Dear Reader,
Beginning with this issue, Stone Voices and Still Point Arts Quarterly merged to form
one publication. If you had a subscription to Stone Voices, you will now receive the
Quarterly. If you had subscriptions to both publications, we will extend your
subscription. By bringing the two publications together and adding the component of
nature, we have a publication focused on what might be the essential building blocks of
the creative and inspired life—art, nature, and spirit.
This new publication is slightly smaller in size so you may easily put it in a bag or
purse. It also has more pages to make room for the broader range of topics to be covered.
Each issue includes portfolios of contemporary artists as well as articles, essays, fiction,
and poetry. Stone Voices columnists, Peter Azrak, Vincent Louis Carrella, and Leslie Ihde,
will continue writing their wonderful columns for Still Point Arts Quarterly.
Produced by Shanti Arts LLC, Still Point Arts Quarterly will continue to be available in
both print and digital formats. Both formats may be purchased on our website, and digital
editions are also available through MAGZTER.com, OWNZONES.com, Apple
Newsstand, and several other online retailers of digital content. The publication is
indexed for information databases through EBSCO.
Finally, it has been very exciting to reimagine the Quarterly. To have an entire
publication focused on art, nature, and spirit is a challenge, but also a great joy. Writers
and artists share tremendously important parts of their lives, and while contributors
always say it is an honor to be published in our publication, we feel privileged to be able
to present the work of so many wonderfully creative people. We hope this privilege
continues for a long time to come. Your support as subscribers and readers is important
and very much appreciated.
With all good wishes,

Christine Brooks Cote
Editor	
  and	
  Publisher	
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(9.2 x 8.9 x 10.2 m). Steel and marble. Photograph by
Windschatten. Creative Commons license. Wikimedia
Commons.
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(9.2 x 8.9 x 10.2 m). Steel and marble. Photograph by
Anonymous. Public domain. Wikimedia Commons.
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Carlo Magini, Still Life with Bottles, c. 1725. 31.2 x
22.9 inches (79.2 x 58.2 cm). Oil on canvas. National
Museum in Warsaw, Warsaw, Poland. Public domain.
Wikimedia Commons.
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Paul Cézanne, Still Life with Soup Tureen, c. 1884. 32 x
25 inches (81 x 65 cm). Oil on canvas. Musée d’Orsay,
Paris, France. Public domain. Wikimedia Commons.
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Anonymous, Still Life with Tureen, Brown Clay Bowl,
Bread, and Wine Glass, 1700s. Public domain. Wikimedia
Commons.
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François Barraud, Seamstress with Soup, 1933. Oil on
canvas. Public domain. Wikimedia Commons.
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Tomas Castelazo, Huichol Woman. Creative Commons
license. Wikimedia Commons.
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Kila, Huichol Shaman, 2006. Creative Commons license.
Wikimedia Commons.
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Sr JessMichelle, Artisan, 2011. Creative Commons
license. Wikimedia Commons.
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AlejandroLinardsGarcia, Huichol Girl, 2009. Creative
Commons license. Wikimedia Commons.
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Eneas De Troya, Huichol Men, 2011. Creative Commons
license. Wikimedia Commons.
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Jupagame, Huichol Women, 2012. Creative Commons
license. Wikimedia Commons.
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Juan, Puerto Rico. Public domain. Wikimedia Commons.
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Rembrandt, Self-portrait, 1630. 4.7 x 6.1 inches (12 x
15.5 cm). Oil on copper. National Museum, Stockholm,
Sweden. Public domain. Wikimedia Commons.
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CONTRIBUTORS
Featured Artists

Roberta Dixon
Ithaca, New York
art@rdixonart.com
rdixonart.com

Gary Engle
Fairview Park, Ohio
ge@garyengle.net
garyengle.net

Rebecca Koury
Monterey, California
rebecca@rebeccakoury.com
rebeccakoury.com

Marko Susla
Edison, New Jersey
thirdeyeglass@yahoo.com
susla.photoshelter.com

Writers

Daniel Buccieri has taught
history in the Los Angeles
Unified School District for 12
years. He is a National Board
Certified teacher, a UCLA
Writing Project Advisory
Board member, and a 20112012 LAUSD Teacher of the Year. His teaching
has been featured on NBC and in the Los
Angeles Times. His writing has appeared in The
4 | Still Point Arts Quarterly

Writers

(continued)

Twisted Vine Literary Journal and anthologies of
work from the UCLA Writing Project.

Peter Fiore

lives in Mahopac, New York. His
prose and poetry have appeared in numerous
journals, including Sandy River Review, Still
Crazy, and Bright Stars. In 2009, Fiore published
text messages, the first volume of American
poetry totally devoted to Gogyohka. His book
of tanka prose, flowers to the torch, will be
published by Keibooks in 2015. Fiore is also a
nationally ranked tennis pro and jazz aficionado.
• peter@cicnys.org

Lily Iona MacKenzie

has
taught expository and creative
writing, the humanities, and
English, at the University
of San Francisco and other
Bay Area colleges for over
twenty-five years. Her poetry,
critical and personal essays, travel pieces, and
short fiction have appeared in numerous U.S. and
Canadian publications. All This, a poetry collection,
was published in 2011. A recent issue of Notes
Magazine featured her as the spotlight author.
Fling, one of her novels, was published in 2015.
• lilyionamackenzie.wordpress.com

Stephen Poleskie

is an
artist and a writer. His
artworks are in the collections
of
numerous
museums,
including the MoMA and the
Metropolitan Museum, in
New York. His fiction and art
criticism have appeared in many journals and in
the anthology The Book of Love, (W. W. Norton).

Writers

(continued)

Poleskie has also been nominated for a Pushcart
Prize. He has published 7 novels and taught at a
number of schools, including The School of Visual
Arts, New York City; the University of California,
Berkeley; and Cornell University. Poleskie lives
in Ithaca, New York, with his wife, the novelist
Jeanne Mackin.
• StephenPoleskie.com

Renée Thorne

is a freelance writer currently
living in Chicago, Illinois.
British-Canadian poet, librettist,
and short story writer Phoebe
Tsang has been published in
the Asia Literary Review and
Literary Review of Canada,
among other journals and
anthologies. She is the author
of Contents of a Mermaid's Purse, a book of
poems (Tightrope Books, 2009). Praised for
her “lyrical work and exquisite phrasemaking”
(Sudeep Sen, Atlas 02), Tsang frequently
collaborates with composers and concert
organizations. Her poetry has been commissioned
by the Toronto Symphony Orchestra, and the
Canadian Sinfonietta premiered her chamber
opera Northern Lights, Eastern Fire.
• savakayoga.com

Carla Woody

is the
author of Portals to the Vision
Serpent, Calling Our Spirits
Home, and Standing Stark,
as well as numerous articles
on advocacy of indigenous
traditions, spirituality, and
natural healing. She is a longtime conscious

Writers
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living mentor who sponsors spiritual travel
programs in Mexico, Guatemala, Peru, and on
Hopi, working with Native healers and visiting
sacred sites. As a fine artist, she captures the
essence of the people and ceremonies of the
lands she visits.
• carla-woody.artistwebsites.com

Poets

Falconhead

writes poetry,
fiction, and drama. Though
forbidden by the Muses, he
has been known to dabble
in the dark arts, such as
painting, photography, and
ghost-chasing.

K. S. Hardy has had poetry and short stories
published in numerous publications. “The Van
Gogh Collection” appeared in Still Point Arts
Quarterly in the summer of 2012. Living in a
historic oil boom town in the swamp lands of
Ohio sparks the creative flame by necessity.

Katherine Simmons

was
born and raised in Indiana, but
spent much of her adult life in
New York City. A practicing
lawyer, she recently returned
to her native state where she
has had the good fortune to
encounter other poets from whom to learn and
with whom to share the art. She has three grown
daughters and enjoys Indiana woodlands, her
Australian Shepherd, the changing seasons, and
oatmeal sourdough bread.
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FROM THE EDITOR
Christine Brooks Cote founded Shanti Arts in 2011 to celebrate and
promote the connections between art, nature, and spirit. Cote edits
and publishes Still Point Arts Quarterly, sponsors art competitions and
exhibits art online at Still Point Art Gallery (stillpointartgallery.com), and
publishes a wide array of beautiful and compelling books for adults and
children. Cote was born in Wisconsin and raised in southern California,
but now calls Maine her home. She enjoys the natural environment of
Maine with her camera, her husband and friends, and two Irish setters.

A rt Nature Spirit
Christine Brooks Cote
I feel privileged to be able to present the work of so many wonderfully creative people.

I

am delighted to bring you this issue

and focus they feel when making art. Making

of Still Point Arts Quarterly. You’ll see a

art is a powerful experience of being in the

few changes — new cover design, more

moment. All else falls away, and it can feel as if

content, slightly smaller shape so you can carry

some other force has taken over in the creation

it in your bag or pack. But the most significant

of art. My own way of describing this moment

change is that we’ve brought in the focus of our

is that everything comes together, everything

other magazine, Stone Voices, to add richness

somehow makes sense in that moment. Indeed,

and breadth to the content of the Quarterly.

art helps people make sense of their lives, and

We have discontinued publication of Stone

that’s true whether you’re an artist or someone

Voices, and the new moniker for the Quarterly

who views and appreciates art. And that is

is Art Nature Spirit .

where spirit comes in. Art can feel like a spiritual

Thinking

experience. Art can help us reach beyond the
about the art and writing we have

boundaries of the mundane world, awakening

published in both of our journals over the last

joy and contentment and a sense of oneness

several years, I am struck by the fact that so

with everyone and everything.

much of it relates to nature — the majesty of
trees, the reflective quality of water, the sounds
and smells of the outdoors, the quiet of the

Art Nature Spirit . . . a holy trinity.

forests, the sense of discovery and awe. So

Those

much of art is a manifestation and celebration

be pleased to know that our columnists, Peter

of the natural world. Rightly so. At the same

Azrak, Vincent Louis Carrella, and Leslie Ihde,

time, many of the artists and authors we have

are continuing to write for us in the Quarterly.

featured spoke about the sense of stillness

Peter’s column is entitled Looking Through
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of you familiar with Stone Voices will

the Spiritual Eye. As a psychotherapist and
photographer, Peter offers his viewpoint on
issues of great importance to artists, such as the
struggle to find one’s voice, the ability to let go
of preconceptions, and the place of suffering
within our creative endeavors. Vincent, a writer
and photographer, frequently shares images
and insights from his travels through the natural
world of northern California in Light Box

Shaman. Vincent’s photographs support his
drive to access the depths of his being and the
meaning of his life; each photograph is a lesson
unto itself. Leslie, a psychotherapist and multimedia artist, writes about Art and Spiritual

Self-Inquiry. Leslie has worked in many forms of
visual art, and by example, she shows us how to
explores parts of ourselves through the practice
of art.
Those of you not familiar with the Quarterly
will see that we generally feature images from
our online exhibitions at Still Point Art Gallery
(stillpointartgallery.com). We show a wide range
of paintings, photographs, and mixed-media
art from which to draw inspiration. This issue
includes a sample of images from our current
exhibition: Rectangles, Triangles, Circles: The
Shape of Life.
Finally, it is very exciting to re-imagine the
Quarterly and its place in the world of art. To
have an entire publication focused on art,
nature, and spirit is a challenge, but also a
great joy. I feel that writers and artists share
things of tremendous importance in their
lives, and while contributors always say it is an
honor to be published in our publication, I feel
privileged to be able to present the work of so
many wonderfully creative people. I hope this
privilege continues for a long time to come.
Love to all, Christine
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Stil Point

Current Exhibition

Rectangles, Triangles, Circles: The Shape of Life

Art Gallery

Still Point Art Gallery’s current exhibition

— Rectangles, Triangles, Circles: The Shape of
Life — is viewable in our online gallery and will remain
a featured exhibition through October 31, 2015. In
this issue we feature images from this exhibition, but
there are many more to see online. Honored artists
for this exhibition are:

S ongho Haam, Best in Show—Portfolio.
Haam is a mixed media artist from Royal Oak,
Michigan. One image from his portfolio is shown on
page 5. You are invited to view the others online.

Sabine B lodorn, Best in Show—Single Image.

Carolyn Bloom · The Flower of Life
oil on canvas

Blodorn is from Australia, and her winning image is
The King in His Kingdom. (p. 6)

J effrey Stoner , Best Photograph
Stoner is from Kingsport, Tennessee, and his winning
image is Colors in the Night. (p. 7)

K arla Van Vliet, Best Painting.
Van Vliet is from Bristol, Vermont, and her winning
image is Jewel Tree. (p. 8)

Pat B enincasa , Best Three-Dimensional Artwork.
Benincasa is from St. Paul, Minnesota, and her
winning image is And Yet the Center Holds. (p. 9)
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John Stetson · Diatom
photograph

August 1 to October 31, 2015
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com

Award for BEST IN SHOW - Portfolio

Songho Haam

In Between No. 2
pen on paper
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Current Exhibition

Rectangles, Triangles, Circles: The Shape of Life

Award for BEST IN SHOW - Single Image

Sabine Blodorn

The King in His Kingdom
acrylic
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August 1 to October 31, 2015
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com

Award for BEST Photograph

Jeffrey Stoner

Colors in the Night
photograph · jeffreystonerphotography.com
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Current Exhibition

Rectangles, Triangles, Circles: The Shape of Life

Award for BEST Painting or Drawing

Karla Van Vliet

Jewel Tree
acrylic on canvas · vanvlietarts.com
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August 1 to October 31, 2015
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com

Award for BEST Mixed-Media Artwork

Pat Benincasa

And Yet the Center Holds
encaustic, wood, oil paint on canvas · patbenincasa-art.com
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Current Exhibition

Rectangles, Triangles, Circles: The Shape of Life

Loren Truman · The Gathering
acrylic on canvas
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August 1 to October 31, 2015
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com

Susan Gainen · Conversations Connections 2015-2 square
watercolor and micron pen · susangainenartist.com
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Current Exhibition

Rectangles, Triangles, Circles: The Shape of Life

Katenia Keller · Love Star
acrylic · kateniakeller.com
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August 1 to October 31, 2015
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com

Loretta Kaufman · Quartet - Series M
acrylic on canvas · lorettaanakaufman.artweb.com
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Current Exhibition

Rectangles, Triangles, Circles: The Shape of Life

Karen Shulman · JFK Library 4
photograph · kshulman.com
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August 1 to October 31, 2015
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com

Richard Veit · French Library
photograph
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Current Exhibition

Rectangles, Triangles, Circles: The Shape of Life

Amy Kanka Valadarsky · Village Lights 1
photograph · amykankaphotography.com
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August 1 to October 31, 2015
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com

Alison Horvitz · In and Out
acrylic on board ·alisonhorvitz.com
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Current Exhibition

Rectangles, Triangles, Circles: The Shape of Life

Barbara Eskin · Time I (At the Foot of Time)
oil on canvas · barbaraeskin.com
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August 1 to October 31, 2015
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com

John Stetson · Solar Flare
photograph
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Current Exhibition

Rectangles, Triangles, Circles: The Shape of Life

David Quinn · What Remains 3
photograph · dquinnphotography.com
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August 1 to October 31, 2015
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com

Lauren Blackwell · Sanitation
photograph · redleashphoto.com
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Current Exhibition

Rectangles, Triangles, Circles: The Shape of Life

Jamie Cypher · To Come Full Circle
photograph
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August 1 to October 31, 2015
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com

Carol McCord · Medieval Geometry
photograph
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Current Exhibition

Rectangles, Triangles, Circles: The Shape of Life

Jannine Covelli(JaCo) · Order Seeking Chaos 3
acrylic on paper
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August 1 to October 31, 2015
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com

Michael Washburn · Celestial Geometry Africa 1 Leo
photograph
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Current Exhibition

Rectangles, Triangles, Circles: The Shape of Life

Susanne McGinnis · Jazzy
fabric dye on silk · susannemcginnis.com
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August 1 to October 31, 2015
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com

Carolyn Bloom· River Crossing
oil on canvas
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Current Exhibition

Rectangles, Triangles, Circles: The Shape of Life

Michael Page Miller · Valparaiso 2
photograph
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August 1 to October 31, 2015
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com

Elizabeth Hiatt · Origami Bowl
glass · etsy.com/shop/myfusedcreations
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Current Exhibition

Rectangles, Triangles, Circles: The Shape of Life

Kenneth Kaplowitz · Out Of Reach
photograph · kennethkaplowitz.com
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August 1 to October 31, 2015
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com

Oded and Pamela Ravek · Cubic
kiln-fired, cast glass, cold worked, polished glass · ravekglassart.com
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Current Exhibition

Rectangles, Triangles, Circles: The Shape of Life

Nicole Galisatus · The Contours of Music
watercolor

36 | Still Point Arts Quarterly

August 1 to October 31, 2015
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com

Loretta Kaufman · A Message for Euclid: The Celia Series
stoneware · lorettaanakaufman.artweb.com
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Current Exhibition

Rectangles, Triangles, Circles: The Shape of Life

Gay Freeborn · Reading in Red
paintingsbygfreeborn.com
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Upcoming Exhibition
stillpointartgallery.com

Randy Hausken, Simplicity. (Wikimedia Commons)

Gallery Artists

stillpointartgallery.com

Every Gallery exhibition presents the opportunity to honor a small number of artists. Our current Gallery
Artists are listed below. Please take a few moments to visit our website and view the work of these amazing
individuals.

Claire Anderson, photographer, Florida  Leslie Anderson, painter, Maine  Bob Avakian,
photographer, Massachusetts  Pat Benincasa, mixed media artist, Minnesota  Bobby Baker,
photographer, New Hampshire  Sabine Blodorn, painter, Gold Coast, Australia  Felice
Boucher, photographer, Maine  John Brooks, photographer, Great Britain  Dave Clough,
photographer, Maine  Dara Daniel, painter, California  Matthew Derezinski, mixed media artist,
Missouri  Roberta Dixon, painter, New York  Patrice Drago, painter, Maryland  Louis Ebarb,
painter, New York  Gary Engle, photographer, Ohio  Claire Lewis Evans, three-dimensional
artist, Georgia  Carol Gooberman, painter, New Jersey  Songho Haam, mixed media artist,
Michigan  Ralph Hassenpflug, photographer, Maine  Gail Higginbotham, painter, Maryland 
Irene Hill, photographer, Florida  Ellen Kalin, mixed media artist, Maryland  Sheri Marcus,
painter, California  Deb McCarroll, painter, Washington  Jamie McHugh, photographer,
Washington  Yukari Nakamichi, mixed media artist, Japan  G. W. Palmer, digital artist, Arizona
 Carol L. Myers, mixed media artist, Michigan  Dan Pyle, draughtsman, California  Patricia
Raible, painter, North Carolina  Cheryl Rau, photographer, Maine  Judy Reinford,
photographer, Pennsylvania  Tatiana Roulin, painter, Massachusetts  Lidia Kenig Scher,
mixed media artist, Massachusetts  Hadass Shereshevsky, photographer, Israel  Debra
Small, photographer, California  Jeffrey Stoner, photographer, Tennessee  Marco Susla,
photographer, New Jersey  Karla Van Vliet, painter, Vermont  Carolyn WarmSun, painter,
California  Michael Washburn, photographer, New York
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FEATURE

LA Story
Lily Iona MacKenzie

Yet it wasn't just Bourgeois' images that grabbed Lulu. She also
resonated to the sculptor's wit and subtle humor, her ability to
lift the lid on human life, a modern-day Pandora with her maimed
people and the giant spider that threatened to gather everyone in
its web. Of course the web only existed in the viewers' imagination,
but seeing it took her breath away. So much creativity and
destruction symbolized in one creature. It wasn't a black widow,
but the black color added a darker dimension to the piece, a
connection to the underside of life. An all-devouring mother.

Louise Bourgeois, Maman, 1999. 10.0 x 9.7 x 11.1 yds (9.2 x 8.9 x 10.2 m). Steel and marble.
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S

he left the Louise Bourgeois exhibit

father. Lulu from another. The two boys from

crying, clutching Jordan’s arm, her long

a third, Lulu’s stepfather. Not much held them

graying hair half-hiding her face. It was

together except her mother, who had trouble

the day after Thanksgiving, a time to give thanks

keeping herself intact.

for a good life and a husband who loved her, but

The Wilsons had the same mother and father.

the show had opened a spigot in Lulu and she

The same genes. It meant something. The father

couldn’t turn it off.

and mother appeared to be in love, even amidst

The bright LA sunlight overwhelmed her, not

the squalor and need. They talked to each other

a hint of smog in the air. Another thing to be

and found time to laugh and play, not giving in

thankful for. But she was seeing it all through

to the weight of their poverty.

a blur of tears, including the geometric

Her own house seemed so barren in

strangeness of the nearby Walt Disney Center.

comparison, her stepfather joyless, though

It reminded her of the flying nun — all angles

they had more advantages economically. They

and curves. Not quite of this earth. It could

slaughtered their own cows and sheep and

have been conjured by Bourgeois herself,

chickens, eating well all year round from food that

whose sculptures seemed otherworldly.

Lulu, her mother, and sister canned each summer.

The images had a cumulative effect on Lulu.

They had decent clothes to wear because her

Bourgeois’ ability to engage her own psychic

mother was a great seamstress. There was much

pain somehow tapped into Lulu’s as well. The

to celebrate in her home, but those weren’t

artist’s feelings of betrayal over her father’s

the things that came to mind just now. Instead,

unfaithfulness

had

never

dissolved

and

Bourgeois’

family

dinner

installation

kept

informed many of her pieces — the maimed

asserting itself. Massive dumplings represented

figures, malformed or tortured looking.

the family members — or that’s what they looked

Others seemed an antidote to the disfigured

like — clustered around a table, not interacting,

images, an attempt to embrace the negative

each in its own dumpling universe. Lulu’s family.

and the positive. In the piece Seven in Bed, pink

On display.

fabric encased anonymous bodies, all entwined,

But the main rupture came when, like

reminding Lulu of the Wilson family she had

Bourgeois’ father, Lulu’s mother took off with

been so involved with as a girl. They lived on

their boarder, abandoning Lulu and her two

a farm in a ramshackle two-story house. The

half-brothers when she was just fourteen.

weather had long ago chewed away the exterior,

Leaving Lulu to pick up the pieces, to cope

now bared to the elements. Thirteen kids. They

with being orphaned. That betrayal still hurt,

all seemed to share the same bed. Lulu loved

and she had been determined never to inflict

to sleep over there and become one of them

such pain on another. But she was human

for a short time. So poor they wore each other’s

and inflict pain she did, especially on her own

clothes and ate sardines from cans and nibbled

son. Lulu couldn’t even plead innocence. She

on crackers. But they were a family. A big one.

couldn’t assert it happened unconsciously.

Not like her own. Her older sister from one

There had been times when she knew exactly
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what she was doing but went ahead anyway

like soap opera material: aging woman falls for

and behaved cruelly, badly.

younger man.

That’s why she’s determined not to let her

But none of this explained the impact

meetings with Roberto escalate. At sixty-five,

Bourgeois’ show had on her. All of those breasts

she doesn’t need more complications. She

and phalluses, some in the same piece: basic

wants to spend her remaining days at peace,

fertility images, archetypal even. It was like

not in emotional turmoil.

walking back in time to the fertility goddesses

It’s odd to have so many feelings surface on a

from hundreds of years B.C.E. They always

gorgeous LA day after seeing one of her favorite

reminded Lulu of her own mother’s rounded

artists. She didn’t recall an exhibit ever hitting

body, those full breasts that reached her ample

her so powerfully before. Bourgeois definitely

stomach. Bourgeois had pierced Lulu at a

pushed all of Lulu’s buttons. She hadn’t realized

primitive level, stirring a new awareness that

she had so many.

she hadn’t quite grasped yet. Maybe she never

Gripping her husband’s arm and embarrassed

would.

by the tears, she wiped them away with the back

Yet it wasn’t just Bourgeois’ images that

of her hand. “You’d think someone died,” she

grabbed Lulu. She also resonated to the

said, trying to squeeze out a laugh, but only a

sculptor’s wit and subtle humor, her ability to

croak passed her lips.

lift the lid on human life, a modern-day Pandora

“Don’t be so hard on yourself. It’s LA, the city
of extremes. Anything goes here!”

with her maimed people and the giant spider
that threatened to gather everyone in its web.

Jordan was right. Just that morning they were

Of course the web only existed in the viewers’

driving down Sunset Boulevard, and she saw a

imagination, but seeing it took her breath away.

middle-aged man leaning against a building,

So much creativity and destruction symbolized

holding an old-fashioned oval-shaped, hand-

in one creature. It wasn’t a black widow, but the

held mirror to his face, studying himself. So

black color added a darker dimension to the

many people on the streets seemed to be

piece, a connection to the underside of life. An

auditioning for a role in something. Several

all-devouring mother.

actually were wearing costumes. The woman

With

so

much

misery

expressed

in

in the gypsy outfit on Wilshire Boulevard, a

Bourgeois’ work, what drew Lulu to it? Hope?

rainbow of colors dripping from the skirt and

The other thing Pandora released from her

top she wore, her arms ringed with fake gold

box? Bourgeois explored women’s deepest

and silver bracelets, hoops dangling from her

feelings about birth, nurturing, sexuality,

ear lobes. And the Indian chief they passed

betrayal, anxiety, loneliness, and death. She

near Rodeo Drive, his feathered headdress

also created interiors of houses, the domestic

trailing on the street behind him like a bride’s

scene, a place for the human body that can

train.

nurture and protect — or destroy. Without

They had laughed, feeling as if they were

hope that there’s something beyond these

in someone’s production. Maybe Lulu was

human tragedies, everyone would live in

auditioning for a soap opera and didn’t know

despair. The very existence of Bourgeois’

it. Her recent involvement with Roberto seemed

sculptures offers hope of redemption from
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a troubled past. The artist’s own demons

in Sex and the Single Girl: don’t ever let a man

provide the pathway.

see you without makeup.

Lulu thought she had investigated her own

Some guy she met at that time in San

troubled past thoroughly during her many

Francisco, during a round of bars and partying,

years of therapy. Every emotion imaginable had

invited her to his Las Vegas home for a weekend.

visited her during those sessions, dredging up a

She doesn’t even recall his name. He sent her

lifetime of buried memories and feelings. How

a ticket on Western Airlines, which no longer

could there be more grief still unexpressed, still

exists. She left Adam with Sheila, a girlfriend,

waiting to be felt and embraced? This puzzled

but Lulu had no reassurance that she would be

her the most. Of course, the grief could involve

a responsible sitter. Sheila planned to have her

the present and what wouldn’t happen in the

black boyfriend join her, and Lulu knew they

future, like Roberto. He no longer could be part

smoked dope and sometimes dropped acid.

of Lulu’s life.

Whether they would do so while Lulu was away,

She and Jordan arrived at their Acura. He

she didn’t know. Yet she quickly squelched

opened the passenger door, guiding her inside.

her misgivings. She couldn’t forfeit a trip to

She automatically fastened her seat belt. From

Vegas where so many stars hung out. The

behind the wheel, he smiled at her and squeezed

idea of being that close to them filled her with

one of her hands. “It’s so cold,” he said, blowing

excitement, overriding whatever good sense

on it. “Why are your hands freezing on a hot day

she had left.

like this?”
Lulu shrugged. “Bad circulation, I guess. Old
age.”
“You’re not old, my love. You’re just ripening.
Gracefully.”
She gripped the thin layer of fat that covered
her ribcage. “This is graceful?”
Jordan pulled out into the LA traffic. “On you
it looks good.”
But it reminded Lulu of the big dolls Bourgeois
created with padding coming out. Another

The guy met her at the airport and whisked
her away to his house in the suburbs. She
waited for him to suggest a night on the strip,
hoping to show herself off and make some
connections, but he wasn’t interested. “Been
there, done that” was his attitude. He said he
never visited the clubs. He preferred going out
for a quiet dinner or staying home and playing
his guitar. This wasn’t the weekend Lulu had in
mind.
But she tried to make the best of it, hoping

piece had guts coiled and spilling from its body.

to at least impress her date. With Helen Gurley

And then she was flooded with images of herself

Brown’s instructions in mind, she got up several

visiting LA as a young woman with her son

times in the night to fix her face. She stared at

Adam, her long hair dyed black, her eyes heavily

herself intently in the mirror under the glaring

made up with liquid eyeliner extending past

bathroom light, reapplying a layer of foundation,

the corners like an Egyptian mummy, eyelids

freshening eyeliner and blusher. It pleased her

smeared with eye shadow, false eyelashes

that she managed to fuck the guy and keep

supplementing her own. If she spent the night

herself looking pristine.

with a man, she even went to bed wearing all

How had she let herself be guided by such

this crap, based on Helen Gurley Brown’s advice

ideas and how could any man find such behavior
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desirable? Now the thought of being so made

“Yeah. She found a sugar daddy in LA who

up causes her to gag. She can only tolerate

paid for her Zsa Zsa look. She still bleaches her

the lightest smudges of highlight around her

hair. We stayed with her aunt Lorraine, a real

eyes. She can’t even wear mascara any longer; it

swinger.”

makes her lashes feel as if they have weights on

“Swinger?”

them and her eyes water. When she first married

“Not in the way it’s used now, though I’ll bet

Jordan, she used mascara and a little eyeliner if

she would have swapped her husband if she had

they went out for the evening. A few years into

the chance. He was a high school math teacher

their relationship, he said he preferred her natural

and a bit square in her eyes.”

state. It was a shock to find out he desired her

“How did she swing?”

without enhancements. She assumed she was

“She liked a party. I think she was an alcoholic,

more attractive with them. The revelation made

but we didn’t call it that then. It was just partying.

her love him even more.

Getting a little high. Letting down your hair.”

She reached over and stroked Jordan’s neck.

Lulu stared out the window at all the neon

He smiled and glanced at her. “You feeling

signs they were passing on Wilshire Boulevard.

better, hon?”

At one time she would have found them

“I was just recalling my early days in this city. It

alluring, especially after her small-town Midwest

has such bad memories for me. I really believed

upbringing. Anything flashy caught her eye

in the Hollywood glitz. If I could be discovered,

then. Flashy and splashy clothes, men, whatever.

my life would be perfect. I’d live in a grand

If she could have worn neon to attract attention,

house in Beverly Hills. Have servants.”

she would have done it. She recalls Bob, the

“LA still draws vulnerable young women and

LA guy who paid for Rita’s transformation. He

men seeking fame and fortune. The epitome of

used to visit them in San Francisco and cook

the American dream, I guess you’d say.”

them dinner at the place he kept there. This was

The Hollywood glamour bug infected Lulu

before Lulu found her way to college and hadn’t

early. While growing up, Lulu voraciously read

heard of morés and other sociological lingo.

her mother’s latest movie magazines, Silver

The first time she heard Bob utter that word, she

Screen and Photoplay, and drooled over the

turned it over on her tongue before trying to say

stars in them: Jane Russell, Betty Hutton, Lana

it herself, unable to imagine how morés could

Turner. Lulu thought that if she could look like

sound like more-ay. How ignorant she was. How

them, her mother would finally love her. So Lulu

unformed.

tried to imitate what her mother admired, but it
didn’t make her feel any more loved.
“You know, I visited LA for the first time in

“Being here reminds me of how messed up I
was then and how I messed up Adam too. Poor
kid. He didn’t have a decent father figure to give

’63 with Rita. Remember her? We moved to

him the boundaries he needed. I tried. You know

California together earlier that year. I was just

I loved him, but I also hated being burdened by

23, an office worker and already a single mom.

a kid. I was like Rita’s aunt. I wanted to party.

No higher education then. Still hoping to make

Have fun.”

it big.”
“Is Rita the one who got the nose job?”
44 | Still Point Arts Quarterly

“It’s normal. You were too young to be a
mother. Forgive yourself for that time. You’ve

LA Story

more than made it up to Adam since then.” He

profusely, holding her in his arms even after

switched lanes, his eyes on the road.

she had regained her balance. He smelled like

Lulu glanced at him, enjoying his strong jaw

seaweed, a pungent distinctive odor, as if he

and profile. “Maybe. Maybe not. He still seems

had been washed ashore from some distant

like such a lost soul to me, living like a hermit in

land.

that tiny cabin by a lake. No college. No training

“I’m not used to women falling for me in this

other than the window tinting and landscape

way, Senora.” His words had a marked Spanish

gardening he does. All those wasted years

accent.

addicted to cocaine. How can I forgive myself
for failing him so completely?”

“And I’m not used to falling!” She didn’t pull
away.

Jordan hits the steering wheel with the

When he finally let her go, he took off his

flat of his hand. “Look, he made choices. He

black beret and bowed from the waist. “At your

bears some responsibility. He failed himself.

service.”

You worked hard to support the two of you.

Lulu passed one hand over her hair, smoothing

Managing apartments. Sacrificed a lot. Went

any stray strands. “Will you give me three

back to college and earned a Masters. Give

wishes?”

yourself a break!”
“But those early years shaped him. Men in and

“Three? As many wishes as you want. What do
you wish for, my lady?”

out of my life. The two of us moving around. A

She couldn’t retract the words, and she

string of babysitters. It left a hole inside him, I’m

wondered where they came from. What were

sure. Remember Bourgeois’ woman with a false

her wishes? A healthy old age. A healthy old age.

leg? It reminds me so much of Adam.”

A healthy old age. Her mind couldn’t seem to

The woman with a false leg also reminded Lulu

get beyond that one wish, so she expressed it.

of herself and the sham life she was leading. She

“Ah, you have come to the right person. I can

felt overwhelmed with feelings of betrayal. Guilt.

guarantee you a healthy old age if you walk with

Pushing away thoughts of Roberto, she tries to

me every day.”

focus instead on these few days with Jordan

He was wearing bell-bottom trousers and a

away from their Peninsula home. Not wanting to

combat jacket. His hair, tied back into a ponytail,

spoil the break from their usual routine.

was black, streaked with gray, but his appearance

It was routine that got her into this mess.

made her feel caught up again in the sixties and

Boredom with the sameness of her days. Fear of

the quest for freedom that infected everyone

growing older and what the future held. A desire

who came of age then. He seemed to still live

to recapture the excitement she once felt with a

by those values.

man. She loved Jordan, his predictability. The

Falling into an easy rhythm next to her, he

interests they shared in literature, the other arts.

asked for her name.

But she also longed for something more. And

“Lulu,” she said.

then Roberto had walked into her life. Actually,

He laughed. “Little Lulú! My favorite comic

he jogged into it, almost knocking her over on

strip character. The ringleader of the girls.

the path she favored by the Bay. He grabbed

Always up to mischief but saving the day. Yes,

her, preventing her from falling, and apologized

even in Columbia we had Lulú!”
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“Well I didn’t take after her.”

to banish him from her thoughts. Like a tick, he

“You’ve saved my day.”

had embedded himself in her flesh, and she

Lulu felt her face flush, both from his

didn’t know how to burn him out.

attention and a tinge of guilt from enjoying their

For weeks she had been flagellating herself

interchange so much. Was she being disloyal to

about their meetings, this secret life she was

Jordan by encouraging Roberto?

leading.

Gradually,

naturally,

they

started

Before she arrived at her car and said goodbye,

holding hands on their walks. His touch sent

they chatted about current events and the

shivers up her arm, and she felt like a teenager

Obama phenomena.

again. Now she clung desperately to Jordan’s

“Goodbye?” he said, flailing his arms and

hand, weeping, unable to contain the waves of

acting devastated. “I’m just getting to know you.

grief washing over her. He squeezed it tightly,

How can you leave now?”

her life support in the midst of this tsunami of

She didn’t know how to handle Roberto’s

sorrow, then pulled over to the side of the road

interest in her. It had been years since she

and took her in his arms. “Let it out, sweetheart.

flirted with anyone. She knew she should climb

Let it go. You’re in a very different place now.

into her car and wave goodbye, cutting him off

Stop punishing yourself!”

before he could penetrate her life any further.

She felt even guiltier because Jordan thought

But curiosity prevented her from doing so. She

her grief was mainly for her failings in the distant

wondered how a younger man could find her

past, with Adam. What if he knew about Roberto

aging flesh attractive.

and their clandestine meetings? Would he be

That was the beginning. Not something she

so willing to comfort her? Good, solid Jordan.

planned. Not even something she sought out.

He was exactly what she wanted after years of

Life. Fate. It crashed into her well-ordered days

choosing losers, men who couldn’t commit to

like a thunderbolt. So they met several times a

long-term relationships and had no future, men

week at the same time and walked by the Bay,

like Roberto. A banker, Jordan not only had a

sharing their stories, their lives intertwined by

future but he also had a present. One thing

the words that passed between them. Nothing

she did know: she could never give up Jordan

to feel guilty about. Just friends. Platonic.

for Roberto. That left only two choices: either

Still.

she cut the South American out of her life

Roberto lived on a boat he had sailed from

completely or continue to live this double life

Columbia to America, heading off to sea when

and risk another failure.

the spirit moved him, existing on a modest

Throughout this trip to LA, she had known she

inheritance since his third wife died. He had

would have to give up this new man. The longer

gotten under Lulu’s skin, awakening impulses

she waited, the more difficult and risky it would

she thought were long buried. She desired

become. The next time Roberto showed up for

him. Fantasized about the two of them curled

their walk, she wouldn’t be there. Out of a need

up in the small bed on his boat, exploring each

for caution, she hadn’t given him her phone

other’s bodies as well as their histories. So far

number or address, so she wouldn’t see him

she had resisted, finding excuses whenever he

again. But she hadn’t expected the separation

suggested she visit his nest. But it was difficult

to fill her with such pain. It was like losing a part
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Louise Bourgeois, Maman, 1999. 10.0 x 9.7 x 11.1 yds (9.2 x 8.9 x 10.2 m). Steel and marble.

of herself, that sixties’ vagabond who had been

all her earlier pain, an agonizing way to remove

care-free and care-less. The time had come to

this tick from her flesh. But Bourgeois’ work

say farewell to that previous self.

stayed with her. It highlighted the fragility

Later, in their hotel, Lulu changed for dinner,

of life, especially the piece contrasting filmy

feeling oddly refreshed from the earlier deluge,

dresses and underwear hanging on hangers

cleansed and renewed. Freed somehow from

made from human-looking bones and meat

the chains of the past and the present. The

hooks, all hinting at threats lurking below a

grief over letting Roberto go had dredged up

conventional surface.
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Looking Through

the

Spiritual Eye
Peter Azrak is a psychotherapist, teacher, writer, and photographer.
Originally a painter — a struggling painter — he discovered freedom in
the art of photography. He lives in New York City.

Suffering and Creativity
Peter Azrak
We must learn how to carry the “ burden” of creativity.

We have a choice between two attitudes, both

of times before: “Why suffer? Do I need to go

of which are painful: we can either feel anxiety

through all this pain? Where is the joy?” Then

because we don’t trust that life is a good gift, or

my mind jumps to a quote from a Gnostic text

we exchange that anxiety for a positive kind of

attributed to Jesus: “If you knew how to suffer

suffering, which is a growing pain. This second

you would not be able to suffer. Learn how to

choice is the suffering of compassion, which is

suffer and you will overcome suffering.”

the joyful suffering of going with the grain, of

Really? Learn how to suffer? What could that

realizing that it is the narrowness that leads to

possibly mean? As an eclectic Christian, I want

life. ~ Brother David Steindl-Rast

to hold onto the wisdom that Jesus spoke, even

W

if I cannot get clear on how suffering can be
the Dalai

overcome. I want to trust his rather paradoxical

Lama visited the United States

statement. Yet I wonder, am I grasping for

in 1981, someone asked him how

straws here?

hen

his

holiness

it happened that Buddhists developed such a

In my own therapy, an analysis of my

wonderful path for overcoming suffering, while

psychological and emotional makeup, I’ve

Christians have been wallowing in their suffering

been weaned on the quotation from Carl Jung:

for almost two thousand years. The Dalai Lama

“Neurosis is always a substitute for legitimate

responded by saying, “It is not as easy as all that.

suffering.” Jung seems to be saying that there

Suffering is not overcome by leaving pain behind;

is a form of suffering that is the norm, but we

suffering is overcome by bearing pain for others.”

have created a kind of inauthentic suffering that

And that answer is as Christian as it is Buddhist.

results from getting caught in vicious cycles

Is there any other word that creates more stress,

from which we can never emerge. According to

anxiety, and confusion than suffering? Recently, I

Jungian thought, there is an unwillingness on

found myself asking, as I have done thousands

our part to enter into suffering and genuinely
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know pain from the inside. We tend to believe

head on because when we did we failed in some

that all pain is caused by circumstances beyond

way? Time and again we added up the failures as

our control, and if we can avoid it, all the better.

proof of our incompetence. Time and again we

Thus we develop amazing patterns of deflection

predicted the outcome of failure and convinced

in order not to experience what is necessary for

ourselves to simply avoid life. Thus avoidance

our growth.

becomes the preferred route away from both the

If Jung is pointing to a truth, although difficult

inner and outer worlds.

at first to comprehend, then the quote attributed

Identifying this pattern of avoidance is the work

to Jesus begins to make sense. When I avoid

of coming to know oneself. We must authentically

seeing myself for who I really am, I substitute

suffer the shame that accompanies discovering

false beliefs about myself, such as: I can’t do it

the many thousands of ways we avoid life. We

right; I am the victim of life’s circumstances; I am

must come to realize that suffering can no longer

doomed to fail. These false beliefs convince me

be avoided.

that life has conspired against me, telling me I

The Latin root for suffering, suferro, means

am not capable, and the universe will confirm

“to bear below, to submit to, to endure.” Russell

these beliefs by making it impossible for any joy

Lockhart tells us: “In suffering, something is a

to exist in my life. I am thus stuck in a vortex

burden, the burden is carried, again and again, until

of my own making. “I am not capable of doing

something is born.” By doing the work of looking

anything right” turns into my own personal

inward, we embrace the power that comes from

belief system, my constant partner, my faith

knowing from the inside out. With this knowledge,

statement. Any suffering I experience serves to

accompanied by both gratitude and humility, we

validate and reinforce my beliefs. Say goodbye

bring a willingness to endure suffering head on, in

to any kind of genuine hope.

order for “something to be born.”

I must ask myself: “Am I willing to confront the

This process demands patience. It involves

many ways I ‘go around’ life by committing to

holding our ground. Being faced with pain, it

such a belief system? What happens if I see that

asks us to be still when all we want to do is act. To

I am causing myself more (inauthentic) suffering

me this is the essence of the creative pursuit. Are

by avoiding genuine suffering?”

we so busy trying to capture or make a piece of

This is what brings me and anyone who chooses

art that we are blinded by the end-product? Can

to challenge the apparent paradox of what it

we sincerely allow the process to change us as

means to suffer to our knees. The Dalai Lama

we suffer the not-knowing of where the work will

is telling us we cannot avoid suffering, and our

take us? Can we sincerely be dedicated to see

only response is compassion. This then captures

what emerges or are we stuck in the self-imposed

our own internal struggle to embrace truth. If we

suffering resulting from needing to succeed?

become turned around by the belief that we are

Learning how to carry the “burden” of

incapable or doomed to be a victim, we need

creativity may offer us a way to “the joyful

to find out what it is we are afraid to see about

suffering of going with the grain,” where we

ourselves. Could it be that we learned early on to

may enter a space where flow matters more

distrust our particular way in the world? Could it

than product, a space where compassion is our

be that we learned how to avoid confronting life

response to genuine (inner) suffering.
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Roberta Dixon

Painter

I remember well

the summer I acted on an impulse and
started expressing myself with paint on canvas. For those who knew
me at the time, it must have seemed out of character, because my
background, my history, and my experiences up to that point could
have been placed in one column or another: either black or white,
without any color spectrum in between. I spent years invested in the
belief that everything could be broken down and analyzed. And then .
. . all at once, my metaphorical tectonic plates shifted, and everything
was different. • During that summer, in 2003, I broke free by taking a
firm step toward self-discovery. I reached outside myself, without any
expectations and without any defined direction, starting down a new
path and embracing a different way of perceiving the world around
me. It could be said that the art lived within all along, and I simply let it
speak freely once I loosened the self-imposed constraints and moved
outside imaginary boundaries. For whatever reason and however it
happened, expressing myself as an abstract painter has been the
most exhilarating and intoxicating journey I’ve ever been on. • With
balance, tempo, and freedom, I take an uninhibited approach to not
always knowing where the painting will end up. Blues flow, reds bleed,
and though yellows will always remind me of checkered cabs, overall,
there’s the joy of painting in the moment, bringing life to canvas
in a way that invigorates as much as it empowers. I rarely use an
easel, preferring a painting table. I like to move around the canvas
as it develops, to make sure I’m considering the progression from all
angles. • As an abstract artist, I accept that there is no predictable
end in sight; there is only a sense that I’ll recognize completion when
I get there. Colors and textures build as the story unfolds. The more
I lose myself in the process, the more I achieve success in my work.
When I paint, I am fully alive.
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breaking free . . . a new beginning
colors
and
textures
build
as
the
story
unfolds
Wall Candy, 2015. 24 x 24 inches (60.9 x 60.9 cm). Acrylic on canvas.

Since 2008, I have exhibited extensively in juried competitions
throughout New York State (including New York City),
Connecticut, and online. The paintings in “breaking free . . . a new
beginning” encompass work that has moved through varying
styles and techniques: texture, color saturation, precision, and
personal memories.
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String Theory, 2013. 48 x 48 inches (121.9 x 121.9 cm). Acrylic on canvas.
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molecular dynamics, 2011. 30 x 40 inches (76.2 x 101.6 cm). Acrylic on canvas.
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the in-between dream, 2013. 30 x 40 inches (76.2 x 101.6 cm). Acrylic on canvas.
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Haiku, 2009. 24 x 36 inches (60.9 x 91.4 cm). Acrylic on canvas.
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retro-techno, 2013. 24 x 24 inches (60.9 x 60.9 cm). Acrylic on canvas.
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Anna's House, Neptune Ave, 2014. 40 x 30 inches (101.6 x 76.2 cm). Acrylic on canvas.
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Sakred5o, 2011. 36 x 46 inches (91.4 x 116.8 cm). Acrylic on canvas.
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Holi, The Festival of Color, 2012. 36 x 48 inches (91.4 x 121.9 cm). Acrylic on canvas.
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Carlo Magini, Still Life with Bottles, c. 1725.

Wednesdays at L aura's House
Stephen Poleskie
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The majority of the artists who came to Laura’s on Wednesday evenings usually worked during
the day, not at making their art, but at some other sort of menial job. I personally did construction,
nailing up sheetrock and then spackling the seams. This was not an artistic or literary salon like
we had read about in art history books; we were there mostly because we were hungry. Our
modest studios usually boasted only an illegal hotplate, and eating out was financially out of
the question. My usual dinner was scrambled eggs and onions with saltine crackers. And most of
us were not too proud to line up at the Salvation Army kitchen on The Bowery, as long as we had
the patience to wait through the prayers and the sermon.

H

ow delightful and happy were

Laura’s husband Herschel taught chemistry at

my early days in New York City. How

one of the city colleges, and I suspect that it was

beautiful and simple were the truths

his salary that paid for the food we all ate. While

revealed to my young life. I believed that being

some of Laura’s income came from commissions,

an artist was about saying something, not just

and although the de Anelle Gallery was well

making things to sell to rich collectors.

respected and a show there was sure to be

On Wednesdays we all went to Laura’s house

reviewed seriously, the kind of work exhibited

for dinner. Laura was the manager of an art

did not have much of a market, or draw high

gallery uptown, not the owner, just an employee,

prices. And so most of the gallery’s artists and

which was probably why she still lived on East

their friends came to Laura’s on Wednesdays

Seventh Street. It was just the Lower East Side

to eat, and we ate hardily. No one needed an

back then, having not yet become the trendy

invitation, we all just showed up at the usual time.

“East Village.” We all lived there when the rents

The only rule was that we all bring whatever it

were still cheap. I had a storefront studio on

was we wanted to drink. Ballantine Pale India

East Eleventh Street, between Avenues C and

Ale was the beverage of choice, a kind of green

D, in a building that has long since been torn

death, a one quart bottle apiece, picked up at

down. The rent at that time was only twenty-

the bodega on the corner so that it was still cold

five dollars per month. The thin plywood that

when we got there.

had been used to replace the missing front

Herschel, dressed in his work clothes of tweed

window always creaked when someone leaned

jacket, oxford cloth shirt, and chinos, although

their hand on it while they relieved themselves

he had taken off his tie, would sit quietly in

in my dark entranceway. The warm fluid often

the most comfortable chair in the living room,

ran under my door, steaming when it found the

smoking his pipe and reading some kind of

temperature inside just as cold as that out.

scientific journal, as if he were yet in his office,
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Paul Cézanne, Still Life with Soup Tureen, c. 1884.
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ignoring the gathering crowd, waiting until

were there mostly because we were hungry. Our

it was time to come to the table. Once at the

modest studios usually boasted only an illegal

table, Herschel would attempt to join in the

hotplate, and eating out was financially out of

conversation, which was not so much about art

the question. My usual dinner was scrambled

as art world gossip. Who was going to show

eggs and onions with saltine crackers. And

where? Who was sleeping with whom? The

most of us were not too proud to line up at

usual topics.

the Salvation Army kitchen on The Bowery, as

Occasionally, Herschel would try to inject some

long as we had the patience to wait through the

idea of aesthetic theory into the discussions,

prayers and the sermon. More often than not,

doubtless something he had picked up reading

Laura’s Wednesday dinner, usually thick soup,

an article by Harold Rosenberg, sounding like

thin stew, or chili, was the culinary high point of

the university professor that he was. But he

my week.

was quickly dismissed by the guests, especially

Those evenings at Laura’s also served as

Lorenzo, with a comment like: “Hey Hersch, cut

a brokerage house for the odd jobs that we

out that picture plane talk, we’re all artists here .

worked at during the rest of the week. The art

. . not fuckin’ critics.”

world at that time was a smaller and more closely

You see, it was the early sixties, and the

knit community. Many of the older successful

Abstract Expressionists, with their working-

artists who might need something done usually

class manner, all except for Robert Motherwell

got in touch with Laura, who knew which of

who was suspect, held the power. Artists

the younger struggling artists needed work.

were workers who painted, or welded things

There was a kind of de facto guild system back

together, and earned enough from their work, if

in those days, and one rarely got a show at a

anything, to just have a decent living. The idea

gallery without having served an apprenticeship

that an artist’s loft should be grand enough

to someone in the gallery who would then

to appear in the slick pages of Vanity Fair or

recommend them.

Vogue, or that one should also have a summer

Once accepted into a gallery an artist could

house in the Hamptons, was a few years in the

expect to stay connected, whether their work

future. And while the artists all wanted articles

sold a great deal and for great sums of money or

and reviews of their work in art magazines,

not, unlike the years to come when one young

hopefully favorable, no one actually read them,

superstar after another would burst on the

or if they did they did not admit to it. It was

scene like a kind of hyperbolic comet, only to

only the length, the space that the text took up

find themselves gone by the next season.

in the magazine, that mattered.

I walked home on air the night Laura handed

The majority of the artists who came to Laura’s

me a note, with a phone number, telling me

on Wednesday evenings usually worked during

to call Elaine de Kooning the next day as she

the day, not at making their art, but at some other

needed some work done at her loft. As I was a

sort of menial job. I personally did construction,

young artist recently arrived from Pennsylvania,

nailing up sheetrock and then spackling the

Elaine and her husband Willem — who when

seams. This was not an artistic or literary salon

we met would tell me to call him Bill — were

like we had read about in art history books; we

only people I had read about in books and
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magazines. They were legendary characters

Laura never bought anything large, but several

who I could not imagine actually existed, even

of the small paintings in the living room at that

though I had spent many nights in the Cedar

time had become rather valuable. Perhaps she

Bar, when I could afford it, trying to match the

kept these works out of love, or perhaps out of

faces of the customers with the images of the

the pride of showing that she had the foresight

art stars in Fred McDarrah’s photo book of the

to see the value in these works before other

New York scene. What a prospect for discovery

people. Nevertheless, as I recreate Laura’s

those early days were, all my future opening

rooms in my mind’s eye, I can see many pictures

before me.

that had more value back then than they do now.

Sometimes the crowd at Laura’s was too

Such is the fickleness of the art market. And I

large for the table, which had long benches on

wonder what has become of my own small piece

both sides, more like a picnic table. When this

that Laura bought, even the photographs of

happened, the overflow of not only artists, but

which have been lost in my many moves since

also writers, poets, and dancers, sat on the floor,

then.

on the chairs in the living room, or on the stairs.

Hersch was also known for having constructed

Hersch, however, always sat at the head of the

the dinner table, which was as large as a parade

table and was always served first. He was the

ground, filling the entire dining room and

breadwinner for this vast, though constantly

extending through the arch halfway into the

changing, family.

parlor. Back then I could not imagine such a

Laura’s salary, more often than not, usually

frail, old academic crafting such a giant piece of

went to purchase works by unknown artists

furniture. Now I realize that at the time he was

who, if they later “made it” and occasionally

probably twenty years younger than I am now.

came to dinner, might still find their works

The food was always served in three identical

displayed in her rooms on the main floor.

porcelain tureens, which were sometimes

Artists who didn’t find success would have

refilled depending on the number of guests and

their creations join that vast cache of unseen

how hungry we were. The person sitting nearest

art work stored in Laura’s basement. While

a tureen had the responsibility of ladling out

Laura loved art and artists, she was as vain

portions from the strange containers into the

as the wealthy collectors she professed to

bowls of those sitting nearby them at the table.

disesteem when it came to displaying winners.

Looking up from my stew, I studied the

The small wooden sculpture that I sold her

vessel in front of me, the container’s chipped,

once had a three-week life on her bookshelf

white glazing giving off a kind of luminous

before disappearing to wherever. However,

glow. The shape of this pot was familiar, yet

Laura did not approach her purchases as one

strange, almost forsaken, as if echoing the

does a lottery, hoping to discover a big winner

earthly globe under our feet. The delicate

in order to make a financial killing. As far as I

cracks in the smooth finish gave a clue that

knew, Laura never resold anything, except for

the container was from another era, and

one time when she and Hersch needed money

seemed to have served some other purpose,

to repair the roof on their building, which they

some function of which I was not cognizant.

owned.
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I had been to Laura’s many times, in fact
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Anonymous, Still Life with Tureen, Brown Clay Bowl, Bread, and Wine Glass, 1700s.
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so much so that I had stopped noticing the

They are antiques. They must have been in your

tureens. They served their present purpose,

family for some time.”

that of holding food, and so had receded
into that part of my mind to which familiar

“They’re really thunder mugs,” Hersch spoke
up.

things no longer noticed recede. An older,

“TOOn-dar MUGS?” the Columbian artist, who

Columbian artist was new at dinner that night.

up until that time had displayed a formidable

De Anelle Gallery had an affinity for South

command of English having studied painting in

American artists, and this artist, well known

England, stumbled.

in his own country, but unheard of in the

People turned in Hirsch’s direction. It was

United States, was in New York for the first

one of the rare times that anyone actually paid

time for the opening of his show of paintings.

attention to him, but he had captured the

This elegant gentleman was very observant

group’s attention with his revelation and so went

and curious about everything. In the middle

on. “Yes,” he said, “they were thunder mugs . . .

of dinner he looked up, and tapping the

actual bedpans . . . piss pots.”

tureen in front of him with the edge of his
spoon inquired: “Laura,” pronouncing the

“Pees

pots!”

the

Columbian

muttered

incredulously.

word LOOR-rah, “where did you find such

“Yes, Laura and I found them one day when

wonderful pots? If it is possible I would like

we were rummaging around that old mental

to get one to bring back to my country.”

hospital down by the river, before they tore

Suddenly, as if by some cosmic clue, all

the place down,” Hirsch said, attempting to

conversation stopped. The room became totally

clarify the situation, but only deepening the

silent as everyone appeared to be waiting for

enigma. “But we washed them out real good

Laura’s answer. In the total silence I realized that

before we used them . . . with boiling water.”

I was not the only one who had been curious

In the still silent apartment it appeared

about the origin of these familiar, yet unfamiliar

that Hirsch alone was awake, the rest of us

vessels, but had been too shy, or perhaps too

sleepwalking through rooms full of memory,

polite to ask.

a singsong of meals eaten, and abandoned

“Oh, Hersch and I just found them one day,” was

buildings. A paint-peeling closet door opened,

Laura’s uncharacteristically succinct explanation.

behind which sat Laura’s tureens, bathed in a

She normally had a long and thorough reply to

dim light, grinning back from the dark abyss.

most questions put to her. Keeping her head
down, she went back to eating.

“Yes . . . we found them the day we went
exploring the old mental hospital.” Laura

Laura had expected that her answer would

confirmed. “They were in a dumpster, dozens of

be the end of the matter, that the conversation

them. I guess they were going to be thrown out.

would go back to other things; however, it did

So we picked out the best three and brought

not. Our curiosity had been aroused; we wanted

them home.”

a more complete answer to this question.
“You found them . . . but where?” our South

After that evening I rarely went to Laura’s for
dinner. And when I did I must admit the food

American interlocutor went on. “Look at the

never tasted quite as good as I remembered it

glazing . . . the finish . . . the strange shape.

to be.
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François Barraud, Seamstress with Soup, 1933.
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Marko Susla

Photographer

As the sun

sets and most photographers put away their
cameras, the nocturnal photographer prepares for the night.
Wandering into the dark, all the senses come alive. The drama
and ballet explodes in the sharp contrasts of the city lights to
the mysterious shadows cast by the abandoned barns and
tombstones deep in the woods. For the nocturnal photographer,
this is our pallet. • I prefer the solitude of the night. Mainly
photographing alone, I keep a low profile, wanting to blend in and
not be seen. There are quick rides on the New York City Subway
to get into the DUMBO section of Brooklyn. There are long walks
late at night into the woods to get to long-forgotten structures
in ruin. A full moon is often welcome, making navigation easier
and casting soft light and shadows on the subject matter, but
just enough light not to dull all the other senses heightened by
the darkness. At other times pitch darkness is preferred. This
is my element. Don’t bother looking for me. You will never see
me as I carry out my ritual of capturing the night. • The images
in this portfolio are from an ongoing work in progress tentatively
titled “Streams of Consciousness.” Many artists use streams as
a metaphor for a thread though life, a constant sewing together
of the fabric of our ongoing relationships and experiences. My
perspective is somewhat different, perhaps more literary: these
images are intended to deal with the present moment and the
current state of mind. They are intended to capture what we may
see in the dream state as a reflection of feelings and emotions
churning though our subconscious. • For me, this work is very
much about the entire experience of capturing images, The ritual
starts with preparing for the location and the anticipation of what
will transpire. There may only be a short walk from the car to the
location or a mile-long walk through the woods in the darkness
of night. Once at the stream, I sit and allow all my senses to feel.
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Streams of Consciousness
The camera
is set up,
the shutter
opened, and a
long exposure
is painted.
Far Mill River Reflections

I listen to the environment speak. All preconceived agendas are
thrown out as a new sensation or emotion presents. The camera
is set up, the shutter opened, and a long exposure is painted. • My
intent is for each individual viewer to feel their unbiased emotions in
the moment. To some, these images may feel dark and alienating,
evoking the feeling of fear and wanting to flee. For someone else,
they may evoke feelings of serenity, safety, and privacy. Some may
feel a sensation of hope. They may bring back warm memories of a
romantic encounter and a feeling of longing. Or they may be simply a
place visited in a dream. I never speak of my experiences. The viewer
has to experience their own.
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Entering Swimming Hole Far Mill River

Leaving Swimming Hole Far Mill River
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Streams of Consciousness

Far Mill River and Old Dam Shelton #2

Mill Ruins
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Far Mill River and Old Dam Shelton

My Special Place
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Streams of Consciousness

Tormentous Tea Cup

Trying to Find My Center
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Swimming Hole Far Mill River

Below the Old Mill
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Streams of Consciousness

She Runs Hot and Cold

She Strikes Me Down
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Through the Dark
Carla Woody

Huichol Woman from Zacatecas, Mexico.
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Huichol Shaman in Bolaños, Jalisco, 2006.

He gazed at Señora Isabel then back at the boy, whose reddened face was moist with sweat. “Señora, I
don’t think you have any idea what a beautiful child you have. What ideas! His writing doesn’t match
his age. He’s not a normal child. You have to do something with him. We have to help him!”

T

he boy fidgeted. He was in foreign

is my son Xavier. He’s different, a good artist.

territory, held prisoner by his mother’s

In school he always fights because no one

hand on his arm. They sat side-by-side

understands him, not the teachers, not the other

in matching chairs before the great divide of a

kids. He’s always thinking. Since he was old

massive desk. His mother’s voice rose and fell.

enough to hold a pencil, he always draws and

Words tumbled over each other as though, if

writes about everything. He’s like an old person

she didn’t get them out fast enough, the man

in a little boy’s body!”

considering them would summarily swat them
out the door, no different than pesky insects.
An hour before, his mother pulled him along
inner city streets into a massive building. They
finally stopped in front of one door among

The woman continued at length, relating
how, in the last two years, her son kept running
away to live on the streets. Xavier slept in parks,
skipped school, survived by selling newspapers
and shoe shines. Terrified, she would search
and drag him home, if she was fortunate to find

several down the long hall. She smoothed her

him. But the next day he’d be gone again. He

skirt and combed fingers through his black hair.

wouldn’t do what his father wanted: to set aside

With a deep breath, she opened the door. The

these silly pastimes and work making shoes to

secretary looked up.
“Please, I would like to see the director,” his
mother said.
“Do you have an appointment?” The secretary
appraised them, noting their dusky skin and
worn clothing. When she shook her head, the

help support the family.
“We have seven children. Xavier is the youngest
boy. We are very poor. But he is so different, and
I’m afraid what might happen to him. Is there
something you can do?” She finished softly.
Maestro Caracalla gestured to the boy’s
notebook, “Is this your work?”

secretary motioned them to a row of chairs

Xavier froze in his chair and prayed to disappear.

against the wall and picked up the phone. They

He didn’t think the Maestro would hit him like

waited.

his father did, but he dreaded the reprimand he

The man behind the desk was impeccably

knew would come. He whispered, “Yes.”

dressed in a gray suit matching the color shot

“Show it to me then.” The room was silent

through his dark hair and mustache. The lines

save the sound of Maestro Caracalla slowly

in his face softened as he listened, shifting

turning pages after scrutinizing each one.

attention from the Indian woman before him to

Finally he closed the book. Looking over wire-

the boy, eyes downcast, clutching a notebook

rimmed glasses, his eyes seemed to bore into

in his lap.

Xavier’s very soul. He gazed at Señora Isabel

“Maestro Caracalla, I am Señora Isabel. This

then back at the boy, whose reddened face
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was moist with sweat. “Señora, I don’t think

“Ah, there you are,” the Maestro swept in

you have any idea what a beautiful child you

from his office. He took Xavier by the hand and

have. What ideas! His writing doesn’t match

led him down the hall. They stopped in all the

his age. He’s not a normal child. You have to

classrooms where he spoke to the teachers, “I

do something with him. We have to help him!”

want to introduce Xavier. He’s coming to take

Maestro Caracalla told her to bring the boy

classes.”

back the following Monday, handing over a

That is how an eleven-year-old Huichol

long list of art materials to buy. There’s not

Indian boy from the streets came to attend

enough to eat! How can we buy art supplies?

Escuela des Artes Plásticas, the art school in

Guilt flooded Xavier’s mind. He was certain of a

Guadalajara, Mexico, the youngest pupil ever

dead end. But at the appointed time his mother

to sit alongside regular university students.

delivered him to the Maestro. She could only

They became his peers and friends. Maestro

muster a clean new drawing tablet and 6B

Caracalla continued as his benefactor for six

pencil, keeping even that small expenditure

years, making sure he had all the classes he

hidden from her husband. The secretary

needed: writing, painting, art history and more.

ordered a sandwich for Xavier, although he

Xavier couldn’t wait to get to school. He

said he didn’t need anything.

would jump on his bicycle at 5 a.m. to deliver
newspapers. From there he’d make a beeline
for classes, not wasting a moment with anything
else. Work and learning became his life. After
a few years, he was assigned a wall and told to
paint a mural as part of an art project. People
were astounded at the results and word got
around. Espiritus Guardianes depicted Aztec
spirit guardians straining against the wind, their
arms protecting ancestral pyramids.
There were those who didn’t believe a
fourteen-year-old could be responsible for such
artwork. The newspaper wanted an interview.
But when the reporter came, Xavier ran away.
Shy about his work, he didn’t believe in himself.
When he was seventeen, he graduated. At
eighteen he became the youngest teacher in
the history of the school.

The

man sitting before me now is in his late

fifties. He retains an air of innocence that has
accompanied him since childhood. His voice
is soft. It contains no resentment when sharing
Huichol Artist, 2011.
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stories about the difficulties of his very early
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years or abuse he suffered at the hands of his
father. Xavier Quijas Yxayotl sighs. “I thank the
Universe for this man, Maestro Caracalla, who
understood me, and for my mother who wanted
to do something for me. From the time I first
entered the art school I was so connected.
People were making sculptures, painting in the
gardens. I started my profession when I was a
kid. It was like a dream for me!”
His grandfather played the flute and drums,
encouraging Xavier from a young age to learn
music. He took to it equally as with art, starting
to compose and make flutes even though no
one taught him how.
Still Xavier felt a hole. As he developed into
a young man, he longed for connection to his
Huichol heritage. In the 1940s, his grandfather
had moved the family from their home village
due to unrest brought about by lingering
military occupation from the Cristero Rebellion,
the last armed uprising from the Revolution, and
seizing of Huichol lands. They eventually ended
up in Guadalajara. His parents hid any links they
could to their indigenous past.
“To be an Indian in those times? It was
bad,” Xavier shakes his head in emphasis. His
grandfather was the one person who could have
introduced Huichol traditions to him, but he had
turned away from his lineage and embraced
Catholicism.
“I didn’t pay attention to my grandfather
because I was embarrassed. He was connected
to the Catholic Church! I didn’t understand why
people went to the church and did things for
the saints. I didn’t like it and didn’t believe
these things even when I was young. It was
controversial because I didn’t believe it! Look
how much money the Church made from
the people! My family thought something
bad would happen to me. To talk this way in

Huichol Girl, Tepotzotlan, Mexico, 2011.
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Huichol Men, 2011.

Mexico!” he says. “So even though they denied

bowls from a large crock. Helpers started

their roots . . . for me, it was wonderful!”

passing them. Firelight bathed the participants

At the age of nineteen, Xavier took matters

in a glowing cocoon against the inky darkness

into his own hands; he ventured into the

beyond. Xavier leaned forward, watching with

mountains to find where his grandfather was

rapt attention as first one and then the next took

born — without knowing the location — and

healthy swallows from the gourd making its way

to connect with his people. The backpack he

slowly along his row. When empty, a helper

carried held minimal supplies for a week. He

brought another full bowl.

stayed three months. The village medicine man

The closer the gourd got, the stronger

was a childhood friend of his grandfather’s and

adrenaline pumped, instilling the undeniable

welcomed him. One night they had a big peyote

urge to spring up and flee. Xavier’s heart raced.

ceremony.

He closed his eyes and willed himself to stay put.

Xavier sat cross-legged on the sunbaked

He felt a nudge to his shoulder. His neighbor

ground. The circle was rows deep around the

offered the peyote. It was his turn. Oh no! But

center fire. He’d never been involved in such

he put out his hands to take it and followed the

rituals, never even drank alcohol. The old

measures he saw others take: a long swallow.

medicine man ladled murky liquid into gourd

The inside of his mouth rebelled with the terrible
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Huichol Women, 2012.

bitterness; he struggled to keep from retching.

played itself on and on, and the little men

There were more rounds passed. Within a short

did their fire dance on its length, until great

time, he was transported to another world with

emotion washed through him. He couldn’t

swirling colors and felt connection to all things,

contain the deep sobs that interfered with the

unlike anything he had known.

music. Xavier touched his chest, attempting to

He reached for the flute at his side. Not

comfort himself. Then he was running into the

knowing how he got there, Xavier was standing

night. Later, he remembered nothing of what

before the blaze. He began to play a song he

transpired in the dark.

didn’t know. Suddenly, little men jumped from

The sun had barely begun to peek over the

the middle of the fire onto his flute! As they

mountains. Xavier’s body shook, the biting cold

landed, their bodies torched the flute! Still

brought him up sharply, along with pain all over

Xavier played. People were staring at him. They

his body. Disoriented, he opened his eyes. He

stopped the ceremony. This kind of disruption

didn’t know where he was. He had blood all

was not done. Finally realizing, Xavier halted

over his arms and hands. Then he realized he

abruptly, “I’m sorry!”

had fallen into a gulch — right on top of a cactus.

But the old medicine man said, “It’s okay,

When he attempted to move, the cactus needles

Xavier. We want to hear you play.” The flute

dug deeper into his butt. He spied two Huichol
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friends sitting on a big rock at the top, just talking.
Xavier screamed for help. They ignored him and
carried on with their conversation. He picked out
the spines best he could, yelping with misery, and
finally pulled himself out of the ravine, cursing
them. The men turned away and started to walk.
Xavier followed behind.
“You didn’t help me!” he yelled at them.
They turned to him. One said, “Yes, we helped
you, Xavier. We spent the whole night making sure
the coyotes didn’t eat you. Stop your complaining!
This is your experience. It’s not our experience.”
Xavier speaks softly to me, “After I heard that,
I understood. Your life isn’t the responsibility
of others. It’s your own experience of life. You
have to be responsible for what you are doing.
If you’re doing bad things, you have to pay the
price. If you’re doing good things, the same
thing. ”With these little words,” he said, ”I
understood the message for me. After that I
worked more with my spiritual feelings and
helping others, too, by making ceremonies,
making music, and painting to wake up the
consciousness in the people.”
From that early time he wanted to play the
instruments of his ancestors. But they were only
found in museums. “In 1534 the invaders came
and massacred everyone. They wouldn’t allow
drums or flutes. Why? Because this represents
power to the Indians! Break these rules and they
would kill you! If you wanted to play instruments,
you had to play the guitar or violin from Europe. A
lot of Indians played the guitar and violin but with
the Indian rhythm. It was different and beautiful.
In the1700s they started to play like that,” Xavier
Huichol Clothing, Museum of the Americas,
Old San Juan, Puerto Rico, 2011.

explains.
But he sought to resurrect the ancient ritual
instruments lost to decimation. He started
going to the museums and looking at old
books to view what he could. Studying books
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Through the Dark

or things behind glass to reproduce a design

Award, performances for the Nobel Peace Prize

is one thing. Recreating the sounds that

ceremony in Rome, museums and expositions

permeated sacred ceremonies lost in time was

around the world, and the Indie Award for his

another thing altogether. In many indigenous

Crossroads CD. He’s been the subject of two

traditions, the call to an inspired life or service

PBS documentaries and his music has been

comes through dreams and visions. Those

used as soundtracks in others. Probably the

who receive them — weavers, midwives, ritual

most unusual opportunity came through a call

musicians, artists, healers of any sort — probe

from Mel Gibson to create period-authentic

alternate realities. They are not taught through

Maya clay flutes for the movie Apocalypto.

apprenticeship, rote memory, or the more

Xavier wasn’t allowed to play the flutes he

mundane ways of the mainstream world. The

made due to Union rules, but he taught the

how-to and images emerge through another

actors to do so.

realm with full instruction complete. The same
was true for Xavier. The fire flute expels a flame

Today

Xavier Quijas Yxayotl lives in the

as it is played; its creation came through the

mountains of Northern California and returns

peyote ceremony. The mechanics to produce

frequently to his native Mexico. He continues

the acoustics of every flute, whistle, rattle, and

to provide ceremonies when called upon, show

other percussion instruments that graced long

his art in juried shows, and compose the music

ago rituals came to him in the night.

his his ancestors gift to him. In Native traditions,

“I only use tribal instruments that I make, how

such people are called by the Creator to

my ancestors played. I know they sent me the

dedicate their lives: to serve their communities

messages. When I’m performing on stage, I feel

and the wider world. They are often challenged

someone there guiding me. Nobody knows how

with difficult origins and somehow make their

the Maya or Aztecs played. The sacred books

way through the darkness. Xavier is a ritual artist

were burned. There aren’t any documents. What

and musician, in every sense a maestro. He has

happens for me is because the ancestors played

not lost humility along the way, the sign of an

what they played. It’s coming from another

true healer.

dimension.”

“Everything has movement in life. There

All elements in his evocative compositions

are always changes. I’m very grateful to the

issue through instruments made with his own

Universe who put the correct people and

hands, each piece a work of art embellished

travels in my path. If I was to be born again, I

with symbols, masks and animals. Croaking

would change nothing. I only want to learn and

frogs, turbulent winds, splashing raindrops,

grow my own spiritual beliefs. This is my correct

a death scream or lyrical notes are strung

mission in life.” Xavier gets a faraway look in

together in such a way to create a mood or

his eyes and finishes with some advice. “Follow

portal. Xavier is represented by Canyon

your heart. Always! Be yourself and everything

Records. His group is called Ancient Americas

will come from the Universe if we always follow

with five members performing tribal music

our heart. Be authentic. Everything will come

and dance. Accolades are numerous: seven

in the correct time. You have to be fluid like the

nominations for the Native American Music

water in the river.“
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Light Box Shaman

Vincent Louis Carrella is a writer, photographer, and author

of the novel Serpent Box. He lives in northern California with
two daughters, two cats, and just a hint of a New York accent.
Follow him on Instagram@serpentbox.

Lemmings
Vincent Louis Carrella
photography by the author

N

othing slow seems terrible. Rivers

I did not pick up a camera so I
could build a following or run a
blog. The camera called me.

trees. Their stillness belies their power. When

carve out canyons and tectonic plates

I stare into a wooded grove I see the terrible

from fissures on the ocean floor and masses of

staggering network of branching sunlight

rise and fall. Molten rock spews

forces of nature striving for life — not just the

land are born. The continents themselves are

collectors — I see the subterranean inverse

asteroids, and the mysteries they contain are

water in a dark atmosphere of decay.

adrift. All the suns and all the planets, comets,
in the very midst of an explosive retreat from a

single, incomprehensible point. And the scale of
these things is so vast that the human eye, and

its corresponding histories, the accumulation

of all human observation, cannot perceive it.

Time, the delusion.

I often wonder at the sound of a forest. What

would it be like to hear it grow, to bear witness
while a great stand of trees bursts through

the topsoil and rises up to its full height in an

instant? The little bang.

As it happens, I have always been afraid of

84 | Still Point Arts Quarterly

forest, the billion root hair tendrils mad for
Everything that exists as form in the world

of form speaks through light’s reflection to
confirm its place in reality. But seeing is no
longer belief. Now I know the truth. I am a

visual artist not out of vanity but of desperation.
I have become my own mad god deluded by

the power of duplication. Art is alter and altar
both. The power to change has been tragically

confused with the power to create.

I’m going back to my roots here, where a

single photograph is a portal through which the

Now of my understanding is revealed. I did not

pick up a camera so I could build a following or

of the ancient forests, the walking trees that

realize that at some level my eyes were lying

that part of me, the part that believed in

run a blog. The camera called me. I began to
to my heart. I thought beauty was something

covered in rust or bark. A moment of visual

devour Saruman’s army at Helm’s Deep. But
revenge of any kind, is being absorbed by

another part. My own plates are shifting. My

satori. Eye-pleasing, like a flower or a woman

continents are adrift. The new world order I

for a while, but there’s not enough nutrition in

terrain of my own broken heart.

in a translucent dress. Sugar can keep you alive

it to fuel the complete arc of the body’s illusory

seek for the Earth has begun here, within the

I was in my youth a small and vulnerable boy,

journey, or a full spiritual life.

and it was the relentless cruelty of my bullies

through dense fog on the Limantour Road in

answer for lack and for shame. It has taken

bend through a stand of pine where some

fundamental operating system of this world

saws to trim back the branches, leaving piles

that has served to direct the course of human

One morning I was on the highway, driving

Point Reyes, California. There was a hairpin

road crew had recently come through with

of woodchips the color of French vanilla ice

cream and the raw flesh of wild salmon. I

that gave rise to the notion that violence might
me forty years to understand the error in the

that justifies its actions with a line of scripture
history for too long. Indeed, an eye for an eye

is a nifty tagline for a civilization that’s been

pulled over so I could experience the smell of

devouring itself. Forty years does not even

mist and the scent of the wood had the effect

gave us the break up of Pangaea and the rise of

the damp wood. The air was saturated with

of medicinal oil. I fairly swooned. I remember

that I tried to capture that particular glow,
the woodchips in that glorious, muted light.

register as a blink on the epic scale of time that

the Himalayas, but it has been for me an epoch

worthy of a name. Nothing fancy. Nothing

Latin. It’s a word I’ve known all along but have

But it did not convey. After several attempts

only just come to understand. Forgiveness. It

stand of trees to my left and discovered I was

starts with me.

I turned my camera and my attention to the
being watched.

Trees don’t move much. They sway and bend

is the period of forgiveness, which of course

The pine trees stand in gob-smacked disbelief.

All forests are haunted and all trees are ghosts.

but they don’t walk. They cannot grab with

They say that hell is man’s own invention and

hear about some man or woman who is killed

fleeting glimpses of heaven. The soul of every

falls on a car. Trees leaping from the ground

while we traded eyes and traded teeth now

their arms. But whenever there’s a big storm I’ll

in their sleep by a falling tree. Sometimes one
like lemmings, and I think this would be a

that it’s right here, right now, amidst the

man and woman who stood by and did nothing

stand condemned to watch helplessly again,

perfect bodily death, like drowning. It makes

embodied in the sycamores and the oaks. I can

There’s a part of me that likes the idea of

Slowly now they live out their penitent lives

more sense than a stray bullet or a car wreck.

tree-revenge. My favorite conceit in the Lord of

the Rings trilogy is Tolkien’s Ents, the keepers

hear them talking and I can hear them weep.
blindly rooted to a single place, waiting for a
leader and a storm.
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For R

FEATURE

I was familiar with the material — “Indiana,” “I Can’t Get Started,” “Body and Soul,” and Tea For Two” — but I’d
never seen it on a 10-inch and was amazed that it was on Aladdin, a small independent label from the 40s for
which Lester and other black musicians recorded the first records for the impressario Norman Granz. When I
took the record out of its sleeve to check the condition, I almost fell to the f loor.

T

his one begins when I was sixteen

where, if you kept your eyes open, you could

and my folks rented a house at Point

find some interesting music — cheap. Just

Lookout with Aunt Billie and Uncle

the week before I’d found a copy of The Dave

Anthony for the month of July.

Brubeck Quartet at Wilshire-Ebell on red vinyl

Point Lookout is a little beach community

for $1.49. Through three divorces and countless

across the inlet from Jones Beach, and that

moves, I’ve managed to hold onto it. There are

summer was the only time my brother Bobby

great versions of “I’ll Never Smile Again” and

says he was happy as a child.

“All The Things You Are.” There are passages

I can’t ever remember it raining.

that Paul Desmond blows so clearly and fluidly

And that meant we spent the late morning and

that it will change your life.

all afternoon on the beach. There were about

That morning I picked up a record called

fifteen of us and three radios. Nights we either

Groovin High, which was a series of jam sessions

had parties, or Bobby and I and our cousin

with the likes of Stan Getz, Wardell Gray,

Anthony bused tables at the Point View Inn.

Oscar Moore, Red Norvo, Sonny Criss, Dodo

Mornings were relatively quiet. Mom and Aunt

Marmarosa, and an unnamed pianist listed as

Billie always had chores for us. One particular

Nature Boy, recorded live at some auditorium in

morning they sent me to the store for milk and

Los Angeles in the late 1940s.

bread and cold cuts for lunch. The streets were

What was so infuriating about records like

still damp from the night, and I met Priscilla

this is you had to guess who was playing on

Hoolihan wearing her father’s white sweater

any particular track because the personnel was

walking back from the Post Office. She’d be

listed collectively, like this: “Charlie Shavers

my girlfriend the next summer even though her

and Howard McGhee, Trumpets; Sonny Criss

parents warned her to stay away from Italian

and Willie Smith, Altos;” and so on. There were

guys.

about twenty musicians listed in all. Now you

That summer I was in love with Jinx Cozzi, and
before every party Jinx had to get permission
from her mother to kiss me.
That was the kind of world it was in 1958.
Supermarkets in those days had record racks

know all those cats weren’t playing at the same
time.
Still, I couldn’t wait to get it home.
And I couldn’t believe what I was hearing
through the speaker. The solos on “Groovin
Fall 2015 • Issue No. 19 | 87
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High” were energetic and sparkling, like nothing

This was great. I’d spent hours in the basement,

I’d heard before. It was the first time I’d heard

a wood paneled playroom that I’d fixed up like

bebop, and I didn’t even know it. The music was

a nightclub with blue lights and records on the

exuberant and positive and took me back to

walls and fifteen speakers wired up to my little

where I’d been born: New York in the 40s, 52nd

Columbia Voice of Music player. So I dragged

Street nightclubs, jazz musicians everywhere

Sal down the stairs and put “Groovin High” on

romping with the heavenly hosts. Late at night

the box and cranked the volume.

you could feel and smell the rivers all around
you.
I only listened to that one cut, though:
“Groovin High.” None of the rest — “Body and

“Whooooooah,” Sal said. “That really comes
out at you.” Howard McGhee was leading the
ensemble through the bright, crisp changes,
and that was followed by the most wonderfully

Soul,” “How High The Moon,” “Hot House,”

fluid and driving tenor solo that at the time I

and “I Got Rhythm” — were on the cutting edge

thought for sure was Stan Getz but only years

of high drama.

later realized was Wardell Gray, found in a field

Jinx Cozzi and I broke up that August, about

outside Las Vegas with his neck broken not ten

two weeks after our stay in Point Lookout was

years after this piece was cut that memorable

up. The rest of the summer was a nightmare.

night in L.A.

My father made me work in the family business:

I handed the album to Sal and told him the

a dress factory on 104th Street in Harlem. I

story of how I’d picked it up for $1.49 that

spent weeks folding bundles of the fabric that

summer morning in Point Lookout. “The only

eventually got sewn into dresses by the old

problem is there’s only one good cut,” I said.

Italian ladies on the machines, singing every

Sal put the album down and started looking

note of the Four Freshmen’s Voices In Modern

through some of my other treasures.

album, a record Jinx and I always listened to that

A copy of Billie Holiday’s “It’s Like Reaching

July when we were in the house by ourselves. It

For The Moon” on the Brunswick label with a

took months to get over that heartache.

1948 Relief for Italy stamp pasted on the black-

One night that winter my folks had Sal and

and-white label. DownBeat’s 25th Anniversary

Evelyn over for dinner. Sal was one of my Dad’s

Issue. A hat Charlie Christian once wore. An

many cousins. They’d gone to Dewitt Clinton

autographed copy of the sheet music for Artie

together, and Dad once described how he

Shaw’s arrangement of “Begin The Beguine.” A

and Sal would get together on Friday nights

tape of the Coleman Hawkins - Lester Young jam

to listen to records. Trading and turning each

at Minton’s when Hawk had just returned from

other on to the new stuff. Years later Sal gave

Europe.

me a 78 of Benny Goodman’s big band version

“Hey, that’s pretty nice,” Sal said. He picked

of “Stompin At The Savoy.” On the flip side was

his head up and then reached for the album

a piece called “Breakin In a New Pair of Shoes”

cover. We were listening to a group led by Red

that Sal said he’d listened to every afternoon for

Norvo playing “Body and Soul.”

over a year when he got home from school.
After dinner, Sal asked me what I’d been
listening to.
88 | Still Point Arts Quarterly

“That’s Dodo Marmarosa!” he said. I listened
too. Getz had returned to restate the theme,
and that was followed by a magnificent guitar

Red Vinyl

interlude that then led into Dodo’s piano

said. “I’ve never been up here. Mind if I bring

solo, a dreamy and evanescent exploration of

the rest of my lunch up?”

the chords and body of the melody that he
punctuated with a run of block chords.
“Wow! I’d missed that.”

“Make yourself at home,” I said. “What would
you like to hear?”
Ron looked again. “Got any Stan Kenton?”

It was a moment of pure awakening and

Music of the future, Jack Kerouac had called it.

surprise. The kind of recognition you return to

And while Ron went back downstairs to get his

music for, over and over again. Notes ringing out

sandwich and apple juice, I rooted out Kenton

into the California night, the scratchy surface of

In hi-fi.

the record and the ride out of that wonderful
melody led by Charlie Shavers’ trumpet.

I bought it in December '58 and wrote the
date on the back of the jacket. Kenton had

I must have listened to that piece fifty times

assembled some of the best musicians that

since then, and I am always amazed how I ‘d never

ever played with him and re-recorded all his

heard those last two minutes until that winter

old hits. It was a blockbuster of a record. Ron

night Sal and I listened to it in the basement

had never heard it, and it just about knocked

nightclub of that old house on Sheridan Avenue.

him over. We’d be chatting records, and Vido

Many years later when I started managing

Musso would step out behind the blaring brass,

the Armonk Tennis Club, Sal joined. He too had

and Ron would stop in mid-sentence and just

become a tennis player. Gradually I moved some

shake his head as if he couldn’t believe what

of my records into a second floor lounge that

he was hearing. He was telling me about the

was hardly used. I found a used KLH 3-speed

night Charlie Parker opened Birdland and how

changer in a junk shop and bought a pair of AR

he never listened to his own records anymore

speakers from one of the guys who worked at

because all he’d been playing were CDs.

the club. I also moved the stringing machine

“Do you have any 10-inch LPs?” I asked.

upstairs, so when I strung rackets I could listen

“Yeah, I must have some lying around. I have

to music.
One afternoon one of the retired guys who

this one by Sidney Bechet. You’ll love it. And
some Kenton things . . . I’ll bring them tomorrow.”

played weekday afternoons appeared at the top

Ron must have spread the word that I was a

of the stairs. “I thought I heard Tommy Dorsey,

disco-maniac because Nat Lurie, another senior

and I came up to see what's going on.” It was

member, asked me if I had a copy of Jan Savitt’s

Ron Schlossberg.

“720 in The Books.”

“You heard right.” I’d been listening to a 78

Of course I did. My Uncle Nick had given

of “Marie,” and we both stood there in awe of

me his collection of 78s when I was fourteen,

Bunny Berigan’s incredible solo: thirty seconds

and the Jan Savitt piece was part of it. I’d held

of beauty and passion that weren't even enough

onto it, and the next afternoon Nat and I were

to save his own life.

listening to it when Ron walked up the stairs

Ron looked around at all the records. I’d
painted wooden milk boxes black and white and
had them stacked in odd shapes along the walls
and around the windows. “This is great,” Ron

with a handful of 10-inch LPs.
“Listen to that band swing,” he said. “Who is
it?”
The sax section was driving against the
Fall 2015 • Issue No. 19 | 89
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brass and I could picture these guys — Ron

with some purple in it, more like the color of

and his cute little wife, Mona, and Nat and

a Bob Gordon - Billy Harper disc on Tampa I’d

Claire — jitterbugging out at the Glen Island

picked up about seven years ago on City Island.

Casino. The war, certain as a heartbeat, was

“You’ve got to trade me this,” I said to Ron.

still months away. My mom and dad were there.

He looked at me a little funny and then said,

Uncle Jim and Aunt Linda. Sal and Evelyn. The

“Well, you keep them for a while and record what

whole gang in dinner jackets and bow ties. The
moon setting over the Long Island Sound.
“Hey, Rocco, put on the flip side,” Nat said.
“Here, take a look at these,” Ron said and
handed me the records.
The flip was a version of “El Rancho Grande,”

you want.”
“I’ll give you just about anything you want.”
I knew I was talking through my hat. Ron's sonin-law, Judson, had told me Ron owned half of
the Bronx. But at the time I thought Lester was
the greatest musician of the century because

a song I liked no matter who played it. The

he showed us how to play soft and still swing

records Ron brought were over thirty years

and be strong, and so during the weeks that

old, but they were all in perfect condition:

followed, I dragged out every Lester Young

two Stan Kenton pieces, “Artistry In Rhythm”

record I had and played them for Ron while he

with its beautiful flaming keyboard cover, and

ate lunch.

“Milestones,” a Sidney Bechet on Blue Note

“What are we listening to today?” he’d ask.

Records with a dixieland band; Frances Faye

There were a couple rare gems: a version of

with a trio; Lester Young on Clef Records with

“Star Dust” with Jesse Drake on trumpet, and an

a cover showing the Leaning Tower of Pisa

Italian issue of material Lester did with Charlie

designed by David Stone Martin, and another

Christian, Benny Goodman, and Count Basie.

Lester Young on Aladdin with Nat Cole on piano

And then a 78 of something Lester made with

and Red Callender on bass. I was familiar with

the organist Will Harden called “Upright Organ

the material — “Indiana,” “I Can’t Get Started,”

Blues.”

“Body and Soul,” and “Tea For Two” — but I’d

Ron flipped.

never seen it on a 10-inch and was amazed

I gave him a Lionel Hampton and Chu Berry

that it was on Aladdin, a small independent

record, and he turned it back with a Jimmy

label from the 40s for which Lester and other

Lunceford number that Stan Kenton had taken

black musicians recorded the first records for

for the lead on “Eager Beaver.”

the impresario Norman Granz. When I took the

Then one afternoon I was by myself, stringing

record out of its sleeve to check the condition,

a racket up in the lounge, and I put the red

I almost fell to the floor.

vinyl Lester on the machine. I’d been somewhat

It was red vinyl. I couldn’t believe it. Red vinyl

familiar with the music, but when I heard Nat

dates from the 50s. I don't know why companies

Cole’s solo on “Body and Soul,” I was stunned. I

used it, except as a gimmick, or why they

put the string down and played it again. Though

stopped. But I love it. I’ve kept my copies of Cal

the pace was slightly different, the solo was note

Tjader’s Concert By The Sea and Brubeck’s Jazz

for note dead on as the piano in that version of

At Oberlin, not only for the music, but because

“Body and Soul” I’d picked up in the supermarket

they are on red vinyl. This one was a deeper red

in Point Lookout that summer morning in 1958.
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Red Vinyl

All these years I thought I’d been listening to the
legendary Dodo Marmarosa who played on
Charlie Parker’s early records when it was really
Nat and Oscar Moore in that California
auditorium back in 1946 — Nature Boy,
as he was listed on the cover. How
could I have missed that? A small
bit of disco graphical information,
but it was important to know
this.
Jazz musicians created the
most lasting monuments in
lonely, wasted America. They
knew the knife to the heart
and the secrets of the world.
Our commerce destroyed
rivers

and

mountains

without end. Jazz was our
gift to the world.
Nat’s block chords were
gorgeous, fluid, and dreamy,
and

completely

logical.

In

touch with the spirit that flows
through us all. I played it one
more time.
About a week later I gave the other
LPs back to Ron. He looked them over,
remembering what he’d brought over.
“Here’s the Frances Faye . . . what’d you
think?”
I gave him a thumbs down.
“And the Kentons . . . and the Benny Goodman . . . ” and
then he looked at me with this sly smile and said, “And that Lester
Young? I guess I’ll never see it again.”
I can’t be sure, but I think he winked.
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Rebecca Koury

Painter

R ebecca Koury’ s

The River, 2014.
48 x 48 inches (121.9 x 121.9 cm).
Acrylic on canvas on panel.
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extensive travels throughout

the United States, Canada, Mexico, and select areas
of southeast Asia have exposed her to many cultures
and diverse forms of art. This exposure has inevitably
led to a fascination with other cultures, both ancient
and contemporary. Koury’s artwork aims to blend
the influences of both ancient and current cultures.
• She loves the process of discovering how her own
life intersects with and is a part of these cultural
influences. She asserts that we, as human beings, are
not separate from each other or the earth we inhabit.
And no matter what culture or era we are living in,
Koury believes we can find parallels and similarities that
weave us together with our worlds. Rich layers of color
and textured surfaces based on patterns from nature,
fabrics, ancient ruins, written language, and symbols
are integral parts of Koury’s painting vocabulary. Her
intention is to “presence” the common thread that
weaves through all of life, to inspire the viewer and
spark a “remembering” or a “familiarity,” whatever that
is for them. • Childhood for Koury was a time of intense
impressions and experiences that deeply affected and
shaped her creative life: early travels throughout the
Southwest, Mexico, and Canada; poring over art books,
Titian in particular, and being brought to tears by the
exquisite beauty of the paintings; visiting art museums
as a teenager and finding lifelong inspiration from
conceptual and installation art. • Koury holds a master
of fine arts degree in sculpture and a minor in art history
from the University of Texas in Austin.

Movement Series
I am
truly
in awe
of the
mystery
of life.
Flowing, 2014. 72 x 48 inches (182.8 x 121.9 cm). Acrylic on canvas on panel.

In the “Movement Series,” richly layered paintings are infused with a kind of
inner stillness that is moving at the same time. Ancient and current symbols
mysteriously float in and out of the background, barely visible. The paintings are
images of my inner and outer reflection created through an intuitive process. I
love being in the zone while painting. Nature is a powerful influence and it never
ceases to capture and inspire me. I am truly in awe of the mystery of life.
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Upward Reflection, 2014. 48 x 48 inches (121.9 x 121.9 cm). Acrylic on canvas on panel.
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Movement Series

Floating Exposure, 2015. 48 x 48 inches (121.9 x 121.9 cm). Acrylic on canvas on panel.
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Rebecca Koury

Neutral Ground, 2014. 48 x 48 inches (121.9 x 121.9 cm). Acrylic on canvas on panel.
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Movement Series

Sandstone, 2014. 48 x 48 inches (121.9 x 121.9 cm). Acrylic on canvas on panel.
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Rebecca Koury

Shifting, 2014. 48 x 48 inches (121.9 x 121.9 cm). Acrylic on canvas on panel.
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Movement Series

Autumn Winds, 2014. 48 x 48 inches (121.9 x 121.9 cm). Acrylic on canvas on panel.
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Model Shown is Actual Size
Phoebe Tsang
The day Imogen absentmindedly set her cardboard kettle alight when she placed it on her electric stove, turned
the element on and left the kitchen, was the day she realized she had gone too far. She was on the other side of
the apartment, plumping cardboard cushions to make them look more inviting, when she smelled the smoke.
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“You're doing your whole apartment?” said

1.

Andy. “Even the walls?”

September, Imogen began work

Imogen planned to complete the architectural

on a full-scale, three-dimensional

elements on site, in the student gallery. She

ast

bachelor

painted the cardboard walls and the view

apartment. The apartment was on the

through cardboard windows. She decided on

second floor of a seventies-style brown brick

a night view with the city's skyline silhouetted

building north of campus. The replica was

beneath the prairie sky, blue-black and littered

made entirely of corrugated cardboard from

with Van Gogh stars — white, orange and

boxes Imogen lugged home from the nearby

yellow-gold.

replica

of

her

rented

Giant Tiger and liquor store. She cut out

She assured her tutors that her apartment

and glued on cardboard flaps and bent and

in its entirety would still take up only a small

stapled cardboard trusses. She painted every

corner of the gallery. If her landlord did evict

surface in painstaking, photographic detail

her, she decided, she would take shelter in her

with sable-hair brushes and acrylic paint: the

cardboard refuge.

gilded frame on a Cézanne poster, the floral
print on wrinkled bedsheets, the warped
reflections on the stainless steel kettle.
Her landlord threatened to evict her if she
got paint on any of the actual furnishings,

2.

I mogen held near and dear an image of her

though most of them looked like they

six-year-old self gleefully clutching fistfuls

had been there since the building was

of colored crayons, coaxed and nagged into

constructed.

literacy when she would much rather draw.

Her tutor asked if she was making a
postmodernist comment on Dadaism.

Her parents imposed educational spelling
bees that culminated in the challenge of her

“Umm,” said Imogen, “I'm not sure if my work

own name; she always got as far as the “g”

is really influenced by anything — at least, not

and stopped. What was that many-lettered

intentionally, anyway.”

caterpillar crawling across the page? I-m-

Her tutor rolled his eyes and replied that was

o-g—I, mog. She still signed her paintings

impossible unless Imogen had been living in a

“mog,” as if those three letters could whisk

bubble, that art by necessity must speak to the

back (abracadabra) purple mountains, blue

past as much as the future.

sunsets, and pink ponies long gone. Now,

Imogen told him she would think about it,

even the known world was disappearing. Her

and went to weep over a beer in the student

apartment, filled with cardboard reproductions

bar with her friend Andy.

of seventies furniture, was shrinking by the day.

“Why does there have to be a reason for
everything?” Imogen wailed into her pint glass.

If she didn't stop soon, there'd be no room left
to breathe.

“Why can't art just be beautiful?”
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“Cheaper to do both,” scowled Roxxy. “It's

3.

The

fifteen for the pedi.”
day Imogen absentmindedly set her

Imogen had biked past Roxxy's many times

cardboard kettle alight when she placed it

before. The sign in the window said “Mani-

on her electric stove, turned the element on

Pedi $25 Special,” but Imogen never had a

and left the kitchen, was the day she realized

spare twenty-five dollars. Besides, she had a

she had gone too far. She was on the other

good eye and steady hand and was perfectly

side of the apartment, plumping cardboard

capable of painting her own nails. She thought

cushions to make them look more inviting,

of the twenty-dollar bill she had withdrawn

when she smelled the smoke. She would

from the ATM that morning. Her balance was

have raced over were it not for the fact that

now minus $583.26 and her credit card bill was

her cardboard ceiling chose that moment

even worse.

to collapse. Imogen crawled underneath

“No, really. I'm an artist and I work with my

the ceiling and quashed the flames with an

hands,” lied Imogen. She held up her short,

aluminium saucepan.

bitten fingernails. Her fingers were peeling
the

with dried Krazy Glue and scabbed from minor

debris for her sketchbook. She ripped out a

X-Acto knife accidents. “Anyway, I just want a

fresh page and penned a letter in her best,

splash of color, a token symbol for the end of

though

an era.”

Afterwards,

still

she

searched

wayward,

through

cursive,

informing

Whom It May Concern that Imogen Sparks was

“Break-up?” said Roxxy.

preempting her tutors' warnings and fulfilling

“Uhh, kind of,” said Imogen. “We're just

her juries' predictions by dropping out of the

taking a break until I figure a few things out.”

undergraduate program in fine arts, just three
weeks before graduation.
4.

Imogen slipped the folded letter into an
envelope the hydro company had kindly
provided along with her overdue bill, pulled

No

on her windbreaker and cycled to the Dean's

Imogen all week to ask why she wasn't at school,

office. She handed the envelope to the Dean's

a hive of frantic industry as the year-end juries

secretary, fled down Portage Avenue and

approached. Imogen stayed home eating Bran

one phoned, texted, or Facebooked

turned down Osborne Street, not stopping

Flakes and Mr. N oodles surrounded by fragments

until she reached Roxxy's Nails and Spa.

of nonfunctional furniture, which made moving

Roxxy was on the phone behind the
reception desk and glared at Imogen as if she
might be a door-to-door salesperson.

around the apartment almost impossible.
She retreated to her closet to compile an
outfit befitting her new life and impeccable

“You want the mani-pedi?” snapped Roxxy.

pedicure. Unfortunately, all her clothes were

Her lips were syrup-coated cherries beneath a

faded shades of black with paint-splatters, rips,

peroxide moustache.

and missing buttons. Her wardrobe screamed,

“Actually,” said Imogen, “I was wondering if I
could just have my toenails done.”
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“I am an art student!” She decided it was best
not to get dressed at all.

Model Shown is Actual Size

On the weekend, Andy called. They had

are on a break. I'm not picking up a paintbrush

slept together, briefly, in first year. This was

again until I've figured out what to do with my

during Andy's experimental phase, when

life.”

he thought he might not be gay after all but
really bisexual. Andy painted male nudes

“But we're artists,” said Andy. “It's in our
blood. It's not something we can un-choose.”

almost exclusively but narrowly avoided being

Imogen stood in front of her closet mirror

accused of anachronism by slashing some of

and asked her naked self: Did I choose art?

his canvases, ripping staples out of others,

Why did I choose art? She wiggled her toes

and stamping them with the soles of his size

and they winked cheerfully back at her in

thirteen Doc Martens, which he wore with two

bright neon pink.

pairs of insoles.
“You haven't called all week,” said Andy.
5.

“What are you doing?”
Imogen thought of telling Andy that she was
lying naked on her green velvet couch eating

A ndy came over the next evening on his way

Smartfood, but didn't want to risk further

home from the gym. Imogen threw on her

rejection.

vintage kimono and ran downstairs to open

“Just hanging out,” she said. “Admiring my
pedicure.”
“Since when do you go for pedis?” said Andy.
“I've been trying to get us to go on a spa-date
for, like, ever.”
Andy had been the one who said, “I'm sorry
Mogs, but this just isn't working out.”
“Don't you even want to try?” Imogen had
sobbed. “You might change your mind.”

the door because the buzzer did not work.
Imogen suspected it had never worked and
was in fact a display model the landlord had
glued to the wall.
“This is ridiculous,” said Andy. “I am not
letting you quit.”
“It's too late,” said Imogen.
“You're so close to finishing,” said Andy.
“Why give up now?”

Whenever Imogen saw Andy, she looked for

“I'm sick of having to justify myself to

traces of the skinny boy with the Woody Allen

everyone,” said Imogen. “Everyone hates my

eyebrows whom she'd fallen in love with at the

work. I hate my work.”

frosh-week beer pong game. It was hard to

“Everyone goes through that,” said Andy. “I

spot him now in the tattooed gym rat who had

look at myself in the mirror some days and

become her best friend and still invited her

think: who's that fat bitch?” He pulled up his

for sleepovers. Imogen tried not to look too

Abercrombie & Fitch hoodie to reveal his

hard for traces of the past and its unfulfilled

tanned stomach, so taut you could stretch

promises. She closed her eyes and embraced

canvas on it.

the edgy yet soft-spoken present with its abs
of steel.
“It's like, two weeks before our finals and

Imogen tightened the belt on her kimono
and wished she had at least put on some
underwear. She said, “Why does everything

you're home painting your toenails,” said Andy.

have to be about you? What I'm saying is, if

“I didn't paint them,” said Imogen. “Art and I

you're not doing some kind of interdisciplinary
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performance art involving nudity and/or bodily

poet who came in at lunchtime every day and

fluids, you're nobody in the art world these

ordered the egg salad sandwich on rye. He
told her she was beautiful and asked if she'd

days.”
“Oh honey, please,” said Andy. “What art

ever considered being a model.

world? If you mean this quaint town, well, who

“No,” said Imogen.

cares? Move to Montreal with me. We'll get an

“If I were an artist, I would paint you,” said
the poet.

apartment in the Village.”
“Just look at my work,” said Imogen, gesturing

“I used to be an artist,” said Imogen.

around the room, almost knocking over her

“But I'm only a poet,” the poet continued

wineglass with her kimono sleeve. “Do you

sadly. “My words could never capture the

really think anyone is going to like it? Do you

essence of your beauty, especially your eyes.”
He made a list of metaphors for her

even like it?”
They sat in silence and surveyed the remnants

particular shade of green in his notebook,
and showed them to Imogen: sea glass,

of Imogen's artistic career.
“Oh hey,” said Andy. “Nice toenails.”
“Do you think they’re too pink?” Imogen
extended both bare feet and peered at them.
Already there was a tiny chip on the corner

emerald, clover.
“How about just saying green,” said Imogen.
“Or pink — it's such a happy color.”
“But so unsophisticated,” said the poet.

of her right pinkie toenail. Imogen decided

They went on meandering bike rides along

she would give herself as long as her pedicure

the Red River like lovers in a French art movie.

lasted to figure out a plan. If she didn't come

Imogen wore a red vintage sun dress with

up with a better solution, she would seriously

white polka dots that she found at Ragpickers

consider taking Andy up on his offer.

Antifashion Emporium.
Once, the poet braked abruptly with a squeal
of skidding tires, pitched his bike on the grassy

6.

I mogen

bank, and hastily pulled out his notebook and
pen.

spent the summer working in a

“What's wrong?” asked Imogen.

café on Arthur Street. The café was so far

“Shh,” said the poet who was sitting on the

off the beaten track that the manager in

grass, brow furrowed, notebook open to his

desperation lugged a sandwich board to

most recent unfinished poem, tentatively titled

Main Street, a block away, in the hopes of

“Portrait of I.” “Don't say anything or you'll

luring customers to the quiet enclave where
the

café

nestled

between

abandoned

scare it off.”
He had crossed out and replaced words

warehouses and ancient trees. There were

so many times that the page looked like an

never more than one or two customers in

abstract sketch by Franz Kline.

the café at once.

“It?” said Imogen. Lately she had begun

Imogen whiled away the hours sipping chai

to wonder if his resemblance to Vincent Van

lattes and wondering when she was going

Gogh was legitimate grounds for concern

to find her path in life. She started seeing a

about his sanity.
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“I had the perfect line and now it's gone,” he

with the evening breeze. She listened to the
rustling of the beaded curtains, the murmuring

muttered to himself.
Imogen lay on the grass, chewing a stalk of

of potted begonias, and the persistent creaks

clover. She watched the poet's black-rimmed

and whispers from fragments of her former

glasses descend by increments down the

art project, which she hadn't had the heart

bridge of his nose and was glad she wasn't an

to crush and consign to the recycling bin.

artist anymore.

She studied their lumpy silhouettes amongst

Afterwards, they went back to Imogen's

those of her landlord's mismatched furniture

apartment, drank wine, and listened to

and tried to guess which was which. Success

Górecki's Third Symphony.

was not being able to tell them apart. Not

“Don't you get hot in here?” complained

that it mattered now that her creations would

the poet. “You should recycle some of that

never be put on display. They would be

cardboard; it’s blocking the airflow.”

spared the scrutiny of unforgiving eyes: the

He lived in a shared house where there was

shifty, leering gaze of art critics; the mocking,

always cat hair on the couch and a jazz jam in

sidewise glance of peers; the bored disdain

the basement. Imogen had visited once and

of her tutors.

told him she was allergic to cats and jazz.
“Then take off your shirt,” suggested Imogen.

Imogen wasn't the only one who felt relieved.
The

cardboard

toaster

oven

muttered,

begrudgingly, that at least its painted buttons

“That's what I do.”
“It's alright for you,” said the poet, with

would never be pressed, its painted bagel

longing. He was pale and narrow-chested with

never criticized for being underdone. The

hairy shoulders and a beginning stoop.

cardboard closet admitted it was probably

Whenever they were in bed together, he

for the best; it would never be embarrassed

insisted on turning all the lights off. Imogen

by the discovery, on opening its cardboard

listened to the poet's breathing grow short

doors, that it hid no cardboard skeletons. Only

and urgent, like a pig snuffling around in its

the painted picture frames grumbled at being

feeding trough. She kept her sundress on.

denied their moment of glory on opening night,

What was the good of not looking when you

without which their existence felt somewhat

knew what was there?

meaningless.
Their voices rose each time a breeze swept
through. Imogen rolled onto her stomach and
7.

put her fingers in her ears. She lay still until
the silence in her head expanded to fill the

I mogen told the poet she wanted to be alone,

entire room, engulfing everything in its path,

free to wander naked around her apartment

flowing outwards through the open windows

without the presence of an objectifying eye.

into a bottomless sky. She felt as though she

In the evenings, she lay silently in the dark

had finally escaped the outside world and was

with the windows wide open and relished her

lying in the cradle of a cosmic womb, waiting

secret nakedness. All around her, stray pieces

to be reborn.

of cardboard and tottering follies swayed
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8.

A ndy was having his first solo show at Zsa Zsa
Gallery in Chinatown, opposite the all-night

pulling Marco closer. “We're going to start a
band and I'm going to be his go-go dancer.”
“OK, but seriously,” said Imogen. “How do
you make a living?”

restaurant where the cops line up for dim

“You're just jealous,” said Andy. “Wouldn't

sum on a break in their night shift. Andy had

we all like to get paid to lie around naked,

asked the model he’d used for his paintings to

looking beautiful? Marco has an artistic soul.

lounge naked in the gallery on opening night,

He's just taking some time out, figuring out a

recreating the compositions in a live tableau.

few things, living in the moment. He's going to

Imogen wore her kimono over a black lace
minidress and tried to avoid former classmates.
When cornered, she told them she was resting
on doctor's orders after contracting tendonitis
from too much painting.
After the guests left, Imogen and the model
helped clear the empty beer bottles and
cigarette butts off the sidewalk in front of the

come with me to Montreal.”
Montreal. Hadn't it been their plan — Andy
and Imogen, best friends for life?
“Well, thanks for telling me,” said Imogen.
She hated how her voice sounded: shrill,
whiney.
“Anyway,” said Andy, “I'm telling you now.
You can come crash on our couch anytime.”

gallery. Andy invited them to share the last of

Marco's face was hidden, nestled against

the wine on the roof of the building, accessed

Andy's shoulder. Occasionally, puffs of smoke

via the second floor washroom through a door

rose from below Andy's right earlobe as if his

marked with graffiti that read: What happens

biker jacket was on fire.

in Vegas stays in Vegas.
They sat on the black tarred rooftop, dangled
their legs over the eavestrough and shared
an enormous Cuban cigar that the model
produced from the pocket of his distressed
jeans.

“Thanks,” said Imogen, “but I don't know
when I'll have the time. It's going to get really
busy with my show coming up and everything.”
“What show?” said Andy.
Even Marco looked up, cigar arrested
between slim fingers, pale blue eyes framed

“Cheers,” said Andy, raising his red plastic

by curls of shocking black hair. Imogen had

beer cup. “To Marco, the star of the show.” He

to admit they were a good-looking couple,

wrapped an arm around the model's waist.

straight out of a Guess ad.

“Nice job,” said Imogen. She wasn't sure

“My work's just been sitting at home for

whom she should be complimenting. “So,

months and I need to get it off my back. Finish

Marco, what do you do when you're not

that chapter. Find closure, I suppose.”

modelling?”
Marco half-turned his Grecian profile and
exhaled an aromatic grey cloud.
“I like to sing,” he said. “Play some guitar, like
Mexican rock-and-roll, you know?”
“Not really,” said Imogen.
“He's got a beautiful voice,” interrupted Andy,
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“That's awesome, Mogs,” said Andy. His
smile was wide, genuine, having dropped the
studied cool he'd spent the better part of his
university years cultivating. “When's opening
night?”
“Oh, you'll be in Montreal by then,” said
Imogen vaguely. The evening air was nipping

Model Shown is Actual Size

at the hem of her lace dress and she rubbed

As her body of work grew, her apartment

her arms through the thin silk sleeves of her

shrank proportionally. Even the cardboard
walls seemed to take up more space than

kimono.
“We haven't booked our bus tickets yet,”

Imogen had imagined a two-dimensional

Andy persisted. “We'd love to be there. Let me

plane could possibly occupy. She made flyers

know if there's anything we can do.”

with the date, time, address, and title: “Not-

Imogen felt herself melt a little in spite of the

So-Obscure Objects of Desire.” She pinned

coolness of the September evening. Soon it

the flyers to notice boards in galleries, second-

would be fall again, the first autumn in memory

hand bookstores, even the Giant Tiger.

that she wasn't in school.
“I'll let you know if I need any help,” she said.

On opening night, Andy and Marco helped
Imogen put the final touches to the apartment.

“It's going to be really small. Like, really small.”

Marco had brought flowers and Imogen

She had drunk too much and the sight of

explained, apologetically, that she'd have to

her bare legs dangling over the edge of the

leave them in the dingy downstairs vestibule;

roof above the car park, deserted but for a

every object on display needed its cardboard

lone police car, was making her dizzy. She took

counterpart.

another gulp from the red plastic cup.

unfinished, but Andy said it didn't matter as it

“Actually, I was thinking of having it in my

Many

of

the

pieces

were

was a comment on the creative process. Andy
and Marco went to the liquor store, promising

apartment.”

to return before the guests arrived.
Though it was early October, the city was in the
9.

I mogen resumed work on her abandoned final

grip of an unusually protracted Indian summer.
The apartment was warm as a toaster oven and
Imogen was sweating in her black sleeveless

year project hesitantly at first. Was it really such

tunic, opaque pantyhose, and ballet flats. (“We're

a good idea to follow through on a drunken

Andy Warhol and Edie Sedgwick!” Andy had

whim blurted out in pride and jealousy? The

exclaimed, enfolding her in a boney hug, and it

first time she picked up her paintbrushes,

was almost as though nothing had changed.)

their slim wooden handles felt as awkward

Imogen collapsed onto her couch and kicked

as chopsticks between her fingers. But as the

off her shoes. This is the worst idea ever, she

paint flowed and the colors on her palette ran

thought. No one's going to come. Everyone's

and merged into each other, becoming new,

going to hate this show.

the distinctions between model and sculpture,

She jumped up, ran to the front door, and

artist and creation, began to dissolve. Imogen

drew the bolt across. She turned out all the

put aside her paintbrushes and used her

lights and sat down again in the dark. If she

fingers to smear, stroke, and mold patterns of

didn't make a noise, perhaps people would

color and light directly onto cardboard. She

think the show was cancelled and there was no

felt like a mermaid, disguised as a girl, whose

one home.

legs had turned back into fins and a tail as
soon as they touched water.

With the lights out, it felt slightly cooler,
but Imogen tore off her tunic and hurled it
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in a crumpled ball onto the replica couch.

Imogen didn't recognise. Had the landlord

The cardboard swayed and groaned under

finally installed a new, working model? It must

the force of the impact. Imogen peeled off

be the neighbor's.

her pantyhose and underwear and flung

Imogen kept looking at her toes. How much

those on top of the tunic. Then she threw

longer would the nail polish last? Another

herself down on her green velvet couch and

day? week? month? Each time she had tried

curled into a ball. She wished she was having

to guess, she had been wrong. The nail polish

a quiet night at home, eating Mr. Noodles

had exceeded all her expectations. Perhaps

and watching old episodes of Will and Grace

it would last forever. It's not too late, thought

on Youtube. She wished Andy wasn't moving

Imogen.

to Montreal. She wished she had loved the

The buzzer rang again, accompanied by

poet, even a little. In truth he had bored

thumping on the downstairs door. Voices

and saddened her: his love of limericks, his

floated up from the street. The bleating was

adulation of Irving Layton that amounted to

clearly happening inside her apartment, and

plagiarism, his belief that Andy Warhol was

it was definitely coming from that small, wall-

the American equivalent of Pablo Picasso,

mounted plastic speaker — or was it the

his preference of Wagner over Brahms, his

cardboard one right beside it?

not being a true artist.

Imogen rose and reached for her trusty

Imogen would have cried if she could.

kimono. Knotting the sash tightly at her waist,

When she tired of squeezing her eyes shut

she unlocked her front door and opened it.

as tightly as possible, rocking from side to

The cooler air from the corridor stirred the

side and whimpering, she sat on the edge of

kimono's silky folds, and Imogen's skin tingled

her couch with her head in her hands. From

expectantly.

behind the painted windows, through a gap

Before she turned on the lights, she

between cardboard wall and window frame,

glanced behind her once more. There was her

a streetlamp's electric moonlight seeped

apartment and its shadowy contents arranged

into the room, a pale blue trickle flowing to

two-by-two, everything appearing twice as if

Imogen's feet. For the past month, Imogen

with a long lost twin. Though overstuffed and

had barely any time to look in a mirror.

impractical, the place felt cozy and complete

Her body had followed her around and

as it never had before. Then Imogen caught

sometimes helped, mostly got in the way of

her breath, for in the darkened doorway to the

the merciless countdown to opening night.

bathroom, where the light from the corridor

Cautiously, she dipped her feet in moonlight

did not reach, she glimpsed a dim silhouette.

and wiggled her toes. Only one of them

When she raised her hand to the light switch,

winked back: on the outermost tip of her left

the figure did not move. Imogen looked down

big toe was a crescent-shaped scrap of pink

at her bare feet, sticky against the linoleum

pigment. It seemed impossible, but it was

tiles. She knew that the moment she flicked

there.

on the light switch, that other Imogen would

The buzzer rang. An urgent, bleating sound
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be gone.



R embrandt G oes M ad at the MOMA
Somehow, because of
A scientific discovery
Or some rip in the fabric
Of time, or maybe,
Hawking added a number wrong,
Rembrandt showed up
In our contemporary time.
And someone recognized him
From his many self-portraits
And thought it would be nice
To take him down to
The Museum of Modern Art to
See the Picasso exhibit.
There the old Dutch master
Fell to his knees, wailing,
Where is the light?
Where is the light?

K. S. Hardy
Rembrandt, Self-Portrait, 1630.

Fall 2015 • Issue No. 19 | 109

FEATURE

The Wait of A riadne
Renée Thorne
While Titian captures the glorious overlay of time, Morgan depicts the long moment in between.

I

worried that first night that I would not

“I would like it to be finished,” she cried. “Can’t

wake up to her cries. I attuned my ears to

you give me something so that it will be finished?”

the slightest noise from the baby monitor,

I glanced away, trying to find an answer to her

waking several times to the sound of a cough or

her heavy breathing coming over the crackling

question.
“I have nothing like that to give you”.

speaker. The monitor’s green blinking light cast a

She opened her eyes to look at me intently.

dim glow across the room, and with each sound,

“If you won’t give me anything, then I will throw

I opened my eyes and waited.
Finally, at two in the morning it came, a long shrill

myself off the balcony. Why are you even here?”
she demanded. “You can’t do anything for me.”

“Woohoo, woooohooo,” that I could not have slept

I sat helplessly with the useless pink pill in my

through if I tried. I stumbled out of bed and into the

hand. I had been warned that Madame Leidel

hall, squinting as I reached her brightly lit bedroom

was, in her daughter’s words, “a bit of a battle-

where she refused to sleep in the dark. Waiting for

axe,” but I had not imagined threats of suicide.

me, her wrinkled eyes fixed pensively on the door,

I e-mailed her daughter later that night in

the oxygen machine gasped and heaved beside

Arizona to ask if I should be worried. I had no

her.

caretaking experience and had stumbled into

“I’m very bad,” she began. “Isn’t there anything
you can give me?”
I picked up a small pink sleeping pill from the
table beside her. “This will help you sleep.”

the job in a desperate attempt to move to
Switzerland, a country that I had long wanted to
call home, but whose immigration laws did not
welcome a young and penniless American.

She leaned forward to look closely at the pill

The next morning I found an e-mail apologizing

between my fingers, but did not move to take it.

for her mother’s behavior. “Unfortunately, Mom

“It’s very small. Do you really think it will help?”

says very often that she wants to end her life. It is a

“Yes, you will feel better soon.” I held it out to

usual thing for her to say,” the daughter explained.

her with a glass of water.

She was right. At ninety-two, Madame Leidel’s

She ignored me and closed her eyes. “I’m very

body carried forward while her spirit begged to

bad,” she repeated, and then pressing her head

be released. It was a conversation we would have

back against the pillow, she began to weep, a

almost daily. Sometimes in the middle of the

tearless angry wail.

night, sometimes in the early morning.
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Titian, Bacchus and Ariadne, 1520-3.

She would ask, “Why am I here? Why does

breasts so that a rash would not form. It took

it go on and on? I would like it to be finished.”

all her strength to stand as they tore away her

I had few answers for her, and I began to

soaked through diaper and the suffocating

wonder the same as I watched her go in and

smell of urine filled the room.

out of hospitals that she hated, only to return

Many of the nurses were patient and gentle;

home weaker and unhappier than before but

others pushed and prodded her with the

always just strong enough to keep on living. She

determination to get a job done until she lashed

complained of nausea and a dizziness that left

out at them in fury and demanded to be left

her head spinning even while she was lying still

alone, but it was an authority she no longer had.

in bed. But more than anything, it was her fear

“I hope it isn’t a man today,” she told me as we

of being awake and alone that kept her calling

heard a car door slam. “I don’t like it when it is a

me through the night. As the weeks wore on, her

man.”

voice grew weaker, and I slept with my bedroom
door open in order to hear her cries.

I went to the window and saw a girl in her
early twenties with hoop earrings and skin

Each morning a different nurse arrived to

tight jeans, her head bent down as she texted

Madame Leidel’s home to dress and wash

on her phone and walked blindly toward the

her, passing a warm rag over the fragile skin

house.

and putting baby powder under her sagging

“Don’t worry,” I said. “It’s not a man today.”
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I showed the girl to the bedroom and

she reaches for what is lost, her head is turned

watched Madame Leidel’s brow furrow with

in surprise to the ensemble of Bacchus arriving

concern as the stranger approached her, and

behind her. The god wears a crown of vines, and

I quietly left the room.

a rose colored robe flies up behind him as he

I had never before witnessed the extremity

sweeps down from a chariot drawn by two regal

of old age, but I had often winced when I

cheetahs. He is followed by women playing

remembered the vulnerability of own childhood.

tambourines and cymbals, a satyr struggling

I used to think of my birth with a certain horror,

under the weight of a cask of wine and a child

my small wailing body, perhaps already sensing

dragging the head of a slaughtered calf which

my exposure as I was passed into my father’s

will soon be their feast. It is a whirl of life and

arms. The imagined memory used to torment me

motion and color, descending like a wave upon

because there was nothing I could do about it.

Ariadne’s grief.

The helplessness of infancy awaited me. I would

Her hand reaching for her lover seems to touch

be held by arms that I did not want to hold me;

an invisible wall that cuts through the center of

my body would be washed by hands that later I

the painting; the cheetahs face each other as

would not trust. It would be years before I found

if in a looking glass and the twist of Ariadne’s

the shelter that one day I would go searching for.

robes reflect the turning body of one of the

I found it in people, in places, and mountains that

revelers. Far above the sea, where Theseus’ ship

enveloped me, but I continued to be troubled

has set sail, one can already see a constellation

that at the moment of my birth, I was alone.

of stars in the early morning sky, representing

I was in college when I discovered a painting

the crown Bacchus will give to Ariadne as his

by Titian in the pages of my art history textbook

bride. The painting is divided in a kind of mirror

that recast the memory of my birth in a different

between two moments, Ariadne’s simultaneous

light. I would return to the image often in my

abandonment and rescue. Past and future merge

efforts to understand the abandonment of

into the present, time compressed until her joy

childhood, and later, as the weeks with Madame

and sorrow are one.

Leidel dragged on, the desolation of old age.

I had five hours of freedom each day during

The painting depicts the moment of Ariadne’s

which I could leave Madame Leidel’s home. The

desertion by Theseus. After having just aided

moment I set foot outside, I entered another

him in an escape from the Minotaur’s labyrinth,

world, out beyond the dark heaviness of the

Ariadne eloped with Theseus to the island of

ornately decorated house, layered with rugs

Naxos. There, he abandoned her in the night.

and copious golden trinkets, and into the crisp

In one version of the myth, we are told that

air of a clear winter afternoon where the white

Ariadne hung herself upon discovering that

Alps framed a blue horizon. I often wondered

she was left behind, but this painting depicts

how Madame Leidel’s view of life remained so

another outcome. She has just awoken to find

untouched by the panorama outside her window.

her lover gone. With one hand she gathers up

When she talked about her longing for death, I

her robes around her, while with the other she

wanted to throw back the thick curtains to show

reaches toward the sea where the sails of his

her the mountains beginning to turn gold with

ship are disappearing into the dawn. Yet even as

the dawn, but the moment the brightness of the
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sun broke over the jagged peaks, she demanded

was bordered by the strength of mountains. In

for the curtains to be pulled tighter so that the

the scope of that sweeping geography, I felt the

light would not hurt her eyes.

insignificance of the separation of time.

Long before I found the job as a caretaker,

There were many hours that I could not fall

these were mountains I clung to. My great-

back asleep after being awoken by one of

grandfather was born in Switzerland and

Madame Leidel’s calls, and then I would lie

immigrated to America when he was fourteen.

in bed at the bottom of the house and think

My mother inherited a love for the country, and

about the Alps glowing blue in the night and

my own childish bias for the place came from

the surrounding mountains that sloped down to

the gifts that she brought back from it. From

the water, the hillsides scattered with the lights

deep within her suitcase, she pulled out a royal

of warm chalets. It was a wonder to me that two

blue Alpine dress with a trim of embroidered

such contrasting worlds could exist, one within

Edelweiss and a bright green marzipan frog

the other: a house weighed down by a longing

that wore a tilted golden crown.

for death, and outside, the starry expanse of a

My childhood impressions of the country were

sheltering sky.

a faded memory by the time I first boarded a

Madame Leidel lived in a three-story home,

plane for Switzerland. I was twenty-one and

but it had been years since she left the second

already asking the question that Madame Leidel

floor. On days when she felt strong, she gripped

now asked me more than a decade later. Why did

her walker with trembling hands and shuffled

life go on and on?

from her bedroom to a small salon where the

My mother’s death when I was seven set me

television could serve as background noise for

in a freefall; my last sense of security was taken.

her thoughts. The upstairs office, which had

The body I had been born from was broken, and I

belonged to her husband, remained locked.

feared my father’s intrusive attempts at intimacy. I

Everything was left as it had been on the day

retracted from his touch as if from a burn.

of his death.

“What’s wrong?” he asked. “I’m your father.

I slept downstairs in a basement bedroom

It’s not like I didn’t change your diapers. I’ve

with a window that did not open. Like the rest of

seen it all before.”

the house, the walls were crowded with reprints

The betrayal of my birth seemed to intensify

of paintings. There were heavy blue curtains and

with time so that at the threshold of early

a matching shag bedspread made of synthetic

adulthood, I felt inexplicably old. Deep in a

material. Behind the bed, a large fake plant

depression that I did not even recognize, I left

protruded from a pot, its leaves turning grey

my hometown in California and traveled to

with dust. The room smelled like a closet that

Switzerland for a year to work and study abroad.

had not been opened for years.

I will never forget my first sight of the Alps from

I did not have many items to furnish the already

the plane window. I lifted the thin plastic shade

full room, but I tucked one faded photograph

and saw the moon suspended in a lavender

into the corner of a gold frame. It was a photo

sky above a sea of rippled pink clouds and the

of a little boy standing on the limestone shores

snowcapped peaks breaking through. Here was

of Asygarth Falls, England. During years of heavy

a landscape where I was held, but unbound. I

rainfall, water rushes over the plates of rock in
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Evelyn de Morgan, Ariadne in Naxos, 1877.

white torrents, making nearly a one-mile descent

when he later sent it to me in the folds of a letter,

into the village below, but at the moment the

but the picture came to take on an unexpected

photograph was taken, it is summer, and the

significance to me. It evoked a deeper reality

serious face of a child looks out to where the water

than my memory could provide. The night that I

has receded into dark still pools. He is wearing a

was born in a little green house in the woods of

pair of blue shorts and small canvas shoes with

California, the sun was also rising over England

no socks. His skin is white with the brightness of

where the friendship of a little boy was already

the sun and the outline of his tummy sticks out

waiting, coming toward me in time at the moment

above his thin legs. Even from afar, you can see

of birth, or perhaps already there. It was part of

the roundness of his cheeks and a head of thick

the reality that I was joining.

blonde hair. On the back of the photograph is

“Why am I here? Why does life go on and on?”

scrawled the date: 1982. It is the year I was born.

Madame Leidel asked again. “I don’t know,” I

It is a photograph of one of my closest

said weakly. “How can we know?” But even as

friends who I got to know during my first stay

I spoke I thought of the mountains outside her

in Switzerland. He was a young man when we

window that stood as a shelter over my life long

met, over twenty years after the photograph was

before I felt their shadow and the existence of a

taken. Kevin hadn’t thought much of the photo

child whom I would come to love as a young man.
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Were these realities enough to stay for? What

of regret seemed to remain. What was there

about when they were no longer in one’s future,

left to wait for?

but in one’s past? Did their presence somehow
remain, always overflowing toward us in time?

Somewhere someone is traveling furiously
toward you, John Ashbery writes in his poem
entitled “North Farm.” At incredible speed,
traveling day and night,/Through blizzards and
desert heat, across torrents, through narrow
passes, and in his words I feel the rush of Bacchus
nearing the shore where Ariadne waits. But will
he know where to find you,/Recognize you when he
sees you,/ Give you the thing he has for you?

Hardly anything grows here, Ashbery continues,
Yet the granaries are bursting with meal,/The sacks
of meal piled to the rafters./The streams run with
sweetness, fattening fish;/Birds darken the sky. Is
it enough/ That the dish of milk is set out at night,/
That we think of him sometimes,/Sometimes and
always, with mixed feelings?
I only lasted three months at the job, and then

I fled from it with the same fervor with which I
had once left my childhood. The other caretaker
warned me not to tell Madame Leidel that I

I often wondered if Ariadne felt ambivalent

was leaving for fear that it might bring a fresh

to Bacchus’ arrival. With the life she had hoped

onslaught of anxiety. “Do say goodbye, but

for receding into the distance, did she have

just tell her that you are going for an afternoon

any strength for joy at the sight of a drunken

walk,” she said. Madame Leidel was in bed and

celebration coming toward her? There is

fast asleep with her tray of unfinished tea and

another painting by Evelyn de Morgan that

cookies lopsided on her lap when I touched her

depicts Ariadne after her desertion and before

arm to tell her I was going. She was startled by

Bacchus’ arrival. While Titian captures the

my presence and bewildered to be woken up.

glorious overlay of time, Morgan depicts the

Her wrinkled hand was soft and warm as I took it

long moment in between. Spent by weeping,

in mine and told her I was going for a walk.

Ariadne’s eyes are now dry. She is no longer

“You will come back, won’t you?” she asked,

reaching for anyone. She sits on the barren

the anxiety rising in her voice. “Yes,” I said. “Of

ground with her back to the sea, slouched

course.”

forward, her eyes vacant with despair. It is hard

Her small sunken eyes looked at me intently,

to imagine the welcome Bacchus would have

unsure of my words. “Please come back,” she

received.

repeated.

As Madame Leidel’s own despair fell into

“I will,” I said.

silence, she ceased to ask questions and

Now a country away, sometimes I still sit up in

stared blankly at the faded and curling photos

the night and think I hear her call before I wake

of her grown children that she had taped onto

up enough to realize I am alone. I lay back in the

the wall. One daughter lived a continent away,

dark and wonder: what is the secret abundance

and her son, who lived only a few miles from

of old age? Who is traveling, even now, toward

the house, refused to speak to her. There were

Madame Leidel as I continue to travel away?

more photos of him than anyone else. She often

Who is the rider, the bearer of a strange gift,

told me that she had made many mistakes in

somehow reminiscent of the black-hooded

her life, but her thoughts were too fragmented

figure we fear? When does Bacchus, the god of

to remember what they were and only the pain

harvest and wine, finally descend?
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COLUMN
Art

and

Spiritual Self-Inquiry
Leslie Ihde is a psychotherapist, artist, and spiritual teacher. As
an adolescent, she attended just three Quaker meetings, but
they made a lasting impression on her. Too young to drive and
unable to persuade her mother to drive her to the meetings
regularly, she did not encounter another rich spiritual influence
until college. There she met a mystic who was to become her
mentor for some thirty years. Leslie offers guided spiritual
self-inquiry, drawing inspiration from the Quaker meeting, Zen
Buddhism, Socratic philosophy, and mysticism. She lives with
her husband and their golden retriever in upstate New York.
■ spiritualself-inquiry.com

Basho’s Fault
Leslie Ihde
Basho’s genius was his clarity, brevity, and piercing
insight into what in the plethora of experience was
the jewel to pluck.

I

n the seventeenth century, the Japanese

Basho’s spiritual practice as well as his craft.

poet Basho wrote The Narrow Road

All of us are familiar with haiku, perhaps

to the Deep North, a travelogue about

having written our first such poem in grade

his five-month-long journey through Japan’s

school using the familiar syllable count of 5-7-5.

remote northeastern region. Basho’s journey

Basho’s most famous haiku is:

was a profoundly contemplative pilgrimage; he
experienced hunger and cold while feasting on

The old pond;

beauty and the sublime. The poetry in this work,

A frog jumps in:

considered one of the great texts of classical

Sound of water. 1

Japanese literature, included tanka, a five-lined
poem that predated haiku. The first to combine

In this poem, the jump of the frog and the

prose with tanka, Basho wrote from the deep

sound of the water are simultaneous. Since it is

presence of Stillness. This Stillness is the Emptiness

the frog jumping into the water that creates the

of the mystic. A lay Buddhist, poetry writing was

sound, why does Basho say it is the sound of the
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water? Because frog and water and the mind
of the listener are not separate. In these few,
simple lines, Basho deftly indicates a mystical
level of awareness and invites the reader to
experience the same.
Seemingly as far from the modern day as a
contemplative poet can be, Basho is one of my
mentors. By writing tanka and then tanka prose,
I found my voice with this ancient, Spartan form.
In particular, I am drawn to minimalist tanka,
painting a picture with my palette of five lines.
Here I speak of nature and the voice it arouses
in me:
recognizing
its image
in mountains
the soul soars
octaves above
Or, with five lines, revealing the essence of
relationships many years long:

Hokusai, Portrait of Matsuo Basho, 18th century.

as succinctly as possible. I encourage them to
write a journey to their own interior, juxtaposing

my sister

prose with short tanka. The tanka hits the point

adopted the doll

home in a staccato of sharp images, sometimes

I neglected

contrasting, sometimes amplifying the prose.

will we argue when it’s time
to take care of mom?

The modern English language haiku writer
usually doesn’t count syllables, nor does the
tanka writer. It is also customary to leave out
punctuations and capitalization. While haiku

and:

only gives the writer three lines, tanka allows
call me flash

for five. If you were to count syllables, the tanka

my brother said

poem would be 5-7-5-7-7. Two additional lines

zooming past me at 5

allow for more personal remarks than the haiku.

on the phone he tells me
that his wife left him

Tanka predates haiku by hundreds of years,
evolving from short songs. Communicative
forms of tanka writing evolved in the form of

As a teacher, I find the brevity of the form

notes passed back and forth between members

valuable as a challenge to my students. They

of the court. They were obscure enough to

are pressed to relate the truths they discover

fool the messengers while sharp enough to
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Matsuo Basho, 1688.

communicate the vicissitudes of love affairs.

verse, like art, seems an ample foil against

Later tanka parties developed. I have held some

the imminent darkness of death. How that

of my own with my poetry writing students. A

darkness pales in the face of such brilliant

five-lined poem begins the conversation, and

words! His prose alludes to friendships that

passing a notebook, we write responsive tanka,

span centuries, like mine with him. Admiringly,

circulating the notebook between us. Sometimes

I share his contemplations and imagine misty

for fun and ceremony we don antique kimonos

Japanese mountains. My mind, too, seeks

and sip sake.

truth as my weary body resists sleep.

Basho’s genius was his clarity, brevity, and

There is one description in particular that leaves

piercing insight into what in the plethora of

the modern reader in anguish and points, perhaps,

experience was the jewel to pluck. In The

to a failing in the sublimity of Basho’s love of

Narrow Road to the Deep North, we are

nature and beauty. In an earlier travel journal, The

as haunted as he is by the briefness of his

Records of a Weather Exposed Skeleton, Basho

remaining time on earth. We share with him

describes coming upon an abandoned child. Here

his pleasure at the beauty of nature and his

his words describe the scene:

comradeship with contemporaneous poets as
well as with those who left their traces with

As I was plodding along the River Fuji, I saw a

brief verses. Coming upon a scene a poet

small child, hardly three years of age, crying

spoke of years before, Basho adds his own

pitifully on the bank, obviously abandoned

as if continuing a conversation. In his hands,

by his parents. They must have thought this

118 | Still Point Arts Quarterly

Basho’s Fault

child was unable to ride through the stormy

Still alive

waters of life which run as wild as the rapid

At the journey’s end:

river itself, and that he was destined to have

A late autumn eve.3

a life even shorter than that of the morning
dew. The child looked to me as fragile as

In this haiku I find a sense of mystery, wonder

the flowers of bush-clover that scatter at

and gratitude. There is no feeling of entitlement;

the slightest stir of the autumn wind, and it

only wonder. The poet greets his journey, and

was so pitiful that I gave him what little food

finally, the late days of his life, with awe. How

I had with me.

does his sense of awe cast light on his attitude
toward the lost child? What is Basho’s fault? It

The ancient poet

is hard to understand him correctly as we gaze

Who pitied monkeys for their cries,

back through the centuries. His was a time of

What would he say, if he saw

frequent violence. Tragedy was commonplace.
Reading his surprise, still alive at the journey’s

This child crying in the autumn wind? How

end, we sense that he found his life to be an

is it indeed that this child has been reduced

unexpected, and perhaps unearned jewel. He

to this state of utter misery? Is it because

seems to suggest that we don’t suffer because

of his mother who ignored him, or because

we deserve to suffer nor experience joy because

of his father who abandoned him? Alas, it

we earn it. Is it the stillness from which we

seems to me that this child’s undeserved

emerge, in joy or sorrow, that arouses Basho’s

suffering has been caused by something

awe? If so, it is also the Stillness that we are.

far greater and more massive-by what one
might call the irresistible will of heaven. If

holding tight

it is so, child, you must raise your voice to

to the stick you offer

heaven, and I must pass on, leaving you

I see now

behind.

it is attached

2

This child’s cries now haunt us more than three



to Nothing

hundred years after Basho met him. It is hard not
to rage against the poet whose observations
seem merely aesthetic against the backdrop of
an apparent moral fault. Could this poet be the
man who fathomed the Oneness of all things in
the sound of water? What is the ‘irresistible will
of heaven’ such that Basho, a man, can’t swoop
up this child and bring him to shelter with some
peasant family? Why must he pass on, advising
the child to raise his voice to heaven against his
undeserved suffering?

Stewart Walker Holmes and Chimyo Horioka.
Zen Art for Meditation. C.E. Tuttle: Rutland,
Vermont, 1973.
1

Matsuo, Basho, The Narrow Road to the Deep
North, and Other Travel Sketches. Translated
and introduced by Nobuyuki Yuasa. Penguin:
Harmondsworth, 1966.
2

3

Holmes and Horioka.

My favorite poem by Basho is the following:
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Gary Engle

Photographer
I

have lived along the south shore of Lake Erie for forty years, the last twenty in a suburb of

Cleveland that abuts the Cleveland Metroparks Rocky River Reservation. From my back yard I can
step down to Coe Creek and follow its soggy path for a quarter mile to the river itself. The Rocky
River Reservation runs for thirteen miles through layers of clay, shale, and gray sandstone from the
river’s mouth in Lake Erie to a tumbling waterfall in Berea, Ohio. Beyond that, the park becomes the
Mill Stream Run Reservation, another part of the countywide parks system locals call the Emerald
Necklace. • The level of the river changes dramatically during late winter thaws, soaking spring rains,
and summer thunderstorms. But in all seasons, if one is patient, it is possible to walk those thirteen
miles in the river itself. When the river is high, bridle paths and hiking trails offer alternate routes
through the dense deciduous forest. • The Rocky River, my home, is a photographer’s paradise. Over
the years, I have covered these thirteen miles in small increments more times than I can remember.
A typical excursion for me is a three- or four-hour walk during which I might take five or six shots. Early
on I carried a Toyo 4x5, then graduated to a vintage Deardorff 8x10. Camera, tripod, film carriers,
and lenses together weigh forty pounds or more, so I carry an Amish oak cattle prod as a walking
staff to help with balance in the rough terrain. I walk in the morning or late afternoon when light is
flattering. Around the summer solstice when light is most abundant, I walk at midday when the cover
is thickest, the shadows deepest, and the effects most dramatic. High water in the river is a light
caramel color, heavy with silt. It reflects nothing of the sky but clears quickly as the level falls. Then
it becomes what Thoreau, in Walden, calls skywater. Low water is generally a pale yellowish green
and so transparent that sluggish carp and weary steelhead are perfectly visible in the pools and
currents. The bed is variously gravel, tumbled boulders, fractured sandstone, or delicate mosaics
of shale. In season, algae soften the contours of the riverbed. And then, of course, there is the long
season of ice, from sheets as fine as mica to great slabs riding up the backs of other great slabs in
the current at the river’s mouth. It is never easy walking. • When tired, I can find a fallen tree to sit
on. They are everywhere in the woods. If one sits quietly enough, one begins to notice that a dying
tree teems with life. Both flora and fauna congregate there, from the tiniest insects transforming the
wood into a spongy hummus, to the whitetail deer that browse on the wild flowers springing from the
moss underfoot. A fallen tree is the scene of a feeding frenzy — fungus, insects, worms, birds, snakes,
voles, mice, squirrels, raptors — all dining in succession on the tree and each other. At night, raccoon,
opossum, and coyote continue the feasting. • One thing I’ve learned by photographing this area
is that leaves are always translucent. They can be almost opaque when plump with moisture and
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Rocky River Basin
To witness
the marvels
of nature
requires an
attentive eye.

The Doe Slept Here

green with chlorophyll, but by fall they become thin, veiny, even lacy with only their ribs
impeding the passage of light. The vast majority of Cleveland’s trees are deciduous,
and the variety is unrivaled, meaning the shapes and colors of leaves seem infinitely
varied. And the colors are in constant change, from the first lime-green buds of April to
the last tan oak leaves clinging to bare limbs in January. Every variety has its distinctive
palette throughout the seasons. Light is constantly being filtered and colored by foliage
through most of the year. And if that isn’t enough variety, the foliage, for the most part,
is in steady, delicate motion. To the black and white photographer, this means the tonal
range in a landscape can be so subtle that edges often blur. • To witness the marvel
of nature and to capture moments of it in photographs requires an attentive eye and
an attentive spirit.
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Sky Water

Apart in the Whole
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Easy Breezy

Deconstruction of My Heart
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Metzker-esque

Water Sketch
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Rocky River Basin

Enter Here
X's and O's

Duckweed
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Gary Engle

Late April
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Rocky River Basin

Here Touches There

Walk on Water
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Gary Engle

Time to Reflect

The Question
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Rocky River Basin

Warm Ice

Clef
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Color Bars
Daniel Buccieri
Just a few months after he painted Bedroom at Arles, amidst all of the turmoil with Gauguin, Van Gogh
sought the solace of a prostitute named Rachel, sliced off pieces of his left ear, wrapped them in a towel,
and handed the macabre package to her. Gauguin later found him at home, unconscious, his red head
now crimson, blood saturating the pillow.

Vincent van Gogh, The Bedroom, 1889.
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W

I

lived alone I sometimes

for it, I hung it up on my apartment walls.

had solitary painting parties

Most paintings ended up on my apartment

on sporadic Saturday nights. I

walls.

hen

turned off the cell phone to the outside world,

Vincent Van Gogh hung his paintings on

bought a bottle of cheap red wine — because

his bedroom walls. Van Gogh painted his

I really did not know anything about wine

bedroom in the French town of Arles three

back then — and shut myself in. My only table

times. Its walls are a pale blue. A blue drained

covered in newspaper became the easel, and

of its vigor. The strokes seem to slide down the

I surrounded my blank canvas with distressed

walls like drops of rain down a window on a

brushes and squeezed and contorted tubes

lonely, rainy, Saturday spent indoors. Like tears.

of oil paint. I grabbed a photograph out of

This painting lacks the shining yellows, beating

a shoebox or an old album and it became

reds, and swirling strokes of his other paintings

my spontaneous motif. I removed the cork

from his time in Arles —consider The Starry

from the wine bottle and filled a white coffee

Night or The Night Café. The warped wooden

mug — because I did not have wine glasses

bedroom floor, green in the grooves, stretches

back then — and dipped the brush into the

out at an uncomfortable decline. It creates an

paint mixed on the newspaper and began to

uneasy slant, seeming to empty the contents

spread it across the canvas in manic, rapid

of the room out at the viewer. The sparse

strokes. A CD from my collection was in

wooden furniture is mangled in an invented

the stereo, the volume turned up just loud

perspective, evidenced in the footboard of

enough to be too loud, and when it was

the plain bed dwarfing the headboard behind.

finished the next one up would take its place,

Hanging from the walls are five of Van Gogh’s

the music no doubt influencing the pace and

own paintings.

movement of my painting. A slow album

The scene is the bedroom, the most intimate

urged me to use more blues, more yellows,

of rooms, of a troubled artist at one of his

pale green things, and longer softer lines.

most troubled times. He paints his bedroom

A fast album coerced reds, bright oranges,

as a scene of calm and rest, belying what was

and distant purples, in jagged marks. The

taking place outside the room and inside his

music also compelled me to dance alone,

mind. The mad Dutchman. Fleeing a period

save for the ghost of inspiration, taking silly

of alcohol sickness, Van Gogh moved to this

breaks, to mix some new colors and get a

“Yellow House” in Arles. He was described

different perspective on the piece in motion.

by a young girl who sold him colored pencils

No matter what, I could not stand to work

as “dirty, badly dressed, and disagreeable

on a painting for more than one night, so

. . . very ugly, ungracious, impolite, sick.” At

by the time the wine was gone, so was my

Van Gogh’s request, in an attempt to create a

inspiration. The finished painting then had

utopian artist commune, Paul Gauguin came

two possible destinations: If someone liked

to stay with him in the Yellow House. Instead

it, then they could take it; or, if no one asked

of utopia, a decomposed friendship turned
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into arguments and competition, and with

thought of self-directed violence is horrific.

the quarrels, the threats of violence and the

Alarming, tragic. His songs were always

infamous razor blade. Just a few months after

wrought with sadness and melancholy, of

he painted Bedroom at Arles, amidst all of

allusions to abuse and addiction. Back then

the turmoil with Gauguin, Van Gogh sought

everyone who cared about Elliott Smith drove

the solace of a prostitute named Rachel,

out to the spot on Sunset Boulevard where

sliced off pieces of his left ear, wrapped them

the cover of Smith’s last album, Figure 8, was

in a towel, and handed the macabre package

shot. The wall, a mural of swirling blue and red

to her. Gauguin later found him at home,

color bars, was transformed into a memorial to

unconscious, his red head now crimson, blood

Smith. Standing in front of it made me tremble,

saturating the pillow. Two months later, Van

slightly. Just like how I trembled when I saw

Gogh was in an asylum. Gauguin never saw

Bedroom at Arles in person at the Musée

his friend again. A year later, Van Gogh died

d’Orsay in Paris when I was nineteen. Standing

of an apparent self-inflicted gunshot wound

in front of the painting of the room where Van

to the chest. No gun was ever found. Only

Gogh lived when he had his major breakdown

questions are left.

was disconcerting. Knowing that in a matter

One of my painting sessions was once

of weeks, his mental state deteriorated to

interrupted by something I saw printed in

the point where he mutilated himself before

the section of na LA Weekly protecting my

taking the last final step of self-destruction

table from the turpentine that often spilled.

the following year. And this was his bedroom.

According to the too brief article, Elliott Smith,

Pale blue bars of color stretching down to the

a singer-songwriter whom I had been a fan of

floor. Those paintings of his hanging on the

since high school and had seen perform live

wall. Every morning he would awake and look

several times, died of an apparent suicide on

up at these paintings above him, the ones he

October 21, 2003. Two stab wounds, self-

and his brother Theo, the art dealer, could not

inflicted in the chest. In the months following,

find buyers for. They are further proof that the

more details about the suicide were reported:

whole world is in concert against him in its

he and his girlfriend were arguing in their

rejection.

Echo Park home; she locked herself in the

I never took the rejection of my paintings

bathroom to take a shower, heard a scream,

seriously at all. Painting was just a hobby, not

and opened the door to find Smith standing,

my essence of being. I feel a bit bashful when

the knife lodged in his chest; he died later

I look at the paintings I still have, many now

in the hospital. A possible suicide note

living deep in a closet. I feel sad when I see Van

was found in the home later. It read: “I’m

Gogh’s Bedroom at Arles. It’s the same feeling

sorry — love, Elliott. God forgive me.” The

I get when I listen to Elliott Smith’s songs now.

official autopsy left open the possibility of

In their beauty lies that deep melancholy. It

homicide. Only questions are left.

is heart-breaking to me when such artistic,

Ruminating back to my discovery that night

creative people capable of producing beautiful

still causes me to quaver. I cannot remember

gifts to us just cannot convince themselves

if I actually finished a painting that night. The

that they can fit into this world.
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At Night Near the
Church at Auvers
Into the thick night
the woman strode hard
on the cobbled road
past the old church —
that weathered stone ship
wobbling and melting
in the starless air,
as though all the life and salt and foam
of ancient ocean floors
long ago petrified
had begun to warp and writhe,
liquefying again
in the pull and caress
of the dark waves of heaven;
as though to say,
Fear not. Come.
I call your name.

Vincent van Gogh, The Church in Auvers-sur-Oise, 1890

~ Katherine Simmons
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NETWORK
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Genre-busting short stories, novellas, serials, and
graphic novels in a pulp anthology magazine

Good books for the price of a beer!
pulpliterature.com
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Lidia Scher Ar t
Blessed abstract expressionist mixed media and
a tool of beauty, spiritual healing and growth.

www.LidiaScherArt.com
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Shanti Arts Publishing

Rambles into Sacred Realms
❖

Journeys in Pen & Paint ❖

text and artwork by

Krish V. Krishnan

Rambles into Sacred Realms is the beautiful and inspiring chronicle of author and artist Krish V. Krishnan’s
travels around the globe as he explores and portrays places of awe-inspiring divinity through writing and
artwork. Krish recounts his experiences at places like the stunning rocky red desert of Petra, Jordan,
replete with the ruins of shrines, palaces, and tombs; the ancient and holy city of Varanasi, India, where
sacred chants waft in the breeze as funeral pyres consume the dead; and the ruins of Sukhothai, Thailand,
teeming with temples, monuments, shrines, and watchful statues of the Buddha as far as the eye can see.
Krish’s writings offer adventure, drama, and bits of humor, and his extensive collection of artwork, in
watercolor, scratchboard, acrylics, pencil, and pastel, is superbly executed and captivatingly impassioned.
What an odyssey! Krish V. Krishnan is an authentic
global citizen, making every place his home — the more
remote and steeped in culture and history the better.
Nimble story-telling, illustrated with elegant drawings
and paintings, this book welcomes us into the heart of the
world.
~ Mirabai Starr, author of God of Love: A Guide to the
Heart of Judaism, Christianity & Islam
❖❖❖

$48.00 softcover
ISBN: 978-1-941830-92-5
$75.00 hardcover Collector’s Edition
ISBN: 978-1-941830-13-0
www.shantiarts.com | 207-837-5760
or your favorite bookseller (online or otherwise)

retailers may contact publisher or Ingram/LSI
❖❖❖

Open Rambles Into Sacred Realms whenever you need to
connect with marrying human curiosity and attention with
nature’s beauty and mystery.
~ Sharon Salzberg, author of Lovingkindness and Real Happiness
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Leon Dabo
Painted as though he knew.
As though the trees had spoken
their great fear of man into him.
As though he saw into the mirror
of rivers what was to become of
us, of our last wilderness. Our
grave undoing. For he was
haunted to capture them, the
ghost of mists, the fall of clouds
and the grey angels we could
not see within them. He was their
automatist, grounding the hue of
leaves, and dipping his wand of
brushes into the blood of woodnymphs as the hills sighed their
hushed, whale-cry into his ear.
His son—a ghost in the paint,
living over the skin of canvas.
And we, standing before the book
of his work which hangs subdued
upon the wall, become nudes in
the museum that is the world.

~Falconhead
Leon Dabo, Silver Light, Hudson River, 1911.
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