@delawureonline

On Poetry: Writers step up to
Newark Open Mic

Written by

JoAnn Balingit
Special to The News Journal

April 7, 2012

“For reasons | don't quite understand, standing
behind a mic feels like a safe zone,” says Ramona
Long, a Wilmington writer, editor and blogger. “You
know people are willing listeners, so it feels safe to
open yourself up to strangers.”

Writers often do pry open unsafe things—family
secrets, exiled memories, guilty consciences and
doors marked “Do Not Enter.” Even expressing
sheer joy can feel scary.

And even the most seasoned writer feels vulnerable
as she reads a new piece. The beginning poet can feel like shrinking on that
long walk toward the microphone.

But at the Newark Arts Alliance’s First Tuesdays Open Mic, unfamiliar faces in
the audience” don't feel like strangers,” says Long. “You expect acceptance, and
respond to that expectation.”

Long, a memoirist and fiction writer, leads the online writing group, “How Many
Pages Did You Write Today?”

The Newark Arts Alliance, located at 276 E. Main Street, holds their Open Mic
the first Tuesday of every month from 7:00 to 9:00 pm. On a first-come first-
served basis, attendees sign up to read in the newly-dedicated Terry Forman
Gallery. Maple-toned floors give the gallery warmth. All the way around the
room, works in the current exhibition hang, softly illuminated.

“Open mics” support writers and create community, says Dennis Lawson, the
NAA’s new executive director. Anyone who wants to try creative writing or who
enjoys hearing stories can come by to share words and ideas. The Arts Alliance
also offers writing workshops for children and adults.



Lawson thought it was important to have a writers’ gathering where everyone is
welcomed, including beginners, including young people. “So many readings
take place in bars, where teenagers get left out,” he adds.

Newark Arts Alliance’s open mic nights resumed last March with the help of
poet Maria Masington, also president and founder of Lutz Engineering.
Masington volunteered to emcee the readings.

After 30 years away from creative writing, Masington was accepted to a poetry
retreat last October. “Having spent decades focused on family and career, it was
wonderful to explore my creative side again,” says the mother of two college-
aged boys. “l feel like | stepped out of a circle | had drawn around myself. Now,
there is no going back.”

Last month brought 11 readers and 15 attendees to the Newark Arts Alliance
reading. April’s first Tuesday “We had 21 guests and 17 readers,” smiles Lutz.
“We’ve had historical fiction next to slam poetry. We’ll keep growing and see

what happens.”

The Newark Arts Alliance Open Mic night is dedicated to poetry, prose and
performance—traditional or experimental verse, spoken word, haiku, short-
short fiction or memoir. Last Tuesday saw a hip-hop inspired recitation as well
as traditional readings off the page. Some topics were hilarious; some were
harrowing.

The audience was offered coffee and cookies during a short break, a chance to
view art work and browse the gift shop.

Masington says, “We learn so much from listening. It’s wonderful to watch
people read, especially for the first time. Sometimes their hands shake, but they
relax as they hear the audience laugh, or gasp, or applaud.”

“Last night | got emotional during one reading,” the host confesses, “and |
thought to myself, | need to get my energy down on paper around this topic.”
She calls it a win-win situation.

Ramona Long agrees. “When | sit in the audience, each reader's words are a gift
delivered in trust,” she says. “A writer exposes his heart. It's the listener's job to
accept, and not to bruise it.”

For information on Newark Arts Alliance classes and gatherings, contact
Shannon Winward, office administrator—and poet—at
info@newarkartsalliance.org or visit www.newarkartsalliance.org.

A Tuesday Nights Open Mic Sampler: Ramona Long offers micro-fiction; Maria Masington and
Newark writer/educator Beth Evans offer poems debuted at the Newark Arts Alliance.
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COUNTDOWN

Breakfast, for three. One mom. One dad. One baby.

Three plates. Three cups - two coffee, one juice. Three forks on three napkins.
Three minute eggs. Triangles of toast.

Dad is late. Three minutes. He sits at the table. Pats baby on head. Eats. Speaks.
Three words: “Time to go.”

Lunch for two. One mom. One baby.

Two bowls. Two glasses - one iced tea, one sippy. Two spoons on two napkins.
Double noodle chicken soup. Twice-baked biscuits.

Mom calls Dad. No answer. Dad calls back.

Two words: “Late tonight.”

Dinner, for one. One mom.

One glass of wine.

One exercise routine.

One movie on demand.

One shower.

One bestseller.

One side of the bed.

Mom writes text to Dad - many words.
Mom hears baby cry. Mom checks on one-year-old. Mom thinks of one income.
One parent.

Mom writes new text.

One word: “Goodnight.”

--Ramona DeFelice Long
The Day You Were Born | Grew Fangs

And those who dare hurt you, learn to fear my rattle.

| coil through sand and leaves, and circumstances,
waiting to strike, widen jaws, and consume my prey.

Fat mountains in my snake length.

From the incompetent Mohel, whom | swallowed feet first,
until the final gulp of his arthritic hand.

To your ex-wife whom I’d waited so long to silence with my poison.
Spiders and toads, mean playmates and critical bosses
who mistake me for harmless, as | side-wind and snap.
You, my beloved hatchling, are the son of a viper,
because your mother is the daughter of sheep.

--Maria Masington



Bedtime Reading

“The boy hides in his Mumbai garbage hill
from the authorities called

by jealous street-mates claiming he had set fire
to the one legged-woman.”

The boy hides in his Mumbai garbage hill

from the authorities called

by jealous street-mates claiming he had set fire
to the one legged-woman.

“Though falsely accused—
the woman had done it herself—*

If caught, his family’s livelihood will disappear
like a midnight pumpkin coach.

Though falsely accused—
the woman had done it herself—

If caught, his family’s livelihood will disappear:
| cannot bear to turn another page.

Beside me in our pillowed bed
Larry looks up from his screen,
“Says here more and more women are tattooing in eyebrows
as theirs begin to thin.”
| don’t know how to live anymore.
| make lists saying
Drink water.

--Beth Evans



