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I owe my deepest gratitude to Shea Cobb for her hard work 

and enthusiastic participation in BFAP’s maiden voyage of the 

Writer In Residence program. Many thanks to the artists who 

exhibited with Buckham Gallery and shared their images for 

inclusion in this book. A profound thank you to Katie Cotton 

for designing this beautiful volume. Thanks as well to 

Buckham’s Board of Directors, Buckham Arts Collective, and 

Community Members, whether directly or indirectly your 

support is appreciated!

We are forever grateful to the individuals who donated to our 

sponsorship call, helping us to produce this first physical 

Writer In Residence publication. Next, I would like to say 

thank you to all the individuals and organizations who 

support Buckham Fine Arts Project and Gallery, including 

Charles Stewart Mott Foundation, Michigan Council for Arts 

and the National Endowment for the Arts, and the Greater 

Flint Arts Council Share Art Genesee Grant program made 

possible by the  Genesee County Arts Education and Cultural 

Enrichment Millage Funds.

It is with gratitude and optimism that Buckham Fine Arts 

Project shares this publication, the culmination of our 

collaboration with Shea Cobb.

Michele Leclaire

Executive Director

Buckham Fine Arts Project | Buckham Gallery

At the core of Buckham Fine Arts Project is the guiding 

principle of providing opportunities for our community to 

engage with innovative contemporary art, both visual and 

non-visual, of the highest quality and standard. Our vision 

includes supporting and nurturing artists, while challenging our 

audience to engage with and look at art in new ways.

The Writer In Residence project was launched in early 2021 to 

engage contemporary literary arts and Flint’s Black, 

Indigenous, People of Color (BIPOC) community. It’s an 

opportunity for literary artists from Genesee County to 

immerse in their appreciation of visual arts by experiencing 

the exhibits in the gallery. The resident writer produces written 

components responding to each exhibition, plus additional 

content that responds to topical issues and personal research. 

We hope this collaboration provides an opportunity for our 

resident writers to engage with their interest in visual art while 

gaining exposure for their literary arts and engages Flint’s 

BIPOC community in a meaningful way. 

Forward
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Art has the power to digest reality. It churns it down like puree. 

What a gift! Each exhibit carried a key to life and how to live 

in it. From the Purple canoe sitting in the water to show us 

living through death brings peace, to the unicorn dog guarding 

this temple of rare and exotic expressions of soul. I would tell 

a writer coming to prepare to be broken down among some 

you never met. The truth won’t hide from you but you must 

seek it out still. This type of project will break you down and 

place your voice in the most beautiful acoustic room, your own 

sound will shock you. Thank you to Michele Leclaire for 

possessing patience to host expressions. You are magic!

Poetically, 

Shea Phire Cobb 

When I speak, I speak with passion and power, as I am 

confident in the freedom given to each child living and 

breathing on this earth. I speak for the cleanliness of our 

homes and streets. The dreams we have for future warmth and 

love. Being the first Buckham Writer in Residence delicately 

led me back to the path of my purpose and I will forever be 

grateful. I didn’t know what to expect after the first installment 

of Disrupted Realism. I thought to myself, how weird will this 

get? They have titles for things at times that don’t even make 

sense. I now ask myself how did I ever find such a small box to 

place my matters in? I have had to grow rapidly and I 

remember the magic of being a child and moving at fast paces 

are all we settle for. To this day we stretch out our body’s 

approaching the finish line so we can feel like Sha’Carri 

Richardson or Usain Bolt, winners. As each exhibit came and 

passed, I even met Jimmy Jean Arendt, a man obsessed with 

what I think is pain endured by all generations knowing the 

least of us sacrifice the most from the newborns to the old. If 

Buckham penciled these personal revelations in a board 

meeting before inviting me to the project, I’d probably believe 

in scientology, but they didn’t and that’s why I believe in art. 

Introduction
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All these designers so great 

Only a portion of them is on display

Artist, fascinating creatures 

whom shape shift and 

manipulate matter right in front of us 

This is real science people 

Each hand puzzling pieces of news 

With fabrics and oils like Cruella DaVinci, or Bill Davis

Also known as Mr. Light Perspective 

And even if your soul and heart are solid as stone,

Like the gargoyle goliath, you will be moved 

Made alive and well again.

W A L K I N G
 THROUGH
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T R E A S U R E

Image: Anne Harris, “Invisible (Blonde),” oil on linen, 33” x 31”

Anne Harris was featured in Disrupted Realism, national juried exhibition 
from April 9-May 15, 2021.

That woman, glowing yellow 

Her body fuzzy 

hair gathered one bundle of curls to each side 

Still wild, still eternal

No matter the start of this adolescent flame

We manage to blow thick winds. 

Think of what our today will play like for this young 

beauty tomorrow

deciding along the way 

Whether or not to take in what it means:

to become a fire breathing, and potentially dangerous 

entity

Walking amongst humans and men 

Becoming Women.

Constantly seen for the shadows cast by her shapes

Perceived as a fork tongue witch 

Whom these fools would rather burn at the stake 

Or hang as the virgin Mary;

instead of paying a smidgin of attention. 

She is heaven’s honorable mention.

The adoration of living with her is to be felt in the heart 

and mind.

Maybe some scale of what happens in this temple can be 

valued. 

When time proves that we don’t conform, we live in the 

light. 
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Who carries more allure than she?

Angelic rouge

Giving what is required of us 

A Thank you for milk and all that is red and rhythmic

Like the lines of my body 

filled daily with heavenly purpose

Lord knows 

As sure as they see how tired I may seem 

in this melodic copper skin without dilation

last place they ever truly look for assurance

Are these eyes.

Left: Anne Harris, “Invisible (Yellow),” oil on linen, 26” x 26”
Right: Anne Harris, “Bending Over Study (Orange), watercolor, oil, graphite on 

mylar, 42” x 30”
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I use to think I wasn’t smart enough 

to work in groups;

kids said my ideas were too much. 

“Shea you can decorate.” 

Be the immature banter.

“I can, mindless morons!” 

Returned thought pattern.

What’s the 411? 

They were talking opposites, panning, rhythm, and pie graphs 

It felt so good being creative 

I paused not for practicality 

“Design the board, make it amazing!” 

Was my final offer. 

Art points one hundred percent.

That was good enough, besides I wasn’t going for this 

school feces anyway. 

Teachers lacking passion due to lack of supplies, 

Subs who know nothing about teaching, and students too 

gifted to settle for dittos. 

Administrations picking and choosing which rule will ease 

the day;

Instead of ceasing it. 

Sing, and if they not getting paid to vocally valet opera 

notes in the rafters

in a rebellious tenor: “ ’aint gotta listen to them.”  

I can close my ears to noise and hone in.

Divine! 

Momma learned to hide ancient wisdom and green-thumbs, 

One thing she leaked 

“Hold to God sink or swim.”

Smarts on display

With too much much-ness inside.

B R A V E 
ME IN THE 
PAINTING

Image: Kathy Liao, “Korean Drama Lullaby,” collage, marker, color pencil 
and gouache on paper, 30” x 34”.

“Korean Drama Lullaby” was featured in Disrupted Realism, national juried 
exhibition from April 9-May 15, 2021.14



A P R I L , A P R I L , 
STEPPING OUT STEPPING OUT 

Aura orange like the moon 

Fire filler for all those empty and runny low

she is untold 

passion seeking a comfy soul 

Taking slaps like a cinq string 

A walking weight of music 

Heart made to bless the land in the dead spaces 

I am here to write it out 

Learn from the craft and share with the children 

Small and great 

Avalanche angry mobs and armies like Mulan did the Huns

all fighting for love and acceptance 

she found it and now rests inside the mountain 

of ancient past lives and current day bribes 

no one courts a canvas like you

no one gives praise like me.

Her is who her want to be

Naked and unashamed

You have to name her so that you can feel accomplished 

There it is you’ve done it 

Another title for the cold figure standing center stage

you can hear our sarcasm as we stand smile and walk away.

“Only I was a girl back then.” 

I’s a women now.

Stood there, “watched her rot” Sophia say. 

Till that white man let her out that cage 

She’s too wild they judged 

She too loud too proud to budge 

And I saw her glow at the end of her road 

and it told me I was gone make it too

There is only so much running you can do

Gone girl before your dreams catch up with you

Build until the pictures clear 

Fascinated by the Unseen 

her maturity her growth

she’s worth it 

free imaginative skies of her own mind

Wouldn’t it be something 

For her to realize?

Instead of the beating assigned to her gaze 

forced to see your ugly in age 

She stands in the haze

gambit in a trench coat

Like Robin Givens 

boomeranging the room

Image: Laura Malone, “April, Stepping Out,” oil on canvas, 60” x 72” 

“April, Stepping Out” was featured in Disrupted Realism, national juried 
exhibition from April 9-May 15, 2021.
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Image: Nicole Trimble, “Portrait with Pink and Ochre,” acrylic and 
paper on panel, 12” x 9” 

“Portrait with Pink and Ochre” was featured in Disrupted Realism,
 national juried exhibition from April 9-May 15, 2021.

PORTRAIT 
WITH PINK AND OCHRE
Inspired by Mrs. Bufford of Christ Fellowship

Her brown earthy eyes 

spent much time soaring through life 

they changed color 88 times 

wisdom know I’m not so aged 

I am barely grey 

in the head 

under my arms on my legs  

I haven’t walked half the miles she’s flown through books 

giving her dark chocolate skin a youthful presence 

Her cataracts enchanted and blue 

even on her sick bed 

Got a bunch of questions only enough room to listen, 

How often do seraphim converse with mortals? 

I wanted to though. 

Thought’s race eleven million bits per second 

found time to process a hundred 

which is fifty percent more than the average human 

and maybe that’s why she told me 

she was a principal and served community; for 30 years. 

I’d like to think I’m special. 

Radiant faces

reasons someone so much more my senior 

would reveal their child like nature 

she saw enough to know she don’t need to see no more

Surely, I can identify 

the hard facts of life 

middle class minimum wage 

living to get paid to pay out it’s a struggle getting by

but the take away from what’s vested pays double

So, I didn’t reach to touch the celestial

Instead, we prayed and visited as oft as possible.

Because I yearned to know her

19



MOTHER
DON’T WORRY
language, dialect, slang, creed, and culture. 

The robust smells of our hosting home  

Where we learned to pretend.

The mind is something like the world outside, but better.

The surface of our face must express comfort 

Gotta keep it together

Make them believe that it is easy to breathe 

That it is easy to live 

Even though we know its gritty like pebbles in your shoe or sand 

in your pockets

And though we won’t be where they are

Show them that strong up curl in your lip you make when no one 

is around, smile.

A sign that its better behind the covers of wonder.

My heart will need to listen, and you, need to come with me.

Safely to where the wild things are and the fairies play in the day 

time

Where the lurking is done by us voyagers

Seeking a land to manifest destiny 

A world made for magical sisters like us 

We can make them see it again

Like pirates of the watch tower

In a land before the nexus opened 

Where if they wish to find ascension

They’ll know we wanted them with us 

Even if only in theory.

Because we don’t have to be afraid of the 

dark basement 

The screaming media 

Or missing persons

We will have each other. 

Image: Yvette L. Cummings, “Mother Don’t Worry,” oil on canvas, 60” x 60”

“Mother Don’t Worry” was featured in Disrupted Realism, national juried 
exhibition from April 9-May 15, 2021.
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I N C R E M E N T S
I made it to the end of the tunnel,

fumbling through 

the darkest cataclysmic parts of my soul, 

childhood traumas, that causes what is called mental illness.

 Akin to J. Lo’s role in the Cell,

where it’s most quiet,

and faint be the impression of birds singing 

being and bringing some comfort, 

there is an alchemy, 

hands of heavenly makeup, and Lord without question; 

most healing of energy ever.

I’ve discovered all inside and I wish to share it all with you 

my candle lit walk through luminous crispy caverns 

Dahomey Amazons 

I will not be overcome

yea in the face of all danger 

preservation is present, 

we, you and I will face it, and at the end 

when you see it too, the light afforded me by the Creator 

the life we inhale, exhale 

because no price is assigned to breathing 

outside believing anything is possible even when you can’t see 

it. 

Just know the resources you need 

to navigate can be freed on the other side 

of what fuels the fire within.

Installation views of Subtle Shifts; curated by Jon P. Geiger, featuring 
Brian Caponi, Lindsey Dezman and Adam Milner

Subtle Shifts was on view May 21 - June 19, 2021.
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FAMILY 
JEAN DRIVE

To my man Jim Arendt
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Google said
What Is the Working Class? “Working class” is a socioeconomic term 
used to describe persons in a social class marked by jobs that provide 
low pay, require limited skill, or physical labor. Typically, working-class 

jobs have reduced education requirements.

I’ve got old jeans Jimmy

My dad has a closet that holds his suits for horse shows and

A seventies chest

a corner on the back porch 

Right next to the washer are his coveralls from grandpa

He won’t part ways with those, 

There’s too much history 

And he like the hole in the back pocket 

Says it’s how the broken wind gets out of his cloths

I guess old man gas is sticky

So, I’ll have to ask 

From my sweet voice box

Daddy! I need your work pants 

You know the good ones you use all the time

Your best ones with the tattered hems

The faded ones that absolutely no one will wear 

And this is no time to be sentimental

No one is pulling you out of retirement

But your jeans paw got more work 

And good thing too. 

Your too old to be hauling parts or pulling trees

To old to be steel milling and shop working

You are an elder now

and your yellow jean shorts that cut high in the front will work 

well too

I’m bagging them they could become sunshine

Can’t you just see it dad

Your jeans standing up and making a statement after all these 

years 

Your jeans on the runway

Your jeans hoisted high on the wall in the name of fine art and 

culture 

Can’t you just see the blue jean sea of factory grease and knee 

stains?

washed and pressed for the glory of middle-class workers cross 

the nation!

it would be like having tea after fixing cars

or taking a smoke after the shift or after staying up all night

searching for the words to convince you 

26



I need all your old raggedy beat and torn jeans 

The ones you can’t mess up 

The ones you can’t lose 

The ones you want to keep 

The jeans dad I need them 

And I’m giving some of my jeans just not as many as you 

I still got work in the morning 

And Mom I can take those sixteens you no longer fit

You little slim redbone beauty

They could fit the road towards freedom

I would find room for it if I wore that size

but my jeans are short and probably only good for making 

flowers and butterflies

skinny jeans for flower stems and river reflections

my jeans are light 

not at all durable as yours 

and if I get my aunt and uncles jeans 

my cousins’ husbands and their babies too

we would have enough jeans to make a whole statement 

where the people are bare naked and happy

in the cloth of fine skin and pension plans.

Installation Views of Selvage, a solo exhibition from Jim Arendt.

Selvage was on view June 25 - July 24, 2021. 
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FOR THE 
FLOATING 

BOAT

It is nice to know there is a home for me. 

A tranquility stored in the breeze

I flutter at the hint of cedar and its warm spicy trace, 

like the cooling ash in the bed of burning embers.

This is a beautiful turn about the waters 

with my forearms casting the shallow surface 

of the dark beautiful creature just beyond the deep, 

acknowledging the infinite in this rock star hut of a twig and vine, 

cardinal’s feather décor, who visits when I am away. 

Yes I have arrived to the bare minimum 

where the bare bottom of my bare soul wails without apology 

fighting no more 

letting go of deathly concerns and tragedies of the world 

wondering loud enough for my thoughts to connect to clouds 

to climb the stairway of mercy to intercede for us 

that have walked in the fear of living and know now the 

foolishness of its path, 

let me tell it father let me deliver the message 

with wide believing eyes and a sharp streamline tongue, 

the love we pledged to feel 

the day we died like the tree 

which sat in the fruit garden like a phoenix 

awaiting to rise.

So shall we.

Candace Compton Pappas, “Adrift,” acrylic and oil on panel, 75” x 43”

“Adrift” was featured in Candace Compton Pappas’ solo exhibition At Home 
June 25 - July 24, 2021
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It’s the mysterious darkness that grabs your attention

As if to see yourself in the picture 

I can walk into it like a chalk painting on a sidewalk

Makes you ask 

how did the artist do that? 

Slowly smiling with glee 

as you release your shell 

birthing the real you

in a photograph

Not like a chick out of an egg 

but like a consciousness adopting a host

They used to call it possession 

Said it was aliens 

a ghost

We are oneself whether we realize it or not 

and that’s just the beginning of this encounter

We are 

One

endure

THE
N E T H E R L A N D S

Bill Davis, “Caesar’s Light,” pigment ink on paper, 20” x 30”

“Caesar’s Light” was featured in Bill Davis’ solo exhibition, 
No Dark In Sight from July 30 - August 28, 2021.
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B E A S T L Y 
L U S T E R

Installation view of Kelly Boehmer, “Love Bite (Blue),” fibers and 
taxidermy on canvas.

“Love Bite (Blue)” was featured in Kelly Boehmer’s solo exhibition, 
Beastly Luster from July 30 - August 28, 2021.

It’s like finding out that your Frankenstein’s wife 

Made from different grades of gruesome 

To own a shape shifting puppy

That has a growling stomach for chicken hearts 

My appetite is met with wings and legs

So, my loyal companion spends most of his time as a pony.

The meaty fingers laying around on the floor is just too much 

For my gut, my maker made me queasy towards cold flanges

except the hands of my truest bluest love 

Ravenous and rabbit about the passion between us 

like a coyote howling for a hearty home

(Howl to the moon)

I am here molting 

Into new growth 

not for man-made cloths 

But to swaddle my soul 

Using these bricks, I found to throw, to build

For before I fell in love

With the adequate peace of being non judgmental

I lacked luster and

Far as the wild of my mind

I won’t press rewind

I will become more of what I am meant to be 

And having a manic beginning 

is better to me 

than not ever

having any.
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Kenish Magwood, “Flint,” oil on canvas

“Flint” was featured in Kenish Magwood’s solo exhibition, 
Nigrescence Comics from September 3 - October 2, 2021
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Let’s us pray for the sinister governor

Our father who art in heaven 

We deliver at your command 

Our enemies as promised We forgive and understand 

That though they pursue us in this land

You are judge 

we say amen

and leave them on the altar for consumption

Speak productive

and begin again 

a sweet seduction 

to bring us a supple perspective of 400,000 

per crisis survivor 

and two million for the early arrivals

heavens got a quota

we need innocence green with new beginning

or is life of so little worth 

we take it from birth 

and create a spiral in the mind 

to keep immortality high

are we not grown enough to try being ourselves?

True to each other 

Outside the dollar

Saved from the impact 

A 40000 ft fall pillowed by troubled water 

Sounding as shattered glass 

I am born again

Mended by mercy’s hand

Won’t let me die will it? naw

my dreams were looking frivolous

Hope I am able to get along and play nice

Evolving and all.

I have taken a turn in time like a hurricane cross the southern 

border

Tidal waving like an orisha Queen lifted by the ocean wind

I rose from the flint river with heavy steel toe boots 

To kick the lead pebbles out the glass

You see me well practiced like the well pumps 

Pulling from deep

Do you believe in me or is this another reel on repeat?

Who casted the movie?

A million or more will come here

Joshua’s to spy out the shore

So, table all opinions 

A N G E L 
H 2 0
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the hue of what we truly are.

Not here to make it make sense, 

put a pencil to the pad, 

and bleed out a rhyme. 

Color make it make sense, 

so go ahead, and dim the light a bit, 

I guess we’re far too bright!

Been moving in color, 

since my younger days, 

and I won’t be afraid, 

to make a (lido) funky mistake 

So, forgive me, 

for being in bloom. 

What’s a border line 

to a Gemini

Another lie or honest truth?

I’m a color you 

Cupids love as endless 

and catch the holy ghost.

Color you, cuz we won’t survive like this!

The Color of my people

Divinity aint equal. 

Its lethal, whew it’s lethal 

Walking like Egyptian sands, 

In sediments, I hold on to my igneous

Who am I, to limit me?

Color me, color me, 

color me free.

JAZZ 
It’s a messy business

being gifted color,

But a little bit goes a long way.

Rocking cut up attire 

with a flare of desire,

Walking barefoot

Yea it’s been a long day.

for the mercy that doesn’t hurt me 

You all in my way. 

I’ve got some things 

I think I need to create.

Let me fill in the space!

Red blacks and browns 

you must be blind or can’t see. 

We rock way more color than that, 

and you hear it every time we sing.

You seen the tv lately? 

Still waving the confederate flag, 

America at its worse.

They still fighting over who got next?!

Covid hit, and now we mourning the morning, 

we can paint better than this.

Color over my whole soul, 

orange to help me breath;

the shade of healing.

if I splash the sky wit it, 

brush it regal purple;  

FAVORITE

BRUSH
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Am I just another body to you, like a stranger inpassing?

One sacrifice to a volcano that will not return its prey.

Cannibal, horse thieves, poor. Is what we say of us.  

No matter who you are or where you come from. 

what you know or where you learned it,

Broke what we say.

Barely and afraid to use two nickels that could give me wings 

if I rub them together at the same time. 

Wouldn’t that be mighty fine? 

but I need one for the bus ride, so another time. 

fractured, what we say.

I say we say, the wrong things and quiet as it’s kept 

you reading means you think the same thing,

since we don’t fly all the time either

what judgement is rendered if not to lift ourselves up one by 

one? 

we can claim right hearts and clear minds that reach any low 

for our fellow person and raise them to a plateau. 

leaving no choice but to accept the acceptance given 

through peace to become better than what we used to say.  

Helping you and I move on to edifying terms

Whole is what to say. 

pure and wealthy is what we are.

W i s h f u l 
T h i n K i n g
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For clarity I am protector of this temple

Forged when the gods came out of the sky and mortals could 

fly

I have been here and have had to fight for the pearl

Many have lost their lives and others never made it pass the 

lineage 

And though it has been sometime 

I am still charged with the shine and integrity of the stone

I don’t take it lightly otherwise we would not be here

So, speak to her if you will 

It doesn’t have to be bad by no means 

I am alive and when one worthy of such treasure 

Ushers the sacred pools in 

speaking out for this beauty, this masterpiece; 

Solely hewn from the inner most depths of an imagination

An effortless curve of grace wading through magnetic waves

Dare I say to you again

“Say something beautiful, ”

or please be gone.

G a r d e n 
Keeper
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Shea Phire Cobb lives and works in Flint, Michigan, 

where she was also born and raised. She is an artist, mother, 

author, musician, and founder of The Sister Tour, a platform 

that promotes female artistry. She began her artistic career by 

performing poetry during children’s summer programs and 

organizing poetry showcases in her community. Her books of 

poetry include Travels in my Car: Dedicated to the 

Writers Freedom (2018), Honey Tea and Hibiscus: Reflective Heart 

Poetry (2018), and Ruby in The Rough: A Dedication to LaToya Ruby 

Frazier (2020), which she co-authored with Amber Hasan. She 

studied communications at the University of Michigan–Flint 

and Mott Community College. In 2014, she began an ongoing 

collaboration with LaToya Ruby Frazier focused on the Flint 

Water Crisis. With Frazier and The Sister Tour, Cobb has trav-

eled across the country telling the story of her community and 

the Flint Water Crisis. She has led programs at, among others, 

Gavin Brown’s Enterprise in New York, and the San Francisco 

Museum of Modern Art, where she also performed an original 

play, Surviving Womanhood.
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Writer in Residence Sponsors

Jennifer Acree
Senate Minority Leader Jim Ananich

Dr. Aisha Harris
Amber D. Harrison

Michael Parker
Art & Teresa Reyes

Writer in Residence Friends

Fred Danzinger
Heather Laube

Candace Compton Pappas

Buckham Fine Arts Project is supported in part by an award 
from the MICHIGAN COUNCIL FOR ARTS AND 

CULTURAL AFFAIRS and the NATIONAL ENDOWMENT 
FOR THE ARTS, the Charles Stewart Mott Foundation, and 

the Greater Flint Arts Council Share Art Genesee Grant 
Program made possible by the Genesee County Arts Education 
and Cultural Enrichment Millage funds. Your tax dollars are at 

work!

ABOUT BUCKHAM GALLERY

It is the mission of Buckham Gallery to enrich the cultural life 
of its surrounding communities by presenting a broad range of 

innovative contemporary art, both visual and 
performance, of the highest quality and standard. 

Buckham Gallery is a 501(c)3 non-profit organization 
located in downtown Flint, Michigan. The gallery has been an 
anchor of the Flint art community since its inception in 1984. ​

Founded by a collective of area artists, arts 
professors, and arts professionals, gallery operations, 
exhibitions, and programming continue to be led by 

artists and arts professionals.

For more information about Buckham Fine Arts Project 
and the Writer in Residence program, 
please visit www.buckhamgallery.org

48 49

With Gratitude
Supporters make a world of good things happen at Buckham 

Fine Arts Project, including projects like this inaugural 

publication of compositions by Writer In Residence, 

Shea Cobb. Thank you!



121 W. 2ND ST FLINT MI 48502
WWW.BUCKHAMGALLERY.ORG

“When I speak, I 
speak with passion 
and power, as I am 
confident in the 
freedom given to 
each child living and 
breathing on this 
earth. I speak for the 
cleanliness of our 
homes and streets. 
The dreams we have 
for future warmth and 
love...”

-Shea Phire Cobb
Buckham Fine Arts Project first Writer in Residence
April - September 2021


