
.-...itrll �iKIArts Quarterly

6 1 >

. I 
$12.50 US $14.50 CAN 

SPRING 2016 • lssuE No. 21



	  



Spring 2016 • iSSue no. 21 

 Stil l Point  Arts Quarterly

Ar t NAt ure  Spir i t



2  |  Still Point Arts Quarterly  

(6) Poul Friis Nybo, Girl at the Piano, before 1929. 

(41) Shibata Zeshin, A Poetry Reading, c. 1880. 9.9 x 11.8 
inches (25.1 x 29.8 cm). Pigments on mulberry paper. 
Public domain. Wikimedia Commons.

(47) National Park Service: Historic American Buildings 
Survey, Edward Hazlett House, Wheeling, West 
Virginia, 1933. 5 x 7 inches (12.7 x 17.7 cm). 
Photograph. Public domain. Wikimedia Commons.

(74, 79) Malene Thyssen, Sunset, Randers, Denmark, 2007. 
Photograph. Creative commons license. Wikimedia 
Commons.

(120) Diego Delso, Seljalandsfoss Waterfall, Suðurland, 
Iceland, 2014. Photograph. Creative commons license.
Wikimedia Commons.

(122-4) Mauro Cateb, Akoya pearls from Japan, 2011. 
Photograph. Creative commons license. Wikimedia 
Commons. 

(123) Ian Poellet, Dr. Herbert H. Hughes House, Gresham, 
Oregon, 2008. Photograph. Creative commons license.
Wikimedia Commons.

(126) Claude Monet, On the Bank of the Seine, Bennecourt, 
1868. Oil on canvas. 39.6 x 32.1 inches (100.7 x 81.5 
cm). Art Institute of Chicago, Chicago, Illinois. Public 
domain. Wikimedia Commons.

IMAGE CREDITSSpring 2016 • Issue No. 21

Christine Brooks Cote, Editor 

ISBN 978-1-941830-73-4 (print)
ISBN 978-1-941830-72-7 (digital)

ISSN 2163-0909 (print)
ISSN 2374-0701 (digital)

This book carries both ISBNs and ISSNs because 
it is a series. The ISBN identifies this specific 

issue and the ISSN identifies the ongoing title.

Published by Shanti Arts LLC

Printed in the U.S.A.

© 2016 Shanti Arts LLC
All rights reserved 

Reproduction either whole or in part 
without permission from the copyright 

owner is strictly prohibited. Contact editor 
for information about copyright. 

www.shantiarts.com
info@shantiarts.com 
193 Hillside Road

Brunswick ME 04011
207.837.5760 (voice)
207.725.4909 (fax) 

Still Point Arts Quarterly is published 
four times each year—March, June, 

September, and December. 

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

may be purchased on our website. 

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

Submission guidelines are on our website. 

Front Cover Image
Charlotte Lees, Night Flight. 

Back Cover Image
Sheri Marcus, Beach Sea-Quins.

 Stil l Point  Arts Quarterly

Ar t NAt ure  Spir i t



Spring 2016 •  Issue No. 21  |  3 

IMAGE CREDITS   2

 

FROM THE EDITOR  

Christine Brooks Cote • The Power of Art   4

STILL POINT ART GALLERY  

 Current Exhibition • The Simple Beauty of Nature   8

 Upcoming Exhibition • Still Point VIII   38

 Gallery Artists   39

ART PORTFOLIOS 

 Charlotte Lees • Sculpture 2016   46

 Carol L. Myers • Intimations of Spirit   64

 Ralph Hassenpflug • Exile   94

 Sheri Marcus • Elemental FireWater   112 

FEATURE ARTICLES 

 Naomi Beth Wakan • Poetry That Heals   40 

 Mary Elizabeth Pope • Changing Seasons, Changing Shapes   58 

 Threasa Meads • How to Map a Rainbow: A Step-by-Step Guide   74

 Lauren Walden Rabb • The Summer of Schuyler Martin   104 

 Janet Sunderland • Life in Moments   122

COLUMNS

 Peter Azrak • Looking Through The SpiriTuaL eye • Stepping In to Life    56

 Vincent Louis Carrella • LighT Box Shaman • Art Is . . .     88

 Leslie Ihde • arT and SpiriTuaL SeLf-inquiry • Waterfall As Muse    110

POETRY 

 Gail Peck • The Underpainting   126

CONTENTS



A rt can change us, shape us, even alter 

the course of our lives. It happens all 

the time. It's why we have museums, 

galleries, concerts, readings, libraries. We 

want to be moved, excited, enthused, inspired. 

Viewing a painting in a museum, hearing a piece 

of music at a concert, watching a dancer move 

across a stage, reading a poem while flipping 

through a journal — one never knows when 

these seemingly casual experiences will catch us 

and snap us into some kind of recognition or 

awareness and, a moment later, something has 

changed. Perhaps our viewpoint has widened, 

perhaps our spirit has soared, perhaps our 

purpose has been clarified. It happens.  

Naomi Beth Wakan has been a frequent 

contributor to this publication. She is a prolific 

writer and covers a wide range of topics. Whether 

she is writing about calligraphy, ikebana, or film, 

she always pokes her finger into that place where 

art and spirit meet. Her current piece in this issue, 

“Poetry That Heals,” is one of her best. Since I first 

read it, I haven't been able to forget her message: 

art changes and shapes us . . . in countless ways. 

And while we can be affected by art as the 

recipient or the one who appreciates art, we are 

also affected by art when we make art, whatever 

the medium, whatever the level of skill. 

Naomi describes how she has grown and 

changed over the years as a result of writing poetry. 

From writing haiku she learned to “be more aware 

and alert to everyday moments.” She learned to 

be less judgmental and opinionated. By practicing 

the economy of capturing a moment in three 

lines, she gained discipline and focus. Writing 

tanka, Naomi learned to explore her feelings in a 

more balanced and less narcissistic way; in turn, it 

helped her to better understand the feelings of 

others. Later, writing response renku, she learned 

to be attentive not just to the written words but 

also the feelings and subtleties behind the words. 

My first exposure to the artistic life was through 

music. I took piano lessons for many years in my 

youth. Even before taking lessons, I was playing 
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Visiting a friend many years ago in Huntington Beach, California, I saw a poster-size print of the Maxfield 
Parrish illustration “Ecstasy” hanging in a hallway. I've never forgotten it. It changed me somehow. I saw 
that image, and I too wanted to live on the edge, turn my face to catch the glowing light of the warm sun, 
feel that burning sense of ecstasy. I saw that poster forty years ago, and the image of the young girl on the 
clif f still comes to mind, and it still makes me feel alive and free, burning with realization.

The Power of ArT
Christine Brooks Cote

FROM THE EDITOR



little ditties on the piano when I was six and seven. 

I started with a teacher in our neighborhood and 

eventually studied with Ilana Mysior, a well known 

and highly respected pianist, accompanist, 

teacher, and operatic vocal coach in San Diego 

in the 1970s and beyond. Studying music, 

specifically piano technique and repertoire, was 

my greatest experience of art as a child. After 

reading Naomi's article, I asked myself: what did 

I learn from all those years of studying music? I 

never really played much after my twenties, but 

surely it was not all for naught. And while I don't 

recall a dramatic moment of awareness similar to 

seeing Parrish's print or singing hymns in church, 

surely I was affected.

Indeed, music shaped me enormously. By 

learning and executing pianissimo, adagio, 

allegro, crescendo, and fortissimo; by playing 

Bach fugues, Shubert lieder, and Beethoven 

sonatas; by playing as a soloist, a vocal 

accompanist, and part of a trio, I learned about 

so much more than music. I learned about line: 

the beautiful arc of a lyrical line as it grows and 

contracts, as does life itself. I learned that chords 
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In my younger days I spent many Sunday mornings in church; the singing of hymns was always my favorite 
part. My own voice seemed to drown in the depths of the voices of the congregation and the majestic chords 
and bass notes of the pipe organ. I felt as if I had been picked off the ground and sent f lying to the rafters 
of the enormous building. All the diverse voices and sounds blended together so beautifully and powerfully, 
and knowing the stories of so many of the people standing alongside me, I celebrated and yet yearned for 
unity and harmony within the entire human family. Even now I can recall that feeling of oneness and 
belonging, hoping it would extend and grow beyond the doors of the church.

Some years ago I bought a copy of T. S. Eliot 's “Four Quartets,” and I remember coming across these 
words in ‘East Coker:’

I said to my soul, be still . . . 
Wait without thought, for you are not ready for thought:
So the darkness shall be the light, and the stillness the dancing.

I couldn't explain what this meant to me. I still can't. But the mixing of the constructs of stillness, waiting, 
darkness, and light stirred my soul. I knew I was waiting . . . would continue to wait. For what? For the darkness 
to become light; but the darkness is the light, and the stillness the dancing. I never again saw life the same way. 

Christine Brooks Cote founded Shanti Arts in 201 1  to celebrate art, nature, and spirit. 
Cote edits and publishes Still Point Arts Quarterly, sponsors art competitions and exhibitions online at 
Still Point Art Gallery (stillpointartgallery.com), and publishes a wide array of beautiful and intriguing 
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.  • christinecotephoto.com



and trills and glissandos make music interesting, just 

as shape and texture make life interesting. And I 

started to see line, shape, and texture everywhere: in 

nature, design, relationships, and the living of my own 

life. I learned to breathe, pause, anticipate, prepare. 

I learned the importance of silence and stillness, 

juxtaposed against sound and movement. I learned 

to appreciate both complexity and simplicity and how 

to navigate between them. And of course I learned 

about pattern and developed the ability to recognize  

repetition, similarity, and difference. I learned to listen, 

be patient, and wait. I never knew that Ms. Mysior and 

others were teaching me something other than music, 

but I certainly learned so much more than music. �

Exciting OppOrtunitiEs fOr Our rEadErs in 2016

We have been publishing Still Point Arts Quarterly for five years. We are very proud of the content we 

have presented and delighted that we have been able to provide an audience for the amazing artists 

and writers whose work has been on these pages. In 2016 we plan to provide readers with opportunities 

to experience and learn from individuals whose work has appeared on these pages. Writers, poets, and 

artists are working with us to develop and offer in-person and virtual workshops, events, podcasts, and 

the like. Currently we have three such opportunities scheduled for the coming year and many more 

in the works. Initially, we will offer in-person workshops in Maine, but we hope to extend our reach 

eventually to other areas of the country. 

pErsOnal narrativE – artistic visiOn: Come to Maine for a week of rich exploration of your self 

and your art. Workshop with Ralph Hassenpflug (see his work in this issue)

Articulate and refine your personal artistic vision by delving into symbolism, metaphor, and storytelling. 

In the process, examine your own personal narratives, aesthetics, and psychology in image making. 

Through hands-on demonstrations, creative exercises, group discussions, image-making assignments, 

and portfolio reviews, you will be inspired to grow and reach the next level of artistic achievement. 

There will also be opportunities to discuss such practical topics as long-term project development, 

portfolio editing, marketing, publishing, and exhibiting.

Two sessions will be offered: May 29 to June 3, 2016, and June 26 to July 1, 2016. Afterwards stay 

to celebrate the Fourth of July in Maine with fireworks, parades, and festivals. These workshops will 

take place in Camden, a beautiful, quintessential coastal Maine town. We hope to provide reduced 

rates in one or more of the area's hotels. Workshop Fee: $900

ralph hassEnpflug is a photographer. Born in West Germany, he studied European literature in Germany 

and France. He immigrated to the United States in 2002. He regularly presents his work in national and 

Poul Friis Nybo, Girl at the Piano, before 1929.
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international shows. His book, Doorway to the Temple: Brittany, Personal Images of the Sacred was published 

by Shanti Arts Publishing in 2014.   ●  ralph.hassenpflug@gmail.com  ●  www.ralphhassenpflug.com

Waking up gOd is: rEflEcting On thE spiritual path: Come to Maine during one of the most 

beautiful months of the year and take part in this weekend workshop with Peter Azrak. 

Learn how mindfulness calls us to “wake up” to whatever comes our way while also demanding an 

honest and humble examination of who we are in the here and now. This process of “waking up” leads 

us to ask important questions about a spiritual approach to life. Where does God or the Universe fit 

in my life? What is the meaning of “having faith?” What does “waking up” have to do with relating to 

others as we strive to be more grateful, humble, and loving? What is the role of suffering in our journey 

towards “waking up.” As we pose these questions, our time together will include periods of quiet 

reflection, meditation, discussion, healing visualization,  movement, and chanting. 

This workshop is scheduled for September 16 and 17. It will take place at Jai Yoga studio in Brunswick, 

Maine, a half hour north of Portland (increasingly known for fabulous restaurants) and about five 

minutes north of Freeport (home of L. L. Bean). The workshop will begin Friday evening and reconvene 

Saturday from mid-morning to late afternoon. Workshop Fee: $85

pEtEr azrak is a psychotherapist in private practice in New York City. His interest is in bridging the gap 

between the world of mental health and spirituality. Holding master's degrees in both religious studies and 

social work, he leads workshops on the power of “waking up” to the ever-penetrating presence we call The 

Divine. He is also a fine art photographer and writes a column for Still Point Arts Quarterly entitled “Looking 

Through the Spiritual Eye.”  ●  pgazrak@rcn.com  ●  www.photographsbypeterazrak.com 

finding YOur crEativE vOicE thrOugh phOtO Encaustics: Take advantage of this opportunity 

to visit Maine and learn from a creative image maker who is passionate about the creative journey.

Experience the natural beauty of beeswax as it brings poetic mystery to a photograph. Learn to 

transform your images by applying different encaustic techniques, oil pigments, and collage. Through 

demonstrations, hands-on exploration, lively critiques, and engaging conversations, you will push 

your creative boundaries and unite your personal narrative with poetic visual expression. 

Three sessions will be offered: June 4 and 5; September 17 and 18; October 15 and 16. These 

workshops will take place in Camden, one of the most beautiful spots in Maine, so plan to stay for a 

few days before or after the workshop. Workshop Fee: $350, includes base materials and light snacks. 

Students are responsible for bringing their own prints. Printing may be done on site for an additional fee. 

kathrYn OlivEr is driven by curiosity and passion. Her creative journey has repeatedly taken her into the fields 

of metaphor and myth. With a professional background in painting, theater, and dance, she blends hints of all these 

elements into her images. Kathryn creates and exhibits black and white fine art photography and photo encaustics, 

presenting her work in national and international shows.  ●  kathryn@kathrynoliver.com  ● www.kathrynoliver.com

Reserve a spot on your calendar now for one of these opportunities. 
We will post registration information on our website very soon. 

Questions? Contact Christine Cote (publisher@shantiarts.com; 207-837-5760) or one of the instructors. 

Spring 2016 •  Issue No. 21  |  7 

The Power of Art



Still Point Art GAllery’s current exhibition 
— The Simple Beauty of Nature — is viewable in our 

online gallery and will remain a featured exhibition 

through April 30, 2016. In this issue we feature images 

from this exhibition, but there are many more to see 

online. Honored artists for this exhibition are: 

ShoShAnnA AhArt, Best in Show—Portfolio.
Ahart is from Bavaria, Germany. One image from 

her portfolio is shown on page 5. You are invited to 
view others online. 

MArcie Scudder, Best in Show—Single Image.
Scudder is from Newton, Massachusetts and her 

winning image is Winter Fantasy. (p. 6) 

KAren ShulMAn, Best Photograph
Shulman is from Fort Myers, Florida, and her 

winning image is Ice Lagoon in Iceland. (p. 7) 

KAtArzynA lAPPin, Best Painting.
Lappin is from Chula Vista, California, and her 

winning image is Torrey Pines in Gold (p. 8) 

Carolyn WarmSun · All Blues
acrylic on canvas · www.warmsunart.com

Carol McCord · Teasel
photography
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The Simple Beauty of NatureStill PointArt Gallery



Award for BEST IN SHOW - Portfolio
ShoShanna ahart

Altmuehltal Autumn
pastel · ah-art.com

Carolyn WarmSun · All Blues
acrylic on canvas · www.warmsunart.com

Carol McCord · Teasel
photography

Spring 2016 •  Issue No. 21  |  9 

February 1 to April 30, 2016
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com



Award for BEST IN SHOW - Single Image
Marcie Scudder

Winter Fantasy
photography · marciescudder.com
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The Simple Beauty of Nature
Current Exhibition



Award for BEST Photograph
Karen ShulMan

Ice Lagoon in Iceland
photography · kshulman.com
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February 1 to April 30, 2016
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com



Award for BEST Painting or Drawing
Katarzyna lappin

Torrey Pines in Gold
oil on canvas · katarzynalappin.com
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The Simple Beauty of Nature
Current Exhibition



Emily Pfeifer · Growing In
watercolor on paper · emilyfineart.wordpress.com
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February 1 to April 30, 2016
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com



Michael Page Miller · Los Petalos No. 3
photography · michaelpagemillerphotography.com
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The Simple Beauty of Nature
Current Exhibition



Ellen White · Creation: Grass
photography · ellenwhitephoto.com
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February 1 to April 30, 2016
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com



Carolyn WarmSun · All Blues
acrylic on canvas · warmsunart.com
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The Simple Beauty of Nature
Current Exhibition



Louise Parms · View from Garrison
acrylic on paper · louiseparms.com
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February 1 to April 30, 2016
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com



Leslie Anderson · Puzzle Tree
oil on canvas · leslieanderson.com
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The Simple Beauty of Nature
Current Exhibition



Virginia Gott · Spring Tucson Mountains
acrylic on canvas · vgottdrawings.com
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February 1 to April 30, 2016
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com



Karen A. Merritt · From Below
photography · thinkpunkgirl.com
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The Simple Beauty of Nature
Current Exhibition



Gail Samuelson · Beaver Swamp, Fall 2
photography · gailsamuelson.com
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February 1 to April 30, 2016
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com



Hadass Shereshevsky · Beauty of Landscape No. 2
photography
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The Simple Beauty of Nature
Current Exhibition



Carol McCord · Hibuscus Cotton
photography
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February 1 to April 30, 2016
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com



Stefynie Rosenfeld · Returning Home
photography
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The Simple Beauty of Nature
Current Exhibition



Di Novak · Fisherman
photography · artdinovak.com
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February 1 to April 30, 2016
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com



Aoi Murase · The Days: A Dreamy Day
acrylic
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The Simple Beauty of Nature
Current Exhibition



Rita Noe · Fruit Spirit
photography · ritajnoe.com
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February 1 to April 30, 2016
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com



Brian Smith · Rocks and Lake
photography
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The Simple Beauty of Nature
Current Exhibition



Michael Washburn · Morning
photography · michael-washburn-a522.squarespace.com
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February 1 to April 30, 2016
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com



Abby Zonies · The Stalk
gouache on paper · abbyzonies.com
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The Simple Beauty of Nature
Current Exhibition



Gusta van Dobbenburgh · Branches of Peace
gouache
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February 1 to April 30, 2016
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com



Cindy Avroch · Chiffon
oil · cindyavrochfineart.com
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The Simple Beauty of Nature
Current Exhibition



Sabine Blodorn · Hibiscus in Pink
photography
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February 1 to April 30, 2016
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com



Ellen Hart · Denali
acrylic on canvas · fineartbyellenhart.com
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The Simple Beauty of Nature
Current Exhibition



Jessica Manelis · Imagination Is Everything
photography · jessicamanelis.com
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February 1 to April 30, 2016
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com



Emil Sennholz · New Horizons
acrylic on canvas · emilsennholz.com
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The Simple Beauty of Nature
Current Exhibition



Maurice Hutchinson · A Special Place
digital painting, pigmented ink on canvas · mauricehutchinson.com
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February 1 to April 30, 2016
more artwork online | stillpointartgallery.com



Marcie Scudder, Alone and Lonely
from Simplicity

Gary Engle, High Water
from Earth Water Fire Air: Our World in Abstract 

Ann Calandro, Artist's Table. 
from Still Point VII
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Still Point Viii
our annual unthemed exhibition

Online Exhibition Dates: May 1 to July 31, 2016
Submission Deadline: April 1, 2016

Selected Artists Will Have Their Work Featured In The
Summer 2016 Issue of Still Point Arts Quarterly

stillpointartgallery.com
Upcoming Exhibition

The RiveR

Who looks upon a river in a meditative hour, and 
is not reminded of the flux of all things? 

~ Ralph Waldo Emerson
Online Exhibition Dates:  August 1 to October 31, 2016

Submission Deadline: July 1, 2016
Selected Artists Will Have Their Work Featured In The

Fall 2016 Issue of Still Point Arts Quarterly

Solitude

Amid those scenes of solitude . . . the mind is cast 
into the contemplation of eternal things.

~ Thomas Cole
Online Exhibition Dates:  November 1, 2016 to January 31, 2017

Submission Deadline: October 1, 2016
Selected Artists Will Have Their Work Featured In The

Winter 2016 Issue of Still Point Arts Quarterly
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stillpointartgallery.com

Gallery Artists

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. 

Shoshanna Ahart, painter, Germany  Bob Avakian, photographer, 
Massachusetts  Bobby Baker, photographer, New Hampshire  Pat Benincasa, 
mixed media artist, Minnesota  Sabine Blodorn, painter, Gold Coast, Australia 
 Eldred Boze, photographer, West Virginia  John Brooks, photographer, Great 
Britain  Bob Craig, mixed media artist, Vancouver, Canada  Dara Daniel, 
painter, California  Claire Lewis Evans, three-dimensional artist, Georgia  Gay 
Freeborn, painter, Maine  Carol Gooberman, painter, New Jersey  Songho 
Haam, mixed media artist, Michigan  Ralph Hassenpflug, photographer, Maine 
 Marilyn Henrion, mixed media artist, New York City  Gail Higginbotham, 
painter, Maryland  Irene Hill, photographer, Florida  Sue Anne Hoyt, painter, 
Alabama  Andrew Ilachinski, photographer, New York  Carrie Jacobson, 
photographer, Virginia  Loretta Kaufman, mixed media artist, Tennessee  
Ryu-Hee Kim, mixed media artist, Pennsylvania  Arthur Kvarnstrom, painter, 
New York City  Katarzyna Lappin, painter, California  Cary Loving, mixed 
media artist, Virginia  Bethany Rachelle Moreau, painter, Georgia  Carol 
L. Myers, mixed media artist, Michigan  Yukari Nakamichi, mixed media 
artist, Japan  Dan Pyle, draughtsman, California  Tatiana Roulin, painter, 
Massachusetts  Lidia Kenig Scher, mixed media artist, Massachusetts  
Marcie Scudder, mixed media artist, Massachusetts  Hadass Shereshevsky, 
photographer, Israel  Karen Shulman, photographer, Florida  Debra Small, 
photographer, California  Jeffrey Stoner, photographer, Tennessee  Nancy 
Teague, painter, Nebraska  Karla Van Vliet, painter, Vermont  Carolyn 
WarmSun, painter, California  Michael Washburn, photographer, New York



It was not Goethe who created “Faust,” but 

“Faust” which created Goethe. — Carl Jung

Looking back on nearly thirty years 

of writing poetry, I realize I never 

considered it a journey that I was 

consciously taking. I never once thought: I am 

getting healthy or I am growing wiser. It is only 

on reflection that I can see the growth that has 

happened to me in my pursuit of poetry.

I first became aware of haiku when I lived 

and worked in Japan for a couple of years. On 

returning to Canada, I started a small educational 

publishing business, Pacific-Rim Publishers, with 

my husband. I soon became caught up in sales 

figures and marketing ploys and, as I reserved 

spots in book fairs and conferences way ahead 

of time, I was always rushing into the future and 

never appeared to have time for the here and 

now. Always making plans for the future, I felt 

more and more isolated from life. 

About that time Japan as a subject was 

placed on the social studies curriculum in British 

Columbia. I thought it might be a good idea to 

write a book introducing haiku to students. As 

I was a complete beginner myself, I thought I 

would know best how to gently ease them into 

this very difficult form of poetry; after all, I was 

easing myself in at the same time. The result 

was a book called Haiku: One Breath Poetry. 

It was picked up by the Canadian Children's 

Book Centre and became a selection of the 

American Library Association. In the process 

of encouraging children to write haiku, I myself 

became completely captured by that poetic form.

Haiku (the word is the same for singular or plural) 

are poetry of the senses. They contain no overt 

feelings or intellectual comments. No saying 

how this is like that. No time for comparisons in 

this very immediate, spontaneous poetry form, 

no metaphors or similes. There is only time to 

say how this is like this. 

Writing haiku required me to be more aware 

and alert to everyday moments, to use my 
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Writing haiku showed me the way by teaching me to discipline myself to reign in my feelings and to be more 
focused and less scattered. I learned so much from the economy of having to get a moment caught in three lines. It 
was the limited space that was the discipline, the fact that each word had to count so much and yet be so ordinary. 

PoeTry ThAT heAls
Naomi Beth Wakan

Naomi Beth Wakan is an essayist, and the inaugural Poet Laureate of Nanaimo, British 
Columbia, Canada. She has written over fifty books, the most recent being Some Sort of Life and 
Poetry That Heals.  She is a member of the League of Canadian Poets, Haiku Canada, and Tanka 
Canada. She lives on Gabriola Island in British Columbia, Canada, with her husband, the sculptor Elias 
Wakan. •  www.naomiwakan.com

FEATURE
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senses as clearly as possible. Haiku don't say 

anything in the way of judgment, nor do they 

offer opinion. They don't compare things as 

more or less favorable. Writing haiku taught 

me not to cling to cherry blossoms and avoid 

manure. So I began to see that things are 

neither pleasant nor unpleasant; they just are. 

Dispassionate interest is what I needed. Don't 

screen out unpleasant facts, just observe them 

without judgement. 

By viewing things in a dispassionate way, one 

becomes a more open person. When I'm not 

engaged with my emotions to cling or avoid, I can 

just be interested. I discovered that haiku, because 

they tell only the bare facts, allow the words I use 

to describe something to speak for themselves 

without having moral judgement, emotional 

reaction, or intellectual thought put onto them. 

This practice began to be transferred to my day-

to-day life. I found myself not rushing to judgment. 

Writing haiku replaced my frantic search for book 

sales for our company with a quieter observation 

of the everyday. I found I became more interested 

in things outside the book trade and less fearful 

of things I might have previously considered 

unpleasant. I learned that only when I am not 

reacting can I become my true self. 

Haiku speak of the ordinary. They do not 

use academic, technical, or complex words. 

Everything about haiku is simple, unsophisticated, 

natural, and unpretentious — things I wished 

to be myself — but I found I had to strip away 

layers of conditioning before I had any chance 

of becoming the ordinary, genuine human being 

I wanted to be. Writing haiku showed the way 

by teaching me the discipline I needed to reign 

in my feelings and be more focused and less 

scattered. I learned so much from the economy 

of capturing a moment in three lines; each word 

had to count so much and yet be so ordinary. 

For example, take Bashō's famous poem:

on a bare branch
a crow settles
autumn twilight

Only three strong nouns — branch, crow, 

twilight — give us all we need to understand the 

passing of seasons. Bashō could have spoken directly 

about the ephemeralness of life, and we would 

have nodded in agreement. Writing haiku the way 

he did produces a sigh instead, a sigh that got me 

wondering whether there isn't some great sadness 

beyond individual sadness, a great happiness beyond 

individual happiness, and maybe a great truth beyond 

individual truths. That is the way of haiku.

In a superficial way, I already knew that all things 

are imperfect, impermanent, and incomplete, 

but studying haiku filled all the cells of my body 

with a “real” knowledge of those facts. Haiku 

are solid in their own way, yet definitely tentative, 

imperfect, impermanent, and incomplete.

About this time my husband and I moved to a 

small island and, besides writing haiku, I started 

gardening, working with fabric, and painting — all 

outlets for creative urges that had previously 

gone into book sales. I started to understand that 

creativity is about seeing connections, and from 

those connections arise fresh insights. The three 

lines of haiku often correspond to three parts: 

‘when’ and ‘where’ provide a setting for ‘what’. 

By connecting the ‘when,’ ‘where,’ and ‘what’ in 

a single poem, you have caught a moment, and 

that is the essence of  haiku. So each time I wrote 

a haiku, it was an act of creativity encapsulated in 

three lines. Moreover, the insights I gained from 

seeing connections changed my angle of viewing 

what I was writing about, and so, by extension, my 

viewing of the everyday.
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snow still here . . .  (when)

in the half-opened white crocus  (where)

a sleeping bee  (what)

By writing haiku I learned that the ability to 

attend to the moment-to-moment nature of 

mind allows the self to be experienced without 

the distortions of overly positive or overly 

negative judgments of things. This ability also 

allows the objects of my sensing to be viewed in 

fresh and probably more accurate ways. Writing 

haiku taught me to stretch my sensing muscles, 

so that over the years I became more aware of 

details rather than quickly dismissing them.

After settling down on the island, I started to give 

writing workshops. Attending one was a retired 

professor of classic Japanese literature, Sonja 

Arntzen. We were a perfect match; I was starting 

to yearn to move outside haiku and be able to 

express my feelings and ideas more overtly, and 

she was an authority on tanka, those five line, 

free verse poems written traditionally as 5, 7, 5, 7, 

7 sound syllables. (In English usually somewhere 

between about twelve and thirty-one syllables 

are used.) The five lines of tanka move from 

image to image, idea to idea, feeling to feeling, 

yet they flow seamlessly together to present a 

strong statement of humankind's place in the 

universe, even though the poem may be intensely 

personal. That was tanka's greatest attraction for 

me, the ability to combine my personal take on 

the world with the sense impressions of haiku.

how do we know what we want?
it isn't easy . . . 
the sun slants gently down
on the new orchard trees

Having established myself firmly in my body 

by writing haiku, a sense-awareness base that 

is strong on nouns, it was now time to expand 

a little by an exploration of my thoughts and 

feelings through the writing of tanka, the poetry 

of verbs — loving, hating, yearning. After years of 

writing haiku that exclude the overt mention of 

feelings, I was ready to let feelings have their say 

on the page. Expressing them as a commentary on 

a sense-observation, as is often done in tanka, is, 

however, a good way to stand back a little and see 

what is going on. Oddly enough, the superficial 

emotions that I had to avoid when writing haiku 

seemed to have been transformed into deep and 

sincere feelings by the time tanka entered my life.

Tanka allowed me to express my unspoken 

shadow feelings. Once I started to get in touch 

with deep feelings that seemed familiar, yet at 

the same time old and distant, I needed to learn 

to view them in a non-attached way so that I 

didn't cling to them, whether they were feelings 

of joy, sadness, or anger. By expressing them in 

tanka, I was able to explore them dispassionately 

and began to realize how insubstantial they 

were. My feelings became more like comments 

as they removed themselves a few spaces from 

me in my practice of tanka writing.

Tanka took me so much further by ridding me of 

any narcissism I might have had and showing me 

the shared human condition. The boundaries of 

my personal drama expanded to involve all human 

beings' dramas. This happened because tanka 

writing, by exploring my thoughts and feelings, 

allowed me to view the world from a different, 

more tolerant perspective as I came to realize that 

my sufferings or pleasures are no different from 

anyone else's. The subjective states I expressed in 

tanka became just as valid to me as the objective 

words I chose to write in haiku. I began to balance 

the experiences of my senses with my emotional 

reactions and my intellectual ideas.
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 As I shifted from experiencing emotions to 

exploring them, emotions started to seem absurd, 

excessive, or at the least, relative. Tanka, by allowing 

me to record my many moods and fluctuating ideas, 

gave me a realization of my own insubstantiality. 

Further, by writing tanka that brought up feelings 

and allowed them to be expressed directly, I learned 

that if I don't deal with past traumas, a certain kind of 

greed, hatred, and delusion can fester around them, 

making me defensive and isolated. My challenge 

was to re-experience the trauma and then slowly 

defuse it through repetitive techniques until it no 

longer had power over me. Tanka helped so much 

in this respect, though it is important to note that 

replay doesn't remove trauma, but it helps to loosen 

its power.

 Starting around the ninth century, tanka were 

commonly used for communicating between 

people in the Japanese court. So, after being 

introduced to tanka by Ms. Arntzen, she and I 

decided to try to write a book in which we linked 

our tanka by responding to each other's words, 

as if we were writing notes to each other. This 

introduced the trust factor for me; that is, would I 

be able to trust myself to open deeply enough to 

another person's feelings and also trust that they 

wouldn't stomp all over mine in response? I took 

a chance. Here are two pairs of response tanka.

the cherry in full f lower
is worthy of admiration
yet I prefer
the fall's spiralling keys or
the first green aura after snows   — Naomi

minor keys
move the heart deeply –
a garden where the blossoms
have fallen, rain
heard in the night   — Sonja

a strange cold spring
scant rations of sun
clouds with no rain
a sense of barrenness,
yet the world greens steadily   — Sonja

at the breakfast table
af ter a disappointment
a red-headed woodpecker
lands on the mountain ash
and the world is righted   — Naomi

After having opened myself to others' very 

different ways of seeing things at a deep level 

by writing two books of response tanka with 

Ms. Arntzen and one with David Bateman (who 

identifies as a gay, transvestite poet), I decided 

to expand my cooperative writing. Ms. Arntzen 

and I decided to write renku and asked the 

poet Kim Goldberg to join us. In renku, the 

poetry links are between three lines and two 

lines. One poet offers the opening three lines, 

the next poet adds two, completing these five 

lines into a tanka. The third poet considers the 

last two lines that were written and then adds 

three of their own, thus making a new tanka. 

The segues are not as obvious as in response 

tanka where often the same image and a few 

of the same words may go into the response. 

Here are the last three verses (or links) in one 

of our thirty-six link renku. The rules of this 

particular form specified that spring had to be 

invoked at the end.

spring thaw
the sound of ice cracking   — Naomi

the f irst cherries
to blossom are always
in the mind   — Sonja
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geese at sunrise—blinded
until I close my eyes   — Kim

When doing cooperative writing, whether with 

two or more poets, you have to listen carefully, not 

just to the words being used, but to their intent 

underneath. By writing response tanka and renku 

I gradually opened my talents and shared them 

with others. It was difficult for me to be patient 

while I waited for the other writers to supply their 

lines and difficult for me to dig down far enough to 

understand the deep feelings behind the images 

they were offering so I could respond suitably. 

Writing response tanka and renku is a good practice 

for marriage or any other cooperative venture.

I learned that healing consists of moving 

myself from my personal predicaments to the 

predicaments that confront all human beings. 

However, this isn't enough. Time and time 

again, I have to leave my state of absorption 

while writing to return to reality, reinforcing for 

me the message that life is insubstantial and 

ever evolving. I live inside and yet my focus 

on Japanese poetry forms has taken me more 

consciously outside than ever before. As I watch 

my passing moods, I can't quite pin down who 

the “I” is who is watching, but oddly enough, 

this makes me feel more real, more alive.

Even though haiku, tanka, and renku writing 

have taken me to a place where I can restore my 

balance fairly quickly, I realize that some days 

will still be downers and a few moments rather 

hellish. Why would it be otherwise?

Drawing to a close on these reflections of my 

poetry journey, I clearly see a parallel with Jung's 

four aspects — the intellect, feelings, intuition, 

and sensing. Writing haiku accentuated the 

importance of using one's senses with clarity. 

Tanka writing allowed me to explore my feelings 

and my intellect. For the cooperative writing 

of response tanka and renku, I needed to have 

confidence in my intuition to feel out what my co-

writers were trying to say so I could respond in an 

appropriate manner. I started to see how the body 

is, in its own strange way, a repository of a certain 

kind of knowledge, a certain kind of wisdom. I 

began to trust it as I have never done before.

It would be very foolish to claim that writing 

in Japanese poetry forms can heal everything, 

or indeed anything, or that the reader could 

get benefits similar to what I have experienced 

by following my path. I did not plan these last 

thirty years (at least not consciously), but I did 

not resist what they offered. I didn't emerge as 

some enlightened being. I am still dull mentally; 

from time to time I just don't “get” things. I am 

still naive and jump to conclusions when given 

the scantiest bit of evidence. I still get sad and 

often think mankind isn't worth the time of day.

But most days, I am filled with the joy of 

writing poetry, whatever the source may be, and 

that filling keeps me fully alive and urgent of the 

day's demands. Where I am is acceptable and I 

am grateful for it.

I am this bundle of what has been, and what 

has been accomplished.   — Carl Jung

It has been a long, slow trip, but it has helped 

balance my being and given me the skills to 

keep it in balance — the side benefit being the 

creation of maybe a few rather nice poems. 

I have come to see that in creating poetry, I 

am creating myself. Just as haiku cuts down to 

the essentials, so I am paring my own life down 

to its basics. It is the “unencumbered life” that 

Leonard Koren recommends that I am starting 

to enjoy. Can one ask for more? �
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I did not realize I could draw until I was in sixth grade and a friend 

convinced me to draw family pets and start a “grass roots” business. 

Before class we would take orders, do the drawings at night, and then 

collect the money for our work the next day at school. Business was so 

brisk that our teacher told us we had to stop because we were interfering 

with lessons. I realized then that I could do something that other people 

couldn't, and I was hooked. • Art is my passion. Through art I translate 

and transform elements in nature to express my personal relationship 

to the environment. I am fortunate to live on a wooded lot with a small 

pond. Much of my artwork is influenced by this bucolic environment. For 

me, the blending of man and nature imparts a meaningful context to 

my work. • Practicality led me to choose wood as my main material.  

It is inexpensive, easily available, and best of all I can create large 

pieces and still be able to move them by myself. My direct method of 

carving creates a bond between mind and material that energizes my 

sculptures. Many of my pieces are carved from cherry wood that has 

been logged on our property and quietly aged in the rafters. My extensive 

training in painting and printmaking greatly influences the surfaces of 

my intricately carved wood pieces. I am obsessed with the visual impact 

of surfaces, and it takes many layers of stain and paint to achieve the 

perfect finish. • My current work incorporates the technique of metal 

repoussé (embossing), which I learned in a workshop while on vacation 

in Oaxaco, Mexico. I am fascinated by the process and the potential of 

the material. It was a challenge for me to create a “fresh” sculptural 

image with this technique, but I enjoyed the process and have produced 

several interesting pieces. I think it is important to explore, challenge, 

and change one's method and see where inspiration leads. • I studied at 

Case Western Reserve University and the Cleveland Institute of Art. I then 

taught, married, had a family, and became a working artist. I maintain a 

studio in my home where I work every morning and most weekends. I 

stay busy with new and challenging projects and notice that I begin to 

feel unsettled if I don't have work on my bench. • Along with my studio 

work, I have completed many public art commissions and participated in 

Charlotte lees
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Column Series, 2015. 18 to 24 x 6 inches (45.7 to 60.9 x 15.2 cm). 
Wood, metal, and paint.
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My goal is 

to create 

lasting images 

that connect 

man to his 

surroundings.

several community service projects. I also have work in many private and 

corporate collections. My work has received recognition from the Ohio 

House of Representatives and the Ohio Arts Council Fellowship. In 2002 

I received the Alpha Phi International Outstanding Career Achievement 

Award. • Beauty matters and my goal is to create lasting images that 

connect man to his surroundings.

Charlotte Lees lives in Solon, Ohio
charlottelees.com  •  charlottelees@att.net
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[left top] Pathways, 2011. 36 x 7 x 3 inches 
(91.4 x 17.7 x 7.6 cm). Wood and mixed media.

[left bottom] Hawks, 2015. 10 x 6 x 2 inches 
(25.4 x 15.2 x 5.0 cm) each. Wood, metal, and paint.
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[left top] Pathways, 2011. 36 x 7 x 3 inches 
(91.4 x 17.7 x 7.6 cm). Wood and mixed media.

[left bottom] Hawks, 2015. 10 x 6 x 2 inches 
(25.4 x 15.2 x 5.0 cm) each. Wood, metal, and paint.

[above] Blue Birds, 2012. 72 x 96 x 3 inches 
(182.8 x 243.8 x 7.6 cm). Recycled wood and mixed media.

[right] Sky High, 2011. 37 x 25 x 2 inches 
(93.9 x 63.5 x 5.0 cm). Wood and mixed media.
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Night Flight, 2014. 43 x 42 x 2 inches (109.2 x 106.6 x 5.0 cm). Cherry wood, bark, and paint.
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Fields, 2015. 35 x 25 x 2 inches (88.9 x 63.5 x 5.0 cm). Cherry wood and paint.
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Playmates II, 2014. 30 x 27 x 2 inches (76.2 x 68.5 x 5.0 cm). 
Wood and mixed media.
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Playmates IV, 2015. 49 x 36 x 2 inches (124.4 x 91.4 x 5.0 cm). 
Wood and mixed media.
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Woodlands, 2013. 25 x 20 x 2 inches (63.5 x 50.8 x 5.0 cm). Walnut wood, bark, and paint.
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Beach/Valley, 2013. 36 x 24 x 2 inches (91.4 x 60.9 x 5.0 cm). Metal and paint.
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Set me free from the laziness that goes 

about disguised as activity when activity is 

not required of me, and from the cowardice 

that does what is not demanded, in order to 

escape sacrifice. But give me the strength that 

waits upon You in silence and peace. Give me 

humility in which alone is rest, and deliver me 

from pride which is the heaviest of burdens.

~ Thomas Merton

A voidance. distraction. My mind 

on speed. Thoughts that pull me away 

show me how attached I am to running 

away from what is right in front of me. Just the 

idea of writing this column has created a flurry of 

thoughts telling me to do something else rather 

than sit down and write. It's a few days before the 

deadline, and thankfully my procrastination has 

abated. I am ready to put my thoughts on paper.

Avoidance. It's become a habit. I ask myself: 

To what extent will this habit continue to 

plague me? As I reflect, I must admit the habit is 

stronger and more forceful than I am consciously 

aware. It has power over me and controls my 

choices. So I must conclude: I never truly leave 

the habit of avoidance behind. 

Recognizing its power over me, I can 

acknowledge how avoidance seduces me. 

After all, it is much easier and more pleasant to 

imagine the future of a project in a finished state 

than attend to the habitual pattern of avoidance.

Avoidance is common among us humans, a 

collective Achilles heel, and humility is its only 

cure. With humility as a guide, I begin to see my 

weakness as a sign of potential strength. Instead 

of denying the very existence of my avoiding self, 

I hope to enlist a connection with a deeper self 

that shows me who I am, rather than who I wish I 

could be. My weakness brings a new perspective 

on how much I must rely on a prayerful approach 

to life, allowing arrogance and bravado to recede. 

A prayerful approach assumes life can entail 

embracing rather than rejecting my experience.

Too often my need to control blocks my vision, 

and I fail to see that what is right in front of me 

is necessary for furthering personal growth and 

emotional maturity. My controlling self says: 

I don't need this crap in my life; everything 

was going just fine until this happened. Then, 

given my habit of avoidance, I want the present 

situation to disappear for I see it as an intrusion 

into my life and what I want to happen. 

With humility as the backdrop, I am invited 

to shift my attitude. So, instead of avoiding the 

present situation, I might ask: Have I drawn this 

into my life in order to expand my limited vision? In 

what way can I integrate this event in order to see 

more clearly? Habitually, I look to find answers that 

suit my view of what has happened. A new attitude 

suggests that I simply listen and pay attention to 

No longer is grace only associated with what is good.
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the unfolding of events rather than try to figure it 

out by having all the answers. At first, I protest . . . 

and continue to protest. I struggle to shift to a new 

way. Humility, gained through humiliation, reflects 

back to me how stuck I am in my old ways, caught 

by my habit of avoiding 

and missing what is to 

be learned. I want to 

control the outcome: 

think ahead, plan, and 

execute. Then and only 

then will there be no 

surprises. 

The disease I am 

describing is the inability 

to step in to life, to 

encounter life as it is. I 

have made stepping in 

to life a banner for the 

work I do as a therapist. 

Searching out the ways 

in which I / we choose 

to avoid life instead of 

entering it remains the 

central theme of my 

work. It has become 

increasingly clear to me 

that avoidance of life keeps change at bay. I miss 

opportunities to learn from full engagement in life 

and to see the joy in each moment. 

The Baynes/Wilhelm translation of The I Ching 

states: “It is only when we have the courage 

to face things exactly as they are, without any 

sort of self-deception or illusion, that a light 

will develop out of events, by which the path to 

success may be recognized.”

Likewise, the words of John of the Cross speak 

volumes: “‘What is grace?’ I asked God. And He 

said: ‘All that happens.’” 

No longer is grace 

only associated with 

what is good. Roger 

Housden explains 

the words of John of 

the Cross in this way: 

“everything that happens 

is grace . . . every event 

is not only good but 

also meant to happen. 

. . . We will only realize 

this, though, when we 

have the wisdom to 

see that everything, our 

misfortunes as well as 

our blessings, comes 

from the same source.”

Yes, meant to happen! 

Words that make my 

heart dance. A practice 

I wish I to manifest. An 

openness to life as it is. It is the ultimate litmus 

test for both humility and gratitude. In trusting a 

light will arrive, I sit with the events of each day. 

The light will show me the value of each moment, 

the value of all that arrives at my door. Joy is the 

“success” of knowing the loving Presence. �
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AlMost daily for nearly thirty 

summers, I drove past an old gambrel-

roofed barn without really noticing 

its incremental decline. Only after viewing a 

series of photographs of that same barn taken 

over time did I see what I had missed for all 

those years. The photographs, taken by Carole 

Steinberg Berk, illuminated a process that 

happens all around me, a process I mostly try 

to ignore or at least not think about, a process 

that seems inevitable and depressing but in fact 

gives way to something quite beautiful.

Back in college the professor who taught a 

course called “Buddhist Tradition” told us that 

all human pain is caused by attachment to things 

that are destined to decay and that change is 

the only constant in our lives. It was the spring 

of 1992, and the fabled gates of Troy had been 

The old mill where I dipped ice cream was transformed into a yellow-shingled wedding 
venue; my favorite bar was torn down and replaced by a bowling alley; the grocery store 
was transformed into a f lorist's shop before it morphed into a gift shop, then a café and 
gym, and most recently, a restaurant with a variety show on Thursday nights. 
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Mary Elizabeth Pope is Professor of English at Emmanuel College in Boston. Her collection 
of short fiction, Divining Venus: Stories, was published in 2013 by Waywiser Press. Her work has 
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(Pearson) and Peninsula: Essays and Memoirs From Michigan (Michigan State University Press), as 
well as literary magazines such as Florida Review, Bellingham Review, Ascent, PoemMemoirStory, 
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Carole Steinberg Berk is a painter, printmaker and papermaker. She has exhibited her 
work in galleries, museums, libraries, and public spaces both in the United States and Europe. Her 
work has also appeared on book and magazine covers and most recently on a CD jacket for the well-
known jazz vocalist Sunny Wilkinson.
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discovered on a dig in Greece, Dinosaur Sue 

had been unearthed in the Badlands of South 

Dakota, and my boyfriend had just broken up 

with me, so there was plenty of evidence to 

prove my professor right. But as a twenty-year-

old with a life to stake out for myself, the idea 

that what I wanted was already beyond my 

grasp when I'd only just begun to reach for it 

was more than I could handle, so I did what 

most unenlightened folks do when confronted 

with the truth, and promptly forgot what my 

professor taught.

Another twenty years passed before one day 

seeing Carole's photographs after returning 

to the same small Michigan town where I'd 

been sitting out the hot summer months for 

almost thirty years. When you spend part 

of each year in the same town, change finds 

you no matter how hard you try to avoid it. 

Looking at the progression that occurs in 

Carole's barn series, it's impossible to deny 

change, but the reason I'd somehow never 

noticed the changes in the barn is that those 

changes were slower and less obvious than 

some of the other changes I'd noticed when I 

pulled into town each Memorial Day weekend: 

the old mill where I dipped ice cream was 

transformed into a yellow-shingled wedding 

venue; my favorite bar was torn down and 

replaced by a bowling alley; the grocery store 

was transformed into a florist's shop before 

it morphed into a gift shop, then a café and 

gym, and most recently, a restaurant with a 

variety show on Thursday nights. 

When I think of this little town, it still looks the 

way it did in 1985 when my parents arrived to 

meet a realtor who showed us what ultimately 

came to be my family's summer cabin. It was 

late fall, and my sister and I clambered out of 

the back seat and gazed at the unfamiliar house, 

the yard, the beach, unable to imagine how 

many bonfires and barbeques awaited us in the 

decades yet to come. 

The owner, a retired lawyer named Joe Alcorn, 

was there to meet us that day too, watching 

closely as we looked around. His childhood 

summer home, he had largely abandoned 

the place after his wife died. Despite interest, 

he'd never been willing to sell the old place 

because he didn't want it torn down. And he 

had reason to worry: the house had been built 

in one day in the summer of 1899, and we could 

see dusty shafts of light coming through the 

walls as we moved from room to room. But it 

had a fieldstone fireplace that climbed up to 

the cathedral ceiling and a wooden footbridge 

above the living room that connected two 

bedrooms on the second floor. My mother 

promptly fell in love with the place, and my 

parents owned it within a week. My mother 

spent the better part of that first summer 

driving silverfish out of the dishes, linens, and 

books Joe left behind while my father cut back 

grapevines, patched holes in the roof, and with 

some effort, evicted a family of skunks who'd 

been keeping house in the foundation for 

almost twenty years.

Of course my family never would have 

bought the house were it not for change. The 

barn in Carole's photographs is a remnant 

from a much earlier time when the economy 

in this part of Michigan was primarily 

agricultural. I recall a foray into the lake that 

first summer where we saw the pilings of 

old loading docks under the water. Partially 

obscured by waves, they were all the more 

haunting for our inability to get a good look 

at them. They're preserved even today by 

the cold Lake Michigan water and serve as a 

constant reminder of the farmers who used 

60  |  Still Point Arts Quarterly  

Mary Elizabeth Pope



to bring wagons filled with cherries from 

the nearby barns — like the one in Carole's 

photographs —  and load them onto those 

docks so ships could carry them to canning 

factories and markets. It's a bustle that's hard 

to imagine with the barn gone and the waves 

lapping gently over the remains of those 

docks, not a ship to be found except those 

that now rest at the bottom of the lake. 

The town's agrarian economy was largely 

replaced in the twentieth century by one that 

has become increasingly dependent upon 

tourism. This change, too, was evident when, 

on one of those bookshelves my mother 
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was weeding through that first summer, she 

discovered an album filled with black-and-white 

family photographs taken in 1925. Inside was a 

ten-year-old Joe Alcorn, striking poses on the 

beach with his sister Janet and their friends, his 

father relaxing in one of the rocking chairs that 

still sit on our porch. In the pictures, the house 

rests on a sand dune and the beach stretches 

fifty yards into the bay. By the time we came 

along, my father had to rescue a forest of cedars 

surrounding the house from grapevines, and 

the water level was so high that it washed away 

part of the two-track road between the house 

and the beach in a storm. 

Thirty years later that two-track has been 

replaced by a two-lane gravel road, and the 

houses along it are no longer populated by 

the people I used to know. Many have been 

torn down and rebuilt. Others, like the barn, 

left to weather into the ground. Nonetheless, 

I still refer to them by their former owners' 

names: “Down past Hawkins' house,” I'll say 

to my mother when she asks where I saw a 

blue heron, though “Hawkins' house” has 

been through two sets of owners since Marty 

and Harry died over a decade ago. “Turn at 

Zora's,” I'll tell people when giving directions, 

though Zora followed Harry and Marty up to 

the cemetery three years ago. And “Gwen's 

house” isn't Gwen's anymore, something 

I know well because I bought the tiny 

abandoned cottage on her back lot when she 

died nine years ago. 

I'm not the only one who suffers from this 

phenomenon. For the first fifteen summers we 

spent in the cabin, Joe Alcorn would inch past 

each night in his old Chrysler with the window 

rolled down. My mother once asked him why he 

never stopped. “I just like to see it lit up again,” 

he told her. It has taken me years to understand 

that it wasn't us he was driving by to see in 

1986, and it still wasn't in 2001. It was 1925 he 

was visiting, his parents, his sister Janet, those 

friends on the beach. It was the barn in Carole's 

series intact, the sides freshly painted. He could 

still see it all.

Joe has now followed Marty, Harry, Zora and 

Gwen to the cemetery. My mother and I recently 

visited the cemetery to pick out our burial plots. 

Perhaps this makes it seem like I've reconciled 

myself to the fact that change is inevitable, but 

that's only partly true. As I told my mother when 

she asked why I'd pick out a plot at my age, “I'm 

spending my summers here, dead or alive.” But 

with so many friends and neighbors now buried 

there, it's hard not to know, even against my 

will, that the end will come. Change is the only 

constant, but as the final photograph in the barn 

series suggests, that's not necessarily a bad 

thing.

In her short story “Happy Endings,” Margaret 

Atwood offers a number of possible lives for 

her characters “John” and “Mary” but only one 

ending, about which she famously concludes: 

“You'll have to face it, the endings are the same 

however you slice it. Don't be deluded by any 

other endings. . . . The only authentic ending 

is the one provided here: John and Mary die. 

John and Mary die. John and Mary die.” And, 

of course, John and Mary do die. Also, their 

house goes up for sale. It would be terrible if 

a developer knocked it down and built a new 

house, one without cracks in the walls, though 

maybe one does. And maybe a realtor meets 

a couple there, whose children clamber out of 

the backseat and gaze at the unfamiliar house, 

the yard, the beach, unable to imagine how 

many bonfires and barbeques await them in the 

decades yet to come. �
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Pencil Prayers, 2015.
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CArol l. MyerS was born and raised in 

Baltimore, Maryland. Experiencing the area's lush 

landscape and major waterways assured her love 

of nature in all forms. Her parents surrounded her 

with creative activity and encouraged her interest 

in art as an avocation, if not a career. • Myers went 

to nursing school at Johns Hopkins Hospital and 

accepted her first nursing job in Ann Arbor, Michigan. 

The atmosphere of the college town inspired her to 

follow her longtime interest in art, first with classes 

at Washtenaw Community College and later at the 

University of Michigan, where she earned her B.F.A. in Printmaking in 1976. • In 1979 she moved to 

Indianapolis, Indiana, where she has been active at the Indianapolis Art Center as a student and teacher, 

at the Indianapolis Museum of Art as a docent, and at the Cultural Complex of the Indianapolis Art 

Center as curator. She has prints in several museum collections and a large quilt, “Women, Why Do 

You Weep,” displayed at the Indiana University Melvin and Bren Simon Cancer Center. In 1999 Myers 

left the workplace to focus on her studio work. She has shown her art in many group and solo national 

and regional shows and has participated in cooperative galleries in Indiana and Michigan. • Myers was 

awarded an Individual Artist Grant from the Indiana Arts Commission in 2000. She has worked in 

various roles with the Stutz Artists Association in Indianapolis. In recognition of her medical background 

and commitment to the healing nature of art, Myers was selected as Chairperson and Curator for the 

Stutz Artists Association Partnership with Clarian Hospitals, bringing staff, patients, and visitors into 

closer contact with the arts. •  Currently, Myers maintains a full-time studio practice. Coming full circle, 

she is inspired once again by nature and close proximity to large bodies of water: Paw Paw Lake and 

Lake Michigan. She remains focused on her desire to promote the arts as a life-enhancing activity in 

medical and educational settings.

My work explores the internal landscape of spirit. Meditative pencil drawings revisit natural 

objects that fascinate me: shells, bones, fossils, bare trees, and roots; the architecture of nature. The 

drawings form a personal constellation of image and meaning. My work spins off from here, becoming 

richer with time, repetition, and introduction of other mediums. • Mark-making is embedded in my DNA. 

My favorite tools are mechanical pencils with HB leads — lots of them — one to five at every spot I sit to 

draw! Over time, I have filled many sketchbooks and realized that the marks, and the making of marks, had 

Carol l. Myers

PORTFOLIO



Dune Grass, 2015. 10 X 8 inches (25.4 x 20.3 cm). Encaustic monotype.
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my work 

explores 

the internal 

landscape 

of spirit

taken a meditative, spiritual turn. I began to call them Pencil Prayers, 

using small bits of paper, tags, and sketchbooks to receive them. I take 

a deep breath to center myself and imagine that the space between 

pencil and paper is the interconnected web of life. I gently stroke the 

web (my sheet of paper). In my imagination, I become aware of rips 

and tears — hurt places — mending them with my gentle drawing and 

healing intentions. This has become the essence of my art practice. In 

the years since the passing of my adult daughter, Lizzie, I have been 

called by spirit to give these drawings to friends and strangers. Each 

Pencil Prayer has a specific energetic vibration and seems to choose 

the recipient most in need of that energy. On a very deep level, I feel 

sacred connections are made with this gifting.

Carol L. Myers lives in Watervliet, Michigan
www.carollmyers.com

Intimations of Spirit



Blue Morning II, 2015. 10 X 8 inches (25.4 x 20.3 cm). Encaustic monotype.
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Carol L. Myers

I create encaustic monotypes by drawing on a heated surface with pigmented beeswax. When I am 

satisfied with the image, I place a sheet of paper face-down on the surface to transfer the colored wax to 

the paper. The paper absorbs the hot wax and the interaction forms veils of color and texture, creating 

a sense of depth and mystery. Responding to the printed image, I place it face-up on the heated surface 

for more mark-making with pencil, charcoal, oil pastel and additional colored wax. 



Blue Morning III, 2015. 10 X 8 inches (25.4 x 20.3 cm). Encaustic monotype.
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Warm wax loves to accept and incorporate the marks and colors into its receptive layer, cooling to a 

protective shield. The shapes and symbols from my drawings appear, and I pay special attention to the 

connections and intersections with color and marks. Many of these images reference mandalas with 

the circle within the square becoming cosmic diagrams for meditation.



Now, 2015. 17 x 20.5 inches (43.2 x 52.0 cm). Encaustic monotype.
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Spring Crop Circle, 2012. 17 x 20.5 inches (43.2 x 52.0 cm). Encaustic monotype.
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Hold the Now, 2015. 17 x 20.5 inches (43.2 x 52.0 cm). Encaustic monotype.
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Sand and Roots, 2015. 17 x 20.5 inches (43.2 x 52.0 cm). Encaustic monotype.
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Blue Morning, 2015. 10 X 8 inches (25.4 x 20.3 cm). Encaustic monotype.
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Spring Morning, 2015. 17 x 20.5 inches (43.2 x 52.0 cm). Encaustic monotype.
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Intimate and meditative, 

my work invites the viewer 

into a connection with 

spirit, allowing a sacred 

space for beauty and 

contemplation. Believing in 

the transformative nature 

of art, I have woven creative 

expression into the fabric 

of my life and know, at my 

core, that art heals.  
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Slow down. Pause in moments. Look in the spaces in between. Immerse in the process 
whole-heartedly. Feel that strange, embodied, viscerality of art-making.

how To mAP A rAinbow:   
A sTeP-by-sTeP guide
Threasa Meads

FEATURE



   Step One

Look through all of the fingerprints that have been magnified and then carefully traced 

onto large sheets of butcher's paper with a thick black marker. Select the smallest one and 

pin it to a canvas. Take a sharpened 2HB lead pencil and trace along the labyrinthine curves 

of the fingerprint.

 

Press hard enough for the pencil to break 

the surface of the paper, though not so hard 

that the pencil pierces the canvas. When 

all lines have been traced, discard the now 

shredded paper.

Read somewhere that the word “clue” comes 

from the word “clew:” a ball of thread used to 

guide a person (literally or figuratively) out of 

a labyrinth. Ariadne's thread guided Theseus 

to freedom. 
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Threasa Meads is a writer and artist who just completed her Ph.D. in creative writing at Flinders University in 
Adelaide, South Australia. For her experimental memoir, Nobody, Meads was shortlisted for The Australian/Vogel's 
Literary Award in 2008 and awarded a Varuna Fellowship in 2009. In 2012 she was Emerging Writer in Residence at the 
KSP Writers' Centre. She has recently completed the sequel to Nobody, Mothsong.



Know that here is the clue / clew that will 

indicate the way, the path, the next step, a 

way forward. Threads are hidden beneath the 

everyday, beneath the stories, within the art being 

made. This process of art-making and ekphrasis 

will reveal hidden stories, untangle the threads 

that will, hopefully, lead out of the labyrinth.

Understand the term ekphrasis as having its 

roots in Greek rhetoric, where students learned 

ekphrasis as the art of describing people, places, 

and things in such a vivid and emotive way as to 

bring them to life for the audience. 

View ekphrasis in contemporary terms 

according to James Heffernan's often cited 

definition as “the verbal representation of visual 

representation” and Anja Müller's elaboration 

of the various forms this representation takes, 

including “literary and non-literary writing on 

art (more recently even art criticism) as verbal 

representations, and a wide range of real or 

imaginary visual objects as visual representation.”

Slow down. Pause in moments. Look in the 

spaces in between. Immerse in the process 

whole-heartedly. Feel that strange, embodied, 

viscerality of art-making.

Be bothered by how transparent the fingerprint 

is, how it almost fades into the background. Take 

a small brush and trace over the pencil with black 

acrylic paint . . . to give it substance.

Leave the canvas on an easel and contemplate 

the mesmerizing labyrinthine, mazelike 

fingerprint design for months before moving on 

to the next step in the process.

   Step twO

While choosing some acrylic paints, reflect on 

how this art-making is like and unlike the story 

of Philomela, which was made widely known 

through Ovid's Metamorphoses. The story has 

at its core the story of one woman overcoming 

the act of silencing caused by sexual violence. 

In the narrative, Philomela is raped by her 

brother-in-law Tereus. He is angered when 

Philomela proclaims that she will tell her sister, 

and to ensure her silence, he cuts her tongue 

out and imprisons her in a fortress. Philomela 

still finds a way to be heard by weaving an 

elaborate tapestry showing the horror that has 

transpired, which she then sends to her sister. 

This rainbow project relates to Philomela's story 

in a very specific way. Both employ the visual to 

speak for what has been silenced. Further, words 

can be a wholly insufficient vehicle for certain 

things. Consider beauty, good things in life, 

moments that have shone brightly; to write about 

such things, to capture them in static words would 

reduce them to something flat and singular. Words 

can dilute the feelings to which we need to cling, 

feelings that have been lights in the darkness, 

guiding beacons within this labyrinth of healing.
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Select red, orange, yellow, green, blue, violet, and white tubes of acrylic paint and place them on 

the table directly beneath Wassily Kandinsky's quote stuck to the wall that reads: 

[t]he eye itself is enchanted by the beauty and other qualities of color. You experience a satisfaction 
and delight, like a gourmet savoring a delicacy. . . . They produce a correspondent spiritual 
vibration. . . . Generally speaking, color directly influences the soul.

With any small to medium-sized paintbrush apply red in the bottom right corner of the frame — like 

a triangle, except that the edge that faces upwards to the rest of the white canvas is curvy, not 

straight, like a wave. Now, above this curvy line and extending outwards diagonally to both edges 

of the canvas, paint a thick wavy line of orange, a long wavy stripe. Don't blend the paints. Wait for 

each wavy strip to dry before adding the next one. Now, graduate up across the canvas, building 
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with curvy lines of yellow, green, blue, and 

violet in that ascending order, taking care 

to always extend each curvy line diagonally 

to both edges of the frame. Build the colors 

up the canvas, right up to the top left corner, 

ending in white. The white will be similar to the 

red, as it will be a curvy triangle rather than a 

stripe, but it will face the opposite way.

It will be apparent at this point that the 

labyrinth has not been covered by the paint. 

Leave the canvas on the easel and contemplate 

the mesmerizing labyrinth/maze fingerprint 

design and swirls of colors for a month, before 

moving on to step three.

   Step three

While shopping in Bunnings for gardening 

supplies, buy four rolls of gutter guard . . . 

because it looks interesting. Let the gutter 

guard sit around the house for a while gathering 

dust before realizing that it would be good to 

use in this artwork. Because the plastic gutter 

guard is in long strips, stitch them together with 

black thread to make a grid. Lay the mesh grid 

on the painted canvas. At the top right of the 

grid, above the orange painted beneath, stitch 

a shimmery, silken red thread into the mesh grid 

in the shape of a cocoon, a suture, a wound . . . 

because it feels right.

It feels right because this project began with 

an idea of a maze and a desire to reclaim the red 

thread that was lost in that experimental memoir 

Nobody. This project began with the intention 

of writing a sequel to that choose-your-own-

adventure narrated in second person, which tells 

the story of growing up in Australia in the 1980s 

amidst the horrors of domestic violence and sexual 

abuse. This project expands upon that journey; it 

ventures deeper into the labyrinth, peers within 

the chrysalis, and gathers the threads of healing.

Stretch the grid over the canvas and affix it 

to the unseen back edges of the frame with a 

staple gun. Staple guns are great, 

they can attach almost anything to 

anything else.

Leave the canvas on the easel 

and contemplate the mesmerizing 

labyrinthine, mazelike fingerprint 

design and swirls of colors. 

Appreciate how the grid that's been 

affixed is a curvy grid, not uniform; 

consider how it matches the fluidity 

beneath. Ponder how the grid is like 

a map of something.

   Step FOur

Purchase a hot glue gun at Spotlight 

to make a wedding bouquet. Tell the 
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university it is for Ph.D. research and claim reimbursement. While making satin roses from strips of 

a recycled bridesmaid's dress purchased at an op shop, realize that the curved shape of the roses is 

similar to the spiral of the fingerprint. Also notice that a hot glue gun can make any two things stick 

together — quickly! Marvel at how anyone could ever do without one. While meditatively making the 

bouquets for the bridesmaids, have the thought that hot glue could be used to stick gutter guard to 

the canvas upstairs. Abandon the bouquets temporarily, run upstairs, and using hot glue, connect the 

gutter guard to the canvas, following the lines of the fingerprint to make a sculpture.

Step back and admire 

the three-dimensional 

fingerprint labyrinth with 

swirls of colors beneath a 

grid. Leave canvas on the 

easel and push it to the 

back of your mind for a 

month while preparing for 

the wedding.

              Step Five

Accidentally print the 

pages of Nobody using a 

miniaturized printer setting 

when preparing to submit 

it for a writing residency. 

Keep the pages in a filing 

cabinet drawer for a year 

because they are cute and 

haunting. Gather up this 

miniature Nobody when 

collecting papers for cutting 

and pasting into a research 

journal. While sitting on the 

bed, cut out all the little 

pages of Nobody, realizing 

that the size corresponds 

perfectly with the walls of the 

three-dimensional fingerprint 

labyrinth that has swirls of 

colors beneath a grid.
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Remember that when writing Nobody it 

felt as though walls were created between 

the past and the present, that the ongoing 

experiences of post-traumatic stress disorder 

(PTSD)  — timelines and realities intersecting, 

blurred boundaries — were somehow 

alleviated, just a little.

Acknowledge that this rainbow project also 

involves navigating these broken parts of the 

self. Understand that the definition of broken, 

the past participle of break, has several 

strands, threads. It refers to something that 

has been broken: she had a broken nose. It 

can describe someone who has given up 

all hope: despairing, she sought to end her 

life. It denotes something that has breaks 

or gaps in continuity: she moved too much, 

missed a consistent education, lacked a stable home life, and 

the trauma of sexual abuse and domestic violence fragmented 

her perception of self, space, and time.

Borrow Judith Herman's Trauma and Recovery: The 

Aftermath of Violence — From Domestic Abuse to Political 

Terror from the library and photocopy her explanation of trauma 

and its repercussions:

Traumatic reactions occur when action is of no avail. When 
neither resistance nor escape is possible, the human system of 
self-defense becomes overwhelmed and disorganized. Each 
component of the ordinary response to danger, having lost 
its utility, tends to persist in an altered and exaggerated state 
long after the actual danger is over. Traumatic events produce 
profound and lasting changes in physiological arousal, emotion, 
cognition, and memory. Moreover, traumatic events may sever 
these normally integrated functions from one another. The 
traumatized person may experience intense emotion but 
without clear memory of the event, or may remember everything 
in detail but without emotion. She may find herself in a constant 
state of vigilance and irritability without knowing why. Traumatic 
symptoms have a tendency to become disconnected from their 
source and to take on a life of their own.
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Understand that the trauma of domestic 

violence and sexual assault causes a 

fragmentation of the self, a kind of slippage, an 

experience of instability, of flux.

Read what other theorists have to say about 

trauma. Know what Suzette Henke means when 

she suggests in her study of women's traumatic 

testimony that “there seems to be little doubt that 

trauma precipitates a violent fragmentation of 

the (perhaps fantasized) image of the integrated 

subject.” Drawing on the research of Judith 

Herman, Henke says that “traumatic events 

‘shatter the construction of the self that is formed 

and sustained in relation to others’ and ‘cast the 

victim into a state of existential crisis.’” Know, as a 

survivor, the “uncontrolled repetitive occurrence 

of hallucinations and other intrusive phenomena” 

that Cathy Caruth refers to as the aftereffects of 

trauma. Sidonie Smith and Julia Watson, in their 

study of traumatic testimony, pose that survivors 

are “haunted by memories that obsessively 

interrupt a present moment and insist on their 

presence.” Live this and experience “memories 

[that] come to the surface of consciousness in 

fits and fragments, again and again, despite the 

passing of years.” Collect these fragments, these 

broken threads during this art-making process. 

Walk this labyrinth where timelines intersect.

Consider poet, psychologist, and Nobel 

Laureate Tomas Tranströmer's suggestion of 

time from his poem “Reply to a Letter:”

Time is no straight line, but rather a labyrinth. 
And if you press yourself against the wall, at 
the right spot, you can hear the hurrying 
steps and the voices, you can hear yourself 
walking past on the other side.

And it more than this. It is a space where 

boundaries and identities constantly shift, 

where most often there is the experience not 

of a pressing close to the wall at the right place 

but a feeling of walls closing in, and a blurring of 

the boundaries, an overlapping of spaces. A site 

of struggle at the intersections of past horrors, 

hopes for the future, and present realities.

This labyrinth, with its origins in late Middle 

English (referring to the maze constructed by 

Daedalus to house the Minotaur), in the French 

labyrinthe or Latin labyrinthus, or in the Greek 

laburinthos, is a conflation of two structures: the 

maze and the labyrinth. The names of these two 

structures are often used interchangeably, even 

in the Oxford English Dictionary definition: “A 

complicated irregular network of passages or 

paths in which it is difficult to find one's way; a 

maze: ‘you lose yourself in a labyrinth of little 

streets.’”

However, the maze and the labyrinth are 

very different. The labyrinth is a complex spiral 

consisting of one path that winds into the center 

from a single entry point and then winds back 

out from the center to a single exit point. There 

is only one path through a labyrinth. A maze, on 

the other hand, is the chaotic structure that many 

people envision when referring to a labyrinth. A 

maze has many alternative paths, wrong turns, 

and dead ends. Nobody's narrative conflates the 

maze and labyrinth. On a basic level, the choose-

your-own-adventure structure of Nobody, with 

its dead ends and alternate paths, matches the 

structure of a maze. Yet it is also a labyrinth: there 

is actually only one path in and out of the story, 

one path through. It is simultaneously multicursal 

like a maze and unicursal like a labyrinth. This 

conflation of the two structures, navigating this, 

is what it is like to live with PTSD.

With PVA glue, paste all of the pages of 

Nobody to the three-dimensional gutter guard 

fingerprint labyrinth, even the pictures of January. 
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Then leave town for a week and get hitched. 

Return promptly home without a honeymoon to 

mark essays at the university. Two months after 

getting married, be forced to move our of your 

house suddenly because the landlord wants to 

move back in. Have the real estate agent help 

you find a place that unfortunately is a little more 

expensive. Place canvas above new writing space.

Contemplate writing the narrative of healing 

from child abuse, the book that peers into the 

chrysalis.

 

                           Step Six

Select a big red moth fashioned from stocking 

and wire with the wingspan of a Hercules moth, 

which was a wedding decoration. At the top 

right of the grid, above the orange painted 

beneath, affix the moth to the shimmery silken 

red thread, the suture, the wound; it is as 

though it has burst from its chrysalis. Ponder 

how this is a clue.

Read that moths, along with butterflies, 

belong to the order Lepidoptera, and there are 

many more species of moths than butterflies, 

with moths outnumbering butterflies nine to 

one. Feel a certain kind of comfort knowing that 

there are so many moths flitting about in the 

darkness, witnessing the bad, hidden things. So 

many moths. So many stories.

Pen the poem:

Now, listen closely in
lamplight, moonbeam, and orange singe of  

    candle-flicker.
Spilling from beating
wings, the weight of all that's witnessed 
in the dark.

Understand that people who appreciate moths, 

and butterflies are Lepidopterists. According 

to lepidopterist.org, this interest, “takes all 

shapes and forms, from making collections as a 

pastime, to studies involving molecular biology. 

The definition even expands to include people 

who appreciate Lepidoptera for their aesthetic 

value, who observe their beauty, their variety, 

and study their unique details.” 

Consider that Vladimir Nabokov was a 

Lepidopterist. Nabokov, known to most people 

as the author of Lolita, among other works, was a 

self-taught expert on butterflies and moths. When 

Nabokov was eight his father was imprisoned for 

his political activities, and he took a butterfly to 

his father's cell as a gift. Nabokov even claimed 

that his passion for Lepidoptera surpassed his 

passion for his writing career. In a 1964 interview 

with Jane Howard for LIFE, Nabokov said: 

Frankly, I never thought of letters as a career. 
Writing has always been for me a blend of 
dejection and high spirits, a torture and a 
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pastime — but I never expected it to be a 
source of income. On the other hand, I have 
often dreamt of a long and exciting career 
as an obscure curator of Lepidoptera in a 
great museum.

Learn that, as an adult, Nabokov collected 

moths and butterflies across the United States and 

was the curator of Lepidoptera at the Museum 

of Comparative Zoology at Harvard University. 

Nabokov, like other Lepidopterists, pinned down 

moths and trapped them behind glass to study 

them. But he also did something else. Nabokov, 

the writer, pinned down moths (and butterflies) 

with ink on the page. He negotiated the worlds 

of science, art, and literature with his fascination 

of Lepidoptera. Throughout his life, he published 

detailed descriptions of hundreds of species. He 

also describes a Lepidopterist in his short story 

“The Aurelian,” based on the life of 

Lepidopterist Hans Rebel.

Know that he's not the only writer 

who pins down Lepidoptera with 

ink, traps them on the white page, 

or behind glass on a computer 

screen. There are many who are 

drawn to moths and their often more 

appreciated diurnal counterparts. 

With their life cycles involving a 

complete metamorphosis from egg 

to caterpillar and from chrysalis to 

adult, moths and butterflies are, 

according to The Book of Symbols, 

“one of our most poetic images of the 

psyche's self-renewal beyond even 

traumatic endings.”

What is interesting though is that 

the butterfly is often attributed to 

more positive growth, perhaps due to 

its daylight existence and navigation 

by the sun. Throughout various cultures it 

symbolizes immortality, confers blessings upon 

lovers, represents a healing where the self 

transforms into a thing of great beauty and then 

basks in the sunlight. Moths on the other hand, 

while still representing the psyche, the soul, are 

often used in literature and art to convey a range 

of less favorable emotions, including feelings of 

despair, futility, and grief. 

Some writers pin down moths to process these 

darker emotions. In stories, poems, and personal 

essays, moths symbolize the soul leaving the 

body after death, such as in the short story “The 

Moths” by Helena Maria Viramontes, where 

moths that “lay within the soul and slowly eat the 

spirit up,” leave the grandmother's body after 

her passing. Dead, brittle moths symbolize the 

end of a relationship in Melanie Pryor's touching 

short story, “Luna Lepidoptera.” Hungry frenetic 
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moths, destroying treasured items in the dark 

spaces of cupboards, show the unstudied dark 

recesses of the grieving psyche after the tragic 

loss of a parent in Elizabeth Kadetsky's beautiful 

lyric essay “Moths.” In contrast to the butterfly, 

the moth, it seems, is a perfect vehicle for 

conveying the traumatized psyche.

Julie Gregory in her survivor memoir, Sickened: 

The True Story of a Lost Childhood, poignantly 

casts the condition of such a soul when she 

speaks of her traumatic memories: 

The memories that hang heaviest are the 
easiest to recall. They hold in their creases 
the ability to change one's life, organically, 
forever. Even when you shake them out, 
they've left permanent wrinkles in the fabric 
of your soul.

And she draws on the symbolism of Lepidoptera 

when describing her healing:

The pod I was stuffed into has perforated 
breaks in the skin, and I, ever so painfully, 
am unlacing myself from its tight shell. I use 
my fingertips to tug and pull the laces loose, 
unfurling myself from the cocoon I've been 
kept in, folding and falling, jutting the angles 
of crooked, atrophied limbs out of its hold.

While she gives no clue to whether it is a moth 

or a butterfly that she is figuratively becoming, 

there is a darkness to her description that fits the 

tone that moths are often held in. Perhaps, moths 

are most suitable for conveying the experience of 

the soul's journey of healing for a person who has 

survived child abuse.

Yet, it is the butterfly, not the moth that is a 

popular symbol for organizations who support 

survivors of child sexual abuse and domestic 

violence. This is most likely because it offers 

an assurance that the journey through the dark 

night of the soul will ultimately lead to liberation 

and the light of day — an idea that always seems 

forced, somehow. Many survivors know, deep 

within themselves, that there are wrinkles in their 

souls that will never unfurl. Wouldn't the moth 

be a better symbol for the kind of journey where 

there are no assurances that you'll become a 

beautiful creature and ever feel the warmth of 

the sun?

Whatever it becomes, though, agree that 

the sheer horror of the actual process of 

transformation that occurs within the chrysalis 

of both moth and butterfly is a powerful 

symbol for the actual healing process. To 

become a moth or a butterfly, a caterpillar 

almost completely dissolves within the pupa. 

Its body releases enzymes that literally digest 

itself. All that remains in the chrysalis is mostly 

a nutrient-rich goo from which the moth, or 

butterfly, forms.

Be mesmerized by this artwork, with its three-

dimensional gutter guard fingerprint labyrinth, 

with the stuck on miniaturized pages of Nobody, 

the swirls of colors beneath a grid, and the big 

red moth fashioned from stocking and wire with 

the wingspan of a Hercules bursting from its 

shimmery silken red thread chrysalis.

                         Step Seven

Observe that there seems to be a division 

between what is above and beneath in this 

artwork. Notice that there is a swirly spiritual 

dimension beneath the grid, that the colors 

clearly represent the chakras. Recognize that 

just beneath the surface is a strong spiritual 

dimension.
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Learn that the labyrinth is actually a powerful 

symbol for spiritual growth and healing. In 

Walking a Sacred Path: Rediscovering the 

Labyrinth as a Spiritual Practice, Lauren Artress 

traces the history of the labyrinth to modern-

day and offers a guide for how the labyrinth 

operates as a symbol for personal and spiritual 

transformation. She suggests that historically 

and today the “labyrinth, in its strange and 

uncanny way, offers a sacred and stable space to 

focus the attention and listen to the longing of 

the soul,” and adds that it serves as a “spiritual 

tool meant to awaken us to the deep rhythm 

that unites us to ourselves and to the Light that 

calls from within.” 

In Exploring the Labyrinth: A Guide for 

Healing and Spiritual Growth, Melissa Gayle 

West describes the labyrinth as:

A powerful spiritual symbol that speaks to 
our souls in a way that transcends all creeds 
and beliefs. All spiritual traditions speak of 
life as a path, a spiritual journey, with its 
own twists and unexpected turns, to the 
heart of the Spirit. Walking the labyrinth 
can help people step foot once again on 
their own paths, helping them to remember 
their own lives as spiritual journeys.

Understand that walking this labyrinth will 

awaken sacred rhythms in the self and forge 

deeper connections with a sense of spirituality.

Know this spirituality as being different 

from religion. The Handbook of Religion and 

Health offers a useful distinction: “Religion is 

an organized system of beliefs, practices, rituals, 

and symbols . . . Spirituality is the personal 

quest for understanding answers to ultimate 

questions about life.”

Artress colorfully illustrates the difference 

between the two terms when she says, “Religion 

is for those who are scared to death of hell. 

Spirituality is for those who have been there.”

Discover that spiritual growth is also 

recognized as one of the possible outcomes 

for survivors of trauma, that it is one of the 

indicators of post-traumatic growth (PTG). 

Learn that, building on Richard Tedeschi's 

extensive research (including an inventory 

he developed to track and measure the 

phenomenon), Tedeschi and Lawrence Calhoun 

coined the term Post-Traumatic Growth 

(PTG), which builds on the premise that “the 

frightening and confusing aftermath of trauma, 

where fundamental assumptions are severely 

challenged, can be fertile ground for unexpected 

outcomes that can be observed in survivors.”

Through their studies, Calhoun and Tedeschi 

identified three major life areas where PTG is 

experienced: changes in relationships with   

others, change in the sense of self, and change 

in philosophy of life. Within these spheres they 

observed trauma survivors who experienced 

renewed appreciation of life, an awareness of 

new possibilities, enhanced personal strength, 

improved relations with others, and spiritual 

growth. Tedeschi and Calhoun emphasize 

that the kind of trauma they are referring to 

goes well beyond the incidence of everyday 

stress and refers to the kind of trauma and the 

ongoing struggles individuals face as a result 

of such tragedies as rape, incest, bereavement, 

cancer, HIV infection, heart attacks, disasters, 

and the holocaust. They argue that this kind 

of “crisis severely shakes the foundation of the 

individual's worldview [causing] a significant 

amount of cognitive turmoil and emotional 

distress.” And they suggest that the potential 

for positive growth emerges for individuals as 

they seek to process these events, arguing that 
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“[t]here is a large amount of ruminative thought 

devoted to trying to restore some degree of 

cognitive balance, and there is an increase 

in coping devoted to reducing the level of 

emotional distress.”

Read that coping is at the core of PTG, with 

Tedeschi and Calhoun seeing that “growth 

emerges from the struggle with coping, not 

from the trauma itself.” Tedeschi further 

adds that for these individuals, “there is an 

acknowledgement that existing beliefs, goals 

and behavior do not work very well after the 

trauma has changed things, [leading the 

individual to cull] beliefs, goals and behaviors.” 

From this process of rumination, culling, 

adapting, and coping, Tedeschi argues that 

survivors develop a personal narrative which 

maps the trajectory of their experience from 

pre-trauma through the healing journey to 

post-trauma, a narrative “that incorporates 

life before the trauma, the struggle with the 

ensuing changes, and the new way of living.” 

He says that while this is a distressing process 

that often involves “symptoms of anxiety, 

depression, or post-traumatic stress,” it leads 

to the possibility of transformative experience 

as “with this narrative comes a change in 

identity.”

Tedeschi and Calhoun propose that a trauma 

survivor's potential for further PTG is enhanced 

if they are “able to engage in a sort of meta-

cognition or reflection on their own processing 

of their life events, seeing themselves as 

having spent time making a major alteration 

of their understanding of themselves and their 

lives.” For many, “post-traumatic growth is 

incorporated into the individual's identity and 

life story, with the event serving as a marker 

event that divides the individual's life into a 

before and after.”

Walk this labyrinth knowing all of this. Walk 

this labyrinth carrying songs — songs from 

childhood, from movies, songs of guts and 

flames and smoke and gravel, songs from moths.

Be the mirror.

The reflection.

The self, looking at this reflection.

Be none of this.

Be the “violent fragmentation of the (perhaps 

fantasized) image of the integrated subject” 

that Suzette Henke observes in her study of 

women's traumatic testimony.

Be more than this.

                         Step eight

Consider, again, this artwork, with its three-

dimensional gutter guard fingerprint labyrinth, 

with the stuck-on miniaturized pages of Nobody, 

the swirls of colors beneath a grid, and the big 

red moth fashioned from stocking and wire, 

with the wingspan of a Hercules, bursting from 

its shimmery silken red thread chrysalis.

Really look at it. Soak it up. Feel it.

Ponder what Peter Turchi says about the writer 

as cartographer:

Writing is often discussed as two separate 
acts — though in practice they overlap, 
intermingle, and impersonate each other. . 
. . One is the act of exploration . . . history 
tells us that exploration is assertive action 
in the face of uncertain assumptions, 
often involving false starts, missteps, 
surprises — all familiar parts of the writer's 
work. If we persist, we discover our story 
(or poem, or novel) within the world of that 
story. The other act of writing we might call 
presentation. Applying knowledge, skill 
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and talent, we create a document meant 
to communicate with, and have an effect 
on, others. The purpose of a story or poem 
. . . is not to record our experience but to 
create a context for, and to lead the reader 
on, a journey. That is to say, at some point 
we turn from the role of Explorer to take on 
that of Guide.

Harness optimism and creativity.

Become the architect, the builder, and the 

materials.

Walk this labyrinth as a cartographer of 

transformative experience.

Know that it is the entire process — before, 

middle, and after — that is being mapped here.

It is the building of something better. Listen 

carefully for the words of this story; it is found 

between moments. Its colorful narrative threads 

will be unravelled from the past and present, and 

woven through hopes for the future. It will take 

the shape of a spiral, a magical realist labyrinth, a 

lyric essay, a mirror-maze, and a mandala. It is time 

to look away from the canvas — it now lives in the 

mind's eye, anyway. It is time to begin writing.

Make the ink sing. �
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I had to do something. I needed new air. I had to breathe again through that only true organ of respiration. 
My muff led heart yearned to speak. I had to create something. But I had lost my focus and I lost my nerve. 
Whatever it was it had to be conducive to a mindless sort of autopilot. I needed a stream-of-consciousness, lucid 
art form. That's when I picked up a camera and went out and talked to trees. 

ArT is . . . 
Vincent Louis Carrella
photography by the author

COLUMN

LighT Box Shaman



Art is too simple a word for a thing as vast as the sum total of all human 
expression.

My story is not tragic or 

awful but it is mine. I'm fifty 

years old at the time of this 

writing and a thousand crystal moments 

sparkle before me like a swirling galaxy 

of past lives and times. I am the amalgam 

of all eighteen thousand two hundred 

and fifty days. Every flower, every tree 

house, each smack in the jaw, all those 

tiny gasps of air from every just-opened 

Coke bottle is a star. And I have named 

them all. I have configured them into constellations. I have made gods and worlds and burned them 

singing; until I crumbled like a pair of skyscrapers and could sing no more. 

Art is a question and a quest.

A boy is a delicate being, but he learns 

quickly that delicacy means death. The 

regimens of boyhood in my small Long 

Island town required more moxie than 

I possessed. Small, skinny, frightened, 

bullied without mercy — but you've 

heard that story before. Terrorism is 

a concept I understood viscerally. My 

enemies were legion and their faces all 

blurred into one — my own. When the 

mirror becomes your nemesis Holden 

Caulfield becomes your greatest friend.
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A writer begins as a reader and a book 

is a powerful drug. Once you learn how 

stories are told it becomes easy to tell 

them to yourself. Writing is the greatest 

of escapes and the most tenacious of 

addictions. A writer can easily hide 

within the life of a phantom self. It is 

a thinly veiled rouse. But it is thrilling. 

And it works. It did for me. Since I could 

not abide the stories I lived in, I created 

my own. 

I had never felt at home inside my own body, which is why I spent so much of my life crawling into the 

bodies of others. My body was neither a temple nor a home. It felt like a strange device to me, like 

an oboe or an upright piano at the back of a saloon that plays a song of fear or love; which is a choice 

that only now seems obvious to me. But then, in boyhood, there was only fight or flight. So I learned 

how to run.

I remember every punch I ever took, all the spit spat into my eyes, the sensation of other boys' fingers 

pressed into the sides of my skull. I am an illuminated manuscript filled with tattoos gilt in silver and 

visible now only beneath the moon. 

They talk about the memory of the body as if the mind itself is dispersed, and we, like old cities, 

are haunted by our histories of pestilence and war. Where then do the memories hide within us? 

In fingers and in follicles. Like mites that lurk in the pores of the skin, nothing is ever forgotten in 

the old quarters. I was, then, lost in the labyrinth of a London I constructed for myself, where the 

palimpsests of ancient Rome still rise in 

cobblestones and aqueducts built to 

last a thousand years.

Art is an alembic through which 
ineffable truth is derived from 

faulty modes of perception.

I was, not long ago, a broken man-child, 

lying among the shattered remnants of 

my life, in the midst of a divorce, the 

father of two young girls, my sense 
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of self in ruin. Eckhart Tolle calls this 

moment an ego collapse. And it is, 

apart from birth, life's greatest gift. For 

it is the opportunity for resurrection. 

Before you can be reborn you have to 

be willing to die. And parts of me did, 

though I was not willing. 

I couldn't speak, I couldn't laugh, I 

couldn't write. I did not know who or 

what I was anymore. I understood, then, 

the jumpers who lean over the rail of that 

beautiful golden bridge and see easy 

solace in the waves and foam below. You feel like a shattered windshield and you can't possibly 

imagine the first thing to do with the glittering pile of glass that you are, because every time you move 

off the sofa, just to use the bathroom, or to heat up a can of soup, the shards all burn in your cuts.

I had to do something. I needed new air. I had to breathe again through that only true organ of 

respiration. My muffled heart yearned to speak. I had to create something. But I had lost my focus 

and I lost my nerve. Whatever it was it had to be conducive to a mindless sort of autopilot. I needed 

a stream-of-consciousness, lucid art form. That's when I picked up a camera and went out and 

talked to trees. 

I thought I could somehow capture what the trees said when they spoke to me in the rain. I had a good 

little camera and a wide-angle lens and that gave me the impetus to go out walking in the woods to 

hunt for numen-oaks, those that possessed something I could feel and see but not name. A numen 

is that aura of sacredness that presides over a place or thing. It is an intangible, indescribable voice, 

a calling, a power, a compelling energy that I feel from certain trees, objects, and stones. It belies 

form and description. These things, 

these numens, they were portals for me, 

windows that granted me brief respites 

from the known world all throughout 

my life. But until I saw them through 

the camera, and then later back home, I 

didn't understand their significance.

I don't believe there is any medicine, 

any chemical, any therapy that has the 

healing power of a sincere walk in the 

woods or a vigorous stroll by the ocean. I 
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have always known this yet I spent most 

of my life self-medicating with other 

things. When I decided for total sobriety 

from all substances, stimulants, security 

blankets of any kind, the natural world 

became my only apothecary; the camera 

a blank prescription tablet.

The camera gave me the ostensible 

reason for leaving the house. I decided 

not to plan my journeys, to let chance 

dictate my course each day. I followed 

game trails and studied the subtle signs I 

saw with my eyes and felt in my heart. If there was something that caught my attention  — an interesting 

rock formation, a trio of vultures circling above a carcass, an incongruent shape on the horizon — I 

would head in that direction and heed that call. In this way I discovered numens were everywhere. I 

found them in tide pools and swamps. I found them at the high-water line along creeks. I found them 

often near those objects that had initially caught my eye and in this way had guided my course. Those 

objects became the waypoints that brought me to the numens themselves. 

I photographed what I saw based on what I felt. Such objects and places produced within me a 

profound sense of awe, a deep feeling of connectedness and joy. The camera helped me to leave 

my island of perceived safety and discover the unity and living spirit beyond those old stories I had 

told myself. I was no longer isolating, I was connecting, and healing, and becoming whole by being 

out in the world, alive and alone. I began to love that. And I began to love myself. But something else 

happened too. Something I never expected. 

I brought the images home and at night, in the darkness, when I might have succumbed to fear and 

loneliness again, I explored those places I had visited again as I reviewed the day's journey on my 

laptop. The photographs I took came to life on my screen, again, and I was taken back to those places, 

those numens. And I began to see messages, connections, that I hadn't seen before. The natural world 

became my Tarot, and I found that I could read it well enough to divine not my future, but my now. 

Without art I am nothing. I am just a hairless monkey with superfluous thumbs.

For most of my life I felt trapped inside a container that I was told was fragile, imperfect, and weak.  

But walls, chains, bars, and bones — these are not the prisons that hold us. I was a prisoner of ideas. 

My body was bloated with flies. I was a reservoir of memories and stories I told myself, of mantras 

handed down to me by others that I had chosen to repeat because I perceived myself as incapable of 

telling my own truth. The camera helped me change.
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I began to see my body anew. At first I 

believed that in the field I was being 

guided by my eyes, by my perceptions. 

I saw things that compelled me and I 

photographed those things. And this is 

true, to an extent. But I realized that long 

before I saw the thing, the subject of a 

given photograph, I felt it. And it dawned 

on me that my eyes were not really doing 

the work of discovering these messages, 

these numens. It was my body. 

The body is a camera. We frame the world through it and record.  The mechanical device I hold up to 

my face, the machine through which I compose a photograph, is no more responsible for the picture 

than the pen and paper is for the book. Thus the body, my body, is not the victim or the enemy. That's 

what these numens had been telling me all along. I am not a body at all. 

And what's more, what makes a photograph truly compelling, to me, is not just what is seen in the 

visible frame but what is not seen that exists in the space around it. The energy of an environment 

is reflected by the subject of the photograph and that is what my body responds to, leading my 

eye to a focal point for a certain depiction of space-time that speaks to me in startling instances of 

synchronicity and serendipity. 

No journey is wasted or meaningless if it 

is embarked upon with a sincere desire 

to be pleasantly surprised.  A camera 

turns every trip into a journey, no matter 

how small. The camera does not distance 

me from the moment, it anchors me to it. 

But it is, like my body, just a lens and a 

frame. I can always take another picture. 

I can always see the picture another way. 

Art saves us because art is us. Through 

art we are unified, again. �
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Two passports, no 

country. From the 

outside looking in. 

A time of transition and introspection, autumn of my life. I accept 

my exile, but the questions remain: Where do I come from? Who 

am I? Where am I going? I recognize myself in a world that I love 

desperately though I can only discern its shadows and reflections. 

Self portraits and empty landscapes provide a glimpse of what is 

and what might become.

ralph hassenpflug

PORTFOLIO
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The summer of sChuyler mArTin
Lauren Walden Rabb



I learned to see in the summer of 1944 

when Schuyler Martin rented our barn as a 

painting studio. Papa was away all summer 

in D.C., working for the War effort, and Mama 

liked the idea of a man around the house. Plus, 

although she wouldn't say, I knew we needed 

the extra money. My clothes were wearing 

through, and for the first time Mama was not 

sending to the city for the latest patterns.

His coming caused a big stir. There had never 

been a real artist in Willow Corner before. He 

came all the way from New York City, drove 

down in a noisy yellow Cadillac with worn leather 

seats as soft as brushed cotton, and that in itself 

would have been enough to bring the curious 

and the nosy out to our house. For days after 

he arrived, Mama got up early in the morning 

to make batches of biscuits and cookies and 

stir up quarts of lemonade, just to feed all the 

neighbors who decided they owed us a call. 

The crowd eventually dwindled, until just the 

mothers and daughters were regular visitors.

They had their reasons, and the reasons all 

had to do with Schuyler Martin's paintings.

At first, though, it was just heaven for me. Mr. 

Martin asked me to help him set up the studio,, 

and then he asked me to come help him a bit 

every day. I was the envy of every girl I knew 

because I got to sit with him while he painted. 

I'd been shy with my classmates ever since the 

accident, and now, for the first time in months, I 

felt I had something to be proud of.

Schuyler Martin was middle-aged at the 

time, I suppose, but he had youthful energy, 

strong arms, and a pixie smile, and he could 

charm the down off a duck. He made me feel 

important right from the start, like there was 

nothing more pleasing to him than having my 

company while he painted. I learned to sit very 

still, so as not to disturb him, and sometimes 

we went for minutes without saying a word to 

each other. But we were warm in each other's 

presence — just felt good with each other. 

It's a hard thing to explain . . . how you know 

somebody is a true friend.

The first day he asked me to go out and pick 

him a blade of grass and a wildflower. I took 

too long because I agonized over whether he'd 

prefer a daylily or Queen Anne's lace. When I 

finally returned, with a simple thistle, he said, 

“Ah, I thought you'd run off with my props,” and 

he pinned the grass and the flower to the edge 

of his easel.

“Why do you do that?”
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“Look at that!” he said, and he pointed through the trees to the horizon. “Look at the way the 
sunlight plays on the woods! Do you see all those colors, Dot? Yellow, gold, green, crimson . . . 
there must be a hundred colors. That, my dear, is what makes life worth living.”
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“Do you see the color of this blade of grass? 

What color is that?” He answered questions 

with questions a lot.

I shrugged. “Green?”

“Yes, but what kind of green? Olive? Forest? 

Emerald? You see, Dot, the color of grass is 

unique. If I want to get it right, I have to have 

the true color in front of me.”

“What about the thistle? It's kind of a milky 

white.”

“The flower is here for texture. Run your finger 

over the edge of the thistle. It's soft and prickly 

at the same time. When I feel it, I know how to 

paint it.”

I always came back at the end of the day to 

help Mr. Martin clean his brushes. One day 

we were walking back to the house when he 

suddenly grabbed my arm and made me stop. 

“Look at that!” he said, and he pointed through 

the trees to the horizon. “Look at the way the 

sunlight plays on the woods! Do you see all 

those colors, Dot? Yellow, gold, green, crimson 

. . . there must be a hundred colors. That, my 

dear, is what makes life worth living.”

I'd seen the sun go down hundreds of times, 

of course, but I'd never paid attention.

“Look closely at the branches, Dot. You'd 

think they're brown or black, but they're 

purple in the light. Purple! Do you see that? 

With charcoal shadowing. You learn to see like 

that, Dot, and the world will be a much more 

beautiful place.”

You might think it was funny that a man who 

cared so much for getting nature right didn't 

paint right outside in front of it, but painted in 

the barn. I asked him about that. He told me he 

had two reasons. First of all, he could control 

the light in the barn. We had big windows, and 

on sunny days he would play with the curtains 

to get just the right brightness. But even more, 

he needed to keep his paints out of the weather. 

He said he'd tried painting outdoors, but if the 

wind wasn't knocking over his easel, it was 

blowing pollen into his colors, not to mention 

the rain, which would sometimes come up 

suddenly and ruin a week's worth of work.

What he didn't say was that sometimes 

he needed privacy. Schuyler Martin painted 

landscapes, but they almost always had a girl 

in them. And the girl sometimes wasn't quite 

dressed.

When Mama first saw the work Schuyler 

Martin did, I thought she would croak. You 

see, he was a friend of a first cousin of 

Papa's — that's how he got in touch with 

us — but Mama had never seen his work. 

Being a “good Christian woman,” as she liked 

to say, it never occurred to her that Mr. Martin 

might paint anything anyone would consider 

scandalous. But I have to give the residents of 

Willow Corner credit. They weren't the least 

bit scandalized. Au contraire, as the French 

would say. Instead they started lining up to 

get their daughters in his paintings.

I've thought about that a lot, and I think 

it had to do with the War. All the young men 

in town, and a good portion of the fathers, 

were off fighting. Without the men around 

to protest, the women felt free to flaunt their 

independence. And besides, I heard some 

great justifications, like “Won't Marcy's beau 

just be tickled when he comes home and sees 

his sweetheart in a painting!” Marcy's beau may 

have come home and been tickled, or furious, 

but in the meantime, Marcy was happy.

The negotiations that Schuyler Martin worked 

out with the mothers, I never was privy to. 

Somehow when Mr. Martin would get to the 

point in a painting when it was time to add a 

model, one of the girls from town would show 
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up. Of course I knew them all. Most of them 

were older than I and already graduated from 

high school. But the day Betty Colchester 

showed up, my heavenly summer suddenly 

went cold.

Betty Colchester was going into the eleventh 

grade, like me. She was the first person to make 

fun of me, and once she started, the others 

weren't so sensitive to my feelings. Once 

she called me “pickled skin,” the others felt 

free to follow. Oh, they tried to use the term 

“affectionately,” as my idiot gym teacher used 

to say, but that didn't matter. I know they felt 

uncomfortable around me after the accident, 

but still, some of these girls I'd known since 

before grade school, and I'd thought they'd 

understand. But I was too scary to understand 

I guess. Too scary, because it could happen to 

anyone.

Betty didn't say anything mean to me when 

she was over, but whenever I came into the 

barn, she smirked. So I stayed away. I started 

going into the woods down by the creek to 

watch the sunlight and water play with each 

other. I watched bright guppies wiggling down 

the stream, saw tiny snails hugging the reeds, 

caught the flicker of red from cardinals flashing 

through tree branches. That was what Schuyler 

Martin had given me: this beautiful new world 

to look at. And that was special, more special 

than being painted. Who cared if he would 

never want me in a painting? He was my friend; 

that was better. That's what I would tell myself, 

right before I started to cry.

One day I got back late, and just as I came 

up to the back porch I heard Mama and Mr. 

Martin talking. “Tell me what happened to Dot,” 

I heard him ask, and I stopped outside and held 

my breath.

“It was just about a year ago,” Mama said. 

“She got up early to make her father and me a 

special breakfast. It was our anniversary.” Mama 

always put that in about the date because that 

made it more horrible for her. “She was frying 

bacon, and there was a grease fire in the pan, 

real sudden-like. And she was leaning over 

when it happened, and her nightgown caught 

on fire.”

Mr. Martin didn't say anything for a moment. 

“I'd really like to paint her,” he said.

Mama gasped. “Like she is? Mr. Martin, she 

has burns across her whole upper body, and 

down her left arm. She's not even supposed 

to go outside without long sleeves for at least 

another year. She needs another operation.”

“I can make her look beautiful,” he said.

I felt the strangest sensation. It was like being 

terrified and elated at the same time. I was 

afraid I'd pass out or cry if I had to see them just 

then, so I slipped down the hill, across the lawn, 

and over to the barn. I wanted to sit and collect 

my thoughts.

But I must not have been very quiet about it 

because next thing I knew Mr. Martin was in the 

barn standing over me. “What do you think?” 

he said. “How would you like to be in my next 

painting?”

“Would you paint me without the scars?” I 

figured that's what he meant by making me 

beautiful.

But he frowned. “No,” he said. “That wouldn't 

be truthful. You don't need that to be beautiful. 

Here, let me show you what I was thinking.”

He walked over to a stack of books he'd 

brought down from New York and began 

flipping through pages. My mind raced with 

how he would paint me, but all I could picture 

was me in a cotton blouse buttoned up over my 

chin with sleeves past my wrist.

“Here.” He placed an open book in my 
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lap. “That's Odalisque by Ingres. We can do 

something like that.”

My throat got tight. The woman in the picture 

was naked, with her back to the viewer. She was 

sitting on a velvet couch with her legs to the 

side and her chin turned over her shoulder so 

she looked back at you. One breast was half-

visible. There was an Oriental curtain pulled 

back to her right, and she held a peacock fan. 

She was elegant and graceful. She was much 

older, rounder, and softer than I was. I could 

never look that wonderful.

I started to protest, but Schuyler Martin 

ignored me. “See,” he said,“we'll do a similar 

thing, but set you down by the creek. We can 

cover your bottom half with a picnic blanket, so 

we just get this lovely line of your back, and 

if you'd prefer you could sit up more so your 

breast won't show. But this will highlight your 

great profile. We'll see one perfect blue eye 

and half your perfect smile. Notice how Ingres 

used the light to emphasize her back, but her 

chin is in shadow. No one will see any scars. 

Your hair can fall down over your shoulder. I'll 

get your mother to curl it like on Sundays for 

church. What do you think?”

I was speechless, afraid, buoyant.

I said OK.

Mr. Martin started the painting, and for days I 

watched him block in the basics: the creek, the 

soft undergrowth, the trees, a blue sky. Each 

night I lay awake for hours fretting over that first 

time I would have to take off my blouse in front 

of him. I didn't believe he'd go through with it 

once he really saw me.

Even I didn't have the courage to look at myself 

in the mirror, not since that last time when I'd 

almost fainted. The mirror over the dresser in 

my bedroom had been removed, so I used the 

bathroom mirror, which was small and up high 

and I could only see my face. But if you've ever 

tried getting dressed and undressed or taking 

a bath without looking at yourself, you know it 

can't be done. I knew what I looked like. But I 

tried my best to pretend I didn't.

Finally, Mr. Martin told me the time had 

come to add me to the painting. He locked 

the barn door for privacy. He adjusted the 

curtain on the window so there was very little 

light. He talked to me the whole time in a calm, 

gentle voice about where exactly to sit and 

how to position myself and how the first time 

was always uncomfortable but soon I'd forget 

I was even being painted, and so on, until 

to my surprise I found myself unbuttoning 

my blouse. Then he adjusted a light blanket 

over me, and pulled back the curtain, just so. 

I felt warm sunshine on my back, a sensation 

I'd forgotten. It felt so good that from that 

moment on I had no desire to leave.

He painted me in five sessions, very quickly. 

He wouldn't let me look at the painting at all, but 

I could tell from his smile that he was happy with 

it. He told me he'd unveil it for me and everyone 

else at the little show the public library was 

sponsoring at the end of the summer. Of course 

I was disappointed and desperately curious. 

And yet, there was something about the way his 

eyes danced when he talked about the painting 

that made me able to wait with patience.

The few weeks left of that summer are a 

blur to me now. I remember going about my 

business with more contentment than I'd felt in 

months. It made me feel human again to have 

been painted.

But the morning of the art exhibition, I woke 

up in a sweat. I felt so nauseous that Mama said 

I looked pale, and she felt my forehead. I was 

terrified that everyone would see the painting 

of me and laugh.

108  |  Still Point Arts Quarterly  

Lauren Walden Rabb



I almost didn't have the courage to attend 

the exhibition. I made Mama sit with me while I 

feigned a headache, until she threatened to go 

without me. By the time we arrived, about thirty 

people were already in the room, surrounding 

Schuyler Martin and exclaiming over the 

paintings. I hoped I might slip in unnoticed.

It was Mr. Martin himself who called attention 

to me. “There she is!” he announced. “The girl 

of the hour!”

I looked around in confusion, and then I felt 

Mr. Martin take my elbow and lead me up to 

a painting. My eyes started in a corner of the 

painting and carefully took in the dense and 

dark creek bed, the silver-blue water, the noble 

trees towering toward a sulky sky, and then, 

tentatively, the beam of sunlight illuminating a 

young woman sitting along the bank. It was me.

And I was beautiful.

People came over and congratulated me, and 

they seemed sincere. Other girls exchanged 

giggling confidences about what it was like to 

pose for Schuyler Martin. Mama brought me a 

glass of raspberry punch and a piece of cake. 

But although I certainly walked around and 

looked at all the paintings, I kept coming back 

to my own and staring.

The painting became one of Schuyler Martin's 

most famous works after Life magazine did a 

story about it. And people in town treated me 

differently after that, as if they carried around 

the image of me in the painting in their minds. 

But more than any of that is what the painting 

did for me. I learned that the way I presented 

myself to the world would be reflected in the 

eyes of the people looking at me. It wasn't 

about the way I looked; it was about self-

assurance.

Beauty is not a paintbrush putting sunlight 

on a young girl's body, or candlelight reflecting 

on a Christmas bulb, or lightning illuminating 

a stormy sky. Beauty does not belong to the 

sunset, or the sparkling brook, or even the 

purple branches of a charcoal-shadowed tree. 

Beauty is not in them, it's in us.

Beauty is in the way we see the world. �
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Consider that water moves freely and 

effortlessly when meeting its obstacles 

while we mortals are always twisting, 

turning, and wiggling to dodge obstacles and 

avoid injury, both psychological and physical. 

Water is the ultimate in fluidity. 

When observing a waterfall you will notice a 

paradox. Looking closely, you will see that over 

time, water, though infinitely yielding, leaves its 

impression by carving stone, the bones of the 

earth, that ancient and utterly hard substance. 

Water caresses stone with whisper touches or 

crashes against stone with utter abandon. Either 

way, water carves a path and leaves its mark. 

While water etches its way through the eons, 

stone guides the dance of the water. Stone causes 

water to shift, fall back, dash again, apparently 

without care or resentment. Water's path is 

determined by the hard substance it plays against. 

Which shapes which? Clearly stone shapes the 

path of water as it moves ever downward to the 

lowest point. Water gathers momentum or rests 

in pools depending on the forces of stone that 

stand in its way. Water's path is determined by 

the obstacles it encounters.

Yet stone is shaped by water, isn't it? Notice the 

smooth texture of stones constantly polished by 

running water, basins that have been carved by 

whirlpools, and the gathering of like with like in 

a pebbled stream bed created by the rushing 

force of water churning up the earth. 

In another paradox, water — soft and 

yielding — moves rapidly but does its work over 

very long arcs of time. Stone — solid, cold, and 

unmoving — produces an instantaneous effect. 

What does this play of hard and soft, liquid 

and solid, movement and stillness teach us? 

Continuing our observations, we see that the 

movement and stillness of a waterfall can be 

reversed by perception. Stand back from the 

waterfall and notice the repetition of patterns 

in the water. Yes, it moves rapidly, but from a 
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distance the movement is imperceptible. From a 

distance the falling water seems still. Turn now to 

your life. From a distance, isn't all still? Don't your 

doings and actions repeat endlessly, seemingly 

infinite from the inside while imbued with drama 

but unmoving when viewed from the outside? 

Think of time. Do you feel that time is a substance 

or thing you must work your way through? Or are 

you the stationary one, the immoveable one who 

is still while the world passes by around you? Do 

you fear that time might sweep you away and 

take you down to some crashing end? 

Are you what moves or are you what is still? If 

you are still, what is the nature of your stillness? 

Is it repetition? Is it resistance? Do you take the 

same posture again and again like the figure on 

a Greek vase chasing his foe on the other side 

of the same vase? Does this posture give you a 

sense of movement because your gaze is pinned 

determinedly on your foe fleeing just ahead of 

you? If you were to step back, just a little, or turn 

around quickly, what would you see? Could you 

see the play of forms, endlessly the same yet 

suffused with the dynamism from within, informed 

by the dream? What is inside and what is outside? 

What is movement? What is stillness? 

Silently you contemplate your daily actions and 

reactions that are as still as night when viewed, like 

the waterfall, from afar. Turn your attention away 

from the drama that usually grips you. Notice the 

steps of your own dance in slow motion? Visualizing 

these dance steps, can you notice yourself twist 

this way and that as you try each moment of each 

day to experience freedom? Are you not greeted 

by a hundred impediments coming from within 

and without? Some of these impediments are 

understood by you, some are not. Some contribute 

to the dull dissatisfaction of your day. Who notices 

this play? What is this other stillness that moves 

you like a sharp gasp of recognition? 

With your indrawn breath you become quiet. You 

exhale softly, carefully wanting to notice everything 

about your perception, a perception whose origin 

you cannot fathom yet know to be your home. You 

inhale slowly to let the mystery infuse your being. 

You feel respectful, soft, calm. A fresh energy 

moves up your body. You feel a wide, expansive 

horizontal reach. You are centered. You are in the 

mystery. You are the mystery . . . the mystery of 

stillness and movement, form and formlessness. 

Exhale. Your breath becomes a circle, infinitely 

large yet somehow experienced by you. What is 

the you? Is there any other you aside from the 

dream that you are always hold to be reality? If 

you are the one who dreams, who is the one who 

is dreamed? Inhale. Your alignment shifts. You feel 

gentle, receptive, kind. Nothing can rouse you 

to anger or despair because those are features 

dreaming, while you are the Dreamer. 

Exhale. The water crashes over stone in both 

stillness and movement. Stone is solid and yet 

moved by the softest of pressures sustained 

through vast expanses of time. Stillness and 

movement are the same. The moment and the 

arc of time are one. The dreamer dreams that he 

is the dreamed. Inhale. �
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Sheri MArCuS was rhetorically born with a pencil in her hand. Her 

dream was always to be a fine artist. Her many trips to New York, 

seeing the best the art world had to offer, were the basis of her art 

education. As a child and young adult, she received many awards for 

her art including admission to the Pennsylvania Governor's School for 

the Arts at Bucknell University. She also studied at Carnegie Mellon 

University School of Art. When it came time to make a plan for her 

future, Marcus' parents suggested a more practical career, so she 

received her B.A. in Biology and Chemistry with plans to become a 

doctor. After graduation, however, she moved to New York City and 

began a commercial art career. She continued studying fine art at the 

Parsons School of Design, the School of Visual Arts, and the Art Students League. After moving to the 

San Francisco Bay area, Marcus had the opportunity to get the atelier art education she never had. She 

studied fine art at the graduate level at the San Francisco Academy of Art University. This is where she 

discovered abstract encaustic wax painting and knew she had found her métier. She is now living her 

childhood dream as a full-time artist, having exhibited in many group shows in and around San Francisco 

as well as New York and New Mexico. •

This portfolio is inspired by nature's forms, movements, patterns, and colors. Since fire and water are 

both dynamic elements, I've chosen to maximize the fluid properties of the encaustic medium to best 

express their essence. By using iridescent translucent layers of bold colors I create multiple effects 

of movement and light. Fire has the power to create and destroy, calm and horrify. I both revel in its 

quietude and respect its formidable power. By layering bold reds, oranges, and golds, I capture the 

movement of the flames and explore the tension between peace and danger. The power and  vastness 

of water bring me a deep sense of harmony and exhilaration. I use iridescent layers of molten, flowing 

wax — blues, purples, greens, and pearl — to capture water's dynamic movement. • I am enchanted by 

the properties and possibilities of the encaustic wax medium as I manipulate it from a cold, solid state 

to a hot, molten state and then back again. I heat the medium to a molten state and apply it to a wooden 

panel using a brush. I then work with a heating element to bring it back and forth from a molten to 

hardened state in order to manipulate the wax. My challenge (and delight!) is to simultaneously direct and 

unleash the flow of the wax. It is an intense process that requires my complete presence as I balance 

my intention with the power of the wax. As I manipulate the wax and the panel, my movement translates 

directly into the movement I create in my paintings. • I use up to twenty transparent or opaque layers of 

sheri MarCus
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Fireburst, 2012. 10 x 8 inches (25.4 x 20.3 cm). Iridescent encaustic on cradled panel.
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colored and iridescent wax to create the effect of light emanating from 

within the painting. Most layers have shallow relief and a highly glossed 

finish. This achieves another effect as light plays off of the surface texture. 

Depending on the colors and technique, the final result may look not only 

like encaustic but also like metal, enamel, glass, or ceramic. • People 

tell me they create personal stories from my paintings, infusing them 

with meaning. I am humbled by this emotional connection, since this is 

my intent — to create layered, elegant images that spark the imagination 

and bring joy to the viewer.   

Elemental: FireWater



Ocean Peacock, 2013. 30 x 30 inches (76.2 x 76.2 cm). Iridescent encaustic on cradled panel.
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Ocean Melody, 2013. 30 x 30 inches (76.2 x 76.2 cm). Iridescent encaustic on cradled panel.
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Beach Sea-Quins, 2014. 18 x 24 inches (45.7 x 60.9 cm). Iridescent encaustic on cradled panel.
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Golden Crackles, 2012. 11 x 16 inches (27.9 x 40.6 cm). Iridescent encaustic on cradled panel.
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Starburst, 2012. 18 x 24 inches (45.7 x 60.9 cm). Iridescent encaustic on cradled panel.
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Confetti Campfire, 2012. 18 x 24 inches (45.7 x 60.9 cm). Iridescent encaustic on cradled panel.
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Blue Lagoon, 2013. 24 x 24 inches (60.9 x 60.9 cm). Iridescent encaustic on cradled panel.
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Flaming Poppies, 2012. 30 x 30 inches (76.2 x 76.2 cm). Iridescent encaustic on cradled panel.
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Where are you from? A common 

and easy question to ask a stranger 

you meet unexpectedly at a party. 

Where are you from? 

I never know how to answer. Usually, I quip, 

“Tell me a year and I'll tell you where I was.” This 

often leads to sudden silence.

My bio says Kansas, but I wasn't born in 

Kansas. I was born in San Francisco, but I didn't 

grow up there. By the time I was five, I'd birthed 

in San Francisco, moved to Kansas, returned 

to San Francisco, south to Arkansas, back to 

Kansas. And then I started school. Life slowed 

for a few years, but then I married a soldier and 

went off to see more of the world.

Most of my life consists in moments; for a 

moment I was here, then there and there and there, 

leading to change. The life-changing moments, 

the big ones, are like a trail of fat —  shiny pearls, 

luminous in themselves, yet linked. Oddly enough, 

they lead to the front window of this house where 

I sit in an upstairs corner room with a view, writing.

The lightning-fast changes, moving 

somewhere — to Europe, Mexico, to New York, 

Los Angeles, the Caribbean, California, New 

Mexico, Kansas — back and forth across the 

world every three years or so, seemed more 

like tumbleweeds than pearls. Fortunately, one 

of my early moments came from reading Doris 

Lessing's The Golden Notebook. I decided to 

keep a journal. So at least I've kept track of where 

I was when. Much of the time I fought for political 

change or emotional change, or just change.

In Germany, from reading Sometimes a Great 

Notion and in a sudden moment, I decided to stop 

battling for political change and, instead, change 

the world one person at a time, beginning with 

me. That led to divorce and a move to Kansas and 

full-time college. In Kansas, in another moment, I 

decided to quit battling to be a visual artist and 

I married young and had children young and traveled the world as a military wife, taking college classes 
when I could, working with art and community theater when I could. And then I divorced, went to college and 
graduated, and became a professional film actress and traveled to California and New York and Mexico . . . and 
kept looking for the picket fence and the house.
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became an actress. A few years later, in Mexico, I 

decided to quit battling to be an actress.

In Washington D. C. I quit battling to open 

a restaurant and instead accepted an invitation 

from my sister to live in Hawaii; and in Hawaii, I 

stopped battling my son's request to move to 

Georgia and help him raise his son, my grandson.

In Georgia, I just stopped battling. I read a 

lot, became room-mother for a kindergartner, 

and trailed across a small college campus that 

felt like home. So much like home that I went 

into the dean's office, asked if there were any 

openings, and he said, “A funny thing just 

happened.” It seems the English tutor had quit. 

“Could I tutor English?” “I could,” I said, and told 

him I'd taught English as a foreign language in 

Mexico and in Washington D. C.

Well. There I was. Tutoring English at a small 

community college. My next step, I knew, was 

getting an advanced degree so I could move 

out of tutoring and into teaching. I spent 

considerable time checking out colleges in 

Georgia and Alabama. Nothing called me. And 

then a moment arrived: I went to the neighborhood 

library to request an inter-library loan for a Natalie 

Goldberg book, and the librarian said, “Funny 

thing, I just read it.” He loaned me his copy.

In Long Quiet Highway, Goldberg writes 

about leaving home to go to St. John's College 

in Santa Fe, New Mexico. The voice in my head, 

the momentary one that prods and commands, 

said, “Well get up and call. If you don't call now, 

you'll forget.” I got up and called.

The woman I talked to at St. John's asked if by 

any chance I taught college, and I said I tutored 

remedial English at a community college. “Did 

that count?” She said she thought it did. And 

then she said, “A funny thing just happened. We 

received this huge grant for college teachers to 

come here this summer. Why don't you apply? 

Sounds like God's telling you to come.”

Now there's a moment.
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That was in April. In June, I arrived in Santa Fe 

to enter the St. John's graduate program.

In Santa Fe I searched for a spiritual community, 

went to visit a small, independent church, and saw 

the bishop bless in the name of God the Father 

/ Mother. My mouth fell open. I graduated from 

St. John's, entered seminary, earned another 

degree, and was ordained. My mentor and I fell 

in love, and five years later we married, moved 

to Kansas City, and began looking for a house. 

None of that was as easy as a one-sentence line, 

of course, but we got here. And here we sit. In a 

1920s house that looks suspiciously like a house I 

once lived in as a child before my father died and 

also like half the houses where my husband grew 

up in a neighborhood of row houses.

My husband was born in Baltimore, six weeks 

premature, on the same day and nearly the 

same hour as my father was dying in Kansas, 

as if in some shadowy corner a voice shouted, 

“Janet's in trouble! You better get there.” The 

getting there took more than forty years.

Now. The question remains: which was the 

original pearl, the moment that began the link 

that brought me here, the upstairs room with a 

view? What pushes anyone to go rolling through 

life, or not rolling, staying put, building with stable 

blocks rather than a breadcrumb trail of pearls?

When I first entered high school and everyone 

began talking about what they wanted to do 

after graduation, I didn't know, couldn't imagine 

myself going sixty miles north to Lincoln, 

Nebraska, and working as a secretary. All I could 

see in my mind's eye was a house and a picket 

fence. Prosaic, yes, but that's what I saw: a home, 

children. Stable blocks.

So I married young and had children young 

and traveled the world as a military wife, taking 

college classes when I could, working with art 

and community theater when I could. And then 

I divorced, went to college and graduated, and 

became a professional film actress and traveled 

to California and New York and Mexico . . . and 

kept looking for the picket fence and the house.

When my husband and I walked up the driveway 

to peer through a big picture window in this nearly 

century-old house, we were just looking. Sunlight 

spread across a hardwood floor and a staircase 

led upstairs. We turned to look at each other and 

we both knew: it looked like home. We bought it.

And then, two years later, in a twenty-first-

century story of economic ruin and children 

moving home, my oldest son came to live with 

us. Then, a few years later, my second son and 

daughter-in-law moved in after their son, my 

grandson, married.

We don't have a picket fence, more like a tightly 

slatted privacy fence around the backyard. And 

the house? It looks like the kind of house you'd 

put on a drawing: two stories, peaked roof, a 

door, two windows, a tree out front, and “Honey! 

I'm home!” scrawled across the bottom.

But then, another moment arrived, and we 

constructed a small house on the family farm, 

an 1800s original homestead, now planted to 

native prairie. It's where we retreat whenever 

we can leave the city. I look out of that window 

and watch tall grass wave as if some whisper of 

promise, some unknown spirit of the land called 

this far-seeing woman to reinvent herself again.

Here runs my string of pearls: through sky and 

wind and land and the cycles of seasons . . . and 

trembling dew in a grass spider's web. Ephermal 

anchors for a woman who wanders, and yet, 

they hold tight. And the pearls grow another 

layer of glistening life.

“But then, Cliff's from Baltimore. I've lived all 

over. We both like oysters.” 

See? There's that, too. �
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NEW!   OPPORTUNITIES FOR LEARNING AND SHARING!   WORKSHOPS!

Joy Forever: establishing a Daily Creative PraCtiCe 
Instructor:  Susan Currie, author, poet, photographer, yoga instructor, creator of 
The Daily Inhale
Dates:  April 4 – May 20 
This workshop is offered ONLINE
Fee: $135

Join Susan and others in this 7-week discovery of your Joy Forever; develop practices for mindfulness, 
create a road map for your creative practice, commit to your practice, and reflect on your work and 
widen your circle.

Personal narrative – artistiC vision 
Instructor:  Ralph Hassenpflug, photographer
Dates:  May 29 – June 3 or June 26 – July 1 
Camden, Maine
Fee: $900

Articulate and refine your personal artistic vision by delving into symbolism, 
metaphor, and storytelling. Be inspired to grow and reach the next level of artistic achievement.

FinDing your Creative voiCe through Photo enCaustiCs
Instructor:  Kathryn Oliver, mixed media artist and dancer
Dates:  June 4 – 5; September 17 – 18; or October 15 – 16 
Camden, Maine
Fee: $350

Learn encaustic techniques from this passionate and creative image maker. 
Experience the natural beauty of beeswax as it brings poetic mystery to a photograph.

More information: www.shantiarts.com
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The Underpainting

You always painted
him from a distance —
illegitimate son until you married

Camille, your constant muse.
She sits there on the bank
where wild flowers grow,
her head bent reading.

There's a small dog
on her lap. She'd pose anywhere
for you — hot or cold
in those stiff clothes
women then wore.

You'd later paint over your son,
his round face, but now through time 
his bonnet is seeping through.

It's as if you couldn't share her,
wanted no distraction 
of the baby's cries.
We must focus on her hair
pulled back, the striped blouse.

More distinct is the green boat
to carry her back to shore
where houses welcome
and people picnic on the sand.

— Gail Peck

Claude Monet, On the Bank of the Seine, Bennecourt, 1868.
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Gail Peck is the author of eight books of poetry. Her most recent collection is The Braided Light which won the 
Lena Shull Contest. Her poems and essays have appeared in countless journals, and her work has been nominated for a 
Pushcart Prize and Best of the Net.
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