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Welcome to Vincent

Greetings! As most of you know, 2023 marked the momentous occasion of our
50th Anniversary. Since 1973, Millay Arts has welcomed 3000 gifted poets, com-
posers, writers, visual and performance artists to our sylvan setting at Steepletop,
offering the gift of time and space.

As one of the longest-running residencies, being an Artist-in-Residence makes possi-
ble the creation of astounding works. The list of concerts, plays, films, exhibitions and
performances produced each year, made possible in part by their time in residence—
as well as awards and honors received—is awe-inspiring.

Many of our alumni state that their time in residence was “transformational,” listing
the inspiring legacy of maverick poet Edna St. Vincent Millay, the serene and sup-
portive setting and the creative energies and imagination of their fellow residents.
Each of our gifted cohorts consistently forge life-long friendships and countless
professional collaborations.

We had multiple honorees at our September 2023 Gala: dedicated and long-time
Board members Betsy Samet and Virginia Sheridan, as well as the distinguished Tony
and Pulitzer Prize-winning James Lapine (Playwriting, 1978).

James’ speech at the Gala described what his
stay at Steepletop meant to him:

I think the biggest thing about organizations like this is that you don't really under-
stand what a big deal it is to have someone give you one month to do nothing but
what you want to do. And they ask nothing of you, they don’t expect any kind of
product, or painting, or work of art or play to come out it, it’s just somebody saying
“we think you are talented.” We believe in this, and we are going to support you in
your effort. And it so inspires you to make something great from the experience you
had, and you don’t have to worry about paying the rent, or go to a job, but it also
makes you want to give back. And | am so grateful.



Just as our alumni express their gratitude, we cannot say THANK YOU enough in return,
for the impressive creativity and passionate devotion evidenced in their practice and

process, attests to an unwavering optimism, making clear the power of art and culture,
and its essential place in the world today.

Monika Byrczyk

Monika Burcyzk, Ph.D.

Co-Director & Manager of External Affairs



Rosemarie Fiore

Smoke Painting #87, 2023

Lit color smoke firework residue,
acrylic, MSA varnish, grommets
on stretched canvas

32 1/4 x 47 x 2 inches

Sky Printers: Smoke Apparatus #3, 2023

Cast iron, green smoke firework, wood pedestal,
documentation of performance at Millay Arts



Smoke Painting #86, 2023

Lit color smoke firework residue, acrylic,
MSA varnish, grommets on canvas tarp

65 x 90 1/2 x 1/8 inches




Gnaomi Siemens

NECROMANCY

Andy Warhol is dead. Marilyn

Monroe has taken up with Margarita
over Moscow. Their shared broom
carries them quickly to the pinnacle

of want in their bones. Together they
invent new ends for women everywhere.

They put a hand on the hut's oven, watch
the bad ones burn. Scoop Mother Carey
and her chickens out of the sea.

They say, this is how you fly. Destroy
the closet. Take a flame-thrower to
Bluebeard's stupid palace, because
this broom has room for millions
of bitches.

The molls in the river rise up, nymphs
with frilly neck gills. They've been lifting—

hell yeah—working on their lats.

The sisters send their queer frequency—
out—over the whole world.

Canned soup will kill you.

What do we do with meanies?
Make soil.



JESUS IS A DRAG-QUEEN

The Son of Man is a cannibal
who comes with clouds.

The first begotten in a gown
with a golden bra, a platinum

big-haired queen with metal eyes
metallic shoes to match. Her voice:

the twin sister she ate in utero.
Her silver rod will break you,

a clay pot exploding in kiln.
Do your death-drops at her feet.

Sit on her lap as she first sat
on her dad's. She comes quick.

If you're not hot she will spit.
Harper's are harping on their harps.

She reap earth with a sickle thrust.
Put your sword in her mouth or

she will cut off that candlestick.
She squirrels away a vial of your

“wrath of god” for a rainy day—
What is, has been, will ever be,
Hunty.



EASY ARTIST FUNDING

What do you want, human pruning?

The fly in the dark chamber just back
from the underworld says the girls will
stab you in the cat-tails, a dialog of slimy
jowls, if they don't get the dollars

they want. The instructions say ask

the void for a line, that you need Jupiter
as a reference, a five word wetland
word-count, knowing what you like

and why you like it, color changes with
varying light levels—but she doesn’t swallow.
The North Wind bore her to places
undisclosed, kindled by their own light.
Don't die before you're dead. Even tree
shadow on dying shrubs will green on.



Julia Forrest

Transcendence

A woman presents herself within the landscape. She turns a mirror towards the viewer,
breaking up the solid environment. She interacts with the landscape she wanders in,
blending into the background, changing with scale, or holding a part of the landscape

itself. The whole image becomes a pictorial illusion and as the photographer,
I am in complete control of the composition.

Envision, 2022

Silver Gelatin Print

11 x 14 inches



In reference to greek mythological stories of goddesses, these women misleadingly
appear docile, yet posses a strong power. Without seeing their faces the identity
becomes unimportant, the focus being on their performance. The variety of mirrors
| use help them blend into their surroundings, the mirror serving as an illusion to
show off their power by changing the landscape at will.

Using a medium format film camera and no digital manipulation, | create an illusion
within the lens. | am inspired by 1890’s Pictoralist photographers and how they create
a purely photographic reality in their images. Shooting in black and white, | make a
historical reference to this period. | use Infrared film to emphasize the grain and to
create a more surreal and distant reality. | challenge the notion of the landscape by
referencing what makes a photograph: the women use their mirror to re-frame what
| have framed and capture in their mirror like a camera captures in the lens.

Blind, 2023
Silver Gelatin Print

11 x 14 inches



Distribute, 2023
Silver Gelatin Print
16 x 20 inches



Kay Ulanday Barrett

Consider the plague

An ocean apart, out of reach
my mother’s lungs were

catastrophe without buoy.

I'm here you can let go,
| said and didn't know this

pandemic would remind me.

fast forward to this world
where toilet paper is hoarded.

I've been wearing masks

since | remember.
the first party where

it was all perfume and smoke

but | was crazy,
too dramatic for

goodness sake, | should relax.

community and pundits have
more in common than you think:

both never invite sick people.



every doom scroll is a mass
super spreader event. don't

matter what the bodies dance to.

crazy? am | now? some of us
have had to socially distance

our whole lives to keep

on living. to compost
our composure, to sieve the

superpowers out of our lungs.

Poem for durian

Wake up to the sun and just be fangs.
Breathe shiv. Deepened gullet is wind chime or a thousand
steeples of praise. Only the true fans

croon your capillaries of custard.
Did you know an aunt drove nine hours via Chicago
to rural Michigan, hauled homeland

gems swathed in spikes? All your piercing
skin brought a mother to tears. How women cupped
your guts, slurped every swarthy

pungence to remember what it was
to be a kid under palm leaves. Passion is the thickest
when you're around. Sniffing you is like



sheathing sword and being submerged by pillow.
You are cutting and cloud. What does softness mean when
everything is at stake? When you're smeared

by white food executives and on the mantle of
any migrant's heart? That's called range. There's no
misunderstanding. You'll stalactite and slice, point blank.

As gods scolded you were too beautiful for your
own good, legend has it your skin emblazoned every razor.
Now, pedestrians sign-the-cross relieved

to survive beneath you, only to possibly
break you apart same day. We don't call you cordial,
dear royal gravity. Here’s to the yolk swoon

swallowed. What does this have to do
with devotion? Your enemies don’t name you but worse, repel
and yes what is it to be too exotic? Too hard to hold?

Blood on the fingertip is some signature. Oh,
scorpio of fruit, how you forget your feast flesh isn’t
meant for just anyone. Instead, only astonish

those who palm slick your spine. Not everybody is ready

to get lost in love— to bury themselves in the bruise or abandon of it.
Sometimes love is grasping gloom, holding a handful of dangers praying
Please please please, will you just  melt away.



MaryKate Maher

Night Bloom

Still Life with Orange, 2023
Collaged paper
27.25 x 20 inches

Alterspace grey, 2023
Collaged paper
24 x 15.75 inches



Still Life with Queen of
the Night, 2023

Collaged paper
28.25 x 20 inches

Still Life with Ghost Queen
of the Night, 2023

Collaged paper
22.75 x 16 inches



Paul Novak

somatic interludes

| had strange and vivid dreams at the beginning of the pandemic. Like many other
people, | dreamt often about crowds, masks, and hospitals - and | also had odd recurring
dreams about my body. In each of these five dream-interludes, my body is not my
body but something else.

In the first movement, “dream in which my body is a flock of birds,” the instruments
swirl around each other in a furiously hocketed dance, like birds in flight. “teeth-
falling-out-dream,” conjures a blurry, melting sound world, and “dream in which my
body is a constellation” centers the pianist in a shimmering and spacious rhapsody.
In “wasp’s-nest-dream,” the ensemble buzzes and churns in angry microtonal coun-
terpoint, like a swarm of insects, and “dream in which i cannot walk” uses a drone as
a static backdrop to an elegiac postlude. To capture the surreal, foggy atmosphere
of these dreams, | extend the sound of the ensemble with a microtonally tuned
keyboard. I'm grateful to these wonderful musicians for their time and work on the
workshop preview of this piece!

somatic interludes will eventually serve as the interludes between the sung and spoken
sections of my doctoral dissertation, a concert-length cycle of vocal-instrumental pieces
which explores the intersection of queer longing and psychosomatic illness. This cycle
will draw from my recollections of a childhood diagnosis with “conversion disorder,”
and will focus on the body and the things it unknowingly stores: memory, trauma,
ache, desire.
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iv. wasp’s-nest-dream

J = 80 buzzing, like a swarm of bees
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v. dream-in-which-i-cannot-walk
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Neil Daigle Orians

collaborations with ghosts (Vincent)

collaborations with ghosts (Vincent) are a series of mixed media drawings created during
a residency at Millay Arts in July of 2023. | crafted a séance using tips and how-to videos
from the Internet, then used a drawing planchette to connect with queer ancestors.

| let them guide the colored pencil marks they left on the page, then later worked back
into them using ink intuitively to match their marks. The final step was using screen
printed collage elements, acting as my personal contribution to the pieces. | never
asked their names.

Video stills

6 min., 12 sec.

tinyurl.com/
collaborations
withghosts

View



http://tinyurl.com/ collaborations withghosts
http://tinyurl.com/ collaborations withghosts
http://tinyurl.com/ collaborations withghosts
Full video available at:
tinyurl.com/collaborations withghosts

collaborations with ghosts
(Vincent 1), 2023 (left)

Colored pencil, ink, and screen print
collage on paper

30 x 22 inches

collaborations with ghosts
(Vincent 4), 2023 (below)

Colored pencil, ink, and screen print
collage on paper

30 x 22 inches




Kevin Ford

Torso I, 2023
Acrylic on panel
24 x 20 inches

Folded Hands, 2024
Acrylic on panel
24 x 18 inches



Pit, 2024
Acrylic on panel
18 x 18 inches



Katiy Heath

from WHAT IS SPECIAL ABOUT DUSK

A cloud would soon billow out, a considerable
mass, smoky red; a disorientating blanket of
color, devilish red, divine red, nuclear and
unnatural. Yet nature is what would send
red into our tender hearts on the afternoon
of this annular eclipse. From the Latin word
annulus, meaning little ring. Like a hula hoop,
a donut, a CD. A little band of light left after
the moon moves across the sun, obstructing
all but a six percent sliver. Little—130 miles
wide—ring of fire that we didn’t have to put
ourselves in the path of, it would come to

us, enclose our little lives in a brief, beguiling
black haze dark enough to signal God was in
our midst.

Fkk Photo Credit: Katiy Heath

It was a little Sunday in May. 2012. Newlywedded, my husband and | had just signed a
lease on a split-level townhome. Like many young women who weren't sure who they
wanted to be or where they wanted to live, | married a persuasive older man with
money and moved away from everything | knew, scarpering from one small town in
Missouri to an even smaller town in the Rocky Mountain foothills.

In the basement | unpacked boxes. Upstairs the local news broadcast played like
a pop song through the radio. Obama had just been re-elected under the slogan
“Forward,” and all the headlines seemed benign back then:

“Rothko’s Orange, Red, and Yellow Sells at Auction for a Little Less than ninety Million”

“Warm Days Bring Bear Cubs Out of Hibernation Early”



“Bear Found In a Slumber on Picnic Table Near the Student Union”
“Bear Found In a Slumber on Picnic Table Near the Student Union”

Bear gossip bustled through our little mountain town that week. Neighbors stood
at their detached garages and discussed the sightings. Who wouldn’'t want to see an
American Black Bear up close?

That morning though, there was a new buzz in car stalls. Starting at 6:00 pm, the local
University would host a viewing inside its football stadium with specialized pa-
per-goggles and unlimited concessions to accommodate a full arena for the duration.
Because an annular is not a blink-of-an-eye-event, like a total solar eclipse. But rather,
an agonizingly slow two-hour spectacle, a stretching release of celestial spirits.

The twenty-somethings in my office, the people my age, messaged in a group text
that they were going early to secure seats on the upper deck. All week they had been
plotting. They were going to dress in animal onesies that zip in the front and take
mushrooms to enhance the action. A lion, panda, unicorn, baby tiger. We need some-
one to wear the bunny suit, they typed, Katiy?

Costumes? Drugs? Going out after dark? AND on a work night? Didn’t they know that's
not what married people do? Instead of texting back, | listened to the chatter outside
of my window. Women were making plans. Their voices flooded my body with want, a
need to be part of their conversation.

The high was a dry seventy-five degrees. In the shade it was low sixties.

When it was time, we walked outside. My husband unfolded our mesh camping
chairs, and just like that we fit in. As though he was reserving our spots for the next
decade in that bright white driveway.

Prevailing winds whistled from the peaks of the Flatirons; screeches funneled down
the canyon. Pinecones jostled loose and fell to our feet.

It was chilly and then calm. Even the children were behaving. It all felt too sweet.
White chocolate. How the kids stayed within the parameters set by their parents.
Away from the sharp hedges and wet lawns that separated our corporate housing
complex from the cul-de-sacs with larger homes. Tri-level designs with attached



garages that belonged on billboards advertising dreams of the middle class. Not my
dreams, but his. The cul-de-sac lawns had a better view of the sky that extended
beyond our tree line. Though, no one in the cul-de-sac was waiting for the eclipse.

Then it was time, a man appeared from the shadows in a welder’'s mask. He taught at
the university and had established himself as the resident academic and now eclipse
expert. Which meant from that moment onward he would announce the when,
where, and how to look at the sun.

Shapes were happening, shadows hidden under clouds.

We didn’t have telescopes, or pairs of the paper viewing goggles. The professor let
people take turns wearing two metal hoods to watch the shadow of the moon inch
across. Slow and undramatic.

My husband placed the welding helmet over his ballcap. Every few minutes he would
lift the heavy metal plate halfway and sip his beer. Then wave his hands to move the
clouds.

In the football stadium, everyone was instructed to stand, face the east, and blow.
Blow the clouds back. Blow as hard as they could. Unsuccessful, everyone in the town
sat and waited through several false starts.

After an hour necks became tired.

One of the children asked, “why was nothing happening?”

| turned to my husband and asked, “why was nothing happening?” He had removed
the metal mask and was answering emails.

The kid asked if this was it. | turned to my husband. “Was this it?”
Some of the older kids were playing tag. Chase me, they screamed. “Chase me!” So, |
did. I lapped around the chairs of adults who pleaded from their seats for us to stop.

| squealed when cornered near the lawn’s edge and tagged ‘it’ by a tiny hand. And
then the clouds parted.

Adults motioned for us to look up.



“Look up!”
“Look!"”
“Look!”

Did we witness the crimson sky? An airfield of red? The glowing horizon of blood-red
doom we imagined; the kind of sight you'd see in a video game that sends a bolt of
cortisol through you? No. We didn't see any of that. There was no pulsing ring ablaze
as we were promised. Not even the professor knew we were only getting a partial.

“If you look hard enough, you can almost see something,” the professor said. The
adults stood. Applauded. My husband beamed; he was satisfied. As though, this was
what he had anticipated all along.

| didn't look up or cheer. | didn't want to settle. | wanted a ring of fire.
“Well, what did you expect?” my husband asked.
| reached for my husband’s hand. He batted my palm away like a hot coal.

The lion, panda, and unicorn friends from the office texted updates from the stadium.
Reports of floating forms. Geometry, but erotic. One is certain she saw the moon and
sun have sex.

Children, my husband called them. Asinine. He was glad we were past that phase in
our lives. He must have meant the phase where we have fun.

Dusk. Now that nobody was watching, the clouds finally cleared to show stars as white
specks amidst the purple streaked heavens. Most see this time before the evening

as a type of days end, but if you can separate fear from beauty, infinite possibilities
emerge from the dark.

*k*

Excerpt from “What is Special About Dusk:
A Memoir in Essays.” A version of this essay was
published in LIT, Issue 36, February 14th, 2024

Read


https://www.litmagazine.org/what-is-special-about-dusk/

Jane Sangerman

| lean on a visual format to serve as the arena in which my ideas take place:
presenting two opposing spaces, hinged vertically. The upper portion typically
explores the metaphysical while the lower plane considers the man-made
world crumbling before us. In the later, | particularly look at aging, peeling
surfaces and the human-imbued energy that exists within.

Locality has informed my work throughout my career, and it continues to
play a paramount role. The current neighborhood of Bushwick, Brooklyn,
where | live and work, can account for pulsating moments of seething color,
taken from graffiti laden surfaces. Fencing occupies a predominate portion of
the urban landscape and viewing light and color through them has become
an obsession - porous barriers are a theme throughout my work.

Edge DP4, 2024

Archival ink-jet print,
spray-paint, and Flashe
on canvas

40 x 30 inches




Hover D141, 2023

Spray-paint and acrylic
on canvas

40 x 30 inches

Physical process is important to my practice. Precise and deliberate
hard-edged forms are “drawn” with tape; loose, intuitive sessions with
acrylic spray-paint create soft and dynamic assimilations; linoleum
prints are stamped—sometimes regularly, other times fleetingly. All
these elements are layered one upon another, at times atop an archival
ink-jet print, to create a sense of depth (or lack thereof).

| also construct site-specific installation using the materials that are
by-products of my practice. As opposed to my two-dimensional work
that simply imply space and texture, here | employ mater analyze
space while staying commited to the “above and below” format.



Tielin D

ing

Meandering Markers of
Murmurs, 2021 (left)

Archival pigment print, latex paint,
branch, raincoat, brush, sticky notes

Dimension variable

A Walk with Blaze, 2019-2021 (below)

Dye sublimation on aluminum, adhesive
vinyl, aluminum sheet, spray paint, ink,
stone, mixed media

Dimension variable



(b)roomful of light, 2023
Broom, candle

Dimension variable



Tobi Kassim

Never Expect Power Always

Fear of god's not hard when the lights could fail
without warning. We said they took light

when the city went quiet. Fished matches

blind from the drawers. Time slowed to the drip
of candlewax. A puddle to straighten the bases
of white spears tipped with flame. Held up

the ceiling. Intermittent enlightenment

above us, the law's black scroll unraveled

god over the post colony. For a peek into power’s
pages | tried to pin blackouts to expectations:
the first crack of thunder, the sufficiency

of the stars. Or the threshold of the house

was a wire my father tripped across.

Home in obscure causes | connect nothing

like the power lines and spark on occasion.

| believe in the lizards on the wires, their eyes
white like the snow of old tv sets. Disfigured
unison of a hundred generators that start

and rattle out of turn. Flashlights

sway. Kerosene lanterns sweat. Migrant

wings overhead dapple the dark. The city

like a colony of fireflies. We wove

our place in the fray in the dark-

confirmed our belonging in the dark

flickers in neighbor windows. My brothers

and | danced up NEPA in circles for the haphazard
return to seeing. Organized light burned out



those patterns. Lights out for a night at most; lights
out for the unpaid bill. How should | celebrate

the return of what wasn't always run out? The rush
of power sits tinnient in my ear. In constant light

| feel what gathers just beyond. Perfect dark

we close our eyes to see when we pray.

I'm holding out for that sound in the bones

of the house when the fridge buzzes to life again.

Slow Hand

A hand tugged lightly at my shoulder / tugged
Me lightly out of sleep almost so as
Not to wake me/ A spell | had to break/ the hand
Fled back to where it would have taken
me/ i felt the pull of where it went call my body
As my eyes opened in the dark/ dark eyes
Of a deer locked me just off the path/ that recognition
quickened my stalled heart
Beat/ past brief extents of vision / what eyes wake
Up on the body/ what light tugged quietly through
closed eyelids/ my rolled eyewhites while
| fall asleep while the road passes and vision
Blurs as i'm driving toward a low horizon/ while aims
Drifts on the wind like weeds | jolt back
To the closeness of the road’s edge/ the cutoff
Is so much closer than the horizon’s severed
sightline/ the nearest edge always runs parallel/ |
Slow-eyed feel the yarrow, the goldenrods
and phlox passing turn to distinct stalks/ the hand

That pulled me pulled me with that slowness



Dream Face

All night to turn my morning
into a thirst for language. Dream struggle

to vessel the pliable
body around the dream rubble

accumulated at the foot of the opaque
frame that will not admit it

whole. | wanted morning to be a window
so clean birds fly straight through

and leave their flattened shadows
Pressed in its panels. | spread my body

Wings to clasp both sides of black fruit
Flies where they emerge.

My hands smudge clarity-
Often | dream they can wipe

Mistakes off my intimacies with friends
Or slide my name under their faces

To float inside the breathlift
Of pardon. | paced the apartment

all morning as if to subdue shadows
Underfoot in the gold cutouts

Under the windows. | couldn’t bear that mute

Stillness, each birds darkened the whole
room when it passed over the glass.



Claire McConaughy

Goats Beard and Moth, 2024
Oil on canvas
16 x 12 inches

Stumble Upon Me in
The Pink Flowers, 2024

Oil on canvas
16 x 12 inches



Rainy Web, 2024
Oil on canvas

24 x 24 inches



Gary Krist

Prologue
An Atrocious Act (1870)

from Trespassers at the Golden Gate: A True Account of Love,
Murder, and Madness in Gilded-Age San Francisco

“I' kiss no other.”

Those were the words he’d said to her. They were a pledge—a solemn promise he'd
made just before going off to the ferry to meet that other woman. “l am sorry to see
you doubt me that much,” he’d said. “Have | not assured you that you are my only wife,
and | kiss no other?”

That was at half past four—just a little over an hour ago. He could not have changed
his mind in an hour.

“You know why | go,” he’d said. “You have no reason to cry at all.”

No reason? That other woman, Clara—Mrs. Crittenden in name though in no other
way—was returning to San Francisco, and he was going to meet her. Clara had been
gone for almost six months; he had sent her away last spring, to live with her family in
Virginia. Their separation was supposed to be permanent, but now—against his wishes,
he said—Clara was returning. But Mr. Crittenden insisted that there was no reason for
worry, that it was she, Laura, who was his true wife in the eyes of God, if not yet in the
eyes of the world. This was what he’d been telling her for seven years now—that he did
not love his wife, that as soon as he could make enough money to pay his debts and
leave Clara and the children reasonably secure, he would divorce her. He would make
Laura the next Mrs. Crittenden, the only real Mrs. Crittenden.

And yet now Clara was coming back, and he was going on the ferry to meet her.

Laura had not slept in days. She had been ill. She had been crying. Her head had
been aching all week.



“You know why | go; | go simply for the sake of the feelings of my children.”

His children, her adversaries. They complicated the situation, as always. But Laura
had a child, too—a ten-year-old daughter, Lillian, whose unfortunate father had died
when she was still an infant. Didn't Lillian, too, deserve security? Her prospects would
be ruined unless Mr. Crittenden kept his promise to give her a respectable home. How
many times over the past seven years had Laura reminded him of this?

But he was still going to meet that woman. He intended to take the ferry over to Oakland
and rendezvous with Clara and the youngest Crittenden daughter on the wharf, where they
would be waiting after disembarking from the Overland train. He would bring them back
on the ferry to San Francisco, escort them in a cab to the Crittenden home on Ellis Street,
and eat supper with them and the rest of the family—all for the sake of appearances. But
then, that very night, he would return to Laura, to the only real wife he had on earth.

“I' kiss no other.”

He said he had to leave. Resigned now to his going, Laura told him that she would walk
to the little German restaurant across the street for an early dinner and then wait for
him to return. “You will be cheerful, and happy, and contented till | come back tonight,
will you?” he asked. “Yes,” she said, “I will try to be well and cheerful till you come.” With
that, he accompanied her down the lodging house stairs and out onto Kearny Street.

He bade her goodbye, and then she walked into the restaurant, watching him through
the windows until he had turned away and found a cab to the ferry dock.

After a few moments, she left the restaurant. “I wanted to see how he met her,” she
would later explain. “I felt perfectly sure he would meet her without kissing her.”

She followed him in a cab to the wharf. After watching him board the ferryboat El
Capitan—a large, sidewheel steamer built expressly to meet the Central Pacific Railroad’s
new transcontinental trains—she embarked as well. She found a place at the back of

the cabin where she could remain out of sight as they crossed the windy San Francisco
Bay. Once the ferry arrived at the Oakland wharf, she would quietly move to the forward
upper deck. From that perch, she could look down at the area where passengers from
the transcontinental train would be waiting to board the ferry for the ride back to San
Francisco. She would be able observe the Crittendens’ reunion for herself.



Shortly after five-thirty El Capitan pulled up at the Oakland wharf. Laura hurried to her
chosen spot and watched Mr. Crittenden as he disembarked with the other passengers
from San Francisco. But somehow—amid the overwhelming chaos of people getting off
and people getting on, of fractious porters pushing handcarts full of steamer trunks
and carpetbags, of train passengers and ferry riders shouting eager greetings to each
other across the teeming quay—she lost sight of him. He was gone, lost in that sea of
bowlers and bonnets and parasols below her. Panicking, she hurried down to the lower
deck, pushing through the crowds on the gangway. She searched for his familiar form,
but it was no use. There were too many people. She couldn’t find him. Frantic, she raced
up and down the teeming wharf until she lost track of time. A strange man suddenly
grabbed her arm, and brought her back to herself. The horn of the ferry was sounding.
She had wandered far from the embarkation point, and now the ferry was leaving.

She would later insist that she remembered little of what happened from that moment
on. Somehow, she found herself aboard El Capitan again, though she was uncertain how
she got there. But as the ferry was pulling away from its berth, she heard a distinctive
voice over the general murmur of the crowd. It was Clara Crittenden’s voice, saying “Hah,
boys!” Laura thought it “a peculiar voice. It was disagreeable, the sound of it.” She looked
over to where the voice had come from. “I saw her and him together.”

Laura felt something cold and wet under her fingers. “I know | must have put my hand
on some glass...I reached my hand out and | touched something cold.” She recalled
thinking that she must have forgotten to put her gloves on.

The cold beneath her fingertips—was it glass or was it metal? There was a pistol in her
purse. It was in her hands now. A confused idea came to her mind. She saw herself in
a large crowd, as in a church, and someone like a minister was up above the crowd. “I
could not see the bodies at all, but just the heads...it seemed like a sea of them, and in
the midst of that sea of heads was this man gesticulating.”

These were the last details she claimed to remember—the man gesticulating, that
woman'’s voice.

Seven years. “l kiss no other.”



The next thing Laura was aware of—much, much later—was the cold of iron bars beneath
her fingertips. Cold like the glass of the ferry window. Like the pistol in her purse. It was
then she remembered: That man had been the ruin of Laura and her daughter. And now
she was in a prison cell, and Mr. Crittenden was dead.’

1 All quotations and subjective thoughts or feelings in this prologue as reported in Laura
Fair's own testimony at her first trial—Marsh, Andrew J. and Samuel Osbourne. Official report
of the trial of Laura D. Fair, for the murder of Alex. P. Crittenden. San Francisco: San Francisco
Co-operative Print Co., 1871, pp. 105-7. Other details from the testimony of Fair's landlady,
Mrs. Marillier, ibid., pp. 64-5.

Excerpt from Trespassers at the Golden Gate:

A True Account of Love, Murder, and Madness in
Gilded-Age San Francisco (forthcoming Crown/
Penguin Random House, March 2025)



Andy Slemenda

Hymn/Hiss

Hymn/Hiss re-envisions the traditional feast day mass of the bearded femme martyr,
Saint Wilgefortis through a series of ritualized transformations. Legend has it that
Wilgefortis was a Christian convert forced into betrothal by her pagan father, the king
of Portugal. To thwart the marriage, she prayed to Christ to render her hideous. The
next morning she awoke with her prayers answered, having sprouted a full beard. The
marriage was subsequently called off. Enraged by this miracle, the Portuguese King
retaliated, crucifying his daughter in the same manner as her savior.




The performance transpires as a procession to a hay bale structure flanked by cru-
ciform and saw blade icons, Reverend Mother Grace Ferris, two masked assistants,
and a cloaked camouflaged figure make their way to an altar of St. Wilgefortis. The
priest blesses the space, has a moment of silence for transgender victims of violence
and begins to recount the legend of St. Wilgefortis. Throughout Mother Grace's
speech, the two masked assistants facilitate the transformation of the cloaked figure,
first becoming a horned being in a shaggy ghillie suit, then a vigilante dressed in the
colors of nonbinary flag complete with tactical armor and purple streamer, and lastly
the heavenly and bearded genderqueer Saint Wilgefortis. Wilgefortis descends the
structure and approaches the podium closing with a poem read aloud with the au-
dience, Invocation for Strength by Moonrose Shaundel Angeles included in Witchcraft
and Gay Counterculture, 1978 by Arthur Evans.

Mixed media performance and installation
with performers Andy Slemenda, Reverend
Mother Grace Ferris, Megan Tamas, Tavish
Costello; accompaniment by Humberto José
Castello; photos by Spencer House Studio;
videography by Salazar Media; included in
Turley Gallery's The Garden for Upstate Art
Weekend 2023

vimeo.com/986776688
July 22, 2023

View


http://vimeo.com/986776688
http://vimeo.com/986776688

GiGi (Geeta) Tewari

Defense Practicum

Go ahead, make fun—what do | know,

brown woman with three young children, slightly
overweight. What do | know about terminology or politics,
genocide, asylum, refugees? You will tell me,

I am sure of that.

What am | supposed to know,

what | am supposed to think?

Thank you for granting me the opportunity

to know. What | know is

| do not have to stay or listen. | can practice practicum.

| have an equal right to participate.

It is intrinsic. Intrinsic, big word, like patriarchy, in your thinking.
There you go, may it please you so.

What do | know about Syria or Kosovo, the Republic of Congo,
Pakistan,

where my own family is originally from.

Sexual and gender-based violence,

conflict, prosecution, lack thereof.

What do | know!



Marriage by Gaslight

Yesterday, the man I love told me that | write like a third grader. Or
maybe it was the day before. Or the year before? Maybe he said this
in third grade. Then it would not be so terrible, | suppose, to write
like a third grader.

In third grade, | wore a kurta, other children called a nightie, to school.
In October, when the new boy joining class turned out to be Indian,
they taunted. They said | had married him and come to school

straight from his bed, never minding his house had caught fire in his
old town. His mother jumped from the second story, she broke her leg.

We were friends, but pretended to hate each other. Is it remarkable,
or devastating for adults, how it's the other way around? Our teacher
had hair as white and fluffy as the filling tipping out of my daughter’s
stuffed penguin, his left ear to be exact. Yesterday, the man | love
told me to sew the penguin’s ear back together, but | do not know
how to sew. Useless, he sniped. My friend would not have called me
this word.

Perhaps sensing the longing | would carry in love, our teacher spoke
softly as a canoe gliding over a lake to me.

My husband chuckles in that subtle way that his kind affects, to keep
females a few paces behind, a woman that doesn’t know how to sew—

you write like a third grader,



but my daughter does not seem to mind, the wavering gaslight, or the
ghostly shadows it casts over our microcosm of the burning world.
The insides have not yet all fallen out.

The Neighbors

A man in the elevator says to another man in the elevator,
Where is our wall? We need our wall!

| sing so mousy it is almost a hum:
Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall,
Humpty Dumpty had a great

fall . ..

But the truth is my children are listening,
and the man drunk, so | say nothing—
though the kids would’ve enjoyed chorusing the poem.

Calling Utopia, from Dystopia: please help.

These three poems were worked on
while in residence at Millay Arts, 2023



Ann Burke Daly

Below No.20, from Mapping

Vapours (In Three Acts), 2024

Drawing Intallation; soot ink on
rag paper

88 x 30 inches



Helen Glazer

Kangerlussuaq, Greenland (2021—)

With funding from the U.S. Embassy in Copenhagen Small Grants Program, | installed
a two-room permanent exhibition at the Kangerlussuaqg Museum in Kangerlussuagq,
Greenland, in September 2023. During my Millay residency | designed the exhibition
which comprises 22 photos | had taken in Kangerlussuaq and 12 vintage photos of
similar sites from Danish and US archives and a local resident. The display provides an
overview of Kangerlussuaq's natural and built environment, including then-and-now
comparisons of structures built when a US air base operated there, and the impact of
human activity, including climate change.

Signpost, Kangerlussuaq Airport, 2021
and Andreas Lund-Drosvad with Signpost,1959

Photograph



When visitors enter the museum, the first room focuses on “The Journey of Ice and
Water” from the ice cap downriver to the town bridge, where it empties into the
Kangerlussuaq Fjord. The adjoining room explores base history through then-and-now
comparisons of airbase and research structures as they looked in the 1950s to ‘80s and
how they look today. It also includes photos of area wildlife, including musk oxen, which
were introduced to this part of Greenland in the 1960s.

Mock Airplane Crash for
Firefighter Training, 2022

(top)
Photograph

Greenland Ice Cap
in Summer, 2022 (right)

Photograph

These three images, along with two others from the series,
won the Judges Choice Award in the American Society of
Media Photographers Best of 2024 Travel Category



Robin Croft

Vincent's Wheat Field, 2023




Christophe Preissing

falls of rain

falls of rain is one of 25 improvisations recorded at Millay Arts in April 2023.
Playing with studio door and window open, Falls of Rain evokes the sound of a soft
soaking rain falling on wet earth and trees. The meditative sound permeates the
body, calming and centering the mind.
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The complete recording may be found at:

cpreissing.bandcamp.com/track/piano-rain-improvisation

Listen


http://cpreissing.bandcamp.com/track/piano-rain-improvisation
http://cpreissing.bandcamp.com/track/piano-rain-improvisation


Edmondson Cole

Super Puff

Back in August, on a muggy day the week after Jaylene’s eleventh birthday, her
older brother and his friends sat huddled around the TV in the living room, con-
trollers in their hands slick with sweat and potato chip grease. From the outskirts
of their semicircle, Jaylene watched, and waited.

The N64 had been in the house fifteen days. “Don't touch it,” Dayden had warned
her. “Angus didn't lend it to you. He lent it to me.” Jaylene knew better than to
fight him on this, knew if Mom caught wind of even a hint of video-game-related
conflict, she’d box the console up and send it back to the Gagnes'. Jayleane was
surprised she hadn't already, what with the way Dayden had been glued to it,
playing this one fighting game nonstop, practicing for days when he could invite
Chuck and Burbs over and give them a good stomping. They spent entire after-
noons like this, one clumsy brawl after another. Dayden made a point of ignoring
Jaylene completely.

She watched him win another game, his third in a row, and smile that smug smile
of his. But while him and Chuck and Burbs picked their next characters, Angus let

out a tired sigh. He slumped back on his elbows, setting his controller on the floor.

Jaylene didn't say a word. She didn't plead or anything. And yet, when Angus
turned and noticed her, still sitting there, it seemed somehow he understood.

With an amused snort—he always liked messing with Dayden—Angus slid the
controller toward her.

“No no no,” said Dayden.

She clutched the controller to her chest and curled her body around it, holding
tight as her brother pulled at her wrists.

“What's the big deal?” said Chuck.



“Seriously,” said Burbs. “She gonna ruin your streak?”

But Angus, Bringer of the System, Owner of the 64, he was the one Dayden had to
listen to.

“Just let her play,” he said, and Dayden’s grip slackened.

With a flutter in her chest, Jaylene chose her character. She ignored her brother’s
sour look. When Burbs pressed START, the stage loaded and the characters
dropped into their starting positions. The bright yellow letters flashed on-screen:
FIGHT!

Looking back, Jaylene could see it the way Angus must have: Dr. Puff leaping
forward, launching into a string of attacks, pummeling Clobberbot and Puff-Man
and Captain Puff, hurling them one by one over the edges of the platform where
they fell and burst in eruptions of violet, orange, and pink.

“No shit,” Angus muttered, sitting up.

Chuck and Burbs moved closer to the TV, their concentrated frowns like Okay,
we're serious now. Dayden’s sour look had become a scowl.

The boys' fighters respawned only to be bashed and bludgeoned and flung from
the platform yet again, pyrotechnic deaths beyond the edges of the screen. Their
second lives became their third, then fourth. Dayden’s fifth. By the end, Jaylene’s
brother was gripping the controller so tight his hands were shaking.

When the final seconds ran out and the screen declared TIME! the stage vanished
and the results appeared. A shower of pixelated confetti rained down on Dr. Puff,
posed in victory.

This moment was every bit as sweet as Jaylene hoped it would be.

“Wait,” said Chuck. “She didn't die once.”

“Seriously?” said Burbs.

Angus held his sides, joyfully cackling.



Dayden'’s face was red, and for a second Jaylene worried he’d hit her. Instead, he
flung his controller across the floor.

“Fuck it,” he said. “This game’s stupid, anyway.”

“Jaylene.”

She turned and their father was standing in the doorway, the bleary look he usual-
ly wore when he came up to check on them—eyes glassy from hours alone in the
dim light of his basement office, hours he often spent tinkering with his old video
camera or rewatching recordings he'd once made—it had been replaced by an
unusual intensity.

“What?” she said, defensive. Dayden was the one who had sworn.

But her father ignored the profanity, stepping aside as Dayden huffed out.

“Can you do that again?” he asked, pointing to the controller in her hands. His gaze
was a spotlight.

“I think so,” she told him.

Her father came and crouched beside her, his lips parted, the space between his
eyebrows pinched.

“Okay,” he said, and he gestured for the boys to start another round. “Show me.”



About the Artists

KAY ULANDAY BARRETT is a poet, essayist, cultural strategist, and A+
napper. They are the winner of the 2022 Cy Twombly Award for Poetry by
Foundation for Contemporary Arts. They have been awarded residencies
from Tin House, James Baldwin Fellowship at MacDowell, Baldwin for the
Arts Fellowship, and Millay Arts. Their second book, More Than Organs
(Sibling Rivalry Press, 2020) received a 2021 Stonewall Honor Book Award
by the American Library Association and is a 2021 Lambda Literary Award
Finalist. They have been featured at The United Nations, The MoMA
(Museum of Modern Art), The Lincoln Center, The Whitney Museum, The
School of the Art Institute, The Hemispheric Institute, Symphony Space,
Brooklyn Museum, and more. Their contributions are found in The New York
Times, Academy of American Poets, The Literary Hub, The Hopkins Review, Poetry
Unbound, The Advocate, The Rumpus, NYLON, them., Al Jazeera, and more.

Absurdity, tragicomedy, skepticism and drawing
are the well-worn survival tools in this artist's
backpack. Son of a suicide, ROBIN CROFT grew
up in a racist southern Virginia environment during
the inflamed sixties. Being fully dunked in the
name of Jesus didn't take. Instead, he was saved
by a biracial best friend, a free press, rock music,
movies, a Black secondary school art teacher and
MAD Magazine. Escaping small-town limitations
in Portland, Maine. to creative dreams, big-city art school was a brief
high on the road straight to the workforce, where
he still resides.

EDMONDSON COLE is a graduate of Pacific
University's MFA in Writing. His work has been
supported by the Elizabeth George Foundation,
Kimmel Harding Nelson Center for the Arts, the
Maine Writers & Publishers Alliance, and Millay
Arts. In 2022, he was a finalist in the Maine Literary
Awards’ Short Works in Fiction category. He lives



ANN BURKE DALY is an Interdisciplinary artist
whose time-based conceptual practice embraces
the discontinuities and contradictions inherent
within time and memory, documentary and
fiction. In 2024 she is a New York State Council on
the Arts (NYSCA), Individual Artist Award recipient
in Interdisciplinary Arts, for Mapping Vapours (In
Three Acts), Act Il Sonic Fields

miguelarzabe.net

Born in 1996 in Chongging, China. TIELIN DING is a wanderer, observer
and mixed-media artist whose diverse practice involves working with playful
objects, indeterminate traces and movements to create performative actions.
His application of “Mapping” and “Walking"” gives him more opportunity to
reflect on invisible systems within urban and natural spaces. Under the
practice of way-finding, mark-making and game-changing, he has been
very interested in drifting in the field of language and space, risking getting
lost from point A to point B. He graduated from MFA in photography at
Parsons School of Design, The New School in NYC. He showed his works
at Silvermine Gallery in Connecticut, Garrison Art Center in New York,
Noorderlicht International Photo Festival in Netherlands, Reclaim Award in
Germany. Recent residencies he attended include Abbott Watts Photography
Residency at Monson Arts in Maine, Nars Foundation Satellite Residency at
Governors Island, Ellis-Beauregard Foundation residency in Maine, Millay
Arts in New York, and Volland Foundation in Kansas. He is scheduled to
have a solo show at Real Art Ways at Hartford, CT in 2025.

Visual artist ROSEMARIE FIORE lives and works in Bronx, NY. She has
attended residencies at Kohler Arts/Industry Program, Art Omi, Yaddo,
Skowhegan, MacDowell, Walentas-Sharpe Studios, Wavehill, Roswell
AIR Program, Sculpture Space, Abrons Art Center, BRIC, Millay Arts and
AIM Program.

AWARDS: National Endowment for the Arts, NYFA, Avery Foundation, Lower
East Side Print Shop, Bronx Council on the Arts and Dieu Donne Paper
Mill. « SOLO/GROUP EXHIBITIONS: MOCA, Jacksonville, Weatherspoon
Museum, Munson-Williams-Proctor Arts Institute, SCAD Museum, Von
Lintel Gallery, Bronx Museum, Queens Museum, Socrates Sculpture Park,
and Franklin Institute. ¢ REVIEWS: New York Times, New York Magazine, Art
in America, Artforum, Village Voice, NY Arts Magazine, Art Papers, Washington
Post, Art&Cake and Art Ltd. Magazine. * COLLECTIONS: Kohler Co., JMKAC,
US Art in Embassies, Sri Lanka, UBS, Fidelity, Weatherspoon Museum,
Cosmopolitan Hotel Las Vegas, Neuberger Berman, Montefiore, Aspen
Collection, Capital One and Texas A&M University.

She is represented by Von Lintel Galley, Los Angeles.


http://miguelarzabe.net

KEVIN FORD is a Painter living and working in Connecticut. He has had
solo exhibitions at Hesse Flatow, New York, NY, Gallery 12.26, Dallas, TX,
Semiose Galerie, Paris, FR, Kate Werble Gallery, New York, NY, and at
Tops Gallery, Memphis, TN. Ford's work has been exhibited in group and
two-person exhibitions at Turley Gallery, NY, Primary Projects, FL, The
Center for Maine Contemporary Art, ME, Reyes Finn, MI, Casey Kaplan
Gallery, NY, The Islip Art Museum, NY, and at Essex Flowers, NY, among
others. Ford's work has been featured in V Magazine, Serendipity Magazine,
Scholastic Art Magazine, included in the book Artists /I, by Jason Schmidt,
published by Steidl, and has been reviewed in ARTFORUM, The New York
Times, Burnaway, Two Coats of Paint, and other publications. Ford received
his MFA in Painting and Printmaking from Yale University and his BFA in
Painting from Boston University.

JULIA FORREST is a Brooklyn based artist. She works strictly in film and
prints in a travel-size darkroom that she builds on location. In this digital
world, she will continue to work with old processing. Anything can simply be
done in photoshop, she prefers to take the camera, a tool traditionally used
for documenting, and experiment with what she can do in front of the lens.
Julia uses mirrors, reflections, and forced perspective to create her illusionary
work. She references the historical fine-art connection of the femme form
with the natural landscape. The woman are seen as mythological spirits:
building the landscape, destroying it, and transforming it with ease. Because
the landscape is ever changing due to societies greed and global warming,
Julia hopes to regain the connection to the environment that has been lost.
Her work will never see completion because the landscape is in constant
change. Julia is a grant recipient of NYFA, The Jerome Foundation, and The
National Endowment of the Arts. She is currently working as a teaching
artist at the Brooklyn Museum and Lehman College. Her work encourages
people to savor what is around them and become aware that nothing will
remain untouched unless hard work is put into place to keep it.

HELEN GLAZER is an American artist working in photography and photo-
based sculpture. A 2015 participant in the National Science Foundation
Antarctic Artists and Writers Program, her solo show of that project,
Walking in Antarctica, has been on a five-year tour of US museums since
2022 through the Mid-America Arts Alliance (eusa.org). Her Antarctic work
has also been displayed at the Center for Art + Environment, Nevada
Museum of Art; Baltimore-Washington International Marshall Airport;
and Palacio de Las Aguas Corrientes, Buenos Aires, Argentina. She has
received two major grants from the Robert W. Deutsch Foundation, one
for the Antarctica exhibition and one for her current project, a photo book
about Kangerlussuaq, Greenland, site of a former US air base. While at
Millay Arts, she prepared a permanent exhibition with photos from that
project for the Kangerlussuaq Museum, that opened in 2023, funded by
a grant from the U.S. Embassy in Copenhagen.




KATIY HEATH is from Saint Joseph, Missouri. She is the
author of FOCUS GROUP ARCHIVES, a column in Catapult
Magazine. Her writing has appeared in Joyland, HAD, LIT,
among others, and has been supported by Millay Arts,
Virginia Center for the Creative Arts (VCCA), and NES Artist
Residency in Skagastrénd, Iceland. She has an MFA in TOBI KASSIM was born in Ibadan, Nigeria, and
Creative Writing from Sarah Lawrence College. has lived in the United States since 2003. His poems
have been published in The Volta, The Brooklyn
Review, Academy of American Poets” Poem-a-Day,
Zocalo Public Square, and elsewhere. His chapbook
Dear Sly Stone was published by Spiral Editions. He
is an Undocupoets fellow, received a Katharine
Bakeless Nason Scholarship from the Bread Loaf
Writers' Conference, and works in New Haven’s
Public Library.

keheath.com

GARY KRIST is the author of four narrative nonfiction books: The White
Cascade (2007), City of Scoundrels (2012), Empire of Sin (2014), and The Mirage
Factory (2018). He has also written three novels—Bad Chemistry (1998), Chaos
Theory (2000), and Extravagance (2002)—and two short story collections—The
Garden State (1988) and Bone by Bone (1994). A new narrative nonfiction
book, Trespassers At the Golden Gate (the source of the excerpt in this issue)
will be published by Crown in March of 2025.

A widely published journalist and book reviewer, Krist has been the recipient
of The Stephen Crane Award, the Sue Kaufman Prize from The American
Academy of Arts and Letters, a Lowell Thomas Gold Medal for Travel
Journalism, a fiction fellowship from the National Endowment for the Arts,
and a Public Scholar grant from the National Endowment for the Humanities.
Empire of Sin was named one of the top ten books of 2014 by The Washington
Post and Library Journal. He lives in Jersey City NJ.



http://keheath.com

MARYKATE MAHER was born in Philadelphia, PA. She received her
MFA from the Pennsylvania Academy of the Fine Arts and her BFA from
Arcadia University. She studied abroad at the Glasgow School of Art and
attended the Skowhegan School of Painting and Sculpture. Maher has
received fellowships from New York Foundation for the Arts, MacDowell,
Yaddo, Franconia Sculpture Park and Socrates Sculpture Park. Exhibitions
have included FORMah Gallery, NY; Hesse Flatow, NY; Gold/Scopophilia, NJ;
JEFF, TX; MoCA Westport, CT; A.l.R. Gallery, NY; Tiger Strikes Asteroid, NY;
Spring/Break Art Show, NY; The Pennsylvania Academy of the Fine Arts, PA;
Triangle Arts Association, NY, with international exhibitions at Kunstwerk
Carlshutte, Germany, Takt Berlin/Leipzig, Germany and CICA Museum,
South Korea. Her work has been written about in Artsy, Brooklyn Magazine,
Hyperallergic, L Magazine, BOMB, Art Zea\ Art Zealous and ANTEmag. Maher
lives in Brooklyn and is represented by FORMah Gallery, NYC.

CLAIRE MCCONAUGH earned her MFA in painting from Columbia
University and her BFA from Carnegie Mellon University. She has
exhibited in galleries including Red Fox Contemporary Art, Garvey-
Simon West, The Drawing Center, The Painting Center, Sherry Leedy
Contemporary Art, Zurcher Gallery, 490 Atlantic and others. She is
the recipient of a MacDowell Fellowship, Millay Arts Residency, Ucross
Foundation Residency and Santa Fe Art Institute Artist's Residency.
Her work has been reviewed in Art Spiel, artcritical, White Hot Magazine,
Hamptons Art Hub, and other publications. She served on the editorial
board and staff of the art journal New Observations for over a decade,
has taught at several NYC art colleges and currently is a full professor at
Bergen Community College. Originally from Southwestern Pennsylvania,
McConaughy has lived and worked in New York for over thirty years.

The “spellbinding” (Washington Post) music of Chicago-based composer
PAUL NOVAK immerses listeners in shimmering and subtly crafted
musical worlds full of color, motion, light, and magic. Rejecting grandiose
narratives, his work is driven by a love of small things—miniature forms,
delicate soundscapes, and condensed ideas—and guided by a sense of
empathy for the performers playing his music. Novak has received honors
from the Barlow Endowment, American Academy of Arts and Letters, ASCAP
Foundation, Red Note Competition, League of Composers, Lake George
Music Festival, and National Association of Composers of the USA, among
others.Recent commissions include projects with American Composers
Orchestra, Music from Copland House, Lynx, Blackbox Ensemble, and
Kinetic Ensemble; other recent collaborators include the Austin Symphony,
Sandbox Percussion, Ekmeles, Quince, Left Coast Ensemble, and Quatuor
Diotima. He is a PhD student at the University of Chicago.




NEIIL DAIGLE ORIANS (they/them) is an artist, curator,
and educator living and working in Cincinnati, Ohio, the native
homeland of the Indigenous Algonquian speaking tribes,
including the Delaware, Miami, and Shawnee tribes. They
received a BFA in Studio Art from the University of Nebraska-
Lincoln and MFA in Studio Art from the University of Connecticut.
From 2016-2021, they served as Visual Arts Manager at Real
Art Ways in Hartford, CT, organizing and curating more than
100 exhibitions, public events, and performances. They are
currently an Assistant Professor and Area Head of Printmaking
at the University of Cincinnati.

CHRISTOPHE PREISSING is a sound composer, intermedia artist,
improvisor, producer, and artistic instigator whose work engages
the contradictions of liminality, memory and decay, perception and
projection, preservation and loss using archives, mapping, and taxonomies
to connect artist and audience through clouds of meaning. His work—
both intentional and indeterminate—relies on paradox and ambiguity,
found and built objects, individual and embodied memory, and the happy
accident. Preissing's recent social practice work responds to the pandemic,
to systemic oppression and racism, and to economic hardship and political
division. Recent projects include Memoria de Memoria, a work for twelve
voices that remembers Chicago’s annual homicide victims; Blood Lines, an
installation that remembers victims of the 1919 Chicago uprising; L'sGA, a
project that commissioned three Black artists to create work in response to
the Gettysburg Address; and Say Their Names, a memorial and interactive
map that tells the life stories of Black Americans killed by police.

JANE SANGERMAN lives and works in Brooklyn, New York. She has a
BFA from the University of New Mexico and an MFA from SUNY Buffalo.
She has had one and two person shows in many cities including New York
City and Chicago and exhibited nationally and internationally. In addition
to teaching art at Ramapo College her experience also comprises various
visiting artist and guest lecture opportunities including the Parsons School
of Design at The American School in Paris, The Glasgow School of Art, The
University at Buffalo Anderson Gallery, and Northern Arizona University.
Jane received Fellowships at Millay Arts, the Virginia Center for the Creative
Arts, The Ucross Foundation, and The Constance Saltonstall Foundation for
the Arts. In addition she has received The Jerome Foundation Fellowship
and the Illinois Painters Three Award. Her artwork is part of more than 25
public collections including the New York City Public Library, The Brooklyn
Museum, and the Spartanburg Art Museum, and the University at Buffalo
Anderson Gallery.




GNAOMI SIEMENS is a writer and translator based in
New York City. Her work can be found in The Believer, Slice
Magazine, Words Without Borders, Portland Review, Seneca
Review, and Action, Spectacle, among others in the US and
abroad. She has been awarded residencies by The British
Library in London, The Poetry Society of New York, The
Vermont Studio Center, Millay Arts, the Council for European
Studies, and was an ALTA Travel Fellow. Her manuscript,
The Errant, was a finalist for The X. J. Kennedy Poetry Prize.
She is represented by The Shipman Agency.

ANDY SLEMENDA (they/them) is a queer, transgender artist from
rural Appalachia. They roleplay with concepts of transformation and
transcendence embedded in corporeality and spirituality. Their artworks
challenge perceptions that the unknown or unusual, historically deemed the
queer, is evil. Slemenda rehabilitates these queer-coded representations
through site-specific events and sculptures.

Slemenda draws from their origins in Northwestern Pennsylvania, a
region known for its agriculutural workingclass, paranormal sightings, and
the Amish and Quaker communities. Coming out there and expressing
themselves as trans was a difficult but powerful experience. This process
of self-actualization grew into a passion for occult practices. Slemenda
found that the esoteric encapsulated a transcendent approach to selfhood
encoded in a complex, abstract visual language. Their creative works often
emerge from these otherworldly systems as a means of channeling the
deepest apparitions of the self.

andyslemenda.com

GIGI (GEETA) TEWARI was a 2023 Margins Fellow with the Asian American
Writers' Workshop. Tewari's poetry and short stories have been published in
literary magazines such as Granta, Epiphany Magazine, New England Review,
The Southern Review, Narrative, and nominated for a Pushcart Prize. Her
writing captures identity conflicts along with a myriad of life issues such
as professionalism, gender equality, and domestic violence. Tewari began
writing later in life: most often, at the kitchen table in the early mornings
before her children wake up. She teaches at Widener University Delaware
Law School through an interdisciplinary lens; holding a Master of Fine Arts
from Columbia University School of the Arts, a law degree from Fordham Law
School, and a Bachelor of Arts from Cornell University. She has visited at the
American Academy in Rome, the New York State Summer Writers' Institute,
Bread Loaf, and Millay Arts, where she worked on her poetry collection and
a TEDx Talk, Teaching Financial Responsibility in Cultures of Silence.




Millay Arts

Millay Arts supports the work and creative process of multidisciplinary artists
through a range of residencies that enrich lives and communities locally and
globally. We are committed to prioritizing diversity, equity, and inclusion. We
believe that the role of art and artists is essential to a just and habitable society.
Artists and their works forge connection, challenge boundaries and reflect a
multiplicity of voices that reveal what it is like to be alive in the world today.
The gift of time and space is vital to create work that acts as a crucial catalyst
for transformational change and evolution.
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Our 2023 Residents

Ann Burke Daly, Helen Glazer, Nneoma lke-Njoku, Brooks Whitney Phillips, Christopher
Preissing, Andrew Rincon, Sarah Aziza, Katiy Heath, Kevin Ford, Nathaniel Wolfgang
Parks, Joanna M Rakoff, Liz Rodda, Andy Slemenda, Misa Dayson, Sharon De La Cruz,
Robin Dintiman, Visual Arts, MaryKate Maher, Claire McConaughy, Susannah Sayler,
Edward Morris, Funto Omojola, Geeta (Gigi) Tewari, Beth Tillman, Brian Truong,
Rosemarie Fiore, Praveen Heart, David Gorin, Neil Daigle Orians, Raina Sokolov-
Gonzalez, Sally Wen Mao, Poetry, Sarah Aziza, Sarah-Mecca Abdourahman, Jennifer
Ackerman, Christy Davids, Tielin Ding, Loren Loiacono, Lissette Norman, Brandon
Zang, Robin Croft, Julia Forrest, Rita Grendze, Nur Nasreen Ibrahim, Tobi Kassim,
Gnaomi Siemens, Sandra Simonds, Kay Ulanday Barrett, Lilian Garcia-Roig, Gary Krist,
Adam Mirza, Vivian Pham, Beth Weeks, Diane Wong, Edmondson Cole, Jessie Daniels,
Chau Nguyen, Paul Novak, Jane Sangerman, Hilary Sun

Thank you to our Generous Sponsors
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