


 

 
 
 
 
Thread of a Poem is a group exhibition by the 35-member Art Quilt Alliance, featuring  
non-traditional quilts embracing literal and abstract translations of poetry. The visual 
artworks are created from both hand-dyed and painted fabrics, accented by 
embellishments including found objects and bits of nature. 
 
This catalogue includes excerpts and poems from the public domain or used with 
permission. Information and images were provided by Art Quilt Alliance. 
 
The exhibition, supported in part by City of Dublin, Ohio Arts Council and the National 
Endowment for the Arts, is on view in the Dublin Arts Council gallery June 14 through July 
21, 2022. 
 
 
DUBLIN ARTS COUNCIL’S MISSION 
Dublin Arts Council engages the community, cultivates creativity and fosters life-long learning 
through the arts. 
 
 
About Dublin Arts Council 
Dublin Arts Council (DAC), a 501(c)(3) nonprofit organization, is a thriving local arts agency which 
administers comprehensive, engaging programs including a variety of award-winning Art in Public 
Places projects, a yearlong Visual Arts Series and the annual DAC Sundays at Scioto concert series. 
DAC is committed to programs and events with strong emphasis on education and community-
building. DAC serves as a community convener and thought leader for using art as a catalyst for 
social change and cultural cohesion. DAC is supported in part by the City of Dublin’s hotel/motel tax 
which was established to improve quality of life for residents, corporate citizens and visitors through 
community investment in projects and events that enhance visitor appeal, enrich the aesthetic of 
public property, provide cultural arts experiences, support business, attract positive local, regional 
and national attention, and encourage overnight stays in Dublin. DAC is also supported by state tax 
dollars allocated by the Ohio Legislature to the Ohio Arts Council (OAC). The OAC is a state agency 
that funds and supports quality arts experiences to strengthen Ohio communities culturally, 
educationally and economically. In addition, Dublin Arts Council is supported by the National 
Endowment for the Arts, contributions from individuals, corporations and foundations, fundraising 
events, gallery sales and in-kind contributions. 
 

                                 INFORMATION: www.dublinarts.org 



 

 

 
 

 
1. Pandemic 
by Sylvia L. Howe 

 

poem by Lynn Ungar 3/11/20. used with permission 

 

What if you thought of it 
as the Jews consider the Sabbath— 
the most sacred of times? 
Cease from travel. 
Cease from buying and selling. 
Give up, just for now, 
on trying to make the world 
different than it is. 
Sing. Pray. Touch only those 
to whom you commit your life. 
Center down. 
  

And when your body has become still, 
reach out with your heart. 
Know that we are connected 
in ways that are terrifying and beautiful. 
(You could hardly deny it now.) 
Know that our lives 
are in one another’s hands. 
(Surely, that has come clear.) 
Do not reach out your hands. 
Reach out your heart. 
Reach out your words. 
Reach out all the tendrils 
of compassion that move, invisibly, 
where we cannot touch. 
  
(text continues on next page) 



 

 

 
Promise this world your love– 
for better or for worse, 
in sickness and in health, 
so long as we all shall live. 
  

-- 

 

 

 
2.  Snow and Ice     
by Sylvia L. Howe, February 2022 

Poem: Snow and Ice by Sylvia Howe 
 
-- 
  
Sleet, snow, rain and ice. 
Winter days are long and dark. 
And then the sun shines! 
 
-- 
 



3. Lucy in the Peripleistocene
by Marty Cichinelli

poetry fragment from Rumi 

“Out beyond wrong doing and right doing there is a desert. The desert beckons 
us as if it is an oasis. I have one foot in that desert, but don’t ask me to meet you 
there. For in that desert of disillusionment, just as with right and wrong, you and 
I and even oneness cease to exist”.  -Rumi 

-- 

4. California Wildfires
by Marty Cicchinelli

poem used with permission of the poet 
copyright Chiara Beth Columbi 

 (text continues on next page) 



 

 

Waking up in California 
The eerie orange light, 
A sickened bright, 
Wakes us to the climate’s fight. 
  
“Stay inside Papa!” 
At three years old he knows 
That smoke can blacken 
more than what’s outside. 
  

In all of human history, 
Never have we done such 
Exponential harm. 
  
And fingers love to point at parties 
But the only thing revealing is 
How quick we are to judge 
As though we aren’t 
All in this together. 
  

This party’s ours. 
This planet burns for us. 
From California to the Artic to Australia. 
  

We’ve made these clouds. 
We are the climate’s gods. 
  

And if we’re the gods 
Who are we asking to die 
for our sins? 
  
-- 
 



5. The Power Plant with Manatees
by Marty Cicchinelli

poem by Sienna 
Duvall County, First Place Junior, University of Florida Institute of Food and 
Agriculture Nature Poetry Contest Winner. no copyright 

Protect the Manatee 
The sweet, gentle Florida manatee 
You swim gracefully with the fish. 
But in 20 years will you be around to see? 
Please stay and graze your sea-grass dish. 
Will you join the dinosaurs? Only a pile of bones? 
What will happen to the sea? 
The sea would moan, for miles you would hear its groans. 
The manatee no more. A loss for you and me. 
Boats gash you. And fishing line tying. 
The sea churning on its top! 
No care for the manatee dying. 
This is something that must be stopped! 
Their silver-gray hide growing green moss. 
And their pug-like snouts. 
They only live here, nowhere else, a loss forever lost. 
Even the skies would pout! 
Pollution must take a break 
We should take care of the creatures. 
For we all share world, and to lose would ache. 
Let the past be our teachers 

-- 



6. The Dash
by Beth Schillig

Based on The Dash by Linda Ellis. Used with permission 

Poem is on the face of the quilt.  Book on display on a pedestal. 

-- 

7. Love Along the Blue Ridge
by Beth Schillig

poem: Love Along the Blue Ridge by Taylor Kittel. No copyright 

 (text continues on next page) 



 

 

It was tied in a knot 
Sealed with two rings 
Off on its adventure 

The love they have already grown 
Two were one 

With her guiding them through the trees 
Hearing the birds wrestling in the leaves 

Dipping in the hidden streams 
Discovery 

Amongst the rolling hills 
Encompassed by fresh morning dew 

This was it 
What it all is and always will be 

LOVE 

 
-- 

 
8.  Jabberwocky 
by Laurel Richardson 
 
Based on Jabberwocky by Lewis Carroll.  Public domain 
        
 
Excerpt:   
 “Beware the Jabberwock, my son, 
 The jaws that bite and the claws that catch! 
 Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun 
 The frumious Bandersnatch!” 
 
-- 



9. Little Jabberwocky
by Laurel Richardson

Based on Jabberwocky by Lewis Carroll.  Public domain 

Excerpt: 
“Beware the Jabberwock, my son, 
The jaws that bite and the claws that catch! 
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun 
The frumious Bandersnatch!” 

-- 

10. The Slithy Tove Gimbles
by Deb Baillieul

Based on the poem Jabberwocky by Lewis Carroll 

(text continues on next page) 



 

 

 
Twas brillig, and the slithy tove 
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe: 
All mimsy was the borogrove 
And the mome raths outgrabe. 
 
'“Beware the Jabberwock, my son, 
The jaws that bite and the claws that catch! 
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun 
The frumious Bandersnatch!” 
  
He took his vorpal sword in hand, 
Long time the manxome foe he sought--- 
So rested he, by the Tumtum tree 
And stood awhile in thought. 
  
And, as in uffish thought he stood, 
The Jabberwock, with eyes aflame, 
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood, 
And burbled as it came! 
  
“And hast thou slain the Jabberwock? 
Come to my arms, my beamish boy. 
O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!” 
He chortled in his joy. 
 
Twas brillig, and the slithy tove 
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe: 
All mimsy was the borogrove 
And the mome raths outgrabe. 
 
-- 
 



 

 

 
11. Bee Aware 
by Deb Baillieul 
 
inspired by the poem, Bee! I'm expecting you by Emily Dickinson  
  
Bee! I'm expecting you! 
Was saying Yesterday 
To Someone you know 
That you were due--- 
  
The Frogs got Home last Week--- 
And Settled, and at work--- 
Birds, mostly back--- 
The Clover warm and thick--- 
  
You'll get my Letter by 
The seventeenth; Reply, 
Or better, be with me--- 
Yours, Fly 
-- 
 



12. Like Falling Through a Cloud
by Becky Dickson

poem by Eugenia Zukerman. Used with permission 

Book on display 

-- 

13. Orbiting Meteor Belt
by Rebecca Dickson
Inspired by the poem The Universe by Joshua Henry Jones, Jr. Public domain

Excerpt: 

“Count o’er the million leagues from here to yonder star. 
On then. On to the next count of a million more. 
Sum up the myriad gleams that light the night; 
Add too, the orbit where the cold bright moon doth soar. 
That done, return to earth and with thy mind outline 
That huge expanse called space; and then out from our Hearse 
Of changing dust dream out the words —The Universe” 

-- 



 

 

 

 
14. Warmest of Hues  
by Rita Reed 
 
Warmest of Hues, song and lyrics by Miss Molly of The Salty Caramels. Used with  
permission 
 
Words are on the quilt 
 
-- 
 

 
15. Isolation  
by Rita Reed 
 
(public domain) 
 
         We Isolate Now 
                    So When We Gather Again 
                     No one is Missing. 
 



16. Morning Coffee Time
by Rita Reed

My Morning by Rita Reed 

  One Cup of Coffee 
       Hot and Brown 
 Two Cups of Coffee 

       Hot and Creamy 
 Three Cups of Coffee 

 Hot to Trot to Bathroom. 

-- 

17. Sea Fever
by Sue Cruickshank

poem Sea Fever by John Masefield. 1906, public domain 

 (text continues on next page) 



 

 

 
I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the sky, 
And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by; 
And the wheel’s kick and the wind’s song and the white sail’s shaking, 
And a grey mist on the sea’s face, and a grey dawn breaking. 
  
I must go down to the seas again, for the call of the running tide 
Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied; 
And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying, 
And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the sea-gulls crying. 
  
I must go down to the seas again, to the vagrant gypsy life, 
To the gull’s way and the whale’s way where the wind’s like a whetted knife; 
And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover, 
And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick’s over. 
 
-- 
 
 

 
18. The Three Little Kittens 
by Sue Cruickshank 
 
from the artist:  “Can you find the mittens?” 
 
poem The Three Little Kittens by Mother Goose 
 
 
 
 
 (text continues on next page) 
 



The three little kittens, they lost their mittens, 
And they began to cry, 
"Oh, mother dear, we sadly fear, 
That we have lost our mittens." 
"What!  Lost your mittens, you naughty kittens! 
Then you shall have no pie." 
"Meow, meow, meow." 
"Then you shall have no pie." 

The three little kittens, they found their mittens, 
And they began to cry, 
"Oh, mother dear, see here, see here, 
For we have found our mittens." 
"Put on your mittens, you silly kittens, 
And you shall have some pie." 
"Purr, purr, purr, 
Oh, let us have some pie." 

The three little kittens put on their mittens, 
And soon ate up the pie, 
"Oh, mother dear, we greatly fear, 
That we have soiled our mittens." 
"What, soiled your mittens, you naughty kittens!" 
Then they began to sigh, 
"Meow, meow, meow," 
Then they began to sigh. 

The three little kittens, they washed their mittens, 
And hung them out to dry, 
"Oh, mother dear, do you not hear, 
That we have washed our mittens?" 
"What, washed your mittens, then you're good kittens, 
But I smell a rat close by." 
"Meow, meow, meow, 
We smell a rat close by." 

-- 



19. The Panther
by Joyce Leahy

based on the poem The Panther by Ogden Nash. Public domain 

The panther is like a leopard,  
Except it hasn't been peppered.  
Should you behold a panther crouch, 
Prepare to say Ouch.  
Better yet, if called by a panther,  
Don't anther. 

-- 

20. Exit Pursued by a Sierra Meadow 
by Marty Kotter, 2020

Based on the poem Exit Pursued by a Sierra Meadow by Robert Hass. Used with 
permission of the author 

Book on Display:  Time and Materials by Robert Hass 

-- 



21. Eclipse
by Marty Kotter

Poem: Eclipse by Marty Kotter (on the quilt front) 

A hungry new moon 
Drifts by the morning sun 
And takes a big bite. 

-- 

22. Twining Flower Threesome
by Judy Bastian Krol 

Inspired by a poem by Bobbie Brooks. Used with permission of the author. 

Trumpet Flowers 
 Poke long orange snouts 

 Into the Sun 
      Their vining-twining tails 
Wrapped ‘round branch and twig. 

-- 



23. Waterfall
by Karen Hostetler

Inspired by the song The Rock will Wear Away by Holly Near and Meg 
Christian, 1977.  Used with permission 

Can we be like drops of water falling on stone 
Splashing, breaking, dispersing in air 
Weaker than the stone by far but be aware 
That, as time goes by the rock will wear away. 

-- 

24. My Trees
triptych by Carol Graham

inspired by Trees by Alfred Joyce Kilmer, 1914 

 (text continues on next page) 



I think that I shall never see 
A poem lovely as a tree. 
A tree whose hungry mouth is pressed 
Against the earth’s sweet flowing breast; 
A tree that looks at God all day, 
And lifts her leafy arms to pray; 
A tree that may in summer wear 
A nest of robins in her hair; 
Upon whose bosom snow has lain; 
Who intimately lives with rain. 
Poems are made by fools like me, 
But only God can make a tree. 

-- 

25. Tree 13
by Angela Welch

Poem excerpt Hope by Emily Dickinson. Public domain 

“Hope” is the thing with feathers - 
That perches in the soul - 
And sings the tune without the words - 
And never stops - at all – “ 

-- 



26. Escape from Winter
by Nancy McDonald-Kenworthy

from the poem Picture Books in Winter by Robert Louis Stevenson,1850-94. Public 
domain 

Frosty mornings, tingling thumbs, 
Window robins, winter rooks, 
And the picture story-books. 

Water now is turned to stone 
Nurse and I can walk upon; 
Still we find the flowing brooks 
In the picture story-books. 

All the pretty things put by. 
Wait upon the children’s eye, 
Sheep and shepherds, trees and crooks, 
In the picture story-books. 

We may see how all things are 
Seas and cities, near and far, 
And the flying fairies’ looks.p 
In the picture story-books. 

How am I to sing your praise, 
Happy chimney-corner days. 
Sitting safe in nursery nooks. 
Reading picture story-books? 

 -- 



27. The One Less Traveled By
by Nancy McDonald-Kenworthy

Inspired by poem The Road Less Taken, by Robert Frost, 1915. Public domain 

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, 
And sorry I could not travel both 
And be one traveler, long I stood 
And looked down one as far as I could 
To where it bent in the undergrowth; 

Then took the other, as just as fair, 
And having perhaps the better claim, 
Because it was grassy and wanted wear; 
Though as for that the passing there 
Had worn them really about the same, 

And both that morning equally lay 
In leaves no step had trodden black. 
Oh, I kept the first for another day! 
Yet knowing how way leads on to way, 
I doubted if I should ever come back. 

I shall be telling this with a sigh 
Somewhere ages and ages hence: 
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I— 
I took the one less traveled by, 
And that has made all the difference. 

-- 



 

 

 
28. Lonely Pine 
by Alene Moore 
 
Poem number 27 winter 1666 by Matsumoto Basho. Public domain 
 
“A winter shower 
The pine tree is unhappy and 
Waiting for snow.”  
 
-- 

 
29. Knight 
by Alene Moore 
 
poem by Alene Moore, 2022 
 
The shining Knight moves forward 
The chessboard glistening in the fire glow, 
Your turn on the board. 
 
 



 

 

-- 

 
30. Ibis 
by Jean Weissman 
 
-- 
 

 
31. A Warm Horizon Dims Over a Silver Sea 
by Jean Weissman 
 
poem by Jean Weissman 
 
A warm horizon dims over a silver sea: 
The oranges and blues melt together 
To light up the silvery sea. 
 
 
-- 
 



 

 

 
32. Phenomenal Woman 
by Maxine Thomas 
 
Poem Phenomenal Woman by Maya Angelou. Used with permission 
 
Excerpt is on the front of the quilt 
 
 
-- 
 

 
33. Tideline 
by Linda Hall 
 
Inspired by the poem Eel-grass by Edna St. Vincent Millay 
 
 
 
 
 (text continues on next page) 
 



 

 

No matter what I say, 
All that I really love 
Is the rain that flattens on the bay, 
And the eel-grass in the cove: 
The jingle-shells that lie and bleach 
At the tide-line, and the trace 
Of higher tides along the beach; 
Nothing in this place. 
 
-- 
 
 
 

 
34.  Spring 
by Linda Hall 
 
Inspired by the poem in Just- by e.e. cummings 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 (text continues on next page) 



 

 

 
in Just- 
spring       when the world is mud- 
luscious the little 
lame balloonman 
 
whistles       far       and  wee 
 
and eddieandbill come 
running from marbles and 
piracies and it's 
spring 
 
when the world is puddle-wonderful 
 
the queer 
old balloonman whistles 
far       and       wee 
and bettyandisbel come dancing 
 
 from hop-scotch and jump-rope and 
 
it's 
spring 
and 
     the 
 
             goat-footed 
 
balloonMan       whistles 
far 
and 
wee 
 
-- 
 



 

 

 
35.  Fractured Moon II  
by Bobbie Brooks 
 
poem by Bobbie Brooks 
 
‘All the sky candles 
Are aflame 
As Sister Moon 
Raises her songs 
Against the night’ 
      
-- 
 

 
36. Moonlight Serenade II 
by Bobbie Brooks 
 
poem by Bobbie Brooks 
 
 
 
 
 
 (text continues on next page) 



 

 

‘Crystal blue 
The morning. 
Silent. 
Still. 
Cold, too, 
The sun bleary: 
Shadows frozen 
To the grass.’          
 
-- 
 

 
37. Why Is It My Words? 
by Bobbie Brooks 
 
poem by Bobbie Brooks 
 
“Why is it my words come in their own season? 
Do they wait, gathering moods, 
Festering perhaps, 
Or stay till the proper moment 
Or full moon releases them? 
 
Surely, by now my coffee must be cold 
Sulking there in the microwave. 
 
Tonight these words are most difficult, 
They wander and hide and disappear 
Much too rapidly. 
 
Menstrual cycle and a full moon- 
What a moon swinging catastrophe! 
Go and heat that coffee!” 



 

 

 
 

 
38. Solitaire I Play 
by Bobbie Brooks 
 
poem by Bobbie Brooks 
 
“Solitaire 
I play 
With my day-dreams. 
Laying them out 
One after the other 
In scaled rows, 
Arranging the roadmap 
Other sequence, 
Waiting 
For the gift, 
The glimmer 
Of words to paper.” 
 
-- 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
39. My Pen Has Lost Its Power 
by Bobbie Brooks 
 
poem by Bobbie Brooks 
 
“My pen has lost its power. 
Something other 
Has shouldered its way 
Past those black marks, 
Those captured visions 
Rampant in my head, 
Letting my stories 
Write themselves 
In the map of my skin.” 
 
 
-- 

 
40. Advertise 
by Terry Hartzell 
 
Inspired by the anonymous poem, The Codfish 
 
 (text continues on next page) 



 

 

The codfish lays ten thousand eggs, 
The homely hen lays one. 
The codfish never cackles 
To tell you what she’s done. 
And so we scorn the codfish, 
While the humble hen we prize, 
Which only goes to show you 
That it pays to advertise.  
 
-- 
 

 
41. Sing a Song of Peace and Hope 
by Melissa Brown 
 
poem ‘Hope’ is the thing with feathers by Emily Dickinson. Public domain 
 
“Hope” is the thing with feathers - 
That perches in the soul - 
And sings the tune without the words - 
And never stops - at all - 
  
And sweetest - in the Gale - is heard - 
And sore must be the storm - 
That could abash the little Bird 
That kept so many warm - 
  
I’ve heard it in the chillest land - 
And on the strangest Sea - 
Yet - never - in Extremity, 
It asked a crumb - of me. 
  
-- 



 

 

 
42. Overheard on a Saltmarsh 
by Nikki Nwosu 
 
From the poem Overheard on a Saltmarsh by Harold Monro. Public domain 
 
Nymph,nymph. What are your beads? 
Green glass, goblin. Why do you stare at them? 
Give them me. 
No. 
Give them me. Give them me. 
No. 
Then I will howl all night in the reeds, 
Lie in the mud and howl for them. 
Goblin, why do you love them so? 
They are better than stars or water, 
Better than voices of winds that sing. 
Better than any man’s fair daughter, 
Your green glass beads on a silver ring. 
Hush, I stole them out of the moon. 
Give me your beads, I want them. 
No. 
I will howl in a deep lagoon 
For your green glass beads, I love them so. 
Give them me. Give them. 
No. 
 
-- 



 

 

 
43. Twelve Patch 
by Nikki Nwosu 
 
inspired by the poem Don’t Put Up My Thread and Needle by Emily Dickenson 
 
Don't put up my Thread and Needle — 
I'll begin to Sew 
When the Birds begin to whistle — 
Better Stitches — so — 
 
These were bent — my sight got crooked — 
When my mind — is plain 
I'll do seams — a Queen's endeavor 
Would not blush to own — 
 
Hems — too fine for Lady's tracing 
To the sightless Knot — 
Tucks — of dainty interspersion — 
Like a dotted Dot — 
 
Leave my Needle in the furrow — 
Where I put it down — 
I can make the zigzag stitches 
Straight — when I am strong — 
 
Till then — dreaming I am sewing 
Fetch the seam I missed — 
Closer — so I — at my sleeping — 
Still surmise I stitch — 
 
-- 



 

 

 
44. Hiraeth 1 
by Jennifer Fons 
 
poem Hiraeth by Jennifer Fons 
 
A spiritual longing for a home which maybe never was- the echo of lost places 
and our grief for them 
It is in the rocks and the wind; both everywhere and nowhere 
Always just out of reach 
 
-- 

 
45. Butterfly Wing 
by Jennifer Fons 
 
Inspired by the lyrics of Weeds and Wildflowers by Parsonsfield 
 
“Blown about by the wind a worthless little thing; the world can feel the changes 
of a butterfly wing” 
 
-- 



 

 

 
46. Memories of Lake Tahoe 
by Karen Hostetler 
 
Memories of Lake Tahoe, 1972-1978, by Karen Hosteller 
 
Mount Tallac 
Sugar Pine Trees 
Snow Flowers 
Desolation Wilderness 
Back packing 
Cross-country 
Downhill Skiing 
Ice Skating 
Swimming 
Bicycling 
 
-- 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

 
ABOUT ART QUILT ALLIANCE 
 
Art Quilt Alliance (AQA) was organized in 1991 by a group of fiber artists in central 
Ohio. The organization provides encouragement, exhibition opportunities, 
professional guidelines and information sharing.  Emphasis is on original works. 
 
In daily wanderings, many members of AQA find textures, shapes and colors that 
inspire their art. While the natural world beckons, so do families, neighborhoods, 
social and political events.  Artists are captured by the turn of a leaf, the line of a 
building, the texture of a stone and thoughts regarding the surrounding world.   
 
Many members use traditional fabrics in their artwork, or may also utilize bark, 
stones, paper, plastic and discarded building materials. Some dye or paint their 
fabrics.  Artworks may be two- or three-dimensional. 
  
AQA holds member exhibitions three to four times per year at venues in central 
Ohio. All members are encouraged to participate.   
 
 

Information: www.artquiltalliance.org 
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