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Laurie McCormick
Portfolio: Miniature Moments

John Christopher Brooks
Portfolio: New Work

CJ Nye
Portfolio: Doodles

Leyla A. Munteanu
Portfolio: Wall Series (2, 3)

“The artist’s body radiates light from every 
hole, especially wounds,” he said. “That 
light has to pierce the canvas. It cuts like 
a knife. Butcher the body in your paintings, 
like those of Francis Bacon: a portrait of 
the artist as a butchered hog. Head, feet, 
hands, ears, eyes dripping with blood—life 
drawing as a massacre. You don’t do art. Art 
does you.
   • Anthony Labriola, The Art of Hunger

When she started printing, she didn’t think 
of it as her work; she was a painter. So she 
experimented. Lisa says she snuck up on 
herself. “The next thing you know, I’m making 
some of the best work of my career. Doing the 
stuff that’s not mine.” She continues to push 
herself further, letting go of the trappings of 
tradition.
   • Heidi Sistare, Follow the Making

I once sculpted a grey figurine of 
a pregnant woman with a dress 
that rippled like waves down to 
the ground. I did not know how 
to explain her significance to my 
friends or the strange sense of 
expectancy that her presence gave 
me, but when I moved across the 
country for college, she was one 
of the few items that I took. From 
apartment to apartment, for the 
next six years, like a religious icon, 
she moved from bookshelves to bed 
stands to windowsills, her blank 
face always staring back at me in 
promise.
   • Renée Thorne, Expectant Loss

I am mesmerized by the two Chinese 
sisters in their matching smocks, 
retrieving brushes and erasers and 
other such utensils from their front 
pockets, dabbing a bit here, smudging 
a bit there, then plop, insert the utensil 
back into the smock, pull out the next 
one. They play the part oh so well. 
Not actors though—artists jumping 
in puddles. Little Picassos, I call these 
two.
   • Charlene Kwiatkowski, 
       The Art of Losing.

Beneath the living room floor a large bin of horizontal 
boards squatted in the cellar like a stall in a barn. Every few 
months a ton of shiny black coal rumbled into that bin along 
a metal chute poked through a ground-level window. Mint 
leaves grew at the base of that window, and whenever my 
mother sent me outside to pick them I was careful not to look 
through the sooty glass into the coal bin. Even when filled, 
that bin loomed like a black hole. 
   • Claude Clayton Smith, Interior: 150 Freeman Avenue

 Stil l Point Arts Quarterly
Fall 2013  •  Issue No. 11  

PrevIew



2  |  Still Point Arts Quarterly  

a PublIcatIoN oF stIll PoINt art Gallery

Fall 2013  •  Issue No. 11

 Stil l Point Arts Quarterly
CHRISTINE BROOKS COTE, EDITOR 

Still Point Arts Quarterly
ISSN 2163-0909

A Publication of Still Point Art Gallery

www.stillpointartgallery.com
info@stillpointartgallery.com

193 Hillside Road
Brunswick ME 04011

207.837.5760   (voice)
                 207.725.4909     (fax)

Published by Shanti Arts LLC
Printed in the U.S.A.

© 2013 Shanti Arts LLC
All rights reserved

Reproduction either whole or in part without 
permission from the copyright owner 

is strictly prohibited. Contact editor for 
information about copyright.

Still Point Arts Quarterly 
is published four times each year. 

Advertising policy and rates may be found 
in the Advertisements section of this 

publication as well as on our website.

Subscriptions may be purchased or renewed 
and single copies of back issues may be 

purchased on our website.

Art portfolio and writing submissions 
are welcome, provided they meet our 

specifications. Submission guidelines are 
available on our website.

 
Letters to the editor are welcome. 

Send to: info@stillpointartgallery.com

Front Cover Image
Leyla A. Munteanu, Hanged.

Back Cover Image
Laurie McCormick, Phone Home.

Our premise 

is that 

art and artistry 

possess 

the capability 

to transform 

the world.



Fall 2013  •  Issue No. 11  |  3 

STILL POINT ART GALLERY

   Current Exhibition  •  Interiors 4

   Upcoming Exhibition  •  Winter Splendor 24

   Gallery Artists 25

CONTRIBUTORS 26

ART PORTFOLIOS

   Leyla A. Munteanu  •  Wall Series (2, 3) 32

   Laurie McCormick  •  Miniature Moments in My Daily Life  48

   CJ Nye  •  Doodles 72

   John Christopher Brooks  •  New Work   92

FEATURE ARTICLES

   Claude Clayton Smith  •  Interior: 150 Freeman Avenue 28

   Renée Thorne  •  Expectant Loss 42

   Anthony Labriola  •  The Art of Hunger 58

   Heidi Sistare  •  Follow the Making 82

   Charlene Kwiatkowski  •  The Art of Losing 88

POETRY

   Todd Outcalt  •  American Gothic, by Grant Wood 30

   Scott T. Starbuck  •  Remembering Li Po 70

   Lillo Way  •  Life Imitates Andy Goldsworthy 86

ADVERTISEMENTS 100

CLASSIFIED ADS 102

ADVERTISING POLICY AND RATES 103

FINALE 104
 

        

CONTENTS



4  |  Still Point Arts Quarterly  

Joyce Glasner, 22 carrer nou de la ramblas

Cottage, rustic, contemporary, southwestern, or 

yard sale. We spend most of our time inside our 

homes, workplaces, and other spaces, and how 

and with what we choose to occupy these spaces 

matters. Perhaps we strive for comfort; perhaps 

we favor functionality; perhaps we are focused 

on good design and tasteful surroundings. 

Whichever it is, interiors are worth a good look. 

Still Point Art Gallery’s current exhibition—

Interiors—is viewable in our online gallery and 

will remain a featured exhibition through October 

31, 2013. In this issue we feature images from this 

exhibition, but there are many more to see online. 

Honored artists for this exhibition are: 

Susan Landor Keegin, Best in Show–
Portfolio. Keegin is from Sausilito, California. 

She is showing three images in the exhibition: Island 

Library, Sullivan’s Library, and Jan’s Parlor. (p. 5)

Beth Swanson, Best in Show–Single Image. 

Swanson is from Cartersville, Georgia and her 

winning image is Quiet Invitation II. (p. 6)

Maya Chachava, Best Photograph or Digital 
Artwork. Chachava is from Ellensburg, Washington 

and her winning image is Beauty Salon. (p. 7)

Constance Culpepper, Best Painting 
or Drawing. Culpepper is from Gladwyne, 

Pennsylvania and her winning image is One Cup of 

Tea. (p. 8)

Selena Nawrocki, Best Three-Dimensional 
or Mixed-Media Artwork. Nawrocki is from 

Douglas, Georgia and her winning image is Star Step. 

(p. 9)

Interiors serve a function. Interiors set a mood. 

Interiors make us feel comfortable, safe, and 

protected, but they can also make us feel insignificant 

and frightened. Be it a home, a retail store, restaurant, 

gallery,  church, or doctor’s office, interiors allow us 

a look into the mind and personality of the owner, 

designer,  and occupant. 

As a subject of art, interiors have a long history. The 

famous Dutch artist Johannes Vermeer was painting 

beautiful interiors in the 1600s that today give us 

a glimpse into the physicality as well as values and 

ideals of life at that time.

Like any other subject of art, interiors give us far more 

than meets the eye. Interiors are yet another way 

for artists to convey feelings of love, comfort, safety, 

humor  . . .  another way for artists to share their soul. 

Current Exhibition
Interiors

August 1 to October 31, 2013
www.stillpointartgallery.com

Still PointArt Gallery
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Jan’s Parlor
 oil on wood

susanlandor.com 

Award for BEST IN SHOW - Portfolio
SuSan Landor Keegin
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Quiet invitation ii
oil on canvas

brachellart.com

Award for BEST IN SHOW - Single Image
Beth CarLSon

Interiors
Current Exhibition
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beauty salon

photography
www.mayachachava.com

Award for BEST Photograph or Digital Artwork
Maya ChaChava

August 1 to October 31, 2013
more artwork online   |   www.stillpointartgallery.com
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one cuP of tea
oil on canvas

constanceculpepper.com

Award for BEST Painting or Drawing
ConStanCe CuLpepper

Interiors
Current Exhibition
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star steP 
mixed media

selenanawrocki.dyndns-web.com/Main.htm

Award for BEST Three-Dimensional or Mixed-Media Artwork
SeLena nawroCKi

August 1 to October 31, 2013
more artwork online   |   www.stillpointartgallery.com
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ron testa, ladies’ restroom
ratestaphoto.com

Interiors
Current Exhibition
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August 1 to October 31, 2013
more artwork online   |   www.stillpointartgallery.com
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nils HascHe-vasQuez, coffee Grinds
nilshasche.com

Pat benincasa, inside carrie furnace PittsburGH
www.patbenincasa-art.com

Interiors
Current Exhibition
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JiHane mossalim, fliGHt of stairs
www.jihanemossalim.com

August 1 to October 31, 2013
more artwork online   |   www.stillpointartgallery.com
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lisa freidus, new direction
wetpaintgallery.com | facebook.com/pages/sophisticate-design/306

donna Powers, dorotHy
dpowers328.com

Interiors
Current Exhibition
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eldred boze, dalarna cHristmas dinner
eldredboze.see.me

benita r. vanwinkle, toufi eat well cafe, roxboro, nc 6/2013
busybstudio.com

August 1 to October 31, 2013
more artwork online   |   www.stillpointartgallery.com
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nik clements, bed, new york, ny
niksc.com

eric law, ePiloGue ii
EricLawPhotography.com

Interiors
Current Exhibition
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laurie mccormick, cuban casa 2-bedroom (eat, sleeP; 3 cuban casas)
lauriemccormickphoto.com

Joyce Glasner, 22 carrer nou de la ramblas 1

August 1 to October 31, 2013
more artwork online   |   www.stillpointartgallery.com
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colleen fitzGerald, vanisHinG Point
colleenfitzgeraldstudio.com

Interiors
Current Exhibition
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dave clouGH, Grand interior

davecloughphotography.com

irene Hill, window sHade

August 1 to October 31, 2013
more artwork online   |   www.stillpointartgallery.com
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Harvey sPears, inside view
harveyspears.com

Interiors
Current Exhibition
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zensHin tim buckley, corner

steve Perrault, sincerity
sperrault.com

August 1 to October 31, 2013
more artwork online   |   www.stillpointartgallery.com
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ronnJ medini, tHe red aisle
facebook.com/RonnjMediniPhotographer

Helen sHulman, nestinG imPulse
helenshulman.com

Interiors
Current Exhibition
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ambika talwar, tea witH Honey

katHy conway, indiana Jones 5

August 1 to October 31, 2013
more artwork online   |   www.stillpointartgallery.com
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Art 
Inspired 
by 
Winter!

I prefer winter and fall, when you feel the bone structure of the landscape  
—  the loneliness of it, the dead feeling of winter. Something waits beneath it, 
the whole story doesn’t show.
~Andrew Wyeth

The color of springtime is in the flowers; the color of winter is in the 
imagination.
~Terri Guillemets

Still PointArt Gallery

Upcoming Exhibitions
www.stillpointartgallery.com
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Mike Bell. Morning Blues Druridge Bay 1.
Mixed media.

Every Gallery exhibition presents the opportunity to honor a small number of artists due to  the distinctiveness 

of their work. These artists are selected because their work shows strong evidence of skill with the medium and 

contributes in a meaningful way to the theme of the exhibition. In addition, these artists are selected because 

their work is engaging in some special and unique way. This engagement 

is an all-important element of art.

Honored artists are offered the opportunity to exhibit more of their art 

as Gallery Artists for one year. We are very pleased to give them this 

opportunity and delighted to show their work. Our current Gallery 

Artists are listed below. Please take a few moments to visit our website 

and view the work of these amazing artists.

Leslie Anderson,  painter,  Portland, Maine
Bobby Baker,  photographer,  New Hampshire 
Mike Bell,  mixed media artist,  Northumberland, Great Britain
John Christopher Brooks,  photographer,  Great Britain
Ekaterina Bykhovskaya,  photographer,  Strasbourg, France

Jane Gottlieb,  photographer,  Santa Barbara, California
Irene Hill,  photographer,  Atlantis, Florida
Debra Houston,  painter,  Portland, Oregon
Patrick Linehan,  photographer,  Evanston, Illinois
Laurie McCormick,  photographer,  Los Angeles, California

Leyla Aysel Munteanu,  mixed media artist ,  Windsor, Ontario, Canada  
Leslie Parke,  painter ,  Cambridge, New York
Jarred Pfeiffer,  ceramist,  Wisconsin
Helen Shulman,  painter,  Vermont
Jill Valliere,  mixed media artist,  Rockland, Maine

Anthony R. Whelihan,  mixed media artist,  Minnesota
Mayumi Yamakawa,  painter,  Germany
Tetiana Zakharova,  painter,  Vancouver, Canada
Kajal Zaveri,  painter,  Fremont, California

Gallery Artists
www.stillpointartgallery.com
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John Christopher Brooks
Bristol, United Kingdom

www.johnbrooksphotography.co.uk

Laurie MCCorMiCk
Los Angeles, California

www.lauriemccormickphoto.com

LeyLa a. Munteanu
Windsor, Ontario

Canada
www.leydanarts.com 

CJ nye
New York City, New York

cjnye.com

FEATURED ARTISTS

WRITERS

CharLene kwiatkowski lives on the west 
coast of British Columbia, Canada. She finds 
herself getting “lost” the most when doing her 
own creative writing or when playing music. 
She runs a freelance writing and editing business 
called Curtain Call Editing and writes blogs 
about urban art, literature, and architecture at 
textingthecity.wordpress.com.

anthony LaBrioLa’s work has appeared 
in The Canadian Forum, PRISM international, Lo 
Straniero, Vallum: New International Poetics and 
Stone Voices.  He studied at the University of 

Toronto and holds a B.A. in English and French, a 
B.Ed. in English and dramatic arts from the faculty 
of education, and an M.A. from the Graduate 
Centre for the Study of Drama. He taught English, 
drama, and performing arts for thirty-three years.  
His collection, Sun Dogs, forthcoming from 
Vagabondage Press, will appear in May 2014.  He 
now lives in Toronto and teaches life writing at 
Seneca College.

heidi sistare is a freelance writer who bikes, 
reads, cooks, and writes on the island of Martha’s 
Vineyard. Sistare received her B.A. in social work from 
Warren Wilson College and has worked as a teacher, 
mediator, non-profit consultant, and community 
organizer. She wrote “Follow the Making” while 
attending the writing program at the Salt Institute for 
Documentary Studies in Portland, Maine. 
www.heidisistare.com

CLaude CLayton sMith is Professor Emeritus 
of English at Ohio Northern University. He is the 
author of seven books and co-editor/translator 
of an eighth. He has also published short fiction, 
poetry, essays, and plays. He holds a B.A. from 
Wesleyan, an M.A.T. from Yale, an M.F.A. in fiction 
from the Writers’ Workshop at the University of 
Iowa, and a D.A. from Carnegie-Mellon. His latest 
books are Ohio Outback: Learning to Love the 
Great Black Swamp (Kent State University Press, 
2010) and, with Alexander Vaschenko, The Way of 
Kinship: An Anthology of Native Siberian Literature 
(University of Minnesota, 2010).

renée thorne is a freelance writer currently 
living in Chicago, Illinois.

CONTRIBUTORS
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POETS

todd outCaLt is the author of twenty-five books in six languages including 
Candles in the Dark (John Wiley & Sons) and The Best Things in Life Are Free (HCI). 
His poetry has been published in The Christian Century, Rattle, Barefoot Review, 
The Christian Science Monitor, Lyric, and elsewhere. Todd is the lead pastor of a 
large congregation in Brownsburg, Indiana and writes a daily humor blog about 
reading and writing at toddoutcalt.blogspot.com.

sCott t. starBuCk’s newest chapbook, The Other History, unreported and 
underreported issues, scenes, and events of the 19th, 20th, and 21st Centuries, 
is forthcoming in Fall 2013 from FutureCycle Press. His anti-nuclear clay-poem 

“Napali” appeared in the Oregon chapter of Physicians for Social Responsibility 
(PSR) Particles on the Wall Exhibit (May and June 2013) about the “lasting impacts 
of the Hanford Nuclear Reservation and the nuclear age,” and two of his clay 
pieces won a Green Art Contest in Knock Magazine at Antioch Unversity in 
Seattle. Starbuck was a 2013 Artsmith Fellow on Orcas Island.

LiLLo way’s poems appear/will appear in 2012/2013 issues of Poet Lore, the 
Madison Review, Avocet, Common Ground Review, Cordite Review (Australia),  
the Bear Deluxe, Soundings, Third Wednesday, Northern New England Review, 
SLAB and Yemassee. She has received grants from the National Endowment 
for the Arts, New York State Council on the Arts, and the Geraldine R. Dodge 
Foundation for choreographic work involving poetry. She has been a frequent 
reader on National Public Radio’s Selected Shorts.

iMero GoBBato
www.harborsquaregallery.com

CONTRIBUTING ARTISTS

heather Goodwind
www.heathergoodwind.com
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I can still see the interior of our ramshackle 

bungalow on Freeman Avenue, though it’s been 

more than sixty years since we lived there 

The front door, on the left side of the creaky railed 

porch, opened into a dim hall that ran to the kitchen, 

then past the bathroom (on the left) to the mudroom 

at the rear. The living room sat to the right of the 

front hall and was entered through a wide archway. A 

similar arch in the living room led to the dining room, 

which could also be entered through a door from the 

kitchen. Behind the dining room, directly across from 

the lone bathroom, was my parents’ bedroom, shared 

by our baby brother in his crib. All rooms were plain, 

small and dark, with sallow wallpaper. 

Climbing the stairs in the front hall, I would turn 

right at the landing, then right again at the top of 

the stairs, to the door of an attic bedroom—the only 

finished room upstairs—where I shared a double bed 

with my older brother. The lone window in that room 

opened onto a slanted roof that shaded the front 

porch. A single light bulb burned overhead, devoid of 

shade or globe, its long string hanging from a keychain 

at the base of a standard fixture in the center of the 

ceiling. In my memory this bedroom light is always 

on. We never would go upstairs without it.

My brother and I used to say that we slept “in 

the attic,” but the attic proper—a source of much 

childhood terror—lay behind our bedroom. Unlike 

the bedroom ceiling, the attic ceiling slanted from the 

main roof-beam like a tent. It was covered in convex 

increments along its two-by-four ribs by a thick black 

paper that, when poked or ripped, emitted a dirty, 

sawdust-like substance. A small window on the rear 

attic wall, hidden by a dusty curtain that resembled a 

veil on a woman’s hat, never let in enough light. A few 

steps short of this window another naked bulb hung 

overhead. Whether in the empty attic or our nearly 

empty bedroom, these bare bulbs burned with a stark 

intensity that was both terrifying and lonely.

That attic light once held a small paper shade, but 

it was removed following an incident that could have 

proved tragic. I was alone in our bedroom when I 

smelled smoke. Taking a few tentative steps beyond 

the top of the landing, I peered into the dimly lit void. 

Faint sunlight from the rear window illuminated 

white wisps curling upward from the shaded bulb. 

Daring to investigate further, I saw that the side of the 

shade, somehow knocked askew, was touching the 

bulb, causing a smoldering brown hole of the sort we 

used to produce by holding a magnifying glass to dry 

leaves. I hesitated, retreated to the bedroom, shut the 

door, and pretended I hadn’t seen anything, hoping 

it would all go away. Finally, my better judgment 

kicked in and I ran downstairs to tell my mother, who 

scurried up, shut off the light, and removed the shade.

I have often thought of that attic on Freeman Avenue 

InterIor: 150 Freeman avenue

Claude Clayton Smith
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as a metaphor for the dark, unconscious segment of 

one’s self that Freud termed the id. But id connotes 

depth, and so a better metaphor is our Freeman Avenue 

cellar. The cellar, too, was terrifying. Adults had to duck 

beneath cobwebs that hung like Spanish moss from the 

overhead beams. The walls were of dank and musty 

fieldstone. The door to the cellar stairs was on the left as 

you entered the kitchen from the front hall. No handrail 

guided the way down. The steep and narrow wooden 

steps stood open to the air like a ladder. 

Beneath the living room floor a large bin of 

horizontal boards squatted in the cellar like a stall 

in a barn. Every few months a ton of shiny black coal 

rumbled into that bin along a metal chute poked 

through a ground-level window. Mint leaves grew at 

the base of that window, and whenever my mother 

sent me outside to pick them I was careful not to look 

through the sooty glass into the coal bin. Even when 

filled, that bin loomed like a black hole. The thunder 

of the delivered coal was unsettling, but I loved the 

smooth, shiny lumps that spilled into the grass, 

playing with them until my hands turned black. 

A wide-mouthed coal scuttle was kept in the 

kitchen beside our potbelly stove. It was my chore to 

fill it.  Whenever I did so I left the cellar door open, 

to let the kitchen light accompany me below. At the 

foot of the stairs hung another of those bare light 

bulbs. A second one cast an eerie glow on my father’s 

workbench at the cellar’s far end. Walking to that 

workbench was like walking to the window at the rear 

of the attic. But the coal bin was closer, and I would do 

my chore as quickly as possible in the semi-darkness, 

thrusting the long-handled shovel into the pile and 

dumping the chunky coal into the hollow scuttle, the 

sound echoing off the fieldstone walls. The grating 

and scraping of the shovel made me shiver. When the 

scuttle was filled, I would lug the heavy load upstairs 

with both hands, the scuttle bumping my knees, its 

band-like handle creasing my palms.

A neighborhood girl once told me of finding her 

grandmother lying dead in a pool of blood at the foot 

of their cellar stairs. The old woman had suffered a 

stroke and tumbled down. Since I had never been 

inside this girl’s house, the scene was always set, as 

she recounted her tale, in the only cellar I knew—the 

pool of blood spreading in my imagination under the 

boards of our coal bin, like the puddles of rainwater 

that sometimes leaked in. 

This tale was made even worse by an incident in our 

own cellar. My father was at the grinding wheel on his 

workbench, the white sparks flying, when he turned 

to greet my grandfather who had just come down the 

steps. In turning, my father took his eye off his task 

and the blur of the wheel caught his thumb. Blood 

spurt everywhere, as my father wrapped his hand in 

a rag and hurried upstairs. And the bloodstains he left 

at the foot of the stairs mixed with the ones I imagined 

from the grandmother of that neighborhood girl, 

keeping me from our cellar for weeks.

When our parents had their fourth son, the baby 

in their bedroom crib joined my brother and me 

upstairs. Shortly thereafter, with my father working 

three jobs, we moved to a brand new ranch house 

around the corner. ●
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Grant Wood, American Gothic, 1930. 25.7 x 30.7 inches (78 x 65 cm). 
Oil on beaver board. Wikimedia Commons.

American Gothic, by Grant Wood
 
This could be any farm, or any two,
And that’s the beauty of it, I suppose.
The notion that Grant Wood might misconstrue
And paint a house between a thorn and rose.
The sky is blue, we see that clear enough,
But something dour and juxtaposed is there
Upon the canvas, and the faces rough
With weather.  Their smiles are little more than threadbare
Hints of happiness, and their eyes
Averted slightly toward the scene’s context:
A presence which the form itself implies
Is absence.  Yet the subjects know that next
To them is still-life, with pitchfork in hand.
A family farm upon a vanished land.

Todd Outcalt
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LeyLa a. Munteanu was born in Romania in 

1967 and moved to Canada in 1998. She earned 

a degree in engineering while still in Romania; a 

degree in fine art and education from the University of 

Windsor, Ontario, Canada; and an M.F.A. from Wayne 

State University, Michigan. 

Munteanu grew up in Bucharest, Romania, a 

city with a long history, where everything is marked 

by either time or human nature. Her memories 

of Bucharest find their way into her art. Her work 

presents the world as she sees and feels it, and her 

world is often filled with memories or records of 

passing time.

Munteanu believes that the artist’s mind is filled 

with images in continuous transformation, and 

the artist needs only to catch a specific image and 

transfer it to the canvas. For Munteanu, the moments when this happens are amazing 

. . . the feel of the brush in her hand, the smell of fresh paint, and the seemingly infinite 

images in her mind come together to make her an artist.

Mixed Media Artist

LEYLA A. MUNTEANU
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Patches #3, 2008. 36 x 36 inches (91.4 x 91.4 cm). 
Cement and acrylic on canvas.

Art hAs AlwAys been an important part of my life. As a young child, I was amazed by the artwork 

of the Renaissance masters and often tried to reproduce their work. That experience gave me the 

courage to go further. 

The process of creating is what is important to me—

the energy and feelings that I experience in moments 

of creativity is what breathes life into me and into my 

work. I am excited by the new and interesting things 

I experience every day, and I am anxious to bring this 

excitement into my work.  

I started “The Wall Series” in 2006, working at first 

on paper with small found objects. Sometime in 2008, 

I started representing the wall surface more solidly 

and gradually moved towards using construction 

materials—cement, stucco compound, drywall, drywall 

compound, plaster, and limestone pieces—to create 

the wall image. It was a natural progression because I 

have always been drawn to textured surfaces. 

Some pieces in “The Wall Series” are my attempt to represent fractions of memories through 

reproducing pealed paint, broken walls or objects detached from walls, different found objects, 

hidden places, numbers, and more. Other pieces in the series use cement and sand to prepare 

the canvas and make the surface look like a wall. All of the images in this series are reflections of 

my memories—trips in the country, my grandparents’ house, images from books, and more. But, 

being an artist, I am representing these reflections through a combination of philosophy and skills 

learned over time through mistakes and hard work. 

Wall Series (2, 3)

PORTFOLIO
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Peeled #2, 2009. 39 x 57 inches (99.0 x 144.8 cm). 
Mixed media on canvas. 

Peeled, 2009. 34.5 x 70.0 inches (87.6 x 177.8 cm). 
Mixed media on canvas. 

Leyla A. Munteanu
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The Passage, 2009. 71 x 69 inches (180.3 x 175.3 cm). Acrylic on canvas.

Wall Series (2, 3)
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The Mosaic, 2009. 24 x 30 inches (61.0 x 76.2 cm). Cement and acrylic on canvas.

Leyla A. Munteanu
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Patches #2, 2008. 24 x 30 inches (61.0 x 76.2 cm). Cement and acrylic on canvas.

Wall Series (2, 3)
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Bucharest 22 December 1989, 2008. 24 x 30 inches (61.0 x 76.2 cm). Cement and acrylic on canvas. 

Leyla A. Munteanu
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The Reminiscences #2, 2012. 36 x 60 inches (91.4 x 152.4 cm). 
Cement and acrylic on canvas.

The Bricks Row, 2009. 32 x 50 inches (81.3 x 127.0 cm). 
Cement and acrylic on canvas.

Wall Series (2, 3)
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Size 38, 2013. 24 x 18 inches (61.0 x 45.7 cm). Acrylic on canvas.

Leyla A. Munteanu
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Hanged, 2012. 30 x 40 inches (76.2 x 101.6 cm). Mixed media on canvas.

Wall Series (2, 3)
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Paula Modersohn-Becker, Self-Portrait, 1897. 10.4 x 9.6 inches (24.5 × 26.5 cm). Gouache. Wikimedia Commons.
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On the day of my mother’s accident, I was 

brought home suddenly from my grandparents’ 

to a house full of people. “Where is Mom?” I kept 

asking as I was pulled through the crowd toward my 

bedroom, my brother somewhere behind me. My 

father appeared in the doorway of my room. “I need 

to talk to you,” he said.

It is strange the things we remember from these 

moments, like the way the late afternoon sun was 

falling on my doll’s cradle at the foot of the bed.

A couple of months earlier, my father had 

finally agreed with my mother to try for a third 

child. She had just turned thirty and she told her 

closest friend that she had never been so happy. 

My parents’ marriage had been a difficult one, 

and she took up scuba diving as a way to connect 

with my father outside of the home. It was a new 

beginning for her, a kind of turning point. On the 

day they went out to sea, my mother was hit and 

killed by a fishing boat off the coast of California. It 

is impossible to say whether she was pregnant that 

day, and if the movement she felt inside her was 

new life or a premonition of death.

When I was much older, I was told that people in 

the parish had wanted to pray my mother back to 

life, a miracle that did not seem out of the question 

in the charismatic church where I was raised. It was 

a miracle I once had witnessed when a stillborn 

kitten began to breathe in my mother’s hands. 

Huddled over the small wet body, my brother and 

“What keeps you from . . . living your life as a painful 
and lovely day in the history of a great pregnancy?”
        ~Rilke

expectant Loss
Renée Thorne



44  |  Still Point Arts Quarterly  

Renée Thorne

I watched with wide eyes as my mother prayed and 

life returned. I reached out my finger to stroke its 

fur and felt its stomach begin to rise and fall beneath 

my touch. My mother smiled, but she did not seem 

surprised.

While working in a coffee shop in my early 

twenties, the majority of our regular customers 

were either lecherous or just lonely old men who 

came in to watch the baristas. The counter between 

us was never wide enough, so I resorted to tactics 

of psychology. Sometimes I wore my mother’s ring 

on my wedding finger, always handing them their 

latte with the gold band in clear view; other times 

I would pretend I was pregnant, an experiment that 

I told no one, but that I would quietly savor while 

sipping a cup of tea and gently rubbing my stomach 

with the palm of my hand, an imagined glow in my 

eyes. I did not want a child or the risk of another 

death, but I longed for a life held inside me which 

could not be taken. In those moments, I somehow 

felt untouchable. My being filled, the world could 

offer me nothing more.

I should have known the danger of pretending all 

these years. I underestimated the way a thought can 

settle deep inside you until it grows into a word that 

must be born. I should have known that a blank page 

is no less fertile than a body.

There are times when I think that I have been 

pregnant since the day of my mother’s death. An 

ocean rushing into a child’s womb, her absence 

filled me until my body grew heavy with the weight.

“There is so much sadness in you,” a stranger tells 

me when she looks into my eyes, “Let the sadness 

pass through.”

But I don’t want it to pass through. I don’t want to 

give birth to the deaths that I have carried. Letting go 

has never come easily. I used to imagine I could hold 

my dead inside me, as if gathering them into a living 

refuge where they would never be lost. For I have 

sought but never found the secret of resurrection in 

my mother’s hands.

Twenty years after her death, I have come 

to a writer’s residency in Worpswede, Germany to 

spend three months in search of that secret. Each 

day I touch my fingers to the page and wait for it to 

breathe, but nothing happens. If I only knew how to 

resurrect a word, then perhaps I could find strength 

to give birth to others, but the motionless page 

reminds me of the stillness inside me. I thought it 

might be different if I traveled far. I thought I might 

find the courage to give birth to my dead, and to find 

them alive after all these years, but the landscape 

offers little shelter beneath an open sky that never 

ends. It was once the sandy floor of a primordial sea 

until it eventually grew into moorlands deep with 

peat. Treading soil that could swallow a careless 

wanderer, early settlers used to disappear into the 

silence of the vast moors and never be seen again. 

Over the years, the water was drained into canals 

and the moors were turned into miles of farmland.

The region is called Teufelsmoor, Devils’ Moor, a 
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Expectant Loss

name derived from the German word for unfertile, 

dead, or barren.

Paula Modersohn-Becker, a revolutionary artist 

who came to Worpswede at the turn of the twentieth 

century, is often recognized by a painting she did in 

May 1906 entitled, “Self Portrait on her Sixth Wedding 

Anniversary, Age 30.” Paula was not pregnant at the 

time of the nude self-portrait, at least not with a child, 

but she paints herself as a young expectant mother. 

Only two months before, she had left her husband, 

Otto Modersohn, and escaped to Paris to rent a small 

studio where she could give herself completely to 

her art. Painted on her wedding anniversary, it is 

signed with the initials P.B.

“And now I don’t even know how I should sign my 

name,” she wrote to her good friend, Rainer Maria 

Rilke. “I am not Modersohn and I am also not Paula 

Becker any more. I am I, and this I hope to become 

ever more so.”

Paula looks back from the canvas with a gaze that 

is somber but confident. Amber beads hang between 

her breasts and a white cloth is wrapped at her waist 

with one arm resting over the arc of her stomach 

and the other wrapped protectively around it. The 

entire painting is awash in white which almost gives 

the impression that you are looking into the large 

eyes of a virgin, and in a sense, we are. Even years 

after Modersohn had married Paula, he could not 

bring himself to consummate the marriage. Having 

already lost one wife, he told his young bride that he 

could not bear the thought of losing her in childbirth 

and so he would not risk her pregnancy. Paula was 

hardly satisfied with the explanation, and she was 

growing restless in the small village of Worpswede 

where her art and life felt confined.

Rilke and his wife Clara Westhoff were two of the 

few friends who supported Paula in her departure 

from her husband. Rilke had met her in Worpswede 

six years before, and at the time, perhaps not 

coincidentally, he also began a cycle of poems 

centered on the Virgin Mary.

“She was encompassed by her plenitude . . .” he 

wrote, “with a sanctuary in her keeping.” Paula 

would come to live the words that Rilke had written.

Each day I touch my fingers to the page and wait for it 
to breathe, but nothing happens. If I only knew how to 
resurrect a word, then perhaps I could find strength to 
give birth to others, but the motionless page reminds me 
of the stillness inside me.
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Paula Modersohn-Becker, Self Portrait on her Sixth Wedding Anniversary, Age 30, 1906. 
27.6 x 40.1 inches (70.2 × 101.8 cm). Oil on canvas. Wikimedia Commons.

Renée Thorne
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When she arrived on the morning train to Paris 

in the winter of 1906, having slipped away from 

Modersohn in the night, it was Rilke who met her 

with a bouquet of flowers and a loan of money.

“I feel as if I had been presented with a new life,” 

she told him. “It’s going to be beautiful and rich. 

If there is something inside me, it is going to be 

released.”

When I first heard the story behind her painting, 

I was mesmerized by her wide brown eyes staring 

back at me and through me and into herself, as if 

the canvas were a mirror, her head tilted in curiosity. 

Paula embodied what I had always wanted during 

those long hours at the coffee shop with one hand 

resting on my stomach. A virgin’s womb brimming 

with life, she was complete unto herself.

I once sculpted a grey figurine of a pregnant 

woman with a dress that rippled like waves down 

to the ground. I did not know how to explain her 

significance to my friends, or the strange sense of 

expectancy that her presence gave me, but when I 

moved across the country for college, she was one 

of the few items that I took. From apartment to 

apartment, for the next six years, like a religious 

icon, she moved from bookshelves to bed stands to 

windowsills, her blank face always staring back at 

me in promise, a promise that I also recognized in 

Paula’s eyes.

While in Paris, Paula lived and slept in the same 

room as her paintings and must have taken comfort 

in the life that she saw growing inside them.

“Even in the moonlight the atelier is very bright. 

When I wake up in the middle of the night, I jump 

out of bed and look at my work. And in the morning 

it’s the first thing I see.”

For months Paula was able to persist in her work, 

painting ceaselessly, despite the condemnation of 

family and friends and a husband who would not 

let go. Less than a year after she had arrived, her 

husband came to Paris to plead once more for his 

wife’s return. She no longer had the financial means 

to continue on her own, and at last, she agreed. “It 

is up to the future to determine for us whether I am 

acting bravely or not,” Paula wrote to Clara Westhoff. 

“The main thing now is peace and quiet for my work 

. . .”

Paula became pregnant shortly after returning 

to Worpswede with her husband. At 31, she died of 

complications from childbirth.

It is dusk as I write this and the first snow is 

beginning to fall outside my window, dusting a 

windmill in the distance of Worpswede. Paula’s 

grave is in a churchyard a mile away, and her house 

is on the main street, now the darkened windows 

of a museum. Sometimes I wander the rooms of 

her home in search of a muse or a mother, but I am 

surprised at its emptiness.

She died this time of year, the last leaves still 

falling, birds gathering for departure. From my 

bedroom, I watch flocks of them move across the 

sky, hundreds of black silhouettes traveling south, 

but I remain behind in this stillness that stretches 

before me, pages and pages of white. ●
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Laurie MccorMick, an award-winning fine 

art and travel photographer, is internationally 

known for her masterful photography work 

with miniatures and dramatic landscapes. 

McCormick’s images have been published 

in the United States and abroad in such 

notable publications as Photographer’s Forum 

Magazine, F-STOP Magazine, and Exposure 

Magazine. Her work has also been featured 

in numerous photography blogs and online 

publications, among them LENSCRATCH, 

the 591 Photography Blog, Diffraction 

Phenomenon, Le Journal de la Photographie, 

and Shanti Arts.

McCormick has exhibited her work in various venues all across the United 

States, including at the Los Angeles Center for Digital Art; The Center for Fine Art 

Photography, Fort Collins,  Colorado; Rayko Photo Gallery, San Francisco, California; 

Sylvia White Gallery, Ventura, California; [Artspace] at Untitled, Oklahoma City, 

Oklahoma; The Kiernan Gallery, Lexington, Virginia; Julia Dean Galleries, Venice and 

Hollywood, California; and the Thomas Robertello Gallery in Chicago, Illinois.

McCormick lives in Los Angeles, California. She travels extensively in search of 

opportunities to capture unique and inspiring images.

Photographer

LAURIE MCCORMICK
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Phone Home

A few yeArs ago, I heard someone say, 

“Photograph what you love and where 

you are.” Something clicked, and I found 

myself creating and photographing scenes 

using my collection of miniatures. My 

collection had been stuffed away for years 

in a closet, and freeing them brought me 

tremendous joy. The work presented here, 

“Miniature Moments of My Daily Life,” 

comes from scenes reflective of my daily 

routine. 

I have created other series with my miniatures, including 

“Family Secrets,” which focused on some of the painful 

memories of my childhood. I find this work with miniatures 

to be very therapeutic because of feelings uncovered in 

creating these scenes. This work has enabled me to put the 

past behind me and enjoy the creativity of the moment.

Miniature Moments in My Daily Life

PORTFOLIO
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Breakfast Treat

Laurie McCormick
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Damsel in Dis-Dress

Waterpik Rafting

Miniature Moments in My Daily Life
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Lipstick Mountain

Always a Gentleman

Laurie McCormick
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At First Blush

Polished Painters

Miniature Moments in My Daily Life
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Floss Alarm

Laurie McCormick
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Blow Dry

Special Delivery

Miniature Moments in My Daily Life
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Scotch and Skate Into the Evening

The Cheerios Affair

Laurie McCormick
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Time to Dance

Time to Weigh In

Miniature Moments in My Daily Life
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No mistaking that art school swagger. Sebastien 

Elia tripped down St. Catherine Street, his 

dark, ravening eyes devouring the city.

“O Montréal,” he said, “I’ve come from Paris to eat 

you alive.”

Before coming to Montréal, he had lived in 

Paris, eating art, as he said, at the Sorbonne. He 

was kicked out during the student riots of 1968.

“Vive l’Imagination Libre!” he said in his tearless 

goodbye.

His father cut him off. But his mother, Veronique—

born and raised in Montréal, and now living in 

Paris—was secretly proud of him. Her life was a tale 

of two cities, like his. She admired revolutions and 

revolutionaries. Her rebel-artist could do no wrong.

For Lee Archer, a student Sebastien encountered 

at L’École des beaux-arts de Montréal, it was his first 

time away from home. Their getting together was 

based on a misunderstanding. Sebastien thought 

the student-artist said he was from Paris.

“Paris, Ontario,” Lee whimpered, trying to correct 

the misunderstanding.

Crowds of Montréalers flew past, attempting to 

absorb them. But though Lee resisted, Sebastien 

showed him how to swagger along the streets 

and boulevards. He showed him the city through 

hungry, rebellious eyes. He knew how to move 

with the city’s beautiful people. He took it upon 

The supreme question about a work of art is out of how deep a life does it spring.

 ~James Joyce

To give your all—this is creation

And not—to deafen and eclipse.

 ~Boris Pasternak

the art oF hunger
Anthony Labriola
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Francisco José de Goya y Lucientes, The sleep of 
reason produces monsters (No. 43), 1799. 7.4 x 5.9 
inches (18.9 x 14.9 cm). Etching with aquatint and 
other intaglio media, 1st Ed. Wikimedia Commons.

Francisco José de Goya y Lucientes, Saturn 
Devouring One of His Children, 1819-1823. 

32.7 x 57.5 inches (83 x 146 cm). 
Plaster on canvas. Wikimedia Commons.

himself to prepare Lee for the violence of art, as 

he declared it.

“As in Goya’s The Sleep of Reason Produces 

Monsters,” Sebastien said, “the artist battles against 

his demons. Or better, in Saturn Devouring His Son, 

time and art sink their teeth into you and eat you 

alive. That is what I want you to experience.”

“Why do you bother with me?” Lee asked, almost 

in a terrified whisper.

“Why do you stay?” Sebastien asked.

It depended on how hungry the student-artist was 

for his own destruction. This was the secret art of Lee’s 

perplexity. Sebastien wanted to influence another 

artist and absorb him. It was the art of hunger—the 

rapacious desire to devour him and spit him out. He 

would quickly start a project and as quickly abandon it. 

Lee was a project that Sebastien would soon abandon. 

But first he wanted him in his thrall.

“Do you remember Paris, 1968?” he asked, letting 

snow blast against his body. “I was there with the 

students and workers, fighting in the streets. ‘Let 

us change the world,’ we stole from Karl Marx. ‘Let 
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us change life,’ we plagiarized from Rimbaud. But 

it all came together in the slogan: ‘All power to the 

imagination.’”

Sebastien sucked in the atmosphere of the streets, 

hooked on the social scene. But Lee couldn’t connect. 

He saw the work of experimental artists and 

watched avant-garde films, at Sebastien’s insistence, 

but it was a lot to chew on. Lee didn’t want to think 

about art, but do it. Sebastien represented himself 

through it—a mirror within a mirror.

After endless art classes in Paris, the rebel-

artist was there to blow Lee’s mind. That night, 

his tormented mind was set on life-drawing, as 

he called it. He turned on. Lee raised his sleepy 

eyelids, expecting the worst, as if Sebastien, high on 

hallucinogens, was going to levitate and fly around 

the room. All the artists were up in the air.

“Capture the artist,” he said, and sat for Lee.

He was already secretly working on a portrait 

of Sebastien. His emaciated face never let you 

down. Long hair, swept back off a low, beetled 

brow, revealed the skeletal appearance. High 

broken cheekbones jutted out like standing 

stones. His jawbone rode up like a carved ivory 

tusk. His hollow eyes were set wide apart. He had 

a Great Ape’s nose. His mouth was a deep, red 

gash that slashed his jagged face. In rioting zigzag, 

the discordant parts gathered the scattered bones 

as if for cave art’s sake. To capture his face was to 

possess it, like one of Picasso’s cubist works, or be 

its victim. A Paleolithic cave painter would render 

it on a cave wall with a spear through the skull, 

a running man turning into a wildebeest, or the 

other way around.

“It’s a good face to have,” he said, “but a better face 

to draw. Draw it.”

Lee hesitated, hiding what he had already 

finished. He would paint it when he was ready. 

Sebastien had drawn and painted his own face 

many times and had already exhibited his work, 

selling most of the self-portraits in Paris. He was 

bored of fame. Even though he argued that portrait 

painting was dead, Lee thought Sebastien was 

destined to breathe new life into a dying art. He 

wasn’t the only one. Like many artists, Sebastien 

was moving towards abstraction and action-

painting in keeping with the taste of the times. 

He used paint as paint and not necessarily as 

figure and landscape. Lee didn’t. He worked from 

a different place. But it was the way Sebastien 

talked about art that seemed to unite both his 

friends and enemies and keep them coming back 

for more.

On that snowy December night in 1969, Sebastien 

switched on and did his worst, as he said, to devour 

Lee. Staring out the frost-creased window from time 

to time, Lee took a few secretive stabs at capturing 

Sebastien. Outside, Quebec snow blew in immense 

shrouds over the city.

“I left paradise for this,” Sebastien said, bored of 

snow.

He looked at the snowstorm sailing with the 

winter wind and whispered:

“O Montréal, thank you for sending us Laetitia and 
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Edvard Munch, Madonna, 1894-1895. 
27.8 x 35.6 inches (90.5 x 70.5 cm). 
Oil on canvas. Wikimedia Commons.

The Art of Hunger

Monique.”

“Who are they?” Lee asked, covering his work.

“Temporary muses,” Sebastien said. “You should 

be grateful.”

“Why?”

“Because they can bring a dead artist back to life.”

Sebastien picked up his left boot with his left 

hand, and balancing on his right leg, kicked himself 

in the head. As quickly, he dropped his foot, steadied 

himself, and said:

“Laetitia has dark, auburn hair with luminous 

green eyes and delicate features. She reminds me 

of Munch’s Madonna. Monique is lithe and energetic 

with dirty blond hair, brown eyes and fair, almost 

see-through skin. I’m not sure about her.

She’s dangerous, I think. She’s chosen politics 

over aesthetics. She has a small scar on her brow. She 

touches it often with her long, painted fingernails, 

especially when she smiles slyly. I wonder how cruel 

she is. I want you to fall in love with these fictional 

characters.”

“Fictional?” Lee asked with a half-smile.

“By fictional, I mean poetic; unreal,” Sebastien 

said. “A character lifts off the page of a poem or a 

story or a figure leaps off a drawing or a painting 

and steps into your life.”

“Is art a fiction?” Lee asked.

“It’s all fiction,” Sebastien said. “No checks and 

balances; no reality to censor me. My life is unreal. My 

art consumes me. I’m already bored by it. My mother 

took me to different cities around the world. I finally 

chose Montréal, where she was born. I showed such 

early promise that she indulged her little genius, her 

prodigy. She thought of me as supremely gifted, and 

therefore, entitled to do anything I wanted in order to 

develop my talent, which is the greatest fiction of all.”

“The theory of art as a lie,” Lee smirked, “and the 

artist as a liar.”

“We’ll soon see how fictional Laetitia and Monique 

are,” Sebastien said.

They weren’t the kind of women that Lee had 

ever known before (fictional or otherwise). When 

they arrived, Sebastien kissed Laetitia’s lips and 

Monique’s scar and whispered how much he loved 

wounded women.
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Amedeo Modigliani, Nude Sitting On a Sofa, 1917. 
25.6 x 39.4 inches (65 x 100 cm). Oil on canvas.

Wikimedia Commons.

Anthony Labriola

Louise Sable, Lee’s twisted, little girlfriend, as 

Sebastien called her, had a tiny scar above her left eye 

as a result of an accident with a swing when she was 

four. When Lee said he missed her, Sebastien spilled 

wine on his sketches of her. When he picked them up, 

wet and wine-soaked, they flew off the perch of his 

sopping hands. Drifting out the open window, the 

wet sketches fought with the snowstorm, and losing 

the battle, disappeared, like clumps of falling snow. 

The ugly, dark green couch suddenly reared up. Lee 

was trying to get away. But Sebastien pushed him 

back down.

“I won’t let you go and hide,” Sebastien said. “You 

can’t live in this rented room pretending to be an 

artist. All you do is listen to records and sleep. I 

don’t care if it’s the Beatles. Haven’t you heard? 

The dream is over. You stare at pictures in your art 

history books. But those nudes, by Modigliani or 

Matisse, won’t feed your eyes the way they should 

be fed.”

“Is that your idea of art?” Lee asked. “Hunger?”

“This city is hungry for art,” Sebastien said. “Here, 

hungry artists such as Jean Paul Riopelle and 

Morrisseau feed all the beautiful losers.” 

He said this in homage to Leonard Cohen. For 

him, Cohen was more than an artist. His hidden 

city offered to feed the hungry and clothe the naked 

with music and poetry. In the name of sex and art, 

Montréal fed its addicts with both. Still, Lee stared 

lifelessly at his canvas.

“O, Saint Leonard of Montréal,” Sebastien said, 

“have mercy on this schmuck.”

Sebastien’s longing was too much for Lee’s mind 

and body. His art was a bomb planted in a mailbox. 

His art was a letter bomb sent from the revolution. 

He wanted to blow Lee’s tiny mind to smithereens. 

He blew hard.

“I’m not like you,” Lee said. “And that’s what you 

want me to be.”

“You’re conflicted; gutless,” Sebastien said. “You’re 

waiting for life to find you. That’s the trick you’ve 

perfected in your feigned innocence.”

He hated innocence. It denied the art of the flesh. 

It was about the body, not virtue.

“The artist’s body radiates light from every hole, 

especially wounds,” he said. “That light has to pierce 
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Henri Matisse, Seated Riffian, 1912. 
63.0 x 78.2 inches (160 x 200). Oil on canvas.

Wikimedia Commons.

The Art of Hunger

the canvas. It cuts like a knife. Butcher the body 

in your paintings, like those of Francis Bacon: a 

portrait of the artist as a butchered hog. Head, feet, 

hands, ears, eyes dripping with blood—life drawing 

as a massacre. You don’t do art. Art does you. Your 

pathetic life is in your portfolio. It hides meaningless 

sketches assigned by teachers who taught technique, 

not Art.”

Lee thought Sebastien was a false prophet, 

prophesying about revolution and free love. 

Sebastien told Lee, Laetitia, and Monique that this 

was what the decade had to offer.

“I’ve come to the new world to show you what 

the rest of the world is doing,” he said. “They call it 

drifting. I’m drifting for the sake of experience: to be 

free.”

“It’s not free,” Lee said.

His mother had to bankroll his sense of freedom. 

It was an old idea from the start. Despite the terrified 

eyes of dead painters, seeing ghosts of Vermeer or 

Michelangelo, spectres shifted before his naive gaze. 

But he was deprived of cultural memory. No myths, 

or mystery. No blood, or passion. Like all great cities, 

Montréal promised something beyond drawing 

and painting. It had a spirit. That was the secret 

he thought no one else knew, not even Louise. But 

Sebastien knew it.

“Leave me alone,” Lee said.

“Never,” Sebastien said. “You look at life through 

your gold, wire-framed glasses, but refuse to see. 

You’re no John Lennon, despite your long hair and 

granny glasses.”

Lennon had lain in bed with Yoko Ono in the 

Queen Elizabeth Hotel in Montreal. He had shocked 

the world with his bed-in and ‘War is over, if you 

want it,’ while Lee was hiding behind his unfinished 

masterpieces. Even when Sebastien showed him the 

way art cannibalizes life, Lee sketched nudes as if 

they were merely charcoal on paper, not flesh and 

blood.

“You care more for making this place look like 

an artist’s studio than for turning it into a house 

of desolation, a charnel house for artists. You’re 

still drooling over the girl you met in high school. 

Making art is the unmaking of the past. Undo your 

relationship with this Louise. Dump her.”
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Sebastien asked him to be crazy for art.

“Behold the artist,” Sebastien goaded him.

“Can’t you stop talking?” Lee demanded.

“No,” Sebastien said as loudly as he could. “I’ve 

come out of my hunger, eating art. I’ve entered 

deeply into life. This is what I want you to do.”

Lee hated to show his work to anybody. That, and 

the dark, piercing presentiment of an early death. 

He had stepped out of the family circle, bogged 

down by false notions of what life had in store for 

him. Sebastien hated that part of Lee that wouldn’t 

let go. So, he imagined life for him—reconfigured 

him from what he was into what he wanted him to 

be.

“If not, you’ll be lost and just fade out,” he said.

But Lee resisted. Together with his female 

accomplices, Sebastien wanted there to be nothing 

but beauty and rage; a world-picture based on 

Escher, Magritte and Matisse. They lived together 

in an apartment near St. Urbain Street. The heat of 

the kitchens poured out from back doors with the 

smells of poverty. It was the art of hunger. It was art 

for the famished and unsatisfied. Sebastien went 

berserk and ran amok in the place. He brought wine, 

the works of Charles Baudelaire and the music of 

Leonard Cohen, as well as the bodies and minds of 

Laetitia Asher and Monique Bergeron.

Monique spoke very little English, or pretended 

not to, but Laetitia was doing her doctorate on the 

works of Wyndham Lewis (both his novels and his 

art) and thought she could give Sebastien a run 

for his money, and could, if she cared to, match 

him word for word. She was engaged to a young 

professor teaching in Paris. It was a last fling for 

her before joining him there. Sebastien had known 

her for a while and they talked mostly about 

European art. She knew how to enjoy herself, 

despite her needs. She’d been to Woodstock and 

had watched the dawning of the Age of Aquarius 

with interest. Her parents were confused by her 

erudition and her liberated attitude to sex. How 

could someone so scholarly and intelligent fall 

for the theory (and one might add the practice) 

of free love. It was a new world, as her father had 

often said, shaking his heavy head at the excesses 

of the 1960s.

Laetitia had also sat for Sebastien. He’d painted a 

nude portrait of her. It was a gift for her absent fiancé. 

Sebastien said that such a free-spirited woman was 

a gift to mankind. Her beauty and intellect, not to 

mention her sensuality and daring, made her, in his 

eyes, one of Montréal’s main attractions.

“She embodies the female spirit of the city,” 

Sebastien said. “Like Paris, Montréal is haunted by 

women. Lovers thank Laetitia for her generosity. 

Imagine if women like her didn’t exist.”

Lee stared at her, stunned by the beauty of her 

body and the generosity of her spirit. Lee sat shyly 

working on his canvas and listened to Laetitia 

talking about Wyndham Lewis, the Canadian-born 

British writer and artist, co-founder of what she 

called Vorticism and other Avant Garde Neuroses. 

She was very funny when she spoke about his 

compositions, especially Crouching Woman, Girl 
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Auguste Rodin, The Kiss, 1888. 
Wikimedia Commons (Philipp Weissenbacher).
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Reclining, and Crouching Nude—all of them done 

on paper in 1919. Sebastien told her he liked 

Lewis’s Vorticist Composition, 1915. He said that 

Lewis’s novel Tarr was set in Paris and mocked 

bohemian artists. When Laetitia quoted a passage 

from Lewis’s Self Condemned, Sebastien had tears 

in his eyes, and insisted it wasn’t just from the wine. 

He felt Lewis was neglected; reviled.

“Don’t forget what he had to say about women’s 

liberation,” he said.

“How can I forget?” Laetitia asked. “I’m going 

after it in my dissertation: ‘As a result of the 

feminist revolution, feminine becomes an abusive 

epithet.’”

“My favorite passages are from his book about 

artists,” Sebastien said, “especially when he says: 

‘Also I don’t mean that sex is my tragedy, but only art.’”

Laetitia laughed and quoted Lewis further with 

the words she thought would appeal to the student-

artists:

“‘O Sex! Oh Montréal! How foul and wrong this 

haunting of women is!—they are everywhere—

confusing, blurring, libelling, with their half-baked 

gushing tawdry presences!’”

“‘O Sex! Oh Montreal!’” Sebastien echoed. “It’s all in 

that phrase. Let me haunt your women, and let them 

haunt me, especially these two tonight. They’re here 

confusing and blurring my senses. Sex is my tragedy 

and also my art. We’re all apes of God, according to 

Lewis. I won’t deny it—here or in Paris.”

Laetitia seemed to be enjoying herself now, free 

to express her desires, and all that had been won by 

the feminist revolution and her study of literature 

and art. She whispered to Monique and directed 

her attention to what was going on. She pointed to 

Lee and, smiling, said that her younger sister was 

studying at the Art School.

“Do you know her?” she asked. “Her name is Anne 

Asher.”

“Maybe I’d know her to see her,” Lee said.

“You’d know her to see her,” Laetitia said.

When she gestured towards Sebastien, he lifted 

both hands like a renegade priest, palms upward. 

She knew what he wanted.

“If that’s the way it’s going, we’ll go that way . . .  

eating beauty.”
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Jean Auguste Dominique Ingres, The Grand Odalisque, 1814. 
83.8 x 35.9 inches (162 x 91 cm).Oil on canvas.

Wikimedia Commons.
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Sebastien spoke about Rodin’s The Gates of 

Hell and raved about his Balzac and The Kiss. With 

pouting lips, Monique was smoking a Gauloises.

“You’re more than women,” he said. “You’re 

vampires.”

Sebastien drew body parts on the walls. Lee 

simply kept working on the portrait in fits and starts.

“Terror in your eyes,” Sebastien said. “Yes, the 

fear of living. The Art School promises life beyond 

the mere study of masterpieces. To hell with them, 

anyway. Lee, you have to take a darker path.”

“Am I supposed to change overnight?” Lee asked.

“Change now.”

He sat motionless, hidden away—a blur dressed 

in grey pants and grey t-shirt. Out of focus, lost in 

smoke, he crossed his legs in an attempt to hide 

his unease. Sebastien danced wildly in the middle 

of the room. Throughout the night, he kept inviting 

Lee to live it up. Lee smiled and readjusted his 

granny glasses on the bridge of his long, thin nose. 

The wine ran down his face and stained his t-shirt. 

He protected his canvas. Sebastien had already 

destroyed some of Lee’s other canvases. He had put 

a fist and a foot through them and called them bad, 

Canadian art.

“It’s all bad,” he said. “Except for the works of Jean 
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Paul Riopelle and the Inuit and Haida artists.”

Lee worked while Sebastien criticized him; 

biting into him. He had drawn Laetitia and Monique 

on the wall. Lee said it reminded him of the artist 

Ernst Fuchs. Sebastien drank from a long-necked 

bottle while his free hand worked on the walls—

an unknown artist of Alta Mira and all the savage 

beauty of sympathetic magic. Wine streamed out of 

his mouth, like blood from a wound. Lee understood 

for the first time that his own work would never 

get done. Against the snowstorm, he fought past 

Sebastien and closed the window.

“What are we going to do about Laetitia and 

Monique?” Lee asked.

“They’re here for life-drawing,” Sebastien said. 

“Capture them.”

He was now shouting about art and Lee was 

desperately trying to get back to his work. He 

listened to the guests droning on about Ingres’ The 

Odalisque, Manet’s Olympia, Picasso’s Reclining Nude, 

and Vermeer’s The Artist in His Studio.

“One of my favorites,” Sebastien said. “It’s that 

piece that will finish me. Nobody can surpass 

Vermeer. It goes beyond talent. If art is a lie that 

brings us closer to truth, as Picasso suggests, then 

that truth will devour me. It’s that truth I see in Lee’s 

portrait of me—unfinished as it is.”

Laetitia (or was it Monique) glared at Lee’s 

portrait of Sebastien sitting on an easel. She said it 

was devastating. That was her word for it.

“He has an amazing face,” she said. “I love it. His 

face makes you think of a painting by Francis Bacon. 

The parts don’t quite fit together, but it looks like the 

face of a beautiful ape.”

“He’s butchered me in that painting,” Sebastien said.

“When did you two meet?” Monique asked.

“In life drawing class,” Lee said. “I was interested 

in his work. I was also afraid of him.”

“As well you should be,” Sebastien said. “I’m afraid 

of myself.”

He offered his guests some dope. St. Catherine 

Street Gold, he called it. They danced together to 

music.

It was around four in the morning. Lee just sat 

there as usual, listening to the music of Leonard 

Cohen. It was snowing. You could hear the branches 

creaking in the yard: knocking together, like 

antlers, breaking off, falling. The guests fell asleep. 

Reminiscent of so many other parties, the record 

player was still blaring: So long, Marianne...

Next morning, the landlady, Madame DuBerry, 

came in, unannounced. She also let in Lee’s mother 

and his girlfriend, Louise. They had come for a 

surprise visit to Montréal all the way from Paris, 

Ontario. Lee’s mother woke him up. He was sleeping 

on the couch. At least, a part of him was. Laetitia (or 

was it Monique?) was lying next to him.

Madame DuBerry drew attention to herself by 

screaming. Lee had never really cared much for her 

before, but now he hated her. He opened his eyes 

to see his mother and the girl he considered to be 

his first love, standing there. The next thing he saw 

was the old lady’s thick, reddish hair tightly pulled 
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back into a bun on the top of her head. She had a 

broad face and a high forehead with large, brown 

eyebrows—plucked and penciled in. She had 

scarred skin. Her mouth looked like a talking wound. 

She also smelled of wet fur.

Lee was naturally thrilled to see Louise and said 

so. She said she’d wait out in the hall, until he chose 

to meet her there. Under the circumstances, he 

thought that was a reasonable request. Lee’s mother 

opened the window to air the place out.

“I didn’t expect you,” Lee said.

“What the hell is going on, Lee?” she asked. (He 

could tell by the sound of her voice and the clicking 

of her tongue that she didn’t really want to know.) 

“And what with Louise here . . . to see you after so 

long . . . and to come in here and see you like this . . . ”

Yes, it had been so long. So long, Marianne, and so 

long, Louise. Lee had to get out to the hall to speak 

to her. His mother continued asking questions that 

didn’t have any answers.

“I hope you’re happy, Lee,” she said, “wasting your 

talent, destroying a beautiful relationship with that 

wonderful girl who is no doubt bawling her eyes out 

. . . or already on the train back home.”

She moved around the room, tidying up. Mrs. 

Archer carried on secret negotiations with the 

landlady so that she wouldn’t kick her son out.

“Get rid of your guests,” she said. “I’ll go downstairs.”

When she and the landlady left, Sebastien woke 

Laetitia and Monique and got rid of them. He poured 

what was left of the booze into a chipped cup and 

drank it.

“They’ll get over it,” he said. “You’ll get a new 

girlfriend. Your mother will forgive you.”

He was about to swagger away when he told Lee 

in no uncertain terms that he was quitting art for 

good, giving up painting.

“I promised that if the time came when I realized I 

wasn’t going to be a great painter, I’d quit,” Sebastien 

said. “I’m keeping that promise.”

“But you can’t quit. It’s just one of your moods.”

“Well, that’s what finally got to me,” Sebastien 

said, “and finished me off. The other night, I was 

walking along the Jacques Cartier Bridge, struggling 

through snow. I felt the tug of the darkness, pulling 

me down—I could see myself jumping off the bridge, 

endlessly falling. I huddled against the drifting 

snow, and looked down. The snow fell down into 

the darkness below. The emptiness seemed infinite. 

Everything was falling: the snow, the lights. I could 

see my body falling with the falling snow. I looked 

down and said to myself, ‘You’re not going to be a 

great man.’ It’s always the same, isn’t it? You’re not 

what you pretend to be.”

“Who is?” asked Lee. “You’re getting known. You’re 

famous already. I’m in your debt.”

“Forget it. I steal, shock,t and eclipse,” Sebastien 

said, rebelling against his own rebellion. “I draw 

attention with violent gestures; art cannibalizing 

art. You acquire it quietly, without scandal or 

notoriety. I’ll shock the world by stopping. You 

think you can influence somebody but he goes 

his own way. You’ll go on living and making art. I 

want you to continue. As for me, if I don’t jump off 
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a bridge by New Year’s Day, I’m returning to Paris 

to waste away.”

He yawned, as if to swallow the world. Lee 

watched Sebastien go. He was cannibalizing 

himself. He didn’t want to strive. He was 

abandoning himself, like an unfinished artwork. 

He would consecrate himself to the higher order 

of boredom. This would consume him; swallow 

him up whole. Maybe, he would jump off a bridge 

in a final act to shock the world. His art was life. 

He hungered for it. Maybe, he would simply go 

back to Europe and let time’s monsters devour 

him; or his father, as in Goya’s painting; one world 

devouring another. Sebastien huddled in his long 

coat. He was being eaten away by darkness. Their 

relationship had started with a misunderstanding, 

followed by an orgy of words and images and had 

ended with a farewell party.

What would Lee do in the face of Sebastien’s 

renunciation and goodbye. Would he go down to 

plead with his mother and Louise to forgive him? 

For their part, would they make him promise to 

stay away from people like Sebastien? If he went, 

he wouldn’t promise anything.

“Promise us you’ll finish your studies, Lee,” Mrs. 

Archer would say and hand her son the rent money.

He would accept it, or not. Life is a revenge for 

what you think, say, do, or not do. They would be 

eaten away. He would promise his way into their 

forgiveness, or he would practise the art of hunger, 

alone. Then, as if from the deepest part of him, he 

opened his mouth and breathed. He could almost 

taste the paint and linseed oil. He inhaled the 

scent of new brushes. He felt the light on his face 

and slowly opened his eyes. He saw Sebastien’s 

drawings on the walls—life drawing. It was life 

from life. This was what Sebastien had taught 

him. He stood in front of his portrait and wanted 

to say: I can’t. I can’t. Don’t push me. Don’t tempt 

me. Don’t force me. With a hungry heart, Lee picked 

up his brush. He didn’t choose a color, but let the 

color choose him. He was feeling violent. With 

hungry eyes, he devoured the canvas. He slashed 

it, wounded it, as if butchering it, just as Sebastien 

had taught him.

“Behold the artist,” he said, and began to paint. ●
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Heather Goodwind, The Longest Night, 2012. 11 x 14 inches (27.9 x 35.6 cm.) 
Graphite and watercolor on rice paper.

Remembering Li Po

   How wonderful in late summer to waste time
making a driftwood horse mask on a wild river
that maybe only I, blue herons, and eagles will see.

“Is that a pear you’re making?” asks a hidden fisherman 
emerging from alders, “Or maybe a nose?” 

“Yes,” I tell him “It’s a pear nose.”

then return to carving like it’s the most healing
thing in the world, which it is.

Scott T. Starbuck
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cJ nye was born in New York City 

in 1974. In 1998, during her senior 

year at the School of Visual Arts, 

she was smooshed by a taxi and, as 

a result, lost the use of her painting 

hand. She managed to complete 

the requirements for her B.F.A., but 

gave up hope of being a successful 

artist. In 2006, while working towards 

an M.A. in arts administration 

at Teachers College, Columbia 

University, she took “Introduction to 

Painting” as a way to have some fun 

while finishing her thesis. Nye hasn’t 

left the studio since.

Mixed Media Artist

CJ NYE
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Doodle H Trip 1 - Fukushima Doodle, 2011. 
7 x 5 inches each (17.8 x 12.7 cm). 

Gouache on paper.

to know my work, know that I know what I do. Every 

mark is there for a reason, exactly as it is. 

I describe the world as I feel it and as I understand it 

rationally, in broad strokes.

To find the lexicon of my work, look through the filter 

of modern painting to the decorative arts: the fluidity 

of Art Nouveau, the sleekness of Deco, the geometry 

of the Wiener Werkstatte, the deliberate imperfection 

of Islamic art, and the graphic tempo of Japanese 

woodblock prints and screens. Ply that stylistic breadth 

with the liberty of materiality granted by the Abstract 

Expressionists.

Then take it further, take it off the picture plane. 

That is my work.

Doodles

PORTFOLIO
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Doodle V 3 - My Headache, 2011. 
5 x 7 inches (12.7 x 17.8 cm). 

Gouache on paper.

CJ Nye
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Doodle V 4 - Doodle 5.8, 2011. 
5 x 7 inches (12.7 x 17.8 cm). 

Gouache on paper.

Doodles
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Doodle V 2, 2011. 
5 x 7 inches (12.7 x 17.8 cm). 

Gouache on paper.

CJ Nye
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Doodle V 5, 2011. 
5 x 7 inches (12.7 x 17.8 cm). 

Gouache on paper.

Doodles
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Doodle H 2, 2011. 
7 x 5 inches (17.8 x 12.7 cm). 
Gouache on paper.

Doodle H 3, 2011. 
7 x 5 inches (17.8 x 12.7 cm). 
Gouache on paper.

Doodle H 5, 2011. 
7 x 5 inches (17.8 x 12.7 cm). 
Gouache on paper.

CJ Nye
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Doodle H 7 - Doodle Irene, 2011. 
7 x 5 inches (17.8 x 12.7 cm). 

Gouache on paper.

Doodles
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Doodle V Dip 3 - Miro Doodle, 2011. 
5 x 7 inches each (12.7 x 17.8 cm). 

Gouache on paper.

CJ Nye
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Doodle V 1 - Thuluth Doodle, 2011. 
5 x 7 inches (12.7 x 17.8 cm). 

Gouache on paper.

Doodles
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Thousands of black and gray lines form a 

scrunched-faced creature with fur that sticks 

out straight from the sides of his head, winglike. He 

is part worn-and-weary old man and part woodland 

sprite. He is also one of Lisa’s prints, living in a 

world that she has created for him. As Lisa adds to 

the snow-filled woods that surround this creature, 

her face nearly kisses the paper she’s working on. 

Her raven-colored bangs streaked with blonde dye 

fall just above her large dark eyes. Lisa’s elbows rest 

to the right and left of each tuft of the creature’s fur, 

framing her drawing.

Lisa’s workspace is in the Artist Studio Building 

in downtown Portland, Maine, a printer’s collective 

on the second story behind floor-to-ceiling windows 

that host a hand-painted sign:

Pickwick Independent Press Presents 

Memberships, Classes, Workshops

A Confederacy of Makers & 

Coven of Craftspeople 

Doing Questionable Exercises in 

Intaglio, Relief, Silkscreen and Letterpress

Inquire Here

Lisa began renting studio space here during her 

college years. Now, local artists fill the building 

with their canvases, paint brushes, and pens. Their 

supplies are stacked against walls and stored in 

wooden drawers. Earlier in the building’s history, 

workers stored bobbins, needles, tonics, potions, 

and cure-alls. These were the tools of haberdashers, 

corsetiers, and travelling salesmen, and they 

were replaced by the tools of artists. In the 1990s, 

Christopher, Lisa’s husband, purchased the building 

and continued to rent to artists. Christopher is an 

architect and has his own narrow, light-filled studio 

across from the print shop.

Lisa walks around in black Converse. Her feet 

tap across the wooden floor as she moves from the 

computer to a work table. Each step seems to echo, 

conversing with the footsteps on the floor above. All 

across the room, ink, now dry, is tracked in the shoe 

tread of current and former Pickwickians. As Lisa steps 

back to look at the dozen life-size paper hammers 

that are scattered across the table, she raises her head. 

“Can I get a crit?” Another printer working in the shop 

strolls over. “What do you think?” Lisa asks.

“I think I can’t believe you are listening to Marilyn 

Manson,” says the other printer.

Lisa smiles wide and laughs low. She moves the 

giant, limp sledgehammer to the top of the paper 

What Lisa cares about is the idea 
that will be expressed through her 
work and the process of creating it.

The author wishes to express her gratitude for the time that Lisa Pixley spent with her at the Pickwick Press. Pixley’s art may be seen at lisapixley.com.

FoLLow the makIng
Heidi SiStare

prints by Imero Gobbato
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and slides the classic hammer with a wooden 

handle over to the left. When asked what it is Lisa 

likes about hammers, she pauses, considering the 

question.“It’s not about the hammer,” she responds, 

her eyes squinting as she thinks. “It’s about work.”

Lisa has known she wanted to be an artist since 

she was seven years old. She spent her childhood in 

northwestern Connecticut between towns built on 

rivers. Growing up she was surrounded by factories 

in various stages of production or abandonment. 

These factories make or formerly made scythes, 

thread, clocks, and ball bearings. Lisa’s mother 

worked spinning thread onto bobbins, and her 

stepfather is still employed in a ball-bearing factory.

Eventually, Lisa did become an artist—a painter. 

She went to school at Maine College of Art (MECA), 

right next to the Artist Studio Building where 

she now does her work. At MECA she studied 

and practiced with the intensity of someone who 

knows this is what she should do. Her work was 

very traditional, based on studies of the figure, 

technique, and classical works. But she was also 

exposed to inspiring 

contemporary work, and she 

struggled to find her path 

between these traditions. “I 

got out of school with a bit of 

an identity crisis where I was 

making this really bizarre 

conceptual-based work and 

rejecting my history,” Lisa says.

In the studio, three paper 

hammers lay across the table, the others piled to the 

side. Lisa gets three pieces of plastic and tapes one 

hammer to the backside of each. She shuffles her feet 

to the music, dancing with the pieces of footprints on 

the wooden floor. First, she traces the outline of the 

hammer in black permanent marker. Next, she takes 

a small metal tool and presses into her lines. Then, 

using sandpaper and a carving tool, Lisa adds shadow, 

wood grain, and dimension.

Four years ago, Lisa started the Pickwick Press 

after planning and discussion with Christopher. 

Originally, it seemed like a good way to supplement 

their rental income and increase the number of 

artists in the building. At the time, Lisa had only 

assisted on a printing project. She dedicated herself 

to the press space. She researched equipment, spoke 

with other printers. She started with just one press.

Lisa gets ready to print her hammers onto 

paper. She carries one of the plastic plates over to 

a countertop, she pulls on a starched piece of fabric 

similar to cheese cloth, and gathers it into a ball. She 

dabs black ink—called “bone black,” named for the 



84  |  Still Point Arts Quarterly  

Concert in Humbravana.

Heidi Sistare

charred animal bones that give it color—onto the 

cloth and rubs it in a circular motion across the plate. 

The ink will settle into the lines she has scratched at 

different depths. When the plate is inked, Lisa pulls 

a piece of paper from a bath of water and goes over 

to the press. She puts down the plate first, the paper 

on top and a layer of felt on top of that. Each side 

of the press has a crank that allows her to change 

the level of pressure. After making adjustments, she 

spins the wheel clockwise, sending the paper and 

plate from the right side of the roller to the left.

The presses are historic. They are huge. They are 

industrial. They are cast-iron and wooden beasts 

that conjure words about the rise of steel horses. It 

looks like operation requires taut bicep muscles and 

bubbled shoulders. To reach the second floor, the 

presses were lifted through the windows with a crane.

When Lisa first acquired her equipment, she 

also learned to clean, fix, and operate it.

When she started printing, she didn’t think of it 

as her work; she was a painter. So she experimented. 

Lisa says she snuck up on herself. “The next thing you 

know, I’m making some of the best work of my career, 

doing stuff that’s not mine.” She continues to push 

herself further, letting go of the trappings of tradition.

The woodland creature is one of these 

experiments. He is a character in a children’s book, a 

creation that some people might consider to be less 

serious art. Lisa laughs when she points down at 

him on the paper and says, “I am doing a children’s 

book and I don’t care.” What Lisa cares about is the 

idea that will be expressed through her work and 

the process of creating it.

Finding printmaking is what helped Lisa out of 

her confusion. “There is this phrase that printers use: 

just follow the making. Put the ideas away for a little 

while. The image itself is incidental. The focus is on the 

quality of the making. The subject matter is incidental. 

Printmaking was great for me because I could focus on 

the making of the thing again.” This emphasis on the 

making is what originally drew Lisa to printmaking. 

But now, Lisa reunites the making with the ideas.

With all three hammers printed and laid side by 

side on her worktable, Lisa adds blue coloring to one 

of the prints. She draws with her shoulders hunched 

over the paper. If you look closely, you can see the 

word “work” somewhere in the head of each hammer.

The printers who rent space from Lisa come from art 

school with the perspective that they can, and should, 
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Follow the Making

explore ideas 

using a variety of 

mediums. They 

do not necessarily 

c o n s i d e r 

t h e m s e l v e s 

printers, but 

rather artists first. 

As Lisa says and 

encourages, “Most 

of them are doing 

slightly kooky off 

the wall stuff.” She 

tells a story about a printer who wanted to put fresh 

fruit through a press, something a lot of print shops 

would never allow. But Lisa encourages these ideas 

because she sees the importance of experimenting 

with both new and old processes.

For instance, aquatint, a printing method that 

has existed since the 1600s, is another process 

available at Pickwick, but not at many other presses. 

The material used—powdered pine rosin—needs 

to be dealt with carefully because it melts at body 

temperature, and if it enters the lungs it can stick 

to the pores. Soon after the press started, the 

members printed on 4’ by 4’ and 4’ by 8’ prints 

using a steamroller on Casco Street. They rented a 

steamroller and drove it over their huge blocks right 

on the street with people looking on.

Lisa thinks it would be a shame for aquatint to be 

lost, and she loves the way the spectacle of the project 

engaged people in the process. Lisa’s work and the 

press space she 

operates blends 

the tools, the 

steps, and the 

final product. 

You will see 

one without 

the other—the 

artwork’s final 

resting place on 

a gallery wall 

or a letterpress 

alphabet stored 

in a drawer—but what do we learn when we 

remember to fill in the missing pieces? Carving tools 

with handles that are worn by years of fingertips. 

Hand-carved letters that fit into a letterpress 

purchased on craigslist. These are the pieces of 

inspiration that led to thoughts about a hammer and 

then three hammers side-by-side, their lines under 

glass and hanging on a wall.

In her studio, light pouring in from Congress 

Street, Lisa looks at the characters for her children’s 

book before her on pages of white paper. Next to the 

scrunched-faced creature is a little girl with cheeks 

that are red from the cold. Lisa finishes her work 

for the day, capping markers, scooping her carving 

knives into a row, and stacking unused paper into 

a pile. All of these tools will rest until the morning 

when Lisa returns to the studio, unlocks the doors, 

and flips on the lights. Tomorrow, in her hands, they 

will be useful. ●
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Life Imitates Andy Goldsworthy

Ridges gouged deep in the distant sand 
prove a trick of the eye, illusions

formed by the sea’s sorting
light grains from dark.

Close up merely a line
drawing on utter flatness. 

Miniature plants etched delicate as fan coral 
and brachiated trees engraved eight feet long 

into solid sand – frangible fractals.  
Perfect spirals circle endlessly 

out of a shell who crawls the length 
of this Andy Goldsworthy-worthy beach.

Lillo Way
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They arrive in the classroom with their matching 

tri-colored smocks—green, orange, and black. 

Part pumpkin, part leprechaun, part raven. The 

equivalent of rain boots in puddles, the smocks give 

them permission to play. To get wet. To get dirty.

Today we are drawing with charcoal. Soft 

and heavy strokes, light and dark, blending and 

smudging. We are drawing our favorite animal. Feel 

We are too attached to who 
we’ve become and who we 
haven’t. Either way, we can’t 
stop thinking about ourselves. 
Our self-absorption is death 
to art.

the 
art
oF 
LosIng

Charlene 
Kwiatkowski
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the texture. Scales or hair? Furry or coarse? Slippery 

or scratchy? Let’s have some elephants, dinosaurs, 

lions, giraffes, zebras, mice, and unicorns. Notice 

no one chooses domesticated animals. Three of 

the dozen kids opt for unicorns and dinosaurs. One 

attempts a boar but concludes it is too difficult. 

She draws a horse instead. This is a place to let the 

imagination roam wild—as wild as the lion’s roar 

and the stegosaurus’ spike.

I am mesmerized by the two Chinese sisters 

in their matching smocks, retrieving brushes and 

erasers and other such utensils from their front 

pockets, dabbing a bit here, smudging a bit there, 

then plop, insert the utensil back into the smock, 

pull out the next one. They play the part oh so well. 

Not actors though—artists jumping in puddles. 

Little Picassos, I call these two.

“This is such dirty work!” the older one shrieks 

with delight.

“But it’s pretty work!” the younger one adds, 

flashing her giant, toothy smile as she wipes another 

wispy black strand of hair from her face.

Dirty, pretty work. I look at the girls, lost in their 

art. They press the blackness out of the charcoal 

stick and transfer its heat to the paper. By the end, 

the charcoal is a burnt log in the fireplace. They 

wear the ashes. Porcelain hands dyed blacker than 

black. Sooty faces coming out of a coal mine.

“Where have they been?” the mother asks when 

she picks them up at the end of class, a slight look 

of horror on her face. Not what have they done, but 

where have they been?

Somewhere outside of time, I want to say.

The kind of time that fades away when you do 

something you love. Children lost in play, an artist 

lost in creating. The hands of the clock freeze while 

another pair of hands burst into motion. One set 

stops so the other can start.

It’s the feeling you have right before you 

remember that you’ve lost track of time. What were 

you doing in that lost time? You don’t remember 

because you weren’t self-conscious. For once, 

you were outside yourself. What a great loss for a 

glimpse of the divine.

This divine time is kairos time. Cosmic time. In 

ancient Greek, it’s when the gods decide something 

will happen. That opportune moment, the lifting 

of the curtain, the glimpse through the peephole. 

A gap opens between heaven and earth and we 

enter. Crossing the threshold between two worlds, 

we reach out our hands and touch something like 

the divine—like Michelangelo’s Adam and God on 

the ceiling of the Sistine Chapel. The eye fills in the 

gap between their fingers, wanting sparks to fly or 

an electric shock to pass through cold veins. We 

want Adam’s reclining body to spring to life. This 

is birth. This is genesis. Maybe art is genesis. In the 

act of making, artist imitates the Artist. Creation and 

Creator.

Unlike chronos or the linear, sequential time on 

the clock, kairos is impossible to measure, impossible 

to predict, and impossible to strive for because it 

comes when you’re not trying for it. If you’re trying, 

you’re self-conscious. It seems the best things in life 
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Charlene Kwiatkowski

work like this. Happiness. Love. Let it sneak up on 

you while you’re seeking something else. Kind of like 

Buddhist meditation, I’m told.

I was one of these students once—not in a 

community art class, but a university English course. 

“Put your pencils down, class,” the professor said  

during one lecture. “You’re not really listening to 

my words when you’re writing them down. So don’t 

write. Don’t record. Don’t remember. And don’t 

worry. It’s more important to be-here-now (Buddha 

again). Be-hear-now—fully listening in the moment 

even if you’ll forget it later. Present now to be absent 

after. It’s a good trade-off. Trust me.”

Reluctantly, I placed my ballpoint pen on top of 

my coil-bound notebook. The other students did 

the same. We sat. We absorbed. Time disappeared. 

I don’t remember what was said and I don’t have 

my notes to go back and refer to it, but I know I 

was there listening, learning, and loving. Fully. Like 

a circle, that’s how I picture kairos time. Not a line. 

Not a route to get somewhere, but a whole world in 

itself.

The Chinese sisters spend all art class working on 

one part of their project—a tiny stroke of paint, a 

single detail. I watch the clock to make sure they will 

finish on schedule, that they will have something to 

show their parents by the end. I tell them to hurry 

but they don’t care and I wish I didn’t have to. I’m 

pulling them out of kairos and back into chronos. 

The child in me encourages process but the adult in 

me thinks product.

No artist wants to be in chronos because true art 

doesn’t come from this place. Artists must step out 

of time and enter a space where time doesn’t matter 

in order to say something that does matter. It doesn’t 

have to matter for the whole world—it just has to 

matter for their world. If it doesn’t speak to them, it 

won’t speak to anybody. Art isn’t about whether it’s 

been said better, because no doubt it has. It’s about 

each of us needing to say it—whatever it is—in our 

own individual way.

I hate being the one to bring the sisters back to 

a finish line. I don’t know how well they hear me 

anyway since they are so here or so there, however 

No artist wants to be in chronos because true art doesn’t 
come from this place. Artists must step out of time and 
enter a space where time doesn’t matter in order to say 
something that does matter.
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The Art of Losing

you want to say it, in kairos time. They are deaf to 

my entreaties. The child in me secretly cheers at 

their disobedience. The longer they can ignore 

distractions, the purer their art will be. The older 

they get, the harder it is to return. I’m not sure why. 

Maybe it’s because when we enter the world, our 

birth is a kairos moment, but we get conditioned 

to chronos so quickly. The clock starts ticking. We 

eventually forget what or where we are trying to go 

back to, but I think it’s some kind of beginning we’re 

after—not a one-time event, but a continual process 

of being born, of creating, of genesis.

Maybe that’s why the wardrobe in C. S. Lewis’ The 

Lion, the Witch, and the Wardrobe only opens into a 

new time and place for the children in the novel. 

Children are young enough to remember there was/

is a time outside of them, and they are still young 

enough to get there by losing themselves. French 

psychoanalyst Jacques Lacan proposed a theory of 

child development wherein each child starts out 

obsessed with his or her own image in the mirror. 

He called this the “mirror stage.” Eventually, as the 

child grows up, he or she realizes there is more to 

life than “I.” There is an “other”—a you, a them, a 

world outside the mirror’s solipsism. Yet perhaps 

the mirror stage doesn’t end with childhood. 

It’s adults who are stuck looking forever at their 

own reflection. We are too attached to who we’ve 

become and who we haven’t. Either way, we can’t 

stop thinking about ourselves. Our self-absorption 

is death to art.

The kids I see in class every Tuesday night know 

intuitively that art is about losing yourself in the 

best possible way. In a charcoal stick of fire. The 

spike of a dinosaur. The horn of a unicorn. At the 

end of class, the smocks come off the Picasso sisters. 

Such girls, they link arms while skipping out of the 

classroom, throwing a goodbye to me over their 

shoulders. I respond with my biggest smile, looking 

at the imprint of a different time and place smeared 

all over their dirty, pretty faces. ●

When we enter the world, our birth is a kairos moment, 
but we get conditioned to chronos so quickly. The clock 
starts ticking.
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John christopher Brooks 

was born in the United Kingdom in 

1945. His education in art, history 

of building (Bath Technical College), 

and drawing and graphic art (Bristol 

Polytechnic) prepared him for work 

as a designer and graphic artist. 

Brooks has worked as a freelance 

graphic artist and photographer 

for over forty years and as a 

commercial photographer and web 

designer for roughly the last fifteen 

years. Brooks’ photographic work 

focuses on urban photography and 

landscape. He has been particularly 

inspired by the work of Harry 

Callahan and also admires the work 

of Steve Hiett, Robert de Gast, Paul 

Graham, and Joel Meyerowitz. 

Brooks has travelled extensively 

and his experiences of many 

different cultures and landscapes 

have influenced his view of the world 

and his artistic intentions. In recent 

years, he has made multiple trips 

to China and has visited Cuba and 

North Africa. All of his travels create 

opportunities for interesting and 

creative work. 

Brooks has exhibited his work 

in both solo and group shows all 

around the world. Last year, he 

published his book, Hidden in View 

Photography. 

Photographer

JOHN CHRISTOPHER BROOKS
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Carpark 1, 2012.

my work As an photographer features the world around us viewed in an 

alternative way, one that presents the extraordinary within the ordinary. I am 

inspired by the hidden aspects of the commonplace 

object or landscape. I seek to present the viewer 

with a different perspective of the ordinary by 

drawing attention to the potential of the subject 

by virtue of its shape, color, texture, shadows, 

juxtaposition, or transient condition rendered by 

human interference.

I believe that a camera is not needed to compose 

an image, and I often consider my compositions 

over a period of weeks or months before 

committing them to film or memory card. This enables me to evaluate the 

effects of different lighting conditions, as the time of day or season of the 

year will make a big difference to the resulting image.

Part of what excites and interests me about photography is the challenge 

to not create “pretty” pictures—which is what some people expect from 

photography—but rather to capture the world as I see it. 

My current work looks at landscapes from the angle of man’s impact on 

the environment. Industrial subjects are considered in the context of both 

urban and rural environments.

New Work

PORTFOLIO
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John Christopher Brooks
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Burnley, Lancashire, England, 2012.

New Work
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John Christopher Brooks
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Morocco, 2011.

New Work
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John Christopher Brooks
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Silos, Ontario, Canada, 2012.

New Work



The Futurist’s Mistress
Poems by Lorraine Schein

Playful, anarchic, often hilariously funny
 glimpses of the world we know

from a skewed, sophisticated angle.

Look elsewhere in this issue for
poems poems by Lorraine Schein

Read another poem 
and order this book at

www.mayapplepress.com
amazon.com

Leyla A. Munteanu
mixed media artist

respected teacher, 
offering art classes for 

adult and children

accepts commissions

...
leydanarts.com

lmunteanu@cogeco.ca
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ADVERTISEMENTS



Debra Houston
www.artbydjh.com
debhouston@artbydjh.com

DJH

Moving to CoMpletion
by John Fitzpatrick

Features poems, photos, 
and art work on animals 
that illustrate an energy 
of oneness between 
nature’s spirit and the 
creative human spirit. 

orders — web: http://turtleami.com
inforMation — ContaCt: turtleamipress@yahoo.com

Over Shimmering Water

a great blue heron
wings the shoreline seeking guests
to invite for dinner
Published: The Mid-America Poetry Review
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Julie A. Struck, MFA
WarriorWoman Productions
interdisciplinary artist
workshops, live and online, in:

mixed media collage
digital collage
visual journaling
memoir writing 
critical and creative thinking

4071 W. State Road 66
Rockport, IN 47635
�812� 618�8110

jannestruck@gmail.com
http://warriorwoman�productions.com
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ART SALES  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .

ARTISTS  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 

BOOKS  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  . 

SEEKING A PUBLISHER? Shanti Arts Publishing 
is interested in talking with artists and authors 
wishing to publish art books, gift books, fiction, 
non-fiction, poetry. Art is our story line.
www.shantiarts.com

GALLERIES  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  

GENERAL  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  

STONE VOICES. Connecting art with spirit. 
www.stone-voices.com

WORKSHOPS  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  

CLASSIFIED ADS

ADVERTISEMENTS
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Classified ads are $25 for 45 words 
maximum. Send text via email to: 
info@stillpointartgallery.com
subject line CLASSIFIED AD. 
Following receipt and approval of ad, 
an invoice will be sent. Payment is 
online by PayPal or credit card. 

Advertising Policy and Rates
IMAGE SPECIFICATIONS: Ready-to-print advertising images must be submitted in digital format. Images must be 300 

ppi and jpg, tiff, or pdf file formats.  SUBMISSION: Send image file via email to ads@stillpointartgallery.com. Include 

brief text stating the page size and the number of issues in which you wish to purchase space.  PAYMENT: Following 

receipt and approval of ad, a PayPal invoice will be emailed. Preferred payment is online by PayPal or credit card. 

Checks will be accepted if necessary.  DEADLINES: The Quarterly is printed four times each year. Ads and payment 

must be received by January 15 for the spring issue; April 15 for the summer issue; July 15 for the fall issue; and 

October 15 for the winter issue. 

Page 
Size

Ad Dimensions 
(WxH) inches

One 
Issue

Two 
Issues

Three 
Issues

Four 
Issues

1/8 page 3.375 by 2 $45 $80 $120 $150

1/4 page 3.375 by 4.125 $90 $160 $250 $320 

1/2 page 7 by 4.125 $180 $320 $480 $640 

1/2 page 3.375 by 8.5 $180 $320 $480 $640 

full page 7 by 8.5 $360 $640 $960 $1,300 

In keeping with its focus on art, Still Point Arts Quarterly accepts advertising submissions from artists, art galleries, 
museums, art material suppliers, art educators, collectors, and other art-focused businesses and organizations. The 
Quarterly reserves the right to reject advertising submissions that do not fit its purpose and intention.



104  |  Still Point Arts Quarterly  

Constance Culpepper. Blue Soup. 
18 x 24 inches (45.7 x 61.0 cm). 
Oil on canvas.

Art can only be truly 

art by presenting an 

adequate outward 

symbol of some fact 

in the interior life.

   ~Margaret Fuller

FINALE
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