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Someone I loved once gave me a box full of  darkness.  It took me years to understand  

that this, too, was a gift. – Mary Oliver, from “The Uses of  Sorrow” 

 
 



 

 

Introduction 

C arl Jung, explorer of  the collective unconscious, spoke often of  “the shadow,” a universal aspect of  

our human psyche. Those who repress their awareness of  this darker side often do damage to 

others. Those who come to terms with it discover a richer experience of  both life and Self. Jung once 

said, “Everyone carries a shadow, and the less it is embodied in the individual’s conscious life, the blacker 

and denser it is. Those who perceive their shadow and light simultaneously see themselves from two 

sides and thus get in the middle.” 

 By exploring shades of  darkness, artists of  every medium have helped us experience this nether 

side of  existence. Their works cleanse the lens of  perception, allowing us to see beauty in the veils. 

 The title of  this book comes from The Uses of Sorrow by Mary Oliver, beloved American poet who 

died on January 17, 2019. She wrote it following the death of  Molly Malone Cook, her partner for 40 

years. With her usual straightforward imagery, Oliver reminds us that the darker aspects of  life can offer 

surprising inspiration.  

 We invited the following artists to share some of  their work, prompted by simple questions: “How 

do you receive inspiration from the darker fringes? How are you drawn artistically to the shadows?” 

 The result? A box of  darkness, presented through paintings. photographs, collages, and poems. 

Our images and words are eclectic—a multiplicity of  perspectives—but together we invite you to 

become more familiar with your own shadow side, finetuning your eyes to its presence. 
 

Krin Van Tatenhove and Angelica Gudino, Editors/Curators 

April, 2019 
 

If  you believe light is divine, remember light was born out of  darkness. ― Rajesh Omprakash Mehra 

 



 

 

Written on August 31, 2017 

“Fourteen years ago today, I said ‘I 
do’ to Wayne Alan Sipe, and 

accepted his mother's wedding ring. 
Some 10 1/2 years later, lost in the 
fog of  dementia, Wayne presented 
me with the ring on the right and 
asked me if  I would marry him. I 
said 'yes' again. My dear Wayne, 

sharing life, love, laughter and tears 
with you broke my heart open to live 

and love more deeply. Thank you.” 

Rebecca Blackwell 
 is a retired Presbyterian 

minister, a recovering banker, 
an arts lover and an amateur 

photographer.  She makes her 
home in Woodstock, Georgia, 

with her toy poodle, Mikey, 
and serves on the Board of  
Directors for Elm Street 

Cultural Arts Village. 
Describing these photos of  

old churches, taken in Wales, 
she says, “They remind  me of  
words from the Presbyterian 
Brief  Statement of  Faith: ‘In 

life and in death, we belong to 
God.” There is nothing for us 
to fear,  a lesson we must learn 
again and again as life hands 

us boxes of  darkness.”  



 

 



 

 

Milky Way Above the Pier, by Jamie Anderson 



 

 

The Black Sky 

by Ken Kibler 
 

overflows and bubbles 

uncountable stars 

flying madly apart 

with no hope of  return 
 

bruised and weary 

from the exhausting expansion 

after their unremembered 

spontaneous birth 
 

pushed and pulling 

resisting 

accelerating 

waving 

goodbye to each other 

through the uncomfortable dark 
 

rushing hellbent heavenward 

burning with the mystery 

of  ashes to ashes 

dust to dust 
 

These Thin Hard Lips 

by Ken Kibler 
 

Formless friends 

and strangers shuffle 

slowly past 

offering respects. 

They do not know 

my futile frantic  

drive from college 

just to see him one 

more time. 
 

They do not know 

my helpless 

stare upon this 

smoothly-shaved 

and powdered face. 
 

These thin hard lips 

are not the ones 

that wisecracked 

jokes while balancing 

a jerking cigarette. 
 

These waxy hands 

are not the ones 

that held the hammer 

when we built 

the bluebird house. 
 

The Dad I know is 

in my heart— 

a jack-of-many-trades, 

a quiet good provider 

a cowboy movie lover, 

the man I finally told I loved. 
 

George Kibler 

October 18, 1904—June 30, 1963 

Ken Kibler is a retired 

nuclear physicist, time-traveler, and 

sporadic writer who foists 

occasional self-

published poetry 

collections on 

unsuspecting, 

but sometimes 

appreciative, 

acquaintances.  

Jamie Anderson is an 

award-winning landscape and 

nature photographer. He has lived 

his entire life near the surrounding 

rivers and protected barrier islands 

which make up Coastal Georgia. 

He has dedicated 

himself  to 

capturing the 

beauty and 

charm of  that 

region.  



 

 

Her: Empathic Vessel, 
 by Jennifer Denise Ortiz 

 

Hands out with flowers in them, 
Eyes lit with love,  

Wading through the brokenness of  others,  
This is what she does.  

Absorbing all the mire through her barefoot soles  
Transforming with her spirit  

The pain she doesn't show. 
Maybe she's a vessel who leads with guiding light,  

Yet underneath the pressure she shudders at the night.  
With effervescent smiles  

and strength from deep within, 
She settles hearts gone wild  

proving love can win.  
She feels the stirring darkness  

Amid her fragile bones,  
Casting aside with great effort the hurt inside that grows.  

Every life touched brings a carving  
That when gazed upon projects hope, 

And the honorable scars are her badges earned by bleeding her soul.  
Today is just another like many from before,  

Where time is marked by numbers  
keeping tally, or the score.  

And though she breathes to life so many fading forces, 
Her own is but a fleeting stage 

chiseled by the hand of  her choices.  
For human is her nature despite her uncommon gift,  

and even while she's committed to love 
She also hopes that she's lived.  

Jennifer Denise Ortiz, a San 

Antonio entrepreneur and business owner, 

started writing poetry and short stories at 

a young age to make sense 

of  her extreme and often 

overwhelming emotions. She 

uses her word craftsmanship 

to create pieces with 

carefully placed alliteration 

and imagery that allow the 

reader to relate. 

Angelica Gudino, a San Antonio 

based Photographer/Mixed Media Artist, 

finds her inspiration in the contentedness 

of  the world. Her work pays close 

attention to human emotion, romance, 

and motherhood. She uses dark aesthetics 

to translate the 

abstractness of  beauty. 

She has a B.A. in Art 

with an Emphasis in 

Photography from the 

University of  

Northern Iowa.  



 

 

Amar, by Angelica Gudino 

60% Water, by Angelica Gudino 



 

 

Hands, by Angelica Gudino 

I am a forest, and a night of  dark trees: but 
he who is not afraid of  my darkness, will 

find banks full of  roses under my cypresses.  

- Friedrich Nietzsche  

Ana Dalasta is a native 

Texan and literary enthusiast. 

Writing and reading are essential 

to her wellbeing.  

If  you don’t have any shadows you're 

not in the light.— Lady Gaga 

https://www.azquotes.com/quote/462674
https://www.azquotes.com/quote/462674
https://www.azquotes.com/quote/462674


 

 

Fragments, by Ana Dalasta 
On cold nights I feel your spirit in the air A 
whisper Thoughts Lingering Splintered 
fragments - Smoke-filled nights long walks on 
dirty city streets Passionate bodies entwined In 
love Or Anger blurred Inebriated mind Death of  
Innocence Remembrances A fleeting lifetime 
That seems surreal Visions placed delicately into 
The Dark abyss of  my mind - The Evanescent 
Past To which we once so zealously clung Fades 
as if  it were a Dream  
 

Beyond the moment, by Ana Delasta 

Devastated Time slowly passing by Moments 
Becoming cloudy One merging into the next 
Losing momentum Parties Without pleasure 
Bitterly Taking measure Manipulation A 
population Left Without hope (Unbeknownst to 
them) We grow distant; Behind screens 
Hypnotized Paralyzed In fear Distracted As 
Reality melts before us Words reduced to 
pictures...Thoughts erased Replaced by scripts 
Media diversions dividing the land Politicians 
sold God Glory Gold Stepping stones to power a 
modern serfdom ensues we remain Stagnant 
Beyond the minute when salvation seemed 
possible 

Phantom Solo Tour,  by Angelica Gudino 



 

 

The USS Jeannette, by Pieter Van Tatenhove 

Pieter Van Tatenhove lives in Sacramento, 

California, with his wife, three daughters, and many animals. 

A published author, he spends most of  

his (limited) free time writing 

speculative fiction, printmaking, and 

playing banjo. He finds inspiration in 

the dark margins and the shifting 

shadows. 

The USS Jeannette, 

 by Pieter Van Tatenhove 
 

She was once Pandora,  

the locked box of  discord and death. 

All the many plagues. 

But rechristened, and now  

a name that spoke of  virginal warmth. 

Sisters. Young women seated by the fire 

with only their mothers and books for company. 
 

Three masts and thirty-three souls,  

each from some warm corner of  the earth.  

Each longing for something other than home. 
 

Captain De Long stood at the helm with pride 

and purpose 

and just the smallest shiver of  doubt. 

His beloved Emma, bright spark, bright smile,  

she waited at their hearth and she prayed 

and she doubted very much. 
 

Jeannette went North and chugged, 

churned through the ice. 

The black smoke from the stack 

inked the sky and spread its soot  

over the stark white. 

And the men, elated, 

dreamed of  what they would find. 

The fame. 

The fortune. 



 

 

They laughed at the groaning timbers, 

chuckled at the frozen ratlines, 

frowned at the ice on the sheets. 

And their mirth was lost to the lashing wind. 

Drowned by the howls 

that sent them huddling below, 

resigned to wait with their dreams  

beneath the ticking hull 

until winter released them. 
 

But the ice clenched, as if  to say,  

“No. This is not for you.” 

And its fist took hold of  Jeannette and held 

and pulled. 
 

De Long urged them on. 

He pounded against the rails and the wheel. 

Beat his fists against the ice. 

He roared and he measured and he cursed. 
 

And for two long years he waited,  

Frigid and stiff, 

daring still to dream while his fingers froze. 
 

And Emma waited, warm and still. 

And people poured in from all around 

and they said sweet things, encouraging things. 

They prayed with her and sang for her and hoped with her. 

And when they left  

she went outside 

And she sat in the snow in her nightdress. 

One by one Jeannette lost her fingers, 

lost her toes, 

lost her men and her dogs and her coal. 

Until at last De Long whispered, “enough.” 
 

His men were hollow and frayed, 

limping and coughing. 

Rasping shouts and bloody knees. 

Further and further through the flurries, 

they trudged and toiled, urging each other on, 

until, 

one by one,  

the sea and the snow swallowed them whole. 
 

And De Long lay quiet in the white dark 

and he watched the stars and the skies 

and he wished. 

And Emma lay quiet in her room, 

and she watched the clock and the streets, 

and she waited. 
 

Seventy years she held his letters 

to her warm breast. 
 

The Jeannette 

The Pandora 

She drifted 

alone and empty 

Until the ice pulled her open 

And crumbled her into the sea. 



 

 

The soldiers would just watch with their guns in 

their hands. 

The day he came too close was the first day in six 

months they’d seen clouds. One of  the soldiers pointed out 

that he was wearing a rain slicker. Another one noticed 

that he kept stopping and shaking his pant legs. Then, 

instead of  leaving, the old man walked towards the wall. 

They told themselves they’d been right, that three 

warning shots were enough. None of  them felt sure. 

It rained that night. A week later the first flowers 

starting sprouting in neatly paced rows. 

The Old Man and the Wall, 

flash fiction and print by Pieter Van Tatenhove 
 

It didn’t take the soldiers long to figure out the 

old man was deaf. Every day he would show up and 

pace the grounds outside the wall, his hands in his 

pockets, kicking at the dirt. And every night before dusk 

he would look up, grin and leave. 

Amanda Hawkins was the winner of  the 

2018 Editors’ Prize for Poetry at The Florida Review. 

Her poetry has been nominated for Pushcart Prizes 

by Flyway and Terrain.org, selected as finalist for the 

Frontier Poetry Open, The Mississippi Review Prize, the 

49th Parallel Prize for Poetry at Bellingham Review, 

and as runner-up in the Janet B. McCabe poetry 

contest at Ruminate, 

judged by Shane 

McCrae. Her work can 

be found in Boston 

Review, Crab Orchard 

Review, The Cincinnati 

Review, Orion, Terrain, 

and Tin House.  



 

 

Mythologies of the Deep, 

by Amanda Hawkins  
 

                                     I want the body  

                                blue in its skin  

to forget  

to tread water in open sea— 
 

                                 don’t want the drown  
 

                                        so much as sink 

                                        so much as stop  

fighting.  
 

Boundaries can be needs—can be keep the waters in check— 

           can be I don’t want  

                                         to go there yet. 
 

            I’m not talking only oxygen.  
 

                      I’m saying I want to pry  

                      the body open at its base, 
 

                      like a bivalve hinged 

                                       and waiting.   

                             How soft is that raw muscle on the tongue? 

                             What is  

                                              reconciliation? 

            When the sea beast swam  

                                           hard to the surface to feed 
 

                                 the kayaker raised his paddle  

                                 to push off  the great tongue. 
 

When he told me this the sun was still  

low on the horizon, but I was already forming 
 

                       crystals on my scalp. 
 

                                 I thought of  Jonah tossed into the sea. 

                                 I thought of  all the other people like him 

            swallowed by beasts, 

                                  sent by some god or ghost it is 

           almost all the same. 

But after he told me 

                      I did not dive into the water to wash  

                                                      the salt from my skin 

or high hail it to shore sore afraid.  

                                            Would you believe  

                                                                 I wanted all the more 

                                           to see that beast? 

 Someone once said  

                                           we tell ourselves  

                                           stories in order to live— 

                                  I tell myself   

                                                    to believe. 

 I want the body whole to know   

                      the drift and drowse of  immersion, 

                      and also the prick of  effort  

                                            collecting on the skin— 

                                                                                  the salt 

                                           that does not know distinction 

                                           that forms 

      on the body’s surface— 

                 those hard, precise prisms. 



 

 

Alone Together, by Greta Hurst 

Heart Chakra, by Greta Hurst 

Greta E. Hurst and Bill Hurst 

GRETA: Through the various mediums of  glass, 

photography, wood carving and teaching yoga, Greta 

attempts to portray her vision of  natural beauty and the 

basic elements of  terroir, a sense of  place, to convey a 

passion for the human condition. Her work is held in 

private collections and on exhibition at Tabula Rasa 

Gallery, Baroda, Michigan. Henry Thoreau reminds us, 

“It’s not what you look at but what you see.”  
 

BILL: Bill Hurst is a photographer and writer residing in 

southwest Michigan.  Many of  his landscapes and portraits 

convey the beauty and bounty of  Berrien County, as well 

as its people.  He has published a photo book, “A Portrait 

of  Baroda, Michigan Businesses” with high quality 

portraits and self-descriptions of  80+ businesses. Bill is 

currently working on 

SupportTheCenter.org, 

a project to promote 

centrist politics. A 

book and documentary 

are in progress, and his 

blog is ongoing.   



 

 

Solitude of the Soul, by Greta Hurst 



 

 

Raven, by Bill Hurst Death Valley, by Bill Hurst 

Six Degrees of Separation, by Greta Hurst 



 

 

Yellowstone , by Bill Hurst 



 

 

Linda’s Barn, 

 by Steven Nootenboom 



 

 

Doc’s Radar Station (below) 

Annie’s Desert Cabin (lower right) Steven Nootenboom is an artist, carpenter, and film 

director. He has over 130 collectors worldwide, and was 

selected out of  17,000 artists to represent the California 

desert in a show that hung in that state’s Capitol. He and 

his wife live a semi-nomadic lifestyle. “When I am 

painting,” he says, “I am doing exactly 

what I was created to do. It’s all about 

love: love of  colors,  lighting, and shapes; 

love of  the excited look on people’s faces 

when they receive a painting. I especially 

love the idea that these pieces of  my soul 

will be enjoyed long after I am gone.” 



 

 

Love and Loss, 

 by Rob Mueller 
 

I see it in the tears of  toddlers  

torn from blankets loved until  

the threads were worn and tattered 
 

I feel it in the wrinkled hands 

caressing now-still fingers  

once laced in fond communion 

 

I hear it in the trembling tones  

of  voices telling stories of  a life 

become a memory recalled 
 

I taste the salty tears 

my eyes distill imagining 

a life without your warmth beside me. 
 

This mystery we live in flesh, 

attached and then relinquished, 

is a loss we can’t control; 

 

For love’s cleaving both will 

bind us close as breath 

and slice like death 

 

Wounding all who love for love 

and not for self  alone; 

Who die this death  
 

And do not wish another 

lest the love never have been. 

For in its sweetness lies the pain 
 

A bitter pit, unyielding, 

at the center of  the fruit 

which we devoured with such pleasure. 

 

 

Guatemalan Children,  

by Rob Mueller 

 
Rob Mueller 

is a pastor, poet, and 

author in San Antonio, 

Texas, Much of  the 

inspiration for his work 

comes from his 

experiences in Latin 

America, and from his 

passion for life in 

general.  

 Ever has it been that love 

knows not its own depth 

until the hour of  separation. 

- Kahlil Gibran  



 

 

Rosendo 

Gonzalez, 

(painting on left) a 

native of  San 

Antonio, Texas, is a 

35-year-old  tattoo 

artist, painter, BBQ 

enthusiast, and 

proud family man.  

Beneath the dust and 

love and sweat that 

hangs on everybody, 

there's a dead man 

trying to get out… 

- Counting Crows  

In Your Room,  

by Angelica Gudino 



 

 

Perch, by Kim Anguiano/Artist 77 

"She perched in between worlds, then looked 

into windows that were looking out."  

 
San Antonio native, Kim Anguiano (alias Artist 77), is a self-taught 

multimedia artist working in mediums that include videos (film /editing), photos, 
and paintings. Her pieces encompass pop, modern, contemporary, and abstract 
styles. “When I am creating the most intimate and sensitive expression, it 
channels mostly into modern art /abstract paintings. I often refer to these pieces 
as my Ambient art. There is a calmness or answer that art gives me. There's so 
much to share, feel, understand, and putting it all into speech—merely hearing 
the sound of  words—could never suffice.” 

Left of the Sun, by Kim Anguiano/Artist 77 



 

 

Blind Contentment, by Kim Anguiano/Artist 77 

"Vulnerability and innocence contentedly walking amongst the wicked,  

unknowingly in harm... knowingly in peace."  



 

 

Sharon K. Youngs  
has been pastor of  First 

Presbyterian Church in Oak 
Ridge, Tennessee, since 

2012. A native of  Tennessee, 
she loves music, dogs, a 

good laugh, and all aspects 
of  the outdoors. These three 

photos are hers, born of  a 
growing avocation for 
Sharon, who finds her 

camera to be a great entree 
into the infinite wonders of  
nature and the holy hands 

that fashioned it all.    

There is no more steely barb 
than that of  the Infinite. 
- Charles Baudelaire 

 



 

 



 

 

For My Grandfather, by Angelica Gudino 



 

 

Night changed the streets. It dressed them in the mourning 

clothes named darkness, and applied the makeup called 

mystery. - Hideyuki Kikuchi 

Todd Freeman, an avid amateur 

photographer, is an ordained pastor in the 

Presbyterian Church (USA). His first career 

was as a petroleum geologist. In speaking 

about his eye for 

photography, he has 

often commented how 

he looks at life around 

him as if  through the 

lens of  a camera.  



 

 



 

 

(above) Totem, by Krin Van Tatenhove 

(opposite page) Dark Seraphim, 

by Krin Van Tatenhove 

Krin Van Tatenhove 
is a writer, photographer, and pastor whose 

images and words have appeared in many 

publications. He has written numerous books, 

both individually and in collaboration with other 

gifted souls. In 2005, he founded the nonprofit 

Torch of  Faith, whose purpose is to unify people 

from vastly different walks of  life. 

If  I say, “Surely the darkness will hide me and 

the light become night around me,” even the 

darkness will not be dark to you… 

Psalm 139:11-12a 



 

 



 

 

I Am 

by Krin Van Tatenhove 
 

I am an old man with false teeth, 

my face like a blade in the wind. 

I am a radiant saint,  

my feet barely touching the earth. 
 

I am an immigrant mother 

clutching my child at the border. 

I am Gaia, shedding tears for all humanity. 
 

I am a priest who serves in obscurity. 

I am the one who thrills to His hands washing my feet. 
 

I am a baby born addicted and alone. 

I am the orphan who sees adoptive parents 

peering through the glass. 
 

I am the palsied hero hobbling across the finish line. 

I am the special Olympian  

resplendent with my medal in the sunlight. 
 

I am an Unknown Soldier, 

the unsung soul in countless watery graves. 

I am a drop in the ever-swelling tide of  Redemption. 
 

I Am. 
 

 

 

Vultures 

by Krin Van Tatenhove 
 

Perched like dark Seraphim 

at the gates of  my city 

silhouettes on billboards 

church steeples 

streetlights at twilight 
 

Circling over fields of  new flowers 

shadows against a blue sky 

daring me to focus, deeper 

through grass and petals 

to the corpses beneath 
 

Featherless faces  

impervious to death’s decay 

eyes black and lustrous, that seem to say, 

“I know my purpose.  Do you?” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

((opposite page) Selfie, 

(right) Do You?, by Krin Van Tatenhove 



 

 

(above) From the Depths, (opposite page) Sightless, by Krin Van Tatenhove 



 

 

Glimpses, 
 by Krin Van Tatenhove 

 

I glimpsed him briefly 

at the end of  an alley, 

his face caught in the sudden flash 

of  a cigarette lighter. 

He seemed to be looking my way 

before he turned and vanished. 
 

I saw him hanging his head 

from the highest chair of  a Ferris wheel, 

its neon crackling at twilight. 

He looked straight through me, 

smiling, 

mouthing a message 

lost in the shrieks of  children. 
 

I saw him deep within the smoldering confines 

of  my bathroom mirror, 

his shape shifting,  

eyes like those of  a panther at midnight 

prowling true to its nature. 
 

I saw his visage flicker 

across an infant in her stroller. 

Or was it a cloud, 

the shadow of  wings 

from gulls crying and wheeling overhead? 
 

 

I do know this. 

Someday we will stand before each other: 

no distance, no buffers, no distractions. 

No objections. 

And in that bright and final light 

I will laugh in his face. 



 

 



 

 

 
Dust 

by Krin Van Tatenhove 
 

Clouds of  Saharan red dust 

sediment of  Cretaceous seas 

swarming over the Atlantic 

and settling on Mexico… 
 

where a young man at a fútbol match in Monterrey 

rubs his irritated eyes 

and lifts his cellphone assembled in China 

to post a picture on Instagram… 
 

seen by a girl standing on a beach in Iceland 

its current warmed by the Gulf  Stream 

from half  a planet away. 

She turns to wave at her father  

who smiles and lifts his thermos 

filled with ancient glacial water. 
 

Clouds of  Saharan red dust… 

and the air we breathe 

could be remnants from Caesar’s last gasp 

or the final exhalation of  Christ. 

And the constellations that grace deep space 

are the same seen by Cleopatra 

and slaves in Confederate fields 

and our ancestors from Olduvai Gorge 

when they lifted their faces to the heavens. 
 

 

Clouds of  Saharan red dust… 

relentless, sifting, covering everything 

like silt in the Marianas Trench 

or snow atop Mt. Everest 

or vines entwining a Mayan stela  

still undiscovered in a primeval forest. 
 

The Disease 

poem and photo collage (opposite page) 

 by Krin Van Tatenhove 
 

Vast expanse of  desert, 

long ribbon of  highway stretching to the horizon. 

Top down, 

hands on the wheel, 

foot hard on the pedal, 

pressing past 100, 115, 120… 

a bottle of  vodka between your legs, 

six pack of  beer on the passenger seat, 

hurling empty cans into the warm, dry wind 

that streams across your face. 
 

In the distance 

a smoldering sunset 

final furnace devouring the day, 

devouring your life, 

but who the fuck cares, 

because right now the speed, the wind, 

the chemical flooding your brain 

is PERFECT. 
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Connect with the artists 
 

Angelica Gudino can be found on Facebook under her name 

and on Instagram at venusspecter 
 

Krin Van Tatenhove can be found on Facebook under his 

name, at torchoffaith.com, Instagram at krinvantatenhove, or 

Fine Art America under his name 
 

Jamie Anderson can be found on Facebook at Coastal 

Georgia Fine Art Prints 
 

Greta & Bill Hurst can be found at 

  tabularasagallery,baroda, com 
 

Sharon K. Youngs can be found under her name on Facebook  
 

Rebecca Blackwell can be found on Facebook under her name 

and on Instagram at blackwellrebecca 
 

Amanda Hawkins can be found at amandahawkinspoet.com 
 

Jennifer Denise Ortiz can be found under her name on 

Facebook 
 

Ana Dalasta can be found under her name on Facebook 
 

 

Light Bends, by Angelica Gudino 

Pieter Van Tatenhove can be found at pieterlars.com 
 

Rosendo Gonzalez can be found under his name on Facebook 
 

Kim Anguiano can be found under her name on Facebook 
 

Steven Nootenboom can be found under his name and at  

Nootenboom Gallery, both on Facebook 


