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Grab ‘em by the ______.

go ahead
tell me which part is best
which part you think is yours

it doesn’t matter
no matter what
she goes down the fire escape
(:feet over hair over shoulders over waist)
she goes down the stairs
(:wrists over ass over waist over neck)
she goes out the window
(:thighs over tits over knees over elbows)

falls face first into snow
eats a mouthful of sand
is pushed under a bus
runs into a pan of acid
hangs by fingertips off a cliff
slams her head into a brick
is pummeled by a baseball bat
drowns in a bathtub

the next day you take her corpse
(you’ve got wall-to-wall corpses)
drop her in the pot
boil until the shell softens
moisten with butter
grind, grind, grind
wait for us to forget
wait for us to realize we don’t care

we cast our ballots
it’s you, it’s you, it’s you

better you than some ______.

Caitlin Cartwright, “Fishing,” acrylic, painted paper, fashion magazine 
on wooden board.

 “Fishing,” was featured in Caitlin Cartwright’s solo exhibition, 
What Remains from July 18 - August 15, 2025.
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Red
All 
Over *

The Queen that was three years
carved on the wine-stained plate,
a piece apportioned to each man that ate—
father, brother, uncle, King—
each swallowed hard but she did not go down easy.
Future wives beware: no palate is pleased
by the taste of man’s lack.

Soft shoes so she never heard his footsteps,
never felt blade nor swift stroke
cleave the sliver of face from aquiline nose,
slice thin the drawn lips
ugly and beautiful: nothing short of extraordinary.

Between one beat of the heart and the next it is done.
She knows nothing. She is in eternity.

She must kneel upright and not move. 
If she is steady, it will be done in a moment. 
If not, she will be cut to pieces.

The red heart beats, the joints bend,
she is up and right, is immovable, none steadier,
but still she is cut and pieced:
courage in the upturned chin hacked away,
defi ance splashing the front row gawkers,
the matrons in secret thrall—didn’t she make 
a killing off her choicest bits!—
the delicate profi le halved and quartered,
coif dehaired for already graying.

But just there—a fl ash of red petticoat 
under damask and ermine cape,
gable hood can’t hide the fl esh that clings
to this bag of bones.
On the bouquet’s petals she has left 
the marks of her fi ngertips,
tender digits imprinted on ivory velvet,
record of the powerful small.

Dead-headed fl orets turn to spore,
red blooms all around:
red all over, red red all over,
red run down from Leeds to Dover.

*Inspired by the portrayal of Anne Boleyn, second wife of Henry VIII, in Hilary 
Mantel’s Wolf Hall trilogy. The italicized lines come from the second volume, 
Bring Up the Bodies, which depicts Anne’s death by beheading after she 
is accused of committing adultery, treason, and incest. It is more likely, however, 
that she was executed because of Henry’s desire for another wife after Anne 
failed to give birth to a male heir.

Heather Kaplan, “Red All Over,” low fi re stoneware.

 “Red All Over,” was featured in Heather Kaplan’s solo exhibition, 
Plateau from July 18 - August 15, 2025.
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Together on 
the Dark Shore
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Hatches crossed in the dusky clay
number the days behind us,
each prayer a rusted link

in the chain wound across the belly
of our loss. How long ago was it
we sat, knees together, hands clasping

hopeful, me burnishing my arms
to make them invincible, and you, 
a horned, jawed, toothèd

king, laughing at the spaces between
fi re and shadow, the orange orb of pain
nowhere yet, no grief as yet.

When evening blanketed the house
and the coyote showed himself
among the black copse, 

you curled, a fi st upon the fl oor,
pounded out the tears that marched 
in neat rows, drenching the crowd

that broke and exploded—
masks held in the hand
no longer fi t the face.

Soon, golden runners froze in midstride,
limbs taut went brittle and frail,
we huddled by the devout and watched

for a sign, for a stranger passing another
stranger on a road they both knew—
they did not look up, the world kept on.

Now inside a swept room  
the white ghost of a wife,
her posture an accusation,

hears how the bridge broke
after he alone crossed to safety,
she, left kneeling by the mangy brute

feasting on the fruited globes
she offered from tenderness and habit.
Most nights we barely notice the silver kite

whipping through the black sky,
a soundless return to the home
we hold in our hands. All around

the scattered faces urge on,
blind and relentless,
into the newly ferocious.

Soon, golden runners froze in midstride,
limbs taut went brittle and frail,
we huddled by the devout and watched

for a sign, for a stranger passing another
stranger on a road they both knew—
they did not look up, the world kept on.

after he alone crossed to safety,
she, left kneeling by the mangy brute

feasting on the fruited globes
she offered from tenderness and habit.
Most nights we barely notice the silver kite

Installation views of Together On The Dark Shore, a group exhibition featuring the 
works of Trevor Grabill, Yve Holtzclaw, and Hank Mattson. 

Together On The Dark Shore was on view September 5 - September 27, 2025.
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Vivian Kao lives in Flint, Michigan 
and teaches English at Mott Community 
College. She is the author of a book of 
poems, Dear Mrs. River-Dragon (Another 
New Calligraphy, 2024), which was a finalist 
for the Wheelbarrow Poetry Prize. 

She served as the 2024-25 Writer in 
Residence at the Buckham Fine Arts 
Project, and her poems have appeared or 
will soon appear in East Village Magazine, 
Apricity, The Louisville Review, and 
Press Pause.
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With Gratitude
   

Supporters make a world of good things happen 
at Buckham Fine Arts Project, including projects 

like this publication of compositions by 
Writer In Residence, Vivian Kao. 

Thank you!

Publication Sponsor
 Buckham’s 2024 - 2025 Writer In Residence project is sponsored 

in part by a generous donation by the 
Mary Elizabeth Adams Manley Beautification Fund 

of the Community Foundation of Greater Flint. Thank you!

Writer in Residence Sponsors
Elizabeth and David Bastian

Kathleen Galligan
BK Haas

Cliff Hughes
Heather Laube

Rebecca Pettengill
Roy and Kirstie Richard
Kay and Mark Schwartz

Jenifer Fernandes Veloso

Writer in Residence Friends
Bob Campbell
Russ Dotson

Michele Leclaire 
Paul & Nancy Rozycki

Sarah E Satkowiak
Jan Worth
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Buckham Fine Arts Project is supported in part by an 
award from the Charles Stewart Mott Foundation, 
the Community Foundation of Greater Flint, 
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!

Thank You!
ABOUT BUCKHAM FINE ARTS PROJECT

Since 1984, it has been Buckham Fine Arts Project’s mission 
to enrich the cultural lives of its surrounding community by 
presenting a broad range of innovative contemporary art, 
both visual and non-visual, of the highest quality and standard. 
Our vision includes supporting and nurturing artists, building 
community and inclusivity, while challenging our audience 
to engage with and look at art in new ways.

ABOUT WRITER IN RESIDENCE

The Buckham Fine Arts Project’s Writer In Residence (WIR) 
program started as an outreach project in early 2021 to unite 
its visual art exhibitions with contemporary literary arts and 
Flint’s Black, Indigenous, People of Color community. 
The collaboration provides an opportunity for writers to engage 
with their interest in visual art and gain exposure for their literary 
arts work, while engaging Flint’s historically underrepresented 
and marginalized communities in a meaningful way.

Each residency cycle culminates with the compilation of the 
WIR’s compositions with exhibition images into a publication, 
accompanied by a public reading and discussion event. 
The WIR program has grown into a fl ourishing and vital part of 
the contemporary arts programming offered to enrich the cultural 
lives of Buckham’s surrounding communities.

For more information about Buckham Fine Arts Project 
and the Writer in Residence program, 
please visit www.buckhamgallery.org
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121 W. 2ND ST FLINT MI 48502
WWW.BUCKHAMGALLERY.ORG

“The poems in this 
collection represent a 
third space—a space 
between the visual and 
the verbal, the work of 
art already made and 
the work of art being 
made in its presence, 
and a conversation 
between the artist and 
the poet.”


