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Notes on Making Art

The large, gestural abstract paintings from the
beginning of my career grew directly out of early
studies in the kinetics of shaping letters and
designing text. Though | continued commission work
as a calligrapher, in painting | was able to shed the
text and focus on the rhythmic messaging of lines in
space. The possibilities of pure expressive line led me
to invent new hand tools (silk-covered bands of
rubber manipulated to create a 360 degree range of
motion) that would allow those gestures of paint to
take on the illusion of three-dimensional form. The
speed and pressure under which the wet painted
strokes were made created undulating surfaces on
glass panels that looked like natural deposits formed
by wind, water, and slow growth. Calligraphy taught
me those principles of touch: release and attack,
speed and drag. The tension between the liberated
and the regulated line opened up a lifetime of inquiry.
The following years in art were punctuated with a
series of experiments, blind alleys and new paths
leading to discoveries of handmade books and other
materials and substrates to convey ideas.

In an installation project called Mapping the Dark:
A Museum of Ambient Disorders | contrived a visual
vocabulary for ten individual characters who used
personal marking systems as a way to stabilize a
familiar disorder like a fear, loss or obsession. |
rendered these 'left behind' scraps as museum
pieces binding them into books, imprinting them on
clay or metal tablets, building them into boxes. This
five-year mixed media project, exhibited in several
museums and galleries and its boxed edition
acquired by the National Gallery of Art, taught me
new ways of thinking about art:

1) As the observer of a thing/phenomenon, | need to
come to a project a little bit empty and dumb. To
understand its weight, proportions, and contours |
have to turn it around in my hands, consider the
scope of its cultural reach, recall my own sensory
reactions to the look, smell, and feel of it, dissect its
interior, understand its high structure and flaccid
motion as it would move down the street in a wind.
So too the people | explore; What forces press down
on them and what tools do they contrive to withstand
them?

2) The structure of a work of art, or a body of work,
determines the means by which the knowledge is
transferred to the viewer. For example, there is a
photograph | have always admired of a small boy
standing in profile to the camera holding something
cupped in his hands. A small girl stands opposite him,
leaning forward, her neck extended forward as far as
it will go to get a look inside his hands. But her
elbows are retracted backwards as if pulling back.
That is the tension of looking that | aspire to
engender in an audience: the transfer of information,
as a slow unfolding, with the slight threat of a shock
of understanding at an unexpected juncture.



Tablet & Cloud: Pilgrims in Cyberspace, 2015-201/

Long ago there was a moment in time when a new set of tools launched

humans into the digital age.






Tablet & Cloud: Pilgrims in Cyberspace

Large scale events don't have precise beginnings, but it seemed the
world suddenly flipped itself over and began a new day. No pause to

consider the tentacles it would sprout.
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Tablet & Cloud: Pilgrims in Cyberspace

There was no discovery of fire'moment to provoke a startle response

in the innocent recruits.
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Tablet & Cloud: Pilgrims in Cyberspace

They set out across this new frontier, faces aglow, hands diverted

from human touch.

14






Tablet & Cloud: Pilgrims in Cyberspace

A simple object held out for purchase was reconfigured into a number-
punching operation. Faces stopped meeting across the counter; one left

suspended and the other now fastened to the screen.
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Tablet & Cloud: Pilgrims in Cyberspace

Tethered to cables and wires, they seemed to be floating in a

temporal and spatial derangement.
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Tablet & Cloud: Pilgrims in Cyberspace

Seekers and pilgrims in those early years, they began to replicate a triple-decker
universe. The tangled, dark under-story of their command centers lay hidden
beneath the earthbound affairs of the desk's surface. And high above, for them to

contemplate, was the invisible, unfathomable ‘cloud.
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Tablet & Cloud: Pilgrims in Cyberspace

Time was reconfigured. The digital age sped up so fast they had to keep bulldozing
the new into the trash heap of the

old to keep apace.
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Tablet & Cloud: Pilgrims in Cyberspace

Snaking down the walls into the slant-lit stage beneath their desks, as if scripted
for a dramatic ending, a frenetic tangle of wires made its way to the power source.

The people were now fettered to its rules.
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Tablet & Cloud: Pilgrims in Cyberspace

Some would remember those tangled wires as the

mirror image of their pilgrimage.
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In Those Days There Was No River Here, 201/7-2019

Long past a cautionary tale, these allegories are a view from

the other side of human error.
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In Those Days There Was No River Here

No one knew precisely what to be afraid of.
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In Those Days There Was No River Here

The people believed it was the end of something - or a terrible beginning

- but surely a future of tragically missed opportunities.
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In Those Days There Was No River Here

They wondered if their children would punish them for what they had failed to do.
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In Those Days There Was No River Here

Someday - later maybe - the elders would try to soothe the children with stories
about the days before the earth convulsed - before the waters rose and

scattered them all in a strange new light.
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In Those Days There Was No River Here

Tossed together in the shuffle of things, the animals and humans recalibrated

as they learned to habituate in an altered environment.
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In Those Days There Was No River Here

The adults grew detached, hoping a hew order would emerge. The children’s

faces were stark, implicating. And the animals —
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In Those Days There Was No River Here

— they knew all along it was coming.
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