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We are building the community that we want to create in.

Send story ideas, comments, or questions to:
hello@fsm.ink or mail to:
fsm.
139 N Lake St
Neenah, Wisconsin
54956
For advertising inquiries, contact:
(920) 791-7137 or hello@fsm.ink
fsm. believes in paying for quality work. Our
goal is to be able to pay our writers solely from
community support.
fsm. is produced by a small staff of dedicated
creatives and seeks contributions from writers
across the Greater Fox River Valley of Wisconsin.
We locally distribute monthly to locations from
Fond du Lac to Green Bay, Wisconsin.

The Immediate and Future plans for fsm.
by Cristian Andersson
About one year ago, after a discussion about bringing an arts journal to the Fox
Valley, fsm. was started as a partnership between myself and Katharina Abderholden.
In February 2020 the first issue was distributed. COVID-19 waylaid our March
issue for months. From that lesson, we have made a decision to temporarily halt
production of the print fsm. after this issue. This will be an opportune time for
regrouping and growing for the journal.
fsm. Interviews:
First off, it is important that we continue to make connections between the creatives
and the community. We will be hosting online discussions with creatives over
Zoom, and everyone is free to join. After the talk is finished, we archive them to our
YouTube channel: https://bit.ly/3oaf51E We currently have six interviews
uploaded, including our first one with Frank and Lynn Zetzman, which this issue
has a small excerpt of. We will announce upcoming fsm. Interviews online and
through our newsletter.
Online Presence:
While fsm. is adamant about being a print journal for accessibility to our community,
we do have an online presence. Until we feel like we will be able to widely distribute
our paper through the community again, this is the best way to stay up on our
content. You can find us at:

Patreon and Advertising:
As of December 1st, 2020, we will pause collecting money through Patreon. If you
have any questions regarding this, feel free to e-mail me at hello@fsm.ink. We
are not closing out our Patreon account at this time, and are investigating a less
expensive way for people to financially support the journal and the independent
press (see below). For those who have advertising with us, we will not count any
months that the journal isn’t being printed towards the contracted period of
time. We will, however, mention you as a sponsor at the beginning of every fsm.
Interviews talk. Thank you so much to all of you who have financially supported
fsm., indepenent publishing, and the artists of our community.
So, that is all the immediate stuff. Let’s talk future.
This is a super weird time to be pausing the physical distribution of fsm. because,
if you noticed above, the fsm. staff is increasing. We have also included our first
literary review column, and have plans on adding in a music review column. We
know that if we are going to grow in staff and content that we need to re-evaluate
how to stay sustainable. COVID-19 is giving us a moment to think.

eMail: hello@fsm.ink

As mentioned previously, fsm. is currently a partnership between Kat and myself.
We are currently investigating becoming a non-profit organization, which will open
up a few things: namely grants and a *significantly* better postage cost to mail out
issues. To achieve that lowered postage cost, we will need to begin a subscription
model. It will be much lower than what we receive through individuals on Patreon.
Subscribe to our newsletter (
) and we will update you on how to subscribe to fsm.
This does not mean that we will stop distributing the journal freely throughout the
community. In fact, we are looking at increasing our print runs. It is important for
us to continue our mission of being an open platform for the creatives. Whether you
find a free copy of fsm. in the community or you support us through a subscription
we are happy that you have found interest in what the creative class has to say. It
is important.
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In art and action, Cristian Andersson
hello@fsm.ink
Now, let’s get through this together.

Website: www.fsm.ink
Facebook (we know): https://www.facebook.com/fsmfoxvalley/
YouTube: https://bit.ly/3oaf51E
Newsletter (subscription link): http://eepurl.com/hkgayX
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If 2020 Was A Book
by Rebecca Zornow

The City We Became

Literary Review

By N. K. Jemisin
Fantasy worlds in literature are often built upon one particular society
distant from our own—medieval Europe. This is thanks to the landmark
writing of individuals such as Scottish author George MacDonald,
British writer C.S. Lewis, and British author J.R.R. Tolkien.
But what does fantasy mean for a country whose citizens come from
across the globe? Often it means American fantasy is built in the
tradition of European forefathers; medieval Europe is the basis for
worlds created by George R.R. Martin and Patrick Rothfuss. However,
we also receive works set in fantastical American landscapes like Neil
Gaiman’s American Gods, Stephen King’s Dark Tower series, and
Rebecca Roanhorse’s Trail of Lightning.
In N. K. Jemisin’s newest novel, The City We Became, fantasy comes
to the city in every American’s heart: New York City.
In Jemisin’s world, cities are born under the weight of their own
unique power. Places like Hong Kong, London, and São Paulo have
already been born—they are sentient through a chosen representative
from the city. But not all births go well. Jemisin writes about the 2010
earthquake in Port-au-Prince and Hurricane Katrina in New Orleans
as the disastrous results of births gone wrong.

The City We Became
By N. K. Jemisin
448 pp. Orbit.

As New York City comes to life, its soul splits among six humans.
Manny, a young man moving to Manhattan, loses his memory on
the train. Padmini, a graduate student in Queens, learns she can
suddenly change reality with math. Brooklyn, a rapper-cum-city
councilwoman, realizes she’s not just the new embodiment of her
borough—her city is under attack.
There’s an Enemy, an old one, that wants to take out NYC before it’s
fully born.
The City We Become was published March 24, 2020, just days after
NYC went on lockdown due to COVID-19. It was surreal reading a
novel about the birth of NYC gone wrong when the real city was facing
terrifying levels of the coronavirus. Jemisin couldn’t have anticipated
the global pandemic while writing The City We Became (the prologue
appeared on TOR.com in 2016), but she writes clearly and poignantly
about an issue we’ve ignored for too long in the USA. And it’s the very
thing that most threatens Jemisin’s fictional world: racism.
The City We Became is a must read for 2020.

N. K. Jemisin. Photo credit: Laura Hanifin, 2015

weeding out our ignorance
by Tashi Haig

As Thanksgiving approaches, it is an especially seasonable time to remember whose land we are
feasting on: cities in the Fox Valley area have been established in the territories of the Menominee,
Potawatomi, Ho-Chunk, Myaamia and Očhéthi Šakówiŋ nations. Though myself and fellow nonNative people should acknowledge this, doing so does not absolve us from the horrific American
history which we are a part of, regardless of personal intention. Rather than participating in the
ironic greed of Black Friday sales immediately following our day of thanks, perhaps we can instead
use this “holiday” to reflect on the history of the regions and country which we occupy.*
● Browse websites with educational resources, such as the Wisconsin First Nations website (
https://wisconsinfirstnations.org/about-first-nations/
).
● View Indigenous art, like the Indigenize Education mural at Lawrence University’s Buchanan
Kiewit wellness center (learn more about artist Matika Wilbur and Project 562 online and on social
media: http://www.project562.com/).
● Support local, Native-owned businesses, such as Shenandoah Books, located on Appleton’s
Wisconsin Avenue.
● Explore historical landmarks, museums, and parks which reveal local history, including the
Grignon mansion park in Kaukauna. (https://www.grignonmansion.org/history.html).
(*I in no way claim to be an expert or even novice on this subject, but instead hope to provide starting
points for myself and others to further educate ourselves on Native history and culture.)
Sources:
Berthiaume, E. (2019, April 17). Mural unveiled as Project 562 creator hails the artwork as ‘a huge
step’ Retrieved November 09, 2020, from https://blogs.lawrence.edu/news/2019/04/
mural-unveiled-as-project-562-creator-hails-the-artwor k-as-a-huge-step.
html
Native Land. (n.d.). Retrieved November 09, 2020, from h
 ttps://native-land.ca/
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That feeling, it just is.
by Courtney Anne Holcomb

I want to feel healthy again. Over the past nine months I’ve let myself slip into
sickness. And I’ve been very successful at it because I’ve been practicing sickness.
My existence: nausea, pit in my belly, icepick headaches, lack of motivation, low
energy, apathy towards others and self, sloth, anxiety, fear, fatigue, and the desire
to do nothing while simultaneously feeling bored. I feel the feels…I dwell. The
physical symptoms continue to manifest: practice, practice, practice. I am good at
practicing and my mind fixates. This is who I am now. I assign value judgments to
these sensations. They are negative, bad, undesirable, and unpleasant. And then,
I feel them, again and again and again. I tell myself I don’t enjoy feeling this way,
but upon further investigation I must to some extent, because I constantly invite its
return. I sit and anticipate its arrival. When it shows up, I practice the sensation, I
feel comforted by its familiarity, and I identify myself with the feelings. I am sick,
something is wrong with me. I willingly usher it in. This must be my ‘new normal’.
I convince myself, I shape my reality around it, around these feelings, and I tell
myself life is so unpleasant now and I am physically sick.
Then I find myself out in public and I start my performance. I can’t let people think
I’m not feeling okay. I swear I’m doing great. I lie through my eyes, my words,
and my body language. I desire to feel my best, share my best, but that me is not
present. Or is that me just not present in the way that I would want to be seen? So I
hide. I hide myself. And the more I stay hidden and privately sit with my thoughts
and sensations, the more the sickness ruminates. This must be me. This is who I
now am. So I sit, and I hide, and I practice. I practice feeling sick. I again assign a
value judgment to the feelings. They are negative, not okay, unacceptable, wrong.
Is there something wrong with me? There must be something wrong with me…
Faced with the reality of more available time over the past nine months has forced
me examine my humanness. We are, after all, human beings not human doings.
I often enjoy hiding in the doing, ignoring the uncomfortable, building up a wall
of busyness and productivity to keep me warm at night. When my “doings” went
away, more feelings came to play. An emptying of the many things I practiced
defining myself by for years and years. And this stripping of self, emptying of
perceived identity of self, left an uncomfortable vacancy that I quickly occupied
with a physical sense of sickness. Being a dancer I’ve always existed in the world in
a highly physical way. Feeling control over my body is something I depended on for
comfort. Why were these physical symptoms showing up? Do I have control over
them? They came to fill the void. I created an illusion of control, if I can feel it, it
must be reality. My emotions, my feels, had physically manifested: on display for
me to face, experience, and judge. I’m found myself to be very good at the judging.

Why can’t I just accept that whatever state of being, feeling, I’m experiencing, is just
present? It is, what it is. And most importantly, as proven every time, it’s fleeting.
Just like a dance performance it’s ephemeral. It happens, and it passes. This has
proven to be true every time. And what’s left after each moment is another blank
slate, to experience the new feelings, with no assigned value judgment. It’s just my
being that remains, in its raw state. And I face it.
So this is my new practice. Though the feelings aren’t gone and the physical
symptoms still visit, as I’ve practiced letting go of assigning a negative value
judgment, I’ve been able to honor my being. This year I’ve had more time than ever
to feel, to reflect, to ruminate, to fester, on my being. It has been uncomfortable,
but can be practiced. I need more practice. I need to practice my existence, without
conditions. I do not want conditional living. It must be this way, feel this way, look
this way. No thank you. I am moving towards gentleness and grace. Honoring my
being has played a huge role in the beginning of my physical healing. Freeing my
mind of judgment to help heal my body.
Each feeling is simply that, a feeling, and a part of the human condition. Say
goodbye to value judgment. That feeling, it just is. It’s not wrong, it’s not negative,
and it’s not undesirable. Certain feelings are not failings, they just are. It is only
seen that way if we assign them that value. What that feeling is, is just present. And
if we live in the art of being present for each moment, we can practice letting the
feeling simply flee when we are ready to let it go. Or, we can invite it to sit with us
for a while—whatever feels most helpful. No judgment.
**The below dance for camera piece was created by me this autumn, in true isolation
fashion. No crew or other dancers, just me. My husband synthesized the music for
the piece. All the video footage was self-shot using my iPhone, and the video clips
edited and composed at home with iMovie. The setting, my community garden plot
in Neenah, WI. The sunflowers, vegetables, plants, all grown and tended by my
hands. A true, homemade project, that just is.
To view the full dance for camera piece, resisting phototropism, visit:
https://vimeo.com/476344578

Valley Academy for the Arts
139 N. Lake St.
Neenah, WI
www.valleyacademyarts.org
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Stills from resisting phototropism. A dance for camera piece by Courtney Anne Holcomb, Fall 2020. To see the
recorded performance go to: https://vimeo.com/476344578

Flower of Precocious Depravity: A look into the process
by Chloé Allyn

Recently, I’ve had the pleasure of writing about and working with a Milwaukee
based artist, Valaria Tatera, who is a part of the Bad River Band of Lake Superior
Chippewa nation. We are cut from similar cloth and I look to her as an example, as
an elder however far away, when I struggle with my light skin and my self-erasure
and what that means for my work. I was honored when she invited me to participate
in an eventual exhibition centered on Missing and Murdered Indigenous Women,
Girls and Two Spirit; but I was also tasked with a personal feat.
What business does a white passing, non-reservation-living, unenrolled Potawatomi
girl like me have speaking of the community tragedy that is the brutalization of
Indigenous women? For starters, this is that toxic self-erasure I’m talking about.
Genocide does that too, you know, it worms into the mind of the oppressed; doing
the sinister work of the U.S. Government in one’s own heart and mind.
I am proud of where I’m from, yet some days I feel like I am receiving a pat on the
back from Big Activism, like someone wearing the crown of “Most Oppressed” for
the street credit. This is something like impostor syndrome, but worse, because
I still crave the validation of looking the part. Or carrying the card. But I feel the
pain of Indian country over my own blood quantum related traumas. I feel the
rage for my ancestors and living communities alike, also thrumming within me. I
understand that this genocide is not over.
There is something I have in common with my stolen sisters and those living
in solidarity. I was assaulted and like most women, I’ve been harassed over my
lifetime. There I am, all 130 pounds of me, in that statistic that Native women are
2.5 times more likely to be sexually assaulted than other women in the nation. So I
ask, why do I consistently invalidate myself?
Is it because I am small? That we, as Indigenous people, are invisible? Is it that
CNN sees us as “something else”? How do I make space for myself, looking this pale
faced, while Natives are more likely to be killed by police than any other minority
group in the nation?

I never shook that vision her. Her audacity and the smallness of her in the exhibit.
Her indignant, malleable body flinging open the door of representation. I see in her
eyes the strength beyond her vulnerable societal position, her vulnerable body—
beeswax!—and her tenuous existence. On many days, we are in the room together,
I as well as waxy, tenacious and small.
My piece for the Missing and Murdered Indigenous Women, Girls and Two Spirit
exhibition marries the little wax dancer and my gift of life. I am alive, by the
survival of my family through genocide, alive through self-sabotage, alive because
of whiteness, and alive after sexual assault.
Today when I ask why I invalidate myself the answer sounds like survivors’ guilt.
After I shower, I put my hands behind me, like the little dancer, and braid my hair,
thankful and conflicted that I exist.
Yet that’s what is important, ultimately. That I exist.

https://www.csvanw.org/resources/what-is-sexual-assault/
https://www.culturalsurvival.org/news/addressing-epidemicmissing-murdered-indigenous-women-and-girls
https://www.greatfallstribune.com/story/news/2020/06/22/
montana-native-american-police-brutality-george-floydprotest-lives-matter/5334187002/
https://thecrimereport.org/2020/06/30/native-americansdisproportional-victims-of-fatal-police-shootings/

Sit with that for a minute. Sit with the perspective of the unseen and ask yourself
if you understand that being Native comes with inherited and experienced pain. If
you are white, do not put your white guilt on it. This has nothing to do with you. As
I ask myself every day, what does it have to do with me?
~
There’s a loaded intensity to diversity and representation; it doesn’t surprise me
when artists avoid getting down and dirty, erring on the side of blanket inclusivity.
But as someone who has always felt unseen regarding my Indigenousness, I
understand that the body you are in shapes your world view. Humans treat humans
differently because of the bodies they occupy.
To me, because of this, diversity is not interchangeable. The perspective must be
respected. As a writer this means that I have the responsibility to write characters
that represent; that I yield language as a tool for inclusivity. You read my words, I
put an image in your mind. What I’m saying is that if I do not show up and create
space for a fat character, a deaf character, a Potawatomi character…I will perpetuate
the pain of invisibility.
If I am visible let it be seen that the enormity of my voice and words does not equate
to my body. I am a pen as my sword kind of woman; with olive skin, dark brown
hair, crooked teeth and a small stature. My body, in so many terms because they
are relevant to MMIWG2S, is weak, asthmatic and when I’m being kind, my face is
pretty. I live in near constant anxiety of losing my bodily autonomy. When I enter
the outside world, which begins at my doorstep, I recognize that my body is no
longer my own, that today may be the day that my fear is confirmed, again.
This is at the crux of you understanding me. In many ways, being me means sticking
to the corners of the room, it means justifying my paranoia (again), it means
reminding myself of my whiteness and the ways it saves me.
A few years ago, in an undergrad lecture on Impressionism, my professor Frederick
Gross detailed to us Little Dancer Aged 14, a wax sculpture by Edgar Degas from
1881. Now an icon, and a facet of myself, the depiction of the young girl received
poor reviews and evoked widespread disgust.
With her realism, both in technical execution and in expression, many agreed that
she was ugly and distasteful. In short, Degas’ mixed media sculpture represented
an unseen member of Parisian artistic society, a working-class teenager. Opera rats,
as they were called, were poor, young and pretty dancers, likely to fall victim to the
perverse and wealthy men that frequented the ballet. In execution, Degas’ subject
matter is extremely tender, handled with modernity and poignancy.
The little wax dancer is one third the size of its subject matter and was displayed
with real clothing in a vitrine. I think of her often, in the exhibition hall with the
brute force of the nineteenth century public around her, holding her crude face up
in dignity, her arms pushing her chest out against shame.

Edgar Degas, Little Dancer Aged Fourteen, plaster cast possibly 1920/1921, after original wax modeled
1878–1881, painted plaster, fabric, metal armature, on plaster base. Image used from Open Access
5
program, provided by the National Gallery of Art.

No-Man’s Land
by Austin Segrest

When you dismantle existing boundaries in your environment, it frees you
from their limitations, but it requires you to bring your own boundaries 		
where you didn’t have to before.
—James Williams

No travel, all walks exhausted, socially starved yet keen on avoiding the maskless
masses who, apparently, just discovered walking, I’ve taken to the tracks. At first, it
was a shortcut, the tracks behind my house running diagonal to the town grid. Then
I started walking on the rails. Getting my balance, engaging my core. Contorting
around on one foot to keep from stepping off, a spastic ballerina.
I thought of tight-roping and gymnasts and hippies slacklining between trees on
campus. Thought I was getting pretty good till I realized (with the exception of
the balance beam, on which gymnasts do more than merely walk) their “rails”
were moving, while mine was not. Or not much. It does vibrate when cars cross
or a train’s coming. Which isn’t often. But it does, like being where I know I’m not
supposed to be in the first place, give my pastime an edge of risk.
It’s amazing how overlooked the tracks are. A vagrant margin, defying conventional
time and space. And it’s amazing, and comforting, how I can disappear there:
between factories behind my house, or under the Oneida bridge by the river. But,
committed to my discipline, if I’m going to cover any ground, there’s going to be
more public stretches. Part of me is always waiting to be called out (if not run
down). It’s a paradox, engaging in an egregious activity, but not wanting to be seen.
Growing up a latchkey kid in the hills south of Birmingham, Alabama, I explored as
much terrain as I could—at least until other pursuits took precedence. My mother,
meanwhile, was always an avid walker. She walked religiously every morning,
starting out in the dark, going out in any weather. She’d be gone what seemed like
hours, running on her body’s scant fat reserves, running herself down. She wasn’t
happy.
It terrified me when I was little. Now it’s a major thread in my poetry:
Across the Street
I ran across the street, I didn’t know any better.
Ran out in the street, I didn’t know no better.
I just knew a woman was there, though I’d never met her.
She sat me in her parlor, distracted me with trinkets,
milky glass birds and fish, distracting trinkets.
She said my mother would be fine, but did she think it?
The world was a blur of crystal wings and fins.
My tears were casked in crystal, wings and fins.
She was the first of many lady-friends.
The tree shadows shortened, she brought me a drink of water.
Morning matured, she brought me a glass of water.
I drank it so fast, she went and brought another.
I kept looking out the window, she didn’t ask me what for.
I watched out that window, she didn’t ask what for.
The seconds broke off and lay there on the floor.
I imagined my mother’s route, as far as I could.
Her long morning walk, followed as far as I could.
Nothing I could do would do any good.
Suffer the little children, and forbid them not.
Christ said suffer the little children, and forbid them not.
Said love thy neighbor, sometimes she’s all you got.
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No doubt, there’s something lonely and reckless about my walking, too.  
                                   
I’ve learned that swinging my arms in a fluid stride works better than holding
them out. I can go a mile or more without stepping off now. Thinking about my
balance and breathing is centering, of course. But then long stretches pass where
I’m somewhere else entirely, working on a poem, suspended in thought-limbo.
Like other walking composers and reciters and memorizers, I sometimes think my
legs, as if by shaft or belt, power my brain. Step building on step. One word, one
phrase, one line, one sentence at a time. Keeping it on the level, an elevation of
inches.
“I’d take you out there,” the late Thomas Lux writes in his ars poetica, “The Pier
Aspiring,” “but it’s a six-hour walk / and the work’s redundant…”
I negotiate crossings and junctures where rails split off and join. I alternate right
and left rails, each leaning slightly in, knock-kneed. Scored by the wheels of steel,
slowly broadening, attenuating.
It’s glacial-lake-bed-flat here. Looking up now and then, you can see a train coming
from a long way off. But coming up behind you (and they go both ways) is another
story. Looking back without stepping off is hardly feasible. At first, every sound,
every wind or car or factory whine makes you want to check. “But at my back I
always hear / Time’s winged chariot hurrying near.” Like Orpheus, you can’t look,
not if you’re going to get anywhere. Czeslaw Milosz writes, “don’t look back, the
Erinyes are behind you.” My mother’s Furies? The train bells are the giveaway.
I love the endlessness of those never-meeting lines glowing with low evening
sunlight as I walk home westward behind the fire station. Stretching away like
couplets down the page.
Once I looked up and a drunk bucked at me like he was going to knock me off the rail.
I jumped away. He didn’t even laugh. Once a track-maintenance truck, converted
to ride the rails, snuck up behind me, a kind of duck boat. Once it was a train. I was
way out in the sticks, where the elevator and dumbwaiter factory stretches nearly
a mile toward the dump on one side, a swamp and corn field on the other, lost in
thought. I wouldn’t say it was a close call, but the train was upon me—or “up on”
me—when I turned around. I admit that, though our town managed to vote down
train honking last year, I might have expected the courtesy. If the conductor was
even looking, that is. Trapped between the steep gravel embankment and thicket, I
waited nearly twenty minutes for the long train to thunder past.
Austin Segrest’s poem “Across the Street” was published in the June 2019 issue of Poetry.

Hot Rats
An excerpt of a fsm. Interviews: with Frank and Lynn Zetzman

Frank Zetzman: ...Well, as you said, I’m a sculptor—predominantly working
ceramics—and a drawer. Pastel, Conté, ink, charcoal…maybe the most consistent
thing that I do is draw. It sort of dictates where I go with my pieces.
While my work changes quite a bit, it does tend to be representational of a sort—
based on natural objects—or the figure. I generally work in a series, until it starts to
run its course for me, or I run out of gas with it.
For this show I was working sculpturally, with two groups of works. One were these
organic pods that are based on poppy seeds. I really liked the group of them, more
than I liked them individually. I thought, as a group, they start having aviary looks
to them, maybe a bunch of chickens. They also look like flowers, or a garden. I liked
that part a lot. I’m not trained as a potter, and I’ve done very little pottery in my life
besides demonstrating for my students. I had one ceramics class as an undergrad.
Although I think that had I stayed in that medium I would have been able to expand
out, but I gravitated towards sculpture and drawings.
When I got out of undergrad school, working on sculpture at that time, I was really
wondering what the purpose was. And so, alone in the studio of my own, and I just
began drawing. And the drawing had this sort of a funkiness to it. It was figurative
fantasy, like surreal. A kind of a Midwestern surrealism. But I really longed to get
back into sculpture.
I was set to go to graduate school, and Lynn and I were together taking a primitive
fire workshop in Northern Wisconsin. I started building some work there and I
thought this is the material I can get into and get back into sculpture.
After school, I got an instructor job right away. I’ve taught at a two-year campus
my whole career, some 35 years, and teach there I have to be a generalist. Drawing,
including life drawing and anatomy, ceramics, and sculpture in multiple mediums:
steel, wood, plaster modeling and cold casting. It really dictates a lot of what I’m
doing. The work I’m doing now are those pods and portrait relief plates. I started
throwing plates and, just as a demo, I drew on one of the plates one day in my
beginning drawing class. We were working with the figure and I grabbed some demo
pots I had thrown and I first drew on those and then painted them with underglaze.
I got really excited about the possibility. Now I’d already began the pod forms, and
I thought oh, this could be really nice. I’d like to investigate this.
For the plates, I chose to paint portraits of composers. I love music. I play guitar
and sitar. I decided to illustrate my 50 favorite classical-based composers for the
plate series. I really like contemporary classical, although there’s two 19th century
composers in the series. I did do a Wagner plate that I had no intention of doing
at first, but driving home from Minneapolis, a Wagner opera was on public radio’s
Live From the Met. And I was just so excited and thought: Oh, he’s gotta be part of
the fifty. But mostly it’s 20th century or 21st century composers. A lot of classical
composers are interested in rock, jazz and other forms, but they are trained
classically. And that was my criteria: that they have to have been trained as classical
musicians if I was going to make a relief plate on them.
Now, both the pods and the plates were the first time I’ve really used thrown work
for my own work. The pods are made out of different thrown shapes put these
plates, it’s really important to me that I throw the plates on the pottery wheel. So I’m
making pottery and then I’m altering it into a sculptural form and then painting the
plates with colored slips. I’m working with a red clay, so there’s a red-brown base,
and then I’m working with a white under-glaze on top of that. It really looks like
my Conté drawings, actually. Then I further embellish it with black and use glaze
on certain areas to contrast the matte look of the underglazes. It really looks like
tempera, or a very matte acrylic paint, which I then juxtapose that with the glassy
surface on the rims and the backs. Finally, I’m randomly choosing some quote that
I’ve either read. At first it was just things I was reading, but then I realized I can
Google this. I’ve got all these quotes from these composers to lift.
[speaking on some of the composers he chose to illustrate for the series] I love
Steve Reich’s music and I love 12-tone music as well, like [Arnold] Schoenberg and
[Alban] Berg’s. Then there is Erik Satie’s piano pieces. There’s nothing like them
for their era, the beginning of the 20th century. I just think it’s fantastic music.
And then, John Cage. When I first heard I was, oh, I don’t know, maybe, 20 years
old. I first heard the prepared pianos from this album that I bought. The piano was
“prepared” by altering it with placed nuts and bolts. He did it because at first he was
trying to make a percussion instrument out of it, like a Japanese gamelan sounding
instrument. And for the piece with Merce Cunningham’s dance troupe, and he just
tried putting plates in the inside of the piano that bounced around. That is when the
idea came to him that he could put nuts and bolts and different things in between
the strings, and make an incredible percussion instrument out of it. I was totally
fascinated. The quotes are on the back of the plates. John Cage, of course, he’s
known for four minutes and 33 seconds of silence in three movements. And so just
tongue in cheek wise, I gave him three lines with no voice coming out.

Two of Frank Zetzman’s plates. On the left is a portrait of John Cage. Right, the reverse of the Schoenberg
plate. The inscription reads: “If it is art, it is not for all; and if it is for all, it is not art.” Arnold Schoenberg

Lynn Zetzman: Thank you for the magazine [fsm.] for trying to engage a dialogue
among creatives in the Fox Cities, and perhaps broaden the audience for the arts.
I think that there’s a better environment for a variety of art mediums in the Valley
since we moved here in the late eighties. And I appreciate that growing audience
and your efforts to enlarge it as well.
So, I’ve always loved art. I’ve been drawing from the time I was a very small child. I
got a lot of very positive feedback for it, and even before I was in school people could
recognize the images and they seemed excited about them. I think there is a real
excitement when you can create something that gets a reaction from an audience,
but also on a very personal level, just appreciating that you can be a creator. As I’ve
aged, that element of it has really grown. I think we’re in this really mad consumer
society and it’s always like more, more, more…and people are more consumers
than they are creatives. I love textiles. I have some books of the history of textiles in
America, and they talk about how every woman would weave, spin and create the
textiles for their family.
I’m a teacher. I’ve taught K-12, art methods at Lawrence, and I’ve been at Xavier
high school for 27 years. I taught at grade schools in the cities, and before that
I taught K-12 at Reidsville public schools. I taught Marshfield Columbus High
School. We moved around a little bit. I had students who would come to me who
had used a hammer and different tools at home. And, in recent years, that’s not
been the case. I appreciate my ability to make more and more in this kind of over
the top consumer society.
I started to sew when I was nine years old. My mother thought it would be a good
idea. She signed me up for 4-H, and my very first a sewing project was an had
grandmothers who were wonderful makers as well and one grandmother taught me
how to make curtains. My other grandmother taught me how to make lampshades.
I just always loved the making part of it.
My father brought me up to the university to go to school. We drove up to Eau
Claire from the Milwaukee area. He said to me that I didn’t have to do this to please
him. [Laughing] He wasn’t paying for it, first of all. But, he, you know, he said to do
what I wanted to do, and to do it for me.
I didn’t know what I was going to study, but my very first semester I took a Egypt
art history class, and I just fell in love. And this is what I had been interested in as a
child all the way through my high school years and I just thought, okay, I’m going
to go for it. Never thinking about a job. My undergrad degrees were in studio arts
and art history, because I just took what I wanted to take. I wasn’t thinking about
trying to make a living from any of it.
I met Frank and undergraduate school. I think we met in an Art History Since 1950
class. Really appreciated him as a maker. His work was very different than mine.
I tend to sort of like faux-naïve look, and I’m fascinated by outsider art and folk
artists. They just have this compulsion to make, without having to have this sort of
strenuous academic background. That really moves and motivates me that there’s
some kind of popular impulse to create. Frank always liked Modernism you know,
which I had thought was kind of a yawn or a snore—this Russian constructivist
work. And he really helped me to appreciate it. That was a real gift to me. Instead of
disregard something as boring that by talking about it, he would open it up for me
and helped me to appreciate it.
continued on page 8
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So we’ve always been an audience for each other. I think that that’s been a real
gift, but also maybe it has made us sort of complacent. Like we didn’t have to push
ourselves for a greater audience because we, you know, we have each other in this
sort of making adventure over all of these years.
I said that I started to sew as a child. When I was in college I had a professor who
told me that the very best art was personal, but touch universal. So I thought, okay,
what’s personal? And I thought, this making of things with fabric. It was a time in the
early seventies when feminism was becoming more popular. It had started earlier,
but with the social upheaval that happened in the sixties and into the seventies it
was certainly more in the public view, so that a small town, rural Wisconsin girl,
was very aware of feminism. I certainly had friends who thought, okay, I’m going to
weld sculptures and you know, I can do whatever I want to do. Women shouldn’t
be limited. And I just thought I wanted to celebrate what women had done through
the centuries. They had this connection with textiles and I wasn’t going to throw the
baby out with the bath water. I was going to embrace this kind of work.
I do make narrative quilted “Wallwork,” and have for many years. The hats are a
newer series that have happened over a three-year period. I worked making one hat
a month for 12 months, which had originally been my goal. And then I stopped for a
year. And I started it up again. I like the hats. A lot of the quilts would take me 1,000
hours to make. The one that shared a picture of is entirely hand-sewn. There’s no
machine work with it at all. The hats are also all hand-sewn. I don’t use the sewing
machine with them. The hats take 120 hours, it’s still a long time. Some, maybe not
quite so much. I think one only took me 80 hours and the one that took the longest
was like 120 hours. I really like that kind of slowness to the making of my textile
work. Again, I’m slowing things down. It isn’t this kind of rat race thing that I was
talking a little bit about earlier with my pride in being a maker, not just a consumer.
So instead of producing, you know, tons this way, I get to produce a smaller amount
of things.

Lynn’s Women’s March of puppets.

Photograph of Frank’s studio and ceramic work.

had my students doing a theme of variation on plates: make plates and do theme
variations on them. Well, I saw these dried clay forms in these slurry buckets, and
I just loved them. I fired him. I started to paint them and from there they really
morphed into something else quickly. I’d add little embellishments, and I’d play
with scale. It gives an indication of what size I’m imagining the thing, rather than
the size being somewhat ambiguous.
And then they’re salt fired, which is really a technique that one of my major
professors made a Renaissance of in States really—Don Reitz. I built a salt kiln at
UW-Fox. And, on the left is a turtle shell [referencing the image]. Again, a whole
body of that work. They were abstractions, obviously the inside of the turtle shell. I
like bones and stuff. First job I ever had in undergraduate school was I worked for
Allied Health Department, and the first set of drawings I had to do for them was rat
control and housing. Rats sort of become a humorous symbol for me.

This is an excerpt from a much longer interview with Frank and Lynn Zetzman,
which was our first of the fsm. Interviews series. The talk was held on May 7th,
2020, and is archived to our YouTube channel, along with five other interviews.
Our YouTube channel is at: https://bit.ly/3oaf51E
fsm. Interviews is a way that we are able to continue making connections between
artists and the community. In May we found it difficult to get our journal into the
hands of readers. COVID-19 was a major health threat then, and it is even more so
today in the United States. For the next few months, we will fall back into hosting
fsm. Interviews online and suspending the production of the print journal.
If you would like to find out about future fsm. Interviews, you can subscribe to
our newsletter at: http://eepurl.com/hkgayX

A quilt of Lynn Zetzman’s.

We begin to go through the slides again for the online talk and I bring up an image
of twelve small dolls, each holding a sign that says, in various typefaces, “VOTE.”
The dolls, placed on a Appleton city street, are all wearing handmade clothing,
including “pussy” hats.
Cristian Andersson: So when did you do these?
Lynn: I did those this fall. Part of the inspiration for it came from 2016, when I
went to the Women’s March in Madison. It was a really joyful experience for me,
getting together with all of these women. I made many of the pink pussy hats, and
gave them to friends. I sent four hats to DC for the big Women’s March. I kind of
wanted to bring back the energy that I felt at the Women’s March. Thinking about
this upcoming election cycle…this isn’t quite over. On the 7th of April, when we
were supposed to vote [this was the date of the Spring Election in Wisconsin], I
think a lot of people didn’t go vote because of the stay at home order and the corona
virus. A lot of people applied for absentee ballots. Our daughter did, she applied
before the deadline, and it didn’t arrive until after the election. I’m going to be
making a plague doctor puppet and he’ll be facing these women. So this isn’t this
piece isn’t quite done.
We look at a slide that shows Frank’s studio, and he talks about some of the pieces
visible in the photograph. On the floor of the studio are large, disc-shaped pieces
with dioramas embedded on the top, to the right are some of his poppy/pod forms,
and in the back are some ceramic pieces that resemble turtle carapaces.
Frank: I worked about five years on these landscape pieces [referencing the discshaped ceramic pieces]. I’ve sort of done two bodies of landscape work over the last
35 years. I first started by building these pieces that I suspended into drop ceilings
which, when you looked up, seemed like you were looking underground. They ran
their course, and I didn’t know that I would go back to landscape at all in sculpture.
One of the things you get in ceramics is leftover clay buckets sitting around. And I
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