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001:

Ar t and I go way back. I grew up in suburbia where there weren’t many ar tists and everyone

t h o u g h t m y f a m i l y w a s k i n d o f c r a z y . M y f a t h e r p a i n t e d a b s t r a c t l a n d s c a p e s a n d t h e

occasional seascape, while my mother did por traits and the occasional sti l l l i fe.

I w a t c h e d t h e m p a i n t n e a r l y e v e r y d a y . T h e h o u s e s me l l e d l i k e l a s a g n a a n d t u r p e n t i n e.

They could no t af f or d a s tudio, so mom w or ked in the l i v ing r oom and dad pain t ed in the

k i t c h e n b e c au s e h e l i k e d t h e l i g h t i n t h e r e. M y p a r e n t s s t r e t c h e d t h e i r o w n c a n v a s s e s,

discussed l ight and l ikeness, and hung their w o r k al l over the wal ls. I p icked up a camer a,

g o t i n t o a c t i n g a n d ma d e e x p e r i m e n t a l f i l m s i n s u p e r - 8 . I l e a r n e d t o o b s e r v e t h e w o r l d

ar ound me with a thinking eye.

W h a t a m y s t e r i o u s c h o i c e t o b e a n a r t i s t . To b e c o n s u me d b y a f u r i o u s, p u r e d e s i r e t o

shape dr eams and shatt er per cep t ions of r eal i t y , paint ing aft er paint ing, pho t ograph aft er

pho t ograph, poem aft er poem.

This is a love letter to ar t.

D H D o w l i n g

E d i t o r - i n - c h i e f



T A B L E O F C O N T E N T S

Ju l i e De rmansky

L i nnea S t r i d

J J C romer

Ga i l W ron sky

HOUSES

C i s co J imenez

Ce l e s t e Goye r

Emma Powe l l & K i r s t en Hov i ng

Jo seba E s kub i

Geo rge Kou t souve l i s

A sh Good

V i c to r Rod r i guez

A r t i s t Page s

FROM

Ads Fo r A r t i s t s

Ep i l ogue



TRAVERSING THE NEW NORM































































L I N N E A S T R I D































JJ CROMER























GA I L WRONSKY



Rendezvous with a dead lover

Just when I thought I ’d auct ioned off

al l of those evenings. So much

exquis i teness died with you. Truly,

back then, we belonged to the devi l ’s

country c lub. Red demons held up

the branches of trees so we could walk

its ruddy putt ing greens. Now I sit on

a rock in the ordinary world. I t looks l ike

a Roman prof i le ly ing on its back, and

I ’m perched on the chin which juts out

over blue-gray water. Why is your ghost

trying to push me into the drink?

Is i t because you noticed how beauti ful I

am in your absence? Have you forgotten

I shed ghosts as easi ly as eyes shed tears?



I know you’re not asleep, so
don’t pretend

Of ten I th ink of the person I
used to love , the ir thumb on my soul .

Once , when I gave them a wooden
match , they l i t i t wi th the ir teeth .

With you i t ’s d i f ferent : most days , we just
watch our shadows gl ide around us

as the sun goes by. We si t by st i l l founta ins
overgrown with moss. We’re made of

wax. We’ve forgot ten our names. L i t t le
insec ts f ly in and out of our mouths—

the f i rs t love and the second love ,
they are not the same.



This i sn’ t dea th ; i t ’s a ha i r sa lon

I made my p i l g r image to the pa l a z zo
o f beau t y
where dea th
i s j u s t ano the r mi r ro r. There
in an immense aquar ium
ba ld oc topuses
camou f l aged themse lve s
and co l l i ded . I s a id
to my co lo r i s t who i s a gen iu s
(da i s i e s g row f rom h i s f i nge r t i p s ) ,
“Today I wan t
K im Novak in Ver t i go b londe .”
He ob l i ged . La t e r,
ho ld ing a souven i r keycha in
shaped , odd ly, l i ke the Go lden Ga te
Br idge , you sa id ,
“ I d idn’ t go to the pa l a ce , bu t
I , t oo , have been
changed in inexp l i c ab l e ways .”
I d idn’ t know whether to fea r you or
app l aud .



8 PHOTOGRAPHERS TAKE US HOME
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C E L E S T E G OY E R



What Just Happened

In a closed room of the museum, evening, made of indigo lacquered paper, stepped with a delicate

crunch on the pink sun’s last moments. It’s not the artist’s intention to preach to you, the wall text

read, but winter is coming. This place, this life—in a roundabout way, it belongs to you. As blood

does, as bees do.

I tried making the most of limited space, living together the way history wanted us to. I was at

least present when roll was called. I helped push. Eventually, however, my sad whistles of failure

were hooted off the platform by the sound of an animal’s hoof.



On the Real Seabed

For a sponge bath on a recreated Japanese island, my girl brought along eight animals to hold up

her hair as she bathed. Like her, one day you’ll wake up, begin to develop an egg, and do what you

need. A new cycle is always right. Why don’t you play your role? Your sound is thunder and

lightning, the wind.

In her tub she washes the mountains with poured water. A storm begins to accumulate—blood

pressure’s full with dew. Everything on earth comes from her hip, the left eye of the sun, and the

eye of the moon. We’ll drink the world again to start it anew. Shiva will decide what remains,

then heaven and earth will, for the first time, unite. They’ll walk with us into the world, clean

golden butter holding up its roof. We’ll remain in our boots with our feet in the mountains.

Vishnu sleeps; Brahma's neck appears as a lotus. That’s where we’ll marry. I can't say anything

better.



One Dress Divided into Armor (and the bats flew in)

Under the bridge where your sentence waits, the goddess of cold rain, of modern clouds, prepares

to bring forth roses. It’s late in the winter. Birds beat up other birds for singing their songs. That

may seem strange if you’re not used to it.

All of you, you have ropes too, and bags filled with flour. The more the natural heart descends, the

higher it will sink. Into this golden circle I’ll set the sun. Feel how it works, how everyone laughs.

Walk, walk, nothing goes far. God is green, made of the way beets smell cooking. The flowers

will find their way back to blooming. Papier mâché babies, we see you there in the choir!

I’ll stay up all night in a remnant of forest filling a blanket with what I know. Duck shadow, human

symbol, what am I? I am the ghost daughter of my lost fire. I’ve seen you under lamplight, my

chosen, are you spirit? Paris is under a heavy choke chain, goddamnit, she’s frozen, so make it

snow. Let me remember, oh ghost of a fever that crossed my lips, let me spit once. Where are you?

The old train has gone too far away. It may be some time before I can speak of its path under the

stars, its shadows walking a thin plank.

In Stravinsky’s dream, a black horse put soup on the table, and rolls, and a hive for honey,

suggesting a deep jewelry gleaming. The tea was ringing like a gong, like a ditty, like a scrawny

cry, like deer going by through the goldenrod.

We must do what we can, by burning it first. This is not the beginning—this is a reckoning. No

one can drive this car.



EMMA POWELL & K IRSTEN HOV ING
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AS H GO O D



i think enough about

the man at the interchange i see twice with a sign & my role

in this. i calculate the distance between here & four hours—no five—&

autopilot is what body will do without mind. i draw a map of 39 obstacles

between here & freedom. a caged lion will drive freeway loops at night.

a new lens captures the sky’s rapture behind me & all i see is

arm cut at precise point it appears largest & how dare anyone shoot from

below. the past is under my feet generation by generation. i list the names

& the proximity of disappearance is striking.

i feel into the unknown of my back body & lack resolution. it’s not that

i was hiding but that you didn’t see. it matters how you say things when i’m

frayed in front of you. i have these stories & stories look for our help to be true.

i gutted the victim’s cry. strung it up into creation’s moonrise.



robot attempting to cure insatiability instructs

take three minutes & write every thought since waking. we gotta

humor an earnest healer which is to say—laughing/still bleeding & the

dragonflies bite as i try to catch just one & i watch another scoot down

a reed ass-first into the swamp. now swarm of nymphs uncountable

& only cup on hand to catch creeping bodies has holes. did you know

dragonflies shed & reform without chrysalis? right out in the open. but you

were asking what i am thinking—i think in flying predators. could

mr. attenborough please voice over this chaos into prudently digestible nature?

you have to admit thinking like breathing can go wrong. the dragonflies

are mating again & the acrobatics are mesmerizing. have you ever

watched thought conceived midair? i hate pinning down living things only

for the libra in me to mount the beauty. robot suggestion interrupts:

reframe the thought. i feel exposed. is this what you wanted robot?

now i know i am hungry.



we do not name a start

slide into gradation so we need not claim the activity.

work starts sometime between now & noon. war starts

sometime between mon & thurs. crying starts sometime

between lights out & lights out. the plant, animal or mineral

in me capable of productivity has lost ground to claws & wings

i cannot count & i’m dissolved. my mind nor my body

nor my calendar nor my comrades want your boundaries.

what we try to capture never sings in captivity. yet i’m here

in the seat to wring another sacred sound from the formless

beast & the murder that lives wild in the firs behind the house

has everything to say about it.



R

V

V I C T O R R O D R I G U E Z



















































JU L I E DERMANSKY
1. TITLE PAGE: HURRICANE DELTA AFTERMATH
2. ISLE DE JEAN CHARLES
3. FLOODING IN SOUTHERN LOUISIANA
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8. FLOODED ISLAND ROAD
9. HURRICANE FLORENCE FLOODING
10. FLOODED LIVING ROOM
11. FLOODING IN SOUTHERN LOUISIANA
12. DEAD DOLPHIN
13. ST. JAMES PARISH POST HURRICANE IDA
14. FLOODING ISLE DE JEAN CHARLES
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16. DAMAGED DOLL
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23. MOORE TORNADO AFTERMATH
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25. VIRGIN MARY ON VIRGIN ISLAND
26. HURRICANE MICHAEL DAMAGE
27. FISHING CAMP IN PIERRE PART
28. HURRICANE MICHAEL DAMAGE
29. HURRICANE MICHAEL DAMAGE
30. HURRICANE HARVEY FLOODS TEXAS
31. LAKE MAUREPAS
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1. TRAPPED

2. HAPPY TEARS

3. THE WITNESS

4. MAKES ME FEEL PRETTY

5. FLOOD

6. ALONE AGAIN

7. ALL EYES ON ME

8. SCREAM

9. WHAT WE ARE MADE OF

10. NOT GOOD ENOUGH

11. DEEP DOWN I’M JUST

A CREEPY PLUSH ANIMAL

12. A HEAVY BURDEN

13. IN YOUR FACE

14. WITH TEETH

(PAINT BRUSH)

15. THIS PAGE: TRAPPED

(DETAIL)

LIINNEA STRID



1. YANKEE DROOG (ROBED AND TRACTABLE)

2. STIFF GENTIAN (GENTIANELLA QUINQUEFOLIA)

3. THE MOON I SAW RISING ON SEPTEMBER 2, 2020

4. SANTA-WITH-A-DEATH-FACE (YOU NEVER KNOW

WHICH SIDE OF THE HAND HE’LL GIVE YOU)

5. READY, SET, FROM START TO OH

6. BABIES!

7. A SMALL MATTER OF THE STRENGTH THEY’RE NOT NOTICING

8. RAISE THE BEDS FOR ALL THE BEST WORDS

9. APPARENTLY WHAT’S IN THE CHASM IS UP FOR GRABS

10. EDGE AND GRIN (SHOULD SAY MORE WITH HIS LETTERS)

J J C ROMER



Bio:

Gail Wronsky is the author, coauthor, or translator of 15 books of poetry and prose.
The Stranger You Are, a book of poems by Gail and artwork by the renowned artist Gronk, is just out from
Tia Chucha Press. Under the Capsized Boat We Fly: New & Selected Poems was published in 2021 by White
Pine Press. Her poems have appeared in POETRY, BOSTON REVIEW, ANTIOCH REVIEW, DENVER
QUARTERLY, GUESTHOUSE, VOLT and other journals.

1. Rendezvous with a dead lover
2. I know you’re not asleep so don’t pretend
3. This isn’t death; i t ’s a hair salon

GAIL WRONSKY



G r e g i s a c o m m e r c i a l a n d f i n e a r t p h o t o g r a p h e r w h o s e s t r i k i n g i m a g e s e v o k e
s t r o n g m o o d s w i t h a t t e n t i o n t o c r a f t a n d s t y l e . H e i s r e p r e s e n t e d b y s e v e r a l
s t o c k a g e n c i e s a n d h i s w o r k h a s b e e n p u b l i s h e d w o r l d - w i d e .

E R I C J M E O W
E r i c s h o o t s s t u n n i n g p h o t o g r a p h s o f d e s e r t s a n d p r a i r i e s w i t h v i n t a g e c a m e r a s
a n d e x p i r e d f i l m . H e p u b l i s h e s t w o z i n e s : C o n s p i r a c y o f C a r t o g r a p h e r s a n d
I n T h i s L a n d . H e i s a l s o t h e c o - h o s t o f t h e A l l T h r o u g h a L e n s P o d c a s t .

C H A R L E S B L A C K B U R N
C h a r l e s i s a c o m m e r c i a l a n d f i n e a r t p h o t o g r a p h e r w h o d e v e l o p s a w a r d - w i n n i n g
a d c a m p a i g n s i n h i s s t u d i o i n S e a t t l e , W a s h i n g t o n . H i s C h a r l e s B l a c k b u r n G a l l e r y
o n I n s t a g r a m i s l e g e n d a r y , b e a u t i f u l a n d c o n s u m m a t e l y c u r a t e d .

G A R E T H F A R F A N
G a r e t h s h o o t s c a p t i v a t i n g p h o t o g r a p h s o f V a n c o u v e r a n d b e y o n d , g h o s t s i g n s ,
v i n t a g e n e o n , a b a n d o n e d b u i l d i n g s , a n d d e c a y , w i t h a k e e n l y o b s e r v a n t e y e .

J O S H H E A T H S C O T T
J o s h e x p l o r e s t h e w o r l d t a k i n g e x q u i s i t e p h o t o g r a p h s t h a t t r a n s f o r m t h e
o r d i n a r y i n t o t h e e x t r a o r d i n a r y . H e i s t h e c r e a t o r / p r e s i d e n t o f J H S P e d a l s ,
a n i n n o v a t i v e g u i t a r e f f e c t s p e d a l s m a n u f a c t u r e r .
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D H D O W L I N G
D o u g i s t h e e d i t o r - i n - c h i e f a n d s o l e d e s i g n e r o f F u r i o u s P u r e m a g a z i n e . H e i s a
w r i t e r / p h o t o g r a p h e r / d e s i g n e r a n d s e e k e r .

J A C K G E R M S H E I D
J a c k ’ s m a g n i f i c e n t p h o t o g r a p h s a r e s a t u r a t e d w i t h n o s t a l g i a a n d i n f u s e d w i t h
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Bio:
Celeste Goyer is a poet and visual artist living in Los Angeles, CA. She edited a literary quarterly for fourteen years and her
poems have appeared in Aperçus, Columbia Review, and Times Times 3, among others. Celeste is a member of the Wild Orchid
Collective, based in Venice, CA, an interdisciplinary literary and visual arts collective. Born in Northampton, Massachusetts,
Celeste Goyer has lived in California since age 11, mostly in remote towns of the Mojave and Great Basin Deserts.

All poems from The Shoes of Our Guests, forthcoming in October 2023 by Giant Claw Press, an imprint of What Books.

1. What just happened
2. On the real seabed
3. One dress divided into armor (and the bats flew in)

C E L E S T E G OY E R
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Bio:

ash good is the author of us clumsy gods (What Books Press, 2022), co-founding editor of First Matter Press (a

501c3 nonprofit), and a reader for Frontier Poetry. Their writing has been nominated for Best of the Net &

appears in Faultline, Cimarron Review, 45th Parallel & many others. They live in Portland, Oregon.

1 . I t h i n k e n o u g h a b o u t
2 . R o b o t a t t e m p t i n g t o c u r e i n s a t i a b i l i t y i n s t r u c t s
3 . We d o n o t n a m e a s t a r t

1 . I t h i n k e n o u g h a b o u t
2 . R o b o t a t t e m p t i n g t o c u r e i n s a t i a b i l i t y i n s t r u c t s
3 . We d o n o t n a m e a s t a r t
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C o n t e n t i s c o p y r i g h t 2 0 2 3 b y i t s r e s p e c t i v e a u t h o r s . A l l r i g h t s r e s e r v e d . A l l

w o r d s a n d i m a g e s a p p e a r i n g i n F U R I O U S P U R E a r e p r o t e c t e d u n d e r U n i t e d S t a t e s

a n d I n t e r n a t i o n a l c o p y r i g h t l a w s . T h e w o r d s a n d i m a g e s i n t h i s m a g a z i n e m a y n o t

b e c o p i e d , r e p r o d u c e d o r m a n i p u l a t e d i n a n y w a y , i n c l u d i n g t r a i n i n g g e n e r a t i v e

A I , w i t h o u t p e r m i s s i o n f r o m t h e e d i t o r - i n - c h i e f a n d a r t i s t s .

S p e c i a l t h a n k s t o o u r Po e t r y Ed i t o r Ho l a d a y Ma s on who s e l o v e o f p o e t r y l i g h t s u p t h i s z i n e .

To t h e a r t i s t s i n 00 1 who were s o pa t i e n t and suppo r t i v e . You ’ r e a l l g en i u s e s . Thank you f o r

t r u s t i n g me w i t h you r work .

To my b r i l l i a n t w i f e A l i c e who s e c l a r i t y a n d i n s i g h t i s i n c a l c u l a b l y impo r t a n t t o t h i s c r e a t i v e

p ro c e s s .







https://www.instagram.com/conspiracy.of.cartographers/

https://www.instagram.com/conspiracy.of.cartographers/


“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 self who has unearthed every shard.

Holaday Mason’s language is stunning.”
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E P I LO G U E



The big fat book on the coffee table when I was growing up was “The Thinking Eye, The

Notebooks of Paul Klee, Volume 1” and, when I picked it up and flipped through the pages,

the sketches, diagrams and drawings that illustrated his notes fascinated me, and still do

today. Yes, Klee’s analyzing color and form, but he’s also talking about looking inside

ourselves, and embracing our relationship to reality, as we engage the artistic process.



T h i s i s K l e e ’ s p a i n t i n g “ O p e n Mo u n t a i n, ” a f r a me d p r i n t o f w h i c h w a s h a n g i n g a b o v e

t h e l i v i n g r o o m f i r e p l a c e i n m y p a r e n t s h o u s e w h e n I w a s a k i d . C r e a t e d i n 1914 , i t

i s a n a b s t r a c t o f a mo u n t a i n r i d g e w i t h w h a t l o o k l i k e s e a r c h l i g h t s s h i n i n g i n s i d e i t ,

a s i f e l e m e n t a l f o r c e s a r e a t w o r k b e n e a t h t h e E a r t h . D o n e i n w a t e r c o l o r a n d p e n

a n d I n d i a i n k o n p a p e r, i t s f l a t p l a n e s, d y n a m i c l i g h t p a t h s a n d c o l o r e d c i r c l e s c r e a t e

a n a u r a o f t h e p r o p h e t i c . T h i s i s w h y I l o v e K l e e . H i s e y e s a r e o p e n i n w o n d e r.
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