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Note from the Editor 
 
True Confessions. Didn’t you love the magazine when you were a 
teenager? But could a confession not be true? Wasn’t the implied 
premise of True Confessions that much of what passed for content 
was indeed fake news? Do I start out my “Note from the Editor” at 
my peril? 
 
True confession – this is the first time I have edited an anthology of 
poems. I thought it would be easy. It wasn’t. And yet it was. There 
were some poems that spoke to me immediately, where I issued a 
sigh almost of rapture. “Yes, that’s it, that’s the idea,” and “Gosh, I 
wish I could have written that.” You won’t find them in this 
collection. Just kidding. 
 
I reread these submissions many times. Sometimes I would lean 
toward one of several submissions by a poet, then change my 
mind.  
 
What was I looking for? In the spirit of the late Donald Hall, I was 
hoping to prompt poems that could speak to young and old, but not 
in a necessarily cute or obvious way. I was searching for versatility 
and a sense of wonderment – in the natural world, in memory 
recollected, in the ordinariness of our daily lives. I was also glad to 
find playfulness and humor, and an attention in some cases to 
form. 
 
As for the essays and the cover art, I asked my former colleague 
Randall Berndt to consider being Bramble’s artist. True confession 
– I own one of his paintings. Apart from Randall’s mastery, it’s his 
whimsy mixed with utter seriousness that I fly to, his erudition. I 
didn’t realize he had been experimenting recently with both word 
and image, a respect for multiple art (as in poetry) forms that is 
utterly in keeping with this edition of Bramble. What an 
unexpected coming together of intent. 
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It reminds me of a true story – when I was teaching English in 
France a dozen years ago, I asked some of my students to pick a 
favorite painting and explain what they liked about it. One 
engaging young fellow chose a Magritte rendering of clouds within 
a picture frame. My student said he thought it was fun. I had been 
hoping for more recherché English adjectives to indicate he had 
been learning something. I gave him a postcard of Magritte’s “Ceci 
n’est pas une pipe,” mentioning to him that perhaps Magritte 
meant not a pipe but art. Randall has shown me the lie in my line of 
reasoning. Of course, it is a pipe.  
 
In synch with Randall’s essay is Amy Ludtzke’s, about how The 
Friends of Lorine Niedecker inspired several Fort Atkinson murals 
quoting Objectivist poet Lorine Niedecker. The projects show how 
poetry and art belong together – as urban beautification, teaching 
tools, sheer magic.  
 
What a joy it has been being editor of this edition. Thanks to the 
poets who contributed, to Christina Kubasta and Tori Grant 
Welhouse for their editorial and technical guidance, and to the 
Wisconsin Fellowship of Poets for its support of this endeavor. 

 
Guest Editor 

Ronnie 
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______________________ 
 

 

______________________ 
Cover Art is from Randall Berndt’s From the the Homage to Famous 

Artists Series: Magritte's Garden. The painting is based on Le 

Thérapeute or The Therapist by René Magritte.  

 

(See Randall’s essay later in this issue.) 
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Calling Names 

Mary “Ray” Goehring 
 
Within the deepest shadows of the forest 
sedges and mushrooms have names 
They talk in their quiet ways 
to the lichen and moss 
  
telling stories of carpenter ants 
marching over and through 
on their way to the fallen hickory 
that lies on higher ground 
  
and the ovenbird 
planting gooseberry seeds in the clearing 
  
and the fox 
who burrows near the large oak 
  
and hunts the mouse 
hiding in the tall grass in the flat plain 
  
They call each of them by name 
Red and White and Gray and Big Blue 
showing respect 
as best friends or good neighbors might do
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A Remembrance 
Ed Werstein 
 
(after Richard Roe) 
 
Forty acres bordered by ditches and woods 
a dirt lane meets a narrow black-top road 
yard of clump birch 
daffodils, forsythia 
pussy willow 
a rose trellis. 
 
In the front room 
a sepia wedding portrait 
blessed Palm Sunday fronds behind the frame 
bittersweet and wheat stalks in a Hull vase on the piano 
a cedar-lined closet 
woolen coats 
feathered fedora. 
 
In the kitchen 
birchwood cabinets 
porcelain sink with drainboard 
percolator on the stove  
Arthur Godfrey on the radio 
Grace, by Engstrom, over the table. 
 
In the bedroom 
mom’s  nacred brush and comb 
dad’s tortoiseshell shoe horn 
statue of the Infant of Prague 
picture of Our Lady of Perpetual Help 
a rosary on each night stand 
the faint echo of prayers.
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Vinyl  

Brian Ciochetto                      
 
we have forgotten mother, 
purity -- sinned 
against vinyl. 
remember when 
amplified 
how a plying needle swims 
a sea of grooves her metal made? 
worn, now fading 
in sleeves cradled  
amid a dry village of dust --  
hoarse echoes of time 
cry for her bosom. 
 
memory lies grooved, 
reverbs in dull veins. 
every hiss, pop, crackle  
hidden in dividing lines -- 
widen like chasms 
on a pale, puzzled face 
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Hometown 
Alex Zitner 
 
What brings me back is the smell 
of firewood and rain splintering the pine, 
 
the bakery which mixes up displaying muffins 
when cherry or raspberry, though either is good. 
 
The farm dog growing burdock and searching 
for old cow bones on the plateau, Wildcat Rock, 
 
which hurdles to me the same way every time 
since I was at eye level with it, both sage, shining pearls. 
 
The family of deer stumbling around the cornfields 
in the off-season showing the colors of longevity. 
 
The stain of a pond where I swallowed a tadpole 
after a dare, and although gone, tree frogs 
 
still find their way to the windows most nights 
as the tractors crank and slowly muscle off 
 
into their sheds. Going past the pastures of palominos 
and angus, over the creeks great-grandmother named 
 
as “cricks”, through the barn owl hymns 
and coyote cries to that all too familiar draft 
 
again of the land unfurling at my very feet, 
taking in the long sip of air blowing in another direction. 
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Candling Sonnet 
Alex Zitner 
 
When you still were young, you collected eggs. 
Snatched them from the incubator to check 
embryos with a flashlight. If alive 
after seven days, blood vessels spidered 
from their center as the eyes of Christ did 
on the cross. If dead, the air sacs ballooned 
to the top, resembling Saturn. Blood rings 
of what could have been, a chicken hawk, 
even a crane, orbiting their own breath. 
Then, the first stillborn was not as heavy 
as the first hatchling. You never could bury 
a bird without considering the weight 
of earth it displaced. You recall the sound 
of shells breaking, matching the spade snapping bone.
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Waking from Anesthesia  

Joan Wiese Johannes 
 
Waking from anesthesia is 
a calendar page gone missing 
so your birthday never comes, 
a sleepwalk to Grandma’s house, 
 
a calendar page gone missing 
while goblins carry off the little girl, 
a sleepwalk to Grandma’s house, 
a skipping stone sinking 
 
while goblins carry off the little girl. 
“It is time to wake up,” the nurse says. 
A skipping stone sinking, 
you struggle toward the surface. 
 
“It is time to wake up,” the nurse says.  
Her voice is so far away; 
you struggle toward the surface 
into the blurry light. 
 
Her voice is so far away, 
so your birthday never comes 
into the blurry light 
waking from anesthesia is. 
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Mustache Magic  

David Southward 
 
for Ian 
 
When you turned nine, nobody dreamed 
your party would be mustache-themed. 
Guests at the door were asked to wear 
adhesive strips of facial hair 
and presto—by that artful touch 
the atmosphere was changed so much! 
Kids looked more sophisticated 
with their muzzles groomed and shaded, 
while fussing mothers’ trimmed goatees 
could scarce be taken seriously. 
Cousins with bushy handle-bars 
stroked them like bogus Russian czars, 
and uncles leered like pool sharks 
(or Stalin, mocked by Groucho Marx). 
When fuzz beneath your Nana’s nose 
sent shivers down to Papa’s toes, 
it made us laugh so hard the guck 
that held our stickers came unstuck— 
and one by one, without a sound, 
mustaches fluttered to the ground! 
Unfazed, we drank from mustache straws,     
ate frosting shaped by mustache laws; 
in perfect sync, we shared the vibe 
of living as one mustached tribe. 
I hope these birthday wonders stick 
in your memory—and that some new trick 
occurs to you, when you turn ten, 
to turn us into better men. 
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Playing the Part  

Kathleen Phillips 
 
All the other roles were taken: sweet, lost 
Hansel and Gretel, negligent or greedy father 
And step-mom. All gone to others 
except the witch: 
the old woman of folk tales, 
the old one with the scary laugh. 
How does a ten year old know how to play old? 
But she does . . . finds a scarf to cover her hair, 
adds a stick and a slow moving silence. 
Gets the part no one else wanted 
and keeps it hidden for years until it fits perfectly, 
then, when no one was looking, 
she shook out her greyed locks, noted the wrinkles, 
now real, and headed out alone, showing the world 
what she had become: an old woman 
inside and out, curious about each be-witching moment, 
wondering how the story really ends. 
Thank you for your consideration. 
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Boy’s Stuff  

Dennis Collier 
 
The prairie in late winter, 
when shoots break the ground 
and grasses show signs of green, 
through ten-year-old eyes,  
the important things: 
Fungus terracing fallen trees, 
and lichens crusting 
the softening ground 
and moist rock faces. 
The scat of an owl  
littered with bones.  
Entrails left by a coyote.  
Nearby a heap of turkey feathers,  
bronze and iridescent green, 
radiant in the morning sun.
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My Kitchen is for Dancing 
D. Monthei Manske 

 
My kitchen is for dancing, 
the garden is for naps. 
The sewing rooms’s for sitting 
with dollies on our laps. 
 
The tub is always splashing, 
the sink—it overflows! 
We love to feel the water there 
squish between our toes. 
 
The bedroom is for snoozing 
and dreaming wild and free. 
The yard is where we send up kites 
as high as you can see. 
 
The pantry is for hiding 
the things we like to eat 
so look behind the broccoli 
to find a special treat. 
 
The laundry’s full of all the clothes 
that surely need a wash. 
The vines that run around the fence 
are making yellow squash. 
 
But every time I need a place 
to call my very own 
I curl up in my picture book 
and stay there all alone. 
 
Until I pop back out again 
to maybe take a chance  
that someone in the kitchen 
will take my hand to dance!
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Like a Child with a Crayon 
Ann Penton 
 
From this comfy cabin base, 
we meander off on day trips, 
find a lakeshore to wander,  
or trek out and back 
on new-found paths in a pine forest, 
anywhere the spirit next beckons. 
  
We accumulate more memories. 
We attempt to partially preserve,  
in photos or poems, 
some of the viewed beauty, 
the perceived awe, 
only to return, rest, regroup. 
On later days we often launch off  
on new circuitous tracks. 
  
Isn’t it much like  
a child drawing a flower 
with loopy oval petals— 
colored crayons adventuring out, 
energetically leaving their marks, 
but ever returning, 
drawn back to the center?
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spray-paint 
B.J. Best 
 
it's a canister 
of color, 
a silo 
of semaphore, 
the neon 
that tells  
the electrician 
where not 
to dig. 
or else 
it's a jacket 
for rust 
and the dust 
left by drought 
because you thought 
the patio table 
could use 
a new wig. 
put together 
this jigsaw: 
you with ozone 
and aerosol, 
beneath the parasol 
of a tree, 
flecking infinite seeds 
of a spring fern 
or ripe fig. 
a frog 
who doesn't know 
any better 
might think 
you were 
strange weather— 
a god, a rainbow— 
or something 
equally big.
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White on the River 
Lucy Tyrell 
 
Clouds 
drift in 
surface-float, 
zigzag birch trunk 
splays on river flow. 
Water lily petals 
double in reflection. 
Ebony jewel damselflies  
alight—white spot on female wings. 
Water escapes log tangle, bubbles white. 
  
Even when landscape dissolves shades of green 
in mud-green river, white calls our gaze— 
tail band of flycatching kingbird, 
light belly as red-tail soars, 
petals of arrowhead, 
glare on our paddles 
as we pull red 
canoe through 
August 
heat. 
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If Water 
Robert Stetson 
 
If water were music 
 It would use its many voices 
 Together, in chorus; 
 The roaring bass of a waterfall 
 Or the soprano of a stream, 
 Percussion by hail, rain, or crashing wave 
 Or in strings riding the wind. 
  
If water were dance 
 It would float gracefully 
 As a snowflake on a light breeze, 
 Or leap and bound 
 As the lightest of hailstones; 
 It would run down a stream 
 Trailing a garment of white lace. 
  
If water were amusement 
 It would swirl leaves 
 On the carrousel of an eddy pool; 
 It would channel lightning 
 Into fantastic patterns 
 Or bend the light of sun and moon 
 Into glorious arching rainbows. 
  
If water were emotion 

It would be an angry sea 
Or a laughing brook 
Troubled, or calm, or 
Sullen as a cloud 
Then icy or steamy 
Or warmly inviting. 
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If water were magic 
 It would form intricate crystal designs 
 In the air and on windows 
 Assume the shape of any container 
 Become solid, liquid, or gas 
 Then, as a finale, all three 
 In the same time and place! 
  
If water were balm 
 It would heal the ache  
 Of lips parched by sun 
 It would spark life and color 
 In a weary desert landscape 
 Or bring life to a barren rock 
 As it circles its star. 
 
 

 
 



 

26 

 

Gifts 
Ron Czerwien 
 
Sweet smell of rot from 
crab apples smashed 
on the driveway, burst 
blisters quivering 
with flies, 

    swatted by 
August's swelter, each 
passerby seems wrapped 
in a clammy web, 

the frayed 
tissue of yesterday's fog 
lingering in their eyes; 

    when 
will the ants come 
to dismantle what's left, 
carry it all away, 
ransacked trophies, 
offerings for 
a brooding queen. 

 

 
  



 

27 

 

Backyard Intruder 

Phyllis Beckman 
 
Finch, nuthatch, chickadee, 
Sparrows by the score, 
Cardinal and blue jay 
Grey squirrel, blackbird and more 
  
Lining up for suet, 
Risking life and pecks, 
When dreaded falcon’s talons clutch 
Vulnerable, feathered necks 
  
This fiend preys without pausing 
At neighbor’s well stocked feeder 
And disappears into the woods 
To feast high in the cedars 
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Do Not Call Them Pigs 
Nancy Jesse 
 
Javelina: A collared peccary or piglike hoofed mammal having a dark 
gray coat with a white collar.  
  
Last night, a family of javelinas  
paid a visit—                                      
smashing flower pots  
tearing out plants 
roots and all  
scattering debris 
over the porch  
their musk 
still skunking  
morning air. 
  
Though I do not know 
them well, these peccaries 
remind me not to call them  
pigs. They are not pigs – 
who feed and clothe  
and give of their skin  
for footballs, 
their hearts  
for surgical parts. 
  
No. Javelinas – 
destructive  
treacherous 
malodorous 
in their white collars  
and dark coats— 
do not remind me of pigs, 
but of another species 
with which I am  
better acquainted. 
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Sign 
Yvette Viets Flaten 
 
On my last camp-out  
under the blaze of Leo sun 
in the sate of summer heat  
they asked: Who will make a fire,  
watch it, ready it for food? 
  
And as usual, I stepped forward 
without word, laid the profit 
and tinder, grouped a tender nest  
for a fledgling flame 
  
and stayed with it all morning 
feeding its hungry mouth, watching  
the blue pinfeather flickers, orange  
adolescent plumes, the snapping  
full-blown roar of feathers, rising 
on the heat of day. 
  
The fire became mine.  I guarded it,  
kept all the unthoughtful away, 
the pokers, and throwers, those who 
would bring chaff, not wood 
  
and held the youngsters at my side,  
cautioning, teaching how to lay on  
gentle fuel, and listen to the sing 
and sigh, and judge the red ember heat. 
  
Most soon ran away, but one or two stayed, 
drawn down into the deeper well, and I saw 
little vestals being forged, and myself, 
Hestia, hearth and home, and later 
  
as darkness fell, I knew an even older time, 
when I judged who sat, and where; who joined, 
who spoke; and reading shifts and signs 
of flame, I heard them name me Fire Woman. 
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Twelve Snowy Scenes  

Alessandra Foster 
                      
i                                                                                      
Bright sun on crusty snow                                              
Tiny twinkling jewels in motion. 
                                                                                        
ii                                                                                      
Snow angels, snow people                                             
Snow forts                                                               
When building an  
School's not an issue.                                                     
 
iii                                                                                 
Flakes, fluffs                                                                  
under. 
Fast, slow 
Light, heavy, powdery, wet                                              
Windwhipped, slanted:                                                    
blurring hard edges 
Oh indiscriminate tongue                                                
To love them all.                                                    
                                                                                           
iv                                                                                                                                                 
My hound holds one paw up                                           
Then the other 
Whimpering on icy snow.                                                                         
In softer snow he races wildly,                                        
Buries himself for sheerest joy.                                       
 
v                                                                                      
Vermont resort in January                                               
raccoons   
Heated outdoor pool                                                      
energy       
Delicate snowflakes falling                                              
On bare shoulders: sweet surprise.                                
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vi                                                                                     
Whiteouts, traffic jams, accidents   
Frostbite, falls, heart attacks 
DANGER. 
 
vii 
Permission 
To stay inside 
Do nothing 
While snow 
Piles high outside 
 
viii 
Snow brings light 
Everything’s white 
Except dark trees 
Whose leaves lie under 
 
ix 
Soft snow blurring hard edges 
Blanketing debris and filth 
Purifying the world 
 
x 
Snowy owl, white hare, arctic fox, polar bear: 
Absence of color; presence 
vividly hiding. 
 
xi 
Deep snow 
Biting, marrow-chilling cold: 
Woodchucks, bears, rodents,  
Skunks, raccoons 
Conserving energy 
Hibernating. 
 
xii 
Melting, muddy, messy, squishy, slushy, yukky 
Time for Spring. 
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Charm for Sleep 
Fredric Hildebrand 
 
Ready the downy cradle. 
Pull tight the bedclothes.  
Open wide the window.   
Let in the night spirits. 
 
But slumber does not come.  
Worry spins me awake. 
Hypnos, Morpheus, Masters  
of Night; strike me with your sleep! 
 
Borne from this midnight moment, 
into the deepening winter  
blackness, into the house  
of the gods, I am born 
 
into the red fox setting stealthy prints in the silver snow 
into the basswood bending against the biting wind 
into the nightjar dancing unseen in the darkness  
into the moon radiating its wisp of white 
 
Floating upward on the altar  
of the gods the heavens surround me.  
Into their spell I leap,  
at peace and once more asleep. 
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Grazing 
David Blackey 
 
Awake again at midnight, I stumble to the fridge 
to retrieve the last anchovy from its oily bed 
to prime my taste buds. 
A slice of silky smoked salmon 
on a baguette next feeds my hunger.  
I discover and devour some  
aged Stilton for my third course. 
A voice in my head whispers "sour", 
and only New York sauerkraut will do. 
Unsated and asking: "Am I really what I eat?" 
I slice a thick chunk of Parma salami, 
poignant with diamonds of fat 
and god knows what else. 
Recalling food group philosophy, 
I spy four spears of asparagus which 
slide down my throat like guppies. 
I feel complete till I spot North Sea 
herring treading in brine and onion. 
I pirouette to the cabinet 
to top off my feast with a hunk 
of alabaster halvah, 
sweating honey and sesame. 
"Done", except or a perfect  
1971 Chateau Margaux. 
Later, an aka Seltzer, with lime.
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This Just In – Local Ant News 
Bulletin (Broadcast Date: June 5, 
2010) 
Nathan J. Reid 

 
Ant hills around the nation are raising awareness to a new danger 
triggering an old familiar fear. After the Big Wheel Epidemic of ‘81, 

the Magnifying Glass Massacre of ‘93, and the more recent 2008 
Water Balloon Bombings, ants everywhere are now bracing 

themselves against a new threat: 
Incredibly fat human toddlers. 

A fatal incident occurred last week when a small ant community 
living under the Northside Park swing set was entirely crushed as 
a child jumped onto a swing and snapped the chain. Officials have 

announced there are so far no survivors and it could take weeks to 
identify those individuals not wearing their lifting licenses at the 
time the tragedy took place. They are survived by a colony of red 
cousins living under the Northside slide, and their exoskeletons. 

Rallies involving picnic marches are on the rise and 
demonstrations on top of ice cream cones are being held all across 

the country as the Toddler Terror of 2010 ignites panic 
everywhere. 

More at eleven.
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Of Words & Images: 

A Short History 

Randall Berndt 
 
“The difficulty with my thinking when I hope to find a new 
picture is in fact that of obtaining an image that resists any 
explication and that simultaneously resists indifference.” 

— René Magritte 
 
20th century artist René Magritte and his surrealist pals liked to sit 
around in front of one of his paintings and conjure up title ideas. 
What they favored was definitely not explanation but rather some 
words that might hint at the mental process that led the artist to 
paint the picture in the first place. They were a playful bunch and 
they were always after the provocative and the inexplicable. For 
them both words and images were mysterious and therefore could 
point toward the mystery of existence. 
 
As a visual artist I have always been fascinated with narrative, but 
while in art school in the 1960s my major professor favored the 
pure image, the object-in-itself. No fooling around with stories of 
any kind, much less those surrealist games. Of course this 
Puritanism was bound to lead to heretical penciled cartoonish-
ness on the studio walls amidst all the abstraction. Though there 
were no words involved a message was being sent. The creative id 
chafes at censorship. Sadly these wordless little imaged fantasies 
had to be erased.  
 
For a little perspective: nosing around backwards in art history we 
find that artists were not always so conflicted about the whole 
word/image contretemps. They often called on poetry or historical 
quotes to accompany their paintings. There was no fear then of 
literary values that became anathema in modernist art; they were 
not constrained in the way us graduate students were. Nineteenth 
century artists put a high value on the back story. In those days the 
art-looking-at public was pretty much up to snuff on their 
Shakespeare, Bible, classical mythology and of course Keats and 
Tennyson.  
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They knew who Ophelia was and why she was drowning, flower- 
splattered amidst the watercress in that 1850 painting by J.E. 
Millais. 
 
Well, a lot of water has gone over the bridge* since my academic 
days. Now in these post, postmodern days we are free to do most 
anything – large scale words can now appear all by themselves on 
gallery walls! Alas, today many of us visual artists are not so 
steeped in Shakespeare so we muddle along on our own, content-
wise. Art has become perhaps more democratic this way. Which 
brings me to Norman Rockwell, whose populist art was so taboo in 
my school days – too sentimental and so forth. He was the great 
American storyteller in 1950s. A bit of a cornball, he was actually a 
brilliant painter (he studied the old masters) with a sense of 
humor. A great illustrator, he knew his way around a narrative. 
Visual wordiness did not worry him. And, speaking of humor, 
which was also forbidden in high-art school, I am quite devoted to 
New Yorker cartoons where words and images conjoin to relieve 
us of our daily burden of gloom and doom. I had a long-ago short 
career as a comic colorist where I worked with the symbiosis of 
color mood and the dialogue bubble in aid of the laugh. 
 
Recently I began a series of handmade works on paper combining 
language and images called 'Sketchy Ideas'. Subjects have included 
Art History Made Easy, The Perils of Chronophagia [ed: fear of the 
passing of time] and Emily Dickinson's poem "Wild Nights, Wild 
Nights". These entertaining but pithy cultural bulletins feature 
drawings and appropriated images photo copied and sent to a 
select audience via USPS in a quiet, artisanal rebuke to the tyranny 
of digital fast information. 
 
My homage to René Magritte, reproduced on the cover of this issue 
of Bramble, was inspired by his painting called Le Thérapeute (The 
Therapist). My painting is a gentle, gardening domestication of his 
more gravity prone figure with a caged head and torso. Mine heads 
a little more toward humor perhaps and a less mysterious title. 
Magritte died in 1967 probably unaware of the popularity of his 
posterized images in so many dorm rooms and hippie pads.  
They seemed to have hallucinogenic properties for a generation so 
different from his. What he meant by Le Thérapeute would have 
been lost on us.  
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But in our bedazzled late 60s way we were just as interested in the 
mysteries of words and images as he was. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
_______________ 
 
*Ed (RH): Berndt here uses malaphor, an ultimately nonsensical 
idiom blend, despite recent flooding in Wisconsin – as in water 
under the bridge married to water over the dam. 
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Something There is  
That Loves a Wall: 
A Bramble Conversation with Amy Lutzke of 
the Friends of Lorine Niedecker   
 
Our apologies to Robert Frost, whose opening line from “Mending 
Wall” we have tweaked to introduce this article on the making of 
“poetry murals” in Fort Atkinson. Bramble asked Amy Lutzke, 
Assistant Director of the Dwight Foster Public Library in Fort 
Atkinson, and member of the Friends of Lorine Niedecker, to explain. 
 
Bramble: How did the idea for Lorine Niedecker poetry walls in 
Fort Atkinson come about? 
 
Amy Lutzke: The idea came several years ago, during a 
conversation between Ann Engelman and myself. As members of 
the Friends of Lorine Niedecker, we were pondering how we could 
help Fort Atkinson residents get to know Lorine – who she was 
and what she wrote. We came to the conclusion that we needed to 
get her “out” of the Dwight Foster Public Library and The Hoard 
Museum, where her books and papers are housed. We needed to 
put her in front of our community so that her words could not be 
missed. As for the installations in the schools, we believe that 
students who graduate from the Fort Atkinson School District 
should be familiar with Lorine and her words. We felt that putting 
poetry on the school walls would be a great way to accomplish 
that. 
 
Bramble: Any examples you saw elsewhere that gave you the 
idea?  
 
Lutzke: There weren’t specific examples of poetry/art 
installations that we thought of but we admired the walls at the 
Wisconsin Center in Milwaukee where quotes and poetry by 
Wisconsin figures are embossed. We also were aware of 
communities that inscribed poetry into sidewalks. 
 
Bramble: Why not just use LN’s poems — why get an artist to do a 
painting?  
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Lutzke: We wanted the pieces to be visually appealing, not just a 
“sign.” The colors, the art draw people’s attention so that 
individuals take the time to read the words. Art/poetry also helps 
to communicate the meaning of the poem by illustrating aspects of 
it with the art, particularly in the school projects. Fort Atkinson 
High School selected Lorine’s poem: 
 
Smile  
to see the lake lay 
and out for an easy make 
the dragonfly 
 
The artistic interpretation is stained glass dragonflies flying above 
found-metal cattail rushes. Mosaic pieces at the Fort Atkinson 
Middle School and Purdy Elementary School incorporate images of 
Lorine’s cabin on Blackhawk Island, as well as birds and flowers 
mentioned in her poetry. These images add information about 
Lorine that isn’t necessarily contained in the poem. 
 
Bramble: How have the Friends worked with Jeremy Pinc? 
 
Lutzke: We are fortunate to have Jeremy right here in our 
community and to have been familiar with his work. We felt he had 
the right skills and creativity to create the large poetry murals on 
the sides of buildings. In the first wall, created in 2009, we selected 
the words and asked that the design be simple and the words bold. 
In the second wall, painted this summer, we let Jeremy choose the 
piece of poetry and design the piece. 
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As for the schools, we approach each one individually to inquire 
about their interest in having a piece created by or for them. We 
offer the funding for the project and allow them to design and 
decide how and who will create the piece. School administration 
has been very supportive. The art faculty have been thrilled at the 
opportunity. And the students love working on the projects. The 
high school developed two different projects that were primarily 
created by students with supervision from art teacher Angie Szabo. 
In the middle school, art teacher Cynthia Bliss contacted muralist 
Amy Zaremba and metal sculptor Erika Koivunen to help create a 
large piece in the main hallway. Then she worked with students to 
create a separate installation of paper mosaic that is in the school 
library. Purdy Elementary created their piece working with artist-
in-residence Denny Berkery. Purdy’s project was guided by a 
variety of staff including the principal Leigh Ann Scheuerell, art 
teacher Jessica Zuniga, kindergarten teacher Andrea Kratz and 
music teacher Heidi Kosak. Barrie Elementary teacher Susie Belzer 
wanted to extend the painted mural from their lunch room to a 
blank wall in the hallway. This mural already depicted the Rock 
River and historical places and people along it. Her students 
extended the river along the wall and included a piece of Lorine’s 
poetry. 
 
There is also a mural at Olsen Elementary School in Madison that 
incorporates some of Lorine’s poetry. This is part of a larger mural 
project in Madison coordinated by Alicia Rheal through Dane Arts 
Mural Arts. Art teacher Anna Liska managed the Olsen School 
project.  
 
Bramble: How can others do this kind of thing in their 
communities?  
 
Lutzke: These projects have turned out even better than we 
hoped. The large poetry murals on Main Street have generated 
comments from a vast swath of the community. They have become 
photo destinations for senior pictures, weddings, even tourists 
who find the wall. The feedback to us is consistently positive. 
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High School art teacher Angie Szabo said the project “transformed 
our school and has shifted the way that those in our school value 
our department.” School children now know who “that poetry 
lady” was. The school district has decided to teach Lorine 
Niedecker poetry in both the 4th grade and high school. The 
community definitely knows the lines:  
 
Fish  
    fowl  
         flood  
waterlily mud  
         my life. 
 
I think to do this in other communities there needs to be a vision 
that compels people. This worked for us because we had an 
individual, Lorine Niedecker, from our community, who made a 
difference in the world. We wanted Fort Atkinson residents to 
know about her. We also have a non-profit organization that is able 
to raise money to fund projects like this. We have community 
members, school leaders and faculty that were willing to work 
with us. And finally, the Friends of Lorine Niedecker have 
dedicated volunteers who put their time into all of the many 
communications and negotiations required to manage projects like 
this.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[Ed: Full disclosure: Ronnie Hess is a member of the Friends of 
Lorine Niedecker.]
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Contributor Bios  

 
Randall Berndt 
Randall Berndt is the former assistant curator at the James Watrous 
Gallery at the Overture Center for the Arts and was for years the director 
of the Wisconsin Academy Gallery in Madison, Wisconsin. He received an 
MFA in painting from UW-Madison in 1969 and has pursued the life of the 
artist mixed with the demands of the "real world" ever since. Some career 
highlights include a major award for a painting accepted into the Butler 
Institute of American Art's 62nd Annual Midyear Exhibition, a 1996 
Wisconsin Arts Board Visual Arts Fellowship and participation in the 
Madison Art Center's 1987 Triennial Exhibition. Berndt's paintings were 
juried into New American Paintings, Number 29, an exhibition in print 
published by Open Studios Press, Wellesley, MA, in 2000. In 2006 his 
paintings and drawings were included in the West Bend Art Museum's 
group exhibition Up North: Imaging North Woods Culture & Mythology. 
Recent exhibitions include “The Romance of Unruly Dreams", 2017, Abel 
Contemporary Gallery, Paoli, Wisconsin. 

 
Phyllis Beckman 
Phyllis Beckman, enjoying her retirement years in Onalaska, Wisconsin, is 
grateful for opportunities offered by the libraries, colleges, universities, 
theaters and art gallery in the La Crosse area.  Located near Lake 
Onalaska and surrounded by beautiful bluffs, she finds inspiration in the 
everyday to write a daily poem. 
 

B.J. Best 
B.J. Best is the author of three books and four chapbooks of poetry, most 
recently Yes (Parallel Press, 2014) and But Our Princess Is in Another 
Castle (Rose Metal Press, 2013). 

 
David Blackey 
David is a retired lawyer whose career was dedicated to civil rights. His 
other career is world travel. His poetry has appeared in Plainsongs, Steam 
Ticket and Verse Wisconsin. 

 
Brian Ciochetto 
Brian Ciochetto lives in Green Bay. Former radio, TV, news journalist 
writes poetry, blogs and tweets about his writing and low vision from 
glaucoma. Remains active with basketball and gardening. 

 
Dennis Collier 
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Dennis Collier of Madison is a former newspaper reporter and editor, and 
retired fiscal policy analyst, who returned to writing poetry after an 
absence of too many years. 
 
Ron Czerwien 
Ron Czerwien is the owner of Avol’s Books LLC. His poems have appeared 
online and in print journals. Ron serves as Treasurer on the board of The 
Council for Wisconsin Writers. A chapbook of his poems, A Little Rain, A 
Little More, is forthcoming from Bent Paddle Press  
 
Yvette Viets Flaten 
Yvette Viets Flaten of Eau Claire, Wisconsin, is active in the local arts 
community and her poetry has appeared in numerous journals.  She won 
the Wisconsin Fellowship of Poets’ Muse Prize for Excellence in Poetry in 
2008 and 2013 and the Wisconsin Writers’ Association’s Jade Ring for 
poetry in 2010 and 2015.   She loves to cook, travel, and read. 

 
Alessander Foster 
Alessandra (Alessa) Foster originally used Wallace Stevens' title, 
“Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Blackbird,” as her prompt, then realized 
that her looking at snow is one dimensional whereas his looking is 
multidimensional. So with humility and admiration, she changed her title. 
Writing poetry is such an adventure! 

 
Mary “Ray” Goehring 
Mary “Ray” Goehring was born and raised in Wisconsin, travelled 
extensively, worked a variety of jobs and feels like she has always been 
writing poetry.  She is retired and now spends summers in her Central 
Wisconsin prairie and winters in the East Texas Pineywoods. 

 
Ronnie Hess 
Journalist and poet Ronnie Hess began her broadcasting career at 
Wisconsin Public Radio. In the 1980s, she was a reporter/producer for 
CBS News in Paris, before returning to public radio in the Twin Cities and 
Chicago. She is the author of three poetry chapbooks and two culinary 
travel guides, Eat Smart in France (2010) and Eat Smart in Portugal (with 
Joan Peterson, forthcoming), and blogs regularly for MyFrenchLife.org. 
She lives in Madison, Wisconsin. Her webpage is www.ronniehess.com 

 
Fredric Hildebrand 
Fredric Hildebrand is a retired physician who lives in Neenah with this 
wife and two sons. His work has appeared in Verse-Virtual and Millwork. 
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Joan Wiese Johannes 
Joan Wiese Johannes has been widely published in journals and 
anthologies, and has four chapbooks, including He Thought the Periodic 
Table Was a Portrait of God from Parallel Press. Her most recent  
publication is a crown of sonnets, Happily Ever After, whimsically 
illustrated by her poet/artist husband Jeffrey. 

 
Nancy Jesse 
Nancy Jesse is a member of the Wisconsin Writers Association and the 
Wisconsin Fellowship of Poets. She grew up on a dairy farm in 
northwestern Wisconsin and studied English at the University of 
Wisconsin in Madison. She now lives in Madison with her husband, Paul. 
 

D. Monthei Manske 
Grand-daughter, Hazel’s love of The Oxcart Man as a tiny child—just 
listening to the sound of the words—opened up Donald Hall’s work to 
Deb, demonstrating a poet can also tell wonderful stories encouraging her 
to write both. In the Lucky Spaces is her memoir. 

 
Ann Penton 
Ann is a long-time WFOP member, presently in Arizona after many years 
in Northeast Wisconsin.  Her poems have received awards in contests in 
both states.  Most recent publications include Haiku Society of America’s 
Annual Members’ Anthologies, WFOP Poets’ Calendars, Goose River 
Anthologies, and Sandcutters (Arizona State Poetry Society journal). 
 

Kathleen Phillips 
Kathleen Phillips lives on the east side of Milwaukee. She writes at a desk 
overlooking a busy street, far from the country life where she and her 
husband raised their family. A full life includes family, traveling and 
writing companions, old and new friends... and always,  new adventures. 
 

Nathan J. Reid 
Nathan J. Reid is a member of WFOP, former competitor for Madison’s 
2015 National Poetry Slam Team, and former senior editor for UW-
Oshkosh’s Wisconsin Review. His poems have appeared in several journals 
and his chapbook, Thoughts on Tonight, was published in 2017 by 
Finishing Line Press. Learn more at nathanjreid.com. 
 



 

46 

 

David Southward 
David Southward teaches in the Honors College at the University of 
Wisconsin-Milwaukee. His first collection, Apocrypha, was just released 
by Wipf & Stock. His poems have appeared recently in Blotterature, 
Gyroscope Review, Hummingbird, Measure, and Razor Lit Mag. Learn more 
at davidsouthward.com. 
 
Robert Stetson 
Robert Stetson is a visual thinker and avid photographer whose poetry 
draws upon his love of nature and all things mechanical (how does it 
work/fit together), his training in the fine arts (Sculpture and Jewelry 
Metal-smithing), and, of course, life experiences. 

 
Lucy Tyrell 
Lucy Tyrrell lives near Bayfield. Her favorite verbs to live by are 
experience (canoe, mush, travel) and create (quilt, paint, write). She 
gathers poem ideas from nature's wildness and interesting prompts. 

 

Ed Werstein 
Ed Werstein, WFOP East VP, was awarded the 2018 Lorine Niedecker 
Prize for Poetry by the Council For Wisconsin Writers. His work has 
appeared in Stoneboat, Blue Collar Review, Gyroscope Review, and several 
other publications. His book-length manuscript, A Tar Pit To Dye In, is 
available from Kelsay Books. 
 

Alex Zitner 
Alexander Zitzner is a poetry reader for the Adroit Journal, as well as the 
Co-Vice President of the West Central region. In his final year at UW-Eau 
Claire, he is the Editor-In-Chief of their literary magazine, NOTA, as well 
as an advocate for the Chippewa Valley Writers Guild. 
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