALEX URBAN


https://www.alexurban.pl

ARAH
M ACLAY

1. EVERY NEW TIME | SEE
2. A BREATHING LAKE
3. BANK OF HOPE

Author of Nightfall Marginalia (What Books
Press, 2023), her fifth collection, Sarah Maclay
has received a City of Los Angeles Individual
Artist Fellowship, a Yaddo residency, the Tampa
Review Prize for Poetry and a Pushcart Special

¥ Mention. Her poems and essays appear in APR,
FIELD, Ploughshares, The Tupelo Quarterly, The
Writer’'s Chronicle, The Best American Erotic
Poetry: From 1800 to the Present, Poetry
International, where she’s served as Book
Review Editor, and beyond. The founding artistic
director of The 3™ Area, a gallery-based reading
series, she teaches at LMU and offers workshops
at Beyond Baroque, roaming between LA and
her native Montana.

http://www.sarahmaclay.com

“A Breathing Lake” was first published in MORIA and collected in Nightfall Marginalia (What Press Books)


http://www.sarahmaclay.com
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1. STUDIO,
IAN GAMACHE
(TITLE PAGE)
2. UNATTAINABLE
3. TOO MANY STALLIONS
4. A KISS
5. UNTITLED MASK
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13. THE FACE IS NOT A MAP
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16. NO ART TODAY
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www.gamacheart.com


https://www.gamacheart.com
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MICHAEL
NOLAND

1. THE PEACEABLE KINGDOM (DETAIL)

(TITLE PAGE)
2. THE LAST STORM SEER (OKLAHOMA)

3. BUDDHA CLOWN

(FOR WILLIAM HAWKINS)
4. MONUMENT FOR A SOUTHERN MAN

5. THE NEW FANCY

6. HEAVEN ON EARTH (TOTEM)

/. BACKYARD DAZZLER
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PN <] = W W

OoOoOuniIT +HZ20


https://www.jamescushingpoetry.com



https://www.instagram.com/almost_andycox/

PAU VEGAS

www.instagram.com/sin_tu_retina/


https://www.instagram.com/sin_tu_retina/



https://www.accidentalmysteries.com

KIM


https://www.instagram.com/kimkeever.art/
https://www.kimkeever.com

Rob Hann is from New York, New York

KJ Shows is from Kennebunk, Maine

Kjetil Karlsen is from Narvik, Norway

Alex Urban is from Wroctaw, Poland

Sarah Maclay is from Los Angeles, California
Sara Robinson is from Surrey, England

Mark Gleason (s from San Mateo, CA

Hugh Shurley is from San Francisco, California
lan Gamache is from Montreal, Canada

Louise Mathias is from Joshua Tree, California
Joseba Eskubi is from Bilboa, Spain

Roz leibowitz is from New York, New York
Michael Noland is from Woodstock, Illinois
James Cushing is from Hollywood, California
Andy Cox is from Los Angeles, California

Pau Vegas (s from Asturias, Spain

John Foster is from St. Louis, Missouri

Kim Keever is from New York, New York
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https://wwww.holadaymason.com

copyright 2023

Thank you for trusting me
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~ PORTRAIT OF AN ARTIST

ORDER KJ’S BOOK AT THE FOLLOWING LINK:
https://www.blurb.com/b/10904689-portrait-of-an-artist


https://www.blurb.com/b/10904689-portrait-of-an-artist

Poems

langlec

LAlS
- Fologram

"In this marvelous new collection of poems, James Cushing
not only sings the body electric; he sings the art form
electric. Always engaging and inventive, energetic, even
startling, the poems in TANGLED HOLOGRAM are the work of
a poet at the top of his game.”

— Gail Wronsky, author of Under the Capsized Boat We Fly

www.jamescushingpoetry.com



https://www.jamescushingpoetry.com/books/p/1zbrfzihgtv18aw194qae221gujbn0

NIGHTFALL
MARGINALIA

POEMS

SARAH MACLAY

https://www.whatbookspress.com/sarah-maclay.html



https://www.whatbookspress.com/sarah-maclay.html

"These poems aren't so much written as they are excavated, pulled
from the deep ground of human grief, followed by the
reclamation of a seltf who has unearthed every shard.
Holaday Mason's language is stunning.”

—Holly Prado
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hughshquey.com/fromtheb%é%fa{Gardener



https://hughshurley.com/fromthebookofGardener

NATALIE LOCKHART
NOVEL

ALICE
LELAANICHARD

L ' ‘\"A TAUT‘DAZZLING NOVEL."

— hookreporter

aliceblanchard.com



https://aliceblanchard.com
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My grandfather, Albert H. Dowling, aka Pappy, painted this when he was in

his 80s. It's a traditional landscape of a Provincetown, Massachusetts
lighthouse during a sunrise. It's hanging on my living room wall.

Age has given it the most beautiful patina. | cherish it.



Pappy was a character. A cantankerous man who lived to be 96 years old.
He lived in the house with us when | was growing up. My father,

Kemp Dowling, took this photograph of him.









Kemp Dowling.

Pappy painted by my father



| brought my grandfather's oil painting, along with an old pair
of his cowboy boots, when | moved from Boston to
Los Angeles to New Haven. Pappy roamed the world like his father,
but his paintings were always about home.

| photographed his boots in an homage to Man Ray.



urious Pure

COVER ART: “"PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST FRIDA KAHLO" PAINTED BY KJ SHOWS

¢

POETRY CURATED BY HOLADAY MASON

FURIOUS PURE MAGAZINE IS PRODUCED AND DESIGNED BY DH DOWLING,
INTERSTITIAL ARTWORK AND PHOTOGRAPHY,

CREATED BY DH DOWLING






In Memoriam:
Goodbye to SG Collins,
Founder and Creator of Mental Shoes Magazine.

Genius. Friend. Mentor.






www.furious-pure-magazine.com


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

