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thank you for downloading

this digital zine ONLY exists in the digital realm. It documents the work of 30 women, femme, & nonbinary

artists from the Hudson Valley and beyond created specifically between March and June 2020 during the

worldwide COVID-19 pandemic. The zine is totally free to download and includes visual art and poetry. If
you are interested and able to donate, funds raised will go toward future programming.

click to donate: | |

after March 12, 2020, CelebrateWomxn845 had to put our in-person events on hold due to the COVID-19
outbreak and wellness guidelines. While we are dedicated to practicing physical distancing, it is our
distinct intention to maintain social unity by continuing to provide what we always have for our
community - space (now virtual) to organize with one another, to recognize who and what is around us /
what their needs, experiences, and talents are, and to celebrate each other how and whenever possible
via the arts. Since June, the rise of things like mutual aid and the Black Lives Matter movement have
inspired us so much and we are grateful to be in community with so many folx who have stepped up- in
their homes, in the streets, with family, with strangers. We have faith that the arts will guide us through
and have been immensely impressed by what the community has to offer - whether it be creative work,
space and support for one another, or simply doing what is needed to individually get through. we see
you, we love you, and we are with you.

to view a full list of artists involved and their original artwork, view the final page.
curated & designed by Sasasa, dcomposers, and Jamie Sanin.

CelebrateWomxn845’s mission is to organize, recognize, & celebrate women, femme, & nonbinary
creatives via pop-up events throughout New York’s Hudson Valley.

statistics show that women, femme, & nonbinary creatives are underrepresented in fine arts spaces such
as galleries, museums, performance venues, and more throughout the world. Founded in 2018,
CelebrateWomxn845 began with the intention to provide platform and opportunity for these marginalized
creatives to share their work and to create space for the community to come together, share experiences
via the arts, and learn from one another while centering those who are underrepresented.

events we've hosted include art exhibitions (group and solo), performances, open mics, DIY workshops,
info sessions, networking mixers, dance parties, and more. We have hosted events in Beacon, Kingston,
Newburgh, New Paltz, Poughkeepsie, & Rosendale and look forward to future programming throughout
the Hudson Valley region.

for more about us, visit

or follow us on and


https://www.paypal.me/celebratewomxn845
https://venmo.com/celebratewomxn845
https://cash.app/$CelebrateWomxn845
http://www.celebratewomxn845.com/
https://www.facebook.com/CelebrateWomxn845/
https://www.instagram.com/celebratewomxn845/

CURATORS:
Sasasa (she/her) is a queer artist living and creating dcomposers is a project, an overgrowth and an overtaking.
in the Hudson Valley. Sasasa’s work focuses mainly vines scaling the structures that keep us contained. the
on soft sculpture and digital illustration, with a taste for paradigms of the old world, they crumble and slump
the peculiar. You can find Sasasa on Instagram as back into the earth. & the shapes of life, they rise to grow
@Jettistoned or shop her works at alongside us. plant medicine xx the medicine of our inner
etsy.com/shop/jettistoned worlds. the apocalypse xx the death of the old myths.

our stories coming up. thru the trenches and woven thru
fences and coming out of the concrete, uprising everywhere.

Jamie Sanin (she/they) is an artist, educator, and organizer from NY’s Hudson Valley. She is the Founder of
CelebrateWomxn845 and is so grateful for those she’s met along the way.
Black Lives Matter. Trans Lives Matter. Mutual Aid is bae. | love you.


http://www.instagram.com/dcomposers
http://www.instagram.com/jettistoned
https://www.etsy.com/shop/jettistoned
https://www.etsy.com/shop/jettistoned
http://jamiesanin.com/
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A Good Rain

She said nothing gets her sleeping
like a good rain.

Like a good rain,

she cleanses the air she breathes
by having good lungs.

By having good lungs,

she makes her voice heard.

She sings her song,

and nothing gets me sleeping like
the love of her voice—

unique to the instrument of her body,
itis the sound of a good rain.

She has good ears.

For she hears her inner voice
as clearly as alarms going off
in neighbor’s houses.

And she uses her lungs,

and the air she breathes

to give voice to the thoughts she thinks.
Like a good rain,

her songs fall into the earth—
Motherish as she is,

the earth has good ears

and uses them

uniquely in the instrument of her bodies
like a good rain:

falling indiscriminately
onto everything and then
seeping into soil.




Once on Ocean Avenue when I had bit my tongue for five nights,

When there were no open ended questions and a sick absence of vegetables,

And a bin brimful of empty plastic water bottles, you could tell

Everyone was dehydrated and lonely in the company of kin,

Onee in the peak of my apathy at the start of spring,

Sitting in an adirondack chair on a deck built by my father,

I felt the rain begin in a misty fashion

Greeting me softly, in a quiet, gentle, welcoming stranger kinda way

As though my ancestors were somehow calling me back

And | don't have any interest in going, and anyway none peaks for a place i've never been

As [ sat, | remembered the times my mother stroked my forehead with her fat fingers

The way my dad cried on the couch, clutching a cold budweiser, that sweat and swelled the same
way his eyes did when he lost his own

When I look in the mirmor and see how the sunny day reflects tired on my peach skin

It’s like feeling sory for produce wmed prune when left too long

And when you leave potatoes in their sack, untouched for weeks on end

They begin 1o grow spuds

and you can't help but think of how ugly they've become

Even though you know they're bom of glycoalkaloids, defensive toxins w keep them from being

so vulnerable

I can't help but gag of when they show themselves

I can see myself, grabbing at the butcher knife

Shedding the clean starch skin of anything that looks misplaced

And then, these spuds, they're sitting there, at the bottom of my compost bucket
They are waste and | flex my muscles as potatoes breathe clear of forced reflection
They have joined the scraps where they blend in, where they look belonging
-and yet

I know they're just children, unfamiliar with their unsightliness

Boat rides and picture books beyond where naditions and dishes originate

Still I have no appetite for whatever lingers out the kitchen window

Unio this unsightly slippery deck, full of cracks and drenched in lacquer




% He asks,
7 What is your aim in life?
; | want to compete with birds, daddy
their wings flutter:
: motion in a srra:'_ghr line
hey soar high:
clouds get a reason to feel’ pride
they lay eggs
nest enjoys goodwill
i My skin alerts at a touch
i ! The box of a bony enamel cracks
= [hese limbs enjoy a circus
L Tresses turn wild
<ye— | know it's customary for you
to rub your legs against my thighs




from here to utopia
(for George Floyd)

i. and i'm sorry your load is such a heavy one. i'm sorry about the bastards that put those magnets in your shoulders. staring at a
photograph that feels like a nightmare, i see an atavistic glimmer dying in your eyes as your breath becomes a luxury, one you can’t
afford with just a skimulus check. i'm sorry society has such weighted knees. i'm sorry that blue is such a garish color, that the sun
glancing off a golden badge is enough to blind. i'm sorry for every name to sting you like hornets from the mouths of society's scum,
demons the Devil does not condone. there's God in you, you know, and that'll never die. you never asked for broken glass in the streets,
but then, your family never asked for your name carved into a stone. LCD fame on every news station, every network of sorrow and
vexation, rounded on everyone's tongue shot through every loudspeaker like rubber bullets. i'm sorry about those who took a stand
minutes too late, about the ones who watched and cried and wanted to help but were stopped by guns and their threats. hatred can be
guicksand. innocents have been paralyzed and sinking for too many years, decades, centuries. i want ko say i'm serry for the evils of
colonialism, but that one's too big For this paper. there isn't enough ink in the world. i put my apologies in a basket and float them with
you down the River Jordan; Moses was a black man too. he was a poet with baby-fresh eyes. i wonder what papyrus wisdoms he would
write today. i'm sorry, so sorry, that words will never be enough.

ii. my heart is a Molotov cocktail; dance the rebel tango with me. i need the balls to crush Mazi skulls like PBR cans with a barbed
baseball bat. but with everything on lockdown i don't know where to buy them. my anger could set a cop car aflame. i wrote another song
about eating the rich, but my guitar strings turned into rattlesnakes and all the minor chords were their venom. let's riot in the crowds,
sing our revolt songs real loud. play dress-up all pretty with black bandanas to hide our faces, obscure our identities. we are one uniform
body out to crush the other, black against blue; there is no grey here. we can slaughter, we can kill, 'cos you know or else they will. let's
rise up and make those motherfuckers burn. mother, what is wrong with me? i could never trust the government. it feels important that
the Wall comes down, brick by blood-besmirched brick. throw those bricks at policemen and make their teeth fly. if nothing's gonna
change, well then, i'd rather die.

iii. when i was a child

my father raised me

to love my neighbors

and everything their skin says
he told me

i couldn't trust cops

any of them

not a single one

that they could and would
do whatever they wanted
no matter how evil

and that there were

people much bigger than me
that would let them

when i grew up

i learned words like

prejudice

bigotry

murder

and hoped it was up to me

to undefine them

any way i could

it's a losing battle

that we will win someday
when i have a child

i will raise them the same way
to love their neighbors

to trust what their fists can say
make justice their dictionary
perpetuate this army

to fight for our rights

and grow a garden of a society
that blooms from

water

sunlight

and love
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Friendly Faces.

You claim that you
want peace but I've
heard you spout the
n word on more than
one occasion.

Friendly Faces.
You blame social
media but not the
fact that anti
blackness runs
rampant.

Friendly Faces.

You tell me that you
wanna do good but
turn your head when
we scream out
“STOP KILLING US!"

Because you only
wanna take from us.

Friendly Faces.

I’'m only around for
your entertainment
and aesthetic. I look
cool on your
timeline I guess.

Friendly Faces.
When will you look
within, put your
pride aside and see
how YOU have been
brainwashed.

Friendly Faces.

I'm not here to teach
you.

-Tiera Lynne




the rituals of “hi, how are you?"”

by Moréna Espiritual

my family communicates in DR time.
time passes slower over there.

slow enough for aveidant attachment me
to become best friends with this anti-machismo,
rugby-playing, queer-behind-closed-doors
26-year-old-black-femme
who came to visit me everyday
back when i was living en la capital.
i got used to the mundane, and nothing new needing to happen,
Just our daily ritual of “hi how are you" that felt non judgmental
enough to transcend the shame of my depression induced mess
and inability to feed myseif,
my friend would help me clean
and we convened through a holy j, or blunt
as if the universe saying: “look, it's ok to be ashamed and open up.
you don't need to love yourself
to be worthy of love.”

my grandmother calls her sister whose back in our campo of Altamira;
in the marning, or the evening, or the afternoon.
she asks her "hi, how are you."
my tia abuela spills out any anxieties, describes any physical pains
mosaiced with a couple of jokes here and there
then the run down of the village’s status will commence:
fulano de tal died today, my tia Yudi selfishly travelled all the way from la
Cumbre
on a motorcycle to visit mid-cuarentena,

y el Gordo, hijo del difunto Héctor, my tio, is unafraid of walking home slowly
after curfew because he’s cool with the police who does the rounds.
we are connected through the oral stories—
even after all these years,
even after all these miles.

i text my dad for the first time in ages
where it doesn't feel like 2 power struggle:
“hi, how are you?" the text says.

“hi, i'm good thank god, how are you" he says.
i think he memorized his answer.
he doesn’t know how to be vulnerable, i realize.
my family has endured so much
that to them sometimes just having breath
is a sign of being good.

(i wonder about the power of fiuidity,
of moving in and out states of being—
of emotions that aren't locked in a cage of static.)

our conversation is very short before it finalizes,
given we don't talk about any actual events other than the virus
and he would most likely negate any of my deeper emotions,
considering he can’t even share his own.

i had stopped talking to him
for the type of while that you don't keep track of
since it lives inside of numbness.
the distance between us began unravel
because his way of communicating felt demeaning and extractive--
unsolicited critiques of my looks, an inability to apologize
and an unquestioned impulse to emotionally manipulate me
by stating that the reason we didn't talk
is just because | wouldn't answer.

when it comes to my dad, i still have a lot of figuring out to do.
with most of my family actually, there's this space in me
i don't want them to inhabit. vulnerable parts of me,
where my words are bright with the poetry
of my genderqueer, spiritually connected reality.
here, my imagination crystallizes
into dazzling possibilities of connection
for me and my chosen kin.

my mom FaceTimes my sister in the Bronx
she asks her "hi, how are you”
my niece sits somewhere quietly doing her homework in the background
and my sister complains:
about her ex husband, who is about 10 years younger than her
and his petty Scorpio ultimatums that come out to play
through when and how he chooses to show up for their kid.
she dreams of not having compassion for their son pretty often,
and leaving him without a dad
by getting her ex-husband deported for infidelity
since he got his visa through wooing her into marriage.

then she'll talk about my brether and his girlfriend
which live in the room next to her own
since my family knows no such thing as not staying in units;
always a tribe and living together.
they argued again today, and she hit him, but he didn't do anything
but be “patient,”
my sister says.
she doesn’t understand how he doesn’t leave her ass,
and me neither quite honestly
considering me and my brother haven't talked for years
after the second time he tried to put his hands on me
with exception of the occasional “hello”
or "can you pass me that?” “thanks.”

my sister then sends a video of my nephew
taking his clothes off and trying to mop the floor
as if even in his 1 year old state
he can feel all of the psychological cleaning needing to be done.

instead my family receives this poetry through vision.
they wouldn't admit it, but their 5D selves know.
they watch the variation of spirits that embody me everyday.

an ancient Afro Taino queen today / a contemporary carribean boy the next.

I'll twerk my gender expansive ass anywhere. even in their face.
they're not ready to talk about it though.

what i do know, though, is that there's something powerful about keeping
my distance
and being able to bond over a “hi how are you”
of expansive meaning and ritualistic nature.

"I want you alive”
in every context we say it
that's a layer of what it means.
“even though you're swimming through trauma
i hope you find the strength
to stay alive.”
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Reluctant superhero
-Kohenet Bekah Starr

More love they say.
More love they say.
I'm exhausted (I don’t say),

Dt ... i i

| am exhausted.
And the breakfast (and snack, and lunch and snack again and dinner, and maybe yet
still another snack) still needs to be made. — g
The beds still need to be made.

The schoolwork still needs to be made.

The artwork still needs to be made.

The peace between children still needs to be made.

The joy and fun and safety still needs to be made.

If you could choose one superpower...

Flying she says.

Holding my breath forever he says.

Splitting myself into a thousand selves | say.

One self would definitely say #staythefuckhome.

One would exist only to love them, focus every moment on them. Tell them there is
nothing in the world other than them.

Dissociation.

My answer to trauma.
Anxiety.

My answer to dlsSOcuatlon

I want to be whole.

Who doesn’t feel anxiety

When splitting into a thousand pieces?
Fuck! Who's gonna pick up all those pieces?
A future self | say.

For now,
%t More love | say.
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The Act - Zohazafarmalik, Lahore Pakistan

Willa Brown and Bessie - Jenna P. Bennett (she/her), Newburgh NY
#BLACKLIVESMATTER - BRIXX (she/they), Brooklyn NY

Like a Good Rain - Amanda Russell (she/her), Cornwall NY
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The vulnerability of a self portrait - Tamara Lawrence (she/her), Bordon, Hampshire, United Kingdom
Yukon Gold - Meghan Sullivan (she/her), West Islip NY

Interrupted - Katya Hall (she/her), Brooklyn NY

Page 7

Spiraling Birdhouses - Deeann Pennella (she/her), Rosendale NY
Sheep In Wolf's Clothing - Velianna Catalano (she/her), Westchester NY
Trifold - Enne Tesse (she/her), Beacon NY

Door & Scrap Fabric - dcomposers, Newburgh NY

Wilted Flower - Fizza Abbas (she/her), Karachi, Pakistan

Page 8
From Here To Utopia - Lily Lavender Wolf (she/her), New York
Proximate Magic 3 - Elizabeth Castaldo (she/her), Peekskill NY

Page 9

Grow Together - Rana Awadallah (she/her), Middletown NY
Kindred Spirit - R.R. Borne (she/her), Newburgh NY
Installation - Skye Williams (she/her), Lancaster UK

Page 10

Jellyfish Living Their Best Life - Joanna LaGrande (she/her), Wappingers Falls NY
Mas Amor Por Favor - Laura Navarrete (she/her), New York NY

merry crisis - Sasasa (she/her), Kingston NY
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HRT Magic - Nate Wolfman (they/he), Saugerties NY
Friendly Faces - Tiera Nolcox (she/her), Newburgh NY
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https://drive.google.com/open?id=13HLvebmQ2SXeMQjy53oXV6LKSUE53idN
http://www.zohazafarmalik.com/
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1l3UOzCC-3WC7sKFc8wwiov0rr_kyPS6y
http://jennapbennett.com/
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1hDDF4Ltlulv8Vb3y1ykiiFDV3EtIcEDH
http://www.instagram.com/brixxcreations
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1ncq5KbKzlisZkSBJ5HqRAkb2oyvGbLIG
http://www.instagram.com/poet_russell
https://drive.google.com/open?id=16lJrVxkNs04DVQWqsD8DfqSEVWMmLos3
http://instagram.com/tbl_photography
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1gIawGkOqC-xdUyDfn7ZVmIQX2q7t2Xf-
http://www.instagram.com/sunnysullypoetry
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1mKDfZ_xfv77rBI2siuy1ihINs6-Lrs6l
http://www.katyahall.com/
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1bnlSbhdxX-l5lSQ-NJ8JqFneAqbR0LR-
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1N19AQGEP8lnRu-Sm0UPh__Oie79Mok2J
http://www.instagram.com/veliannacatalano
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1Hk9Bzshkk4G37d7OjkDJdGoKrBEf1P2S
https://ennetesse.wixsite.com/works
http://www.instagram.com/dcomposers
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1DC3z5_HRmNBZGKe8fBhUgUMBFgdgY_u5
https://www.facebook.com/fizzah.abas.9
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1KZXFkC0uUJcj6VvGyK0gcwVv84YDc8k1
http://www.instagram.com/poet.faerie.magic
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1P0YRfkj1l5fDMP8XXJpwmB2BFtsUO67i
http://www.elizabethcastaldo.com/
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1_eJw3y9ZBJJzpF_mbqFpenvE3WmHdi_8
http://www.instagram.com/rana2.0
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1CAWc863zcVjNWPN8VuU1jd9elir_UTLQ
http://www.instagram.com/femme.dvn
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1ajkiBkybuw7ax_YdzV77fy_YDZssaHyZ
http://www.borderlesslu.art/skye-williams/
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1x3gVvopLZJzc2eqRV4IzAe_nZ5_JOWa7
http://www.instagram.com/mediumcreativity
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1L419MQCuRkBFUrcZAQkTd4lxSyoY8VEU
http://www.instagram.com/Sugga_Queen
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1CvfCKqTZPjoXzfXGfp-JBMobYbXnuTAj/view?usp=sharing
http://www.instagram.com/jettistoned
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1u-dYtmL5b3mFDlBEe_oQp7r8w2RoHeNf
http://www.instagram.com/farkus__
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1RuxKV4CoXzV9la1ZfN8Z32fjQMvy8LUU
http://www.instagram.com/Tieralynne
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Corona Chrysalis - Dina Kravtsov (she/her), Kingston NY

The Days Are Long But My Sighs Are Longer - Rebecca Pry (she/her), Warwick NY
Hairy, Scary! - Sasasa (she/her), Kingston NY

Look Out - Meraki By Hamer (she/her), Orlando FL

Reluctant Superhero - Kohenet Bekah Starr (she/her), Beacon NY

Have They Acquired Immunity? - Sarah C Blanchette (she/her), Rochester Hills Michigan
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Aromantic - Salem Corwin (he/they), West Shokan NY
Untitled - Tiera Nolcox (she/her), Newburgh NY

16


https://drive.google.com/open?id=1wSK9bj6rGXOHZGKLHjhBm8TZHsOh23xn
https://linktr.ee/morenaespiritual
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1P9TSpIhR-Xv8dXgMMQiGGtL7DX6Eg_A-
http://www.instagram.com/DinaKravtsov
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1-QpVj7pW02pO-Mu_Osl79IN9cVSX3yJ0
http://rebeccapry.com/
https://drive.google.com/open?id=17-W9FZdUdL3hK1sPLjYRIEiKrMIf1Yge
http://www.instagram.com/jettistoned
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1Cj5TMsLnuVWhEIV-7_s6C8E1TfG0zjca
https://www.merakibyhamer.com/
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1dtMvtvzQAxiSjSYY0fNb-wZPnE2GgOhQ
http://www.instagram.com/BekahStarrArt
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1xZhAIv0alV8HlLbOiMlcX3nJ6wpKBXjz
http://www.sarahcblanchette.studio/
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1REbu4RvYk6CQHToixOnVOor9x9f5lCDs
http://salemcorwin.com/
https://drive.google.com/open?id=1WxEtXiIQ_Tb59dq4ou4dySfY408MZNsZ
http://www.instagram.com/Tieralynne

