MUSIC

These two images should be read as one. Begin with the female Lute player move or look
to the left, then move down to the female singer, again move or look to the left.

I did an entry on Violin Studies here:
https://markkoslowspaintingsthoughtandnature.files.wordpress.com/2020/10/blogviolin-studies-2013-2020.pdf

Some of these drawings will be repeated here. But this page is not about my kids, or
about one instrument, but about music specifically and in general. It is both wider and
narrower.
What is music?
“Music is a reflection of nature” said George Crumb, the West Virginian composer. He
shows this in his piece the “Sound of Whales” (Vox Balaenae). It is a good piece of his
music. I like that he said that. I heard his piece called “Voices of Ancient Children”, in
the Cleveland Museum of Art, based largely on a poem by the Spaniard Garcia Lorca in
1978 or so. It was very moving. Crumb’s music shows the close relation of poetry,
natural history and science with music.

I seem to have begun writing and drawing about music when I was around 20 in 1977.
My early art is an attempt to write down my own perceptions of the world then. I seem
to have been more than willing to be wrong and often was.

The table of Musical thought
(or the upside down inside out waterfall.)

Horns

Music is Silence in Masquerade

I may have taken that figure from one of Cezanne’s paintings. Though I count six
diamonds on some of the chests of the Cezanne painting in google images, and nine on
mine. The face is different, as is the perspective on the feet. He appears to be walking
downhill in the painting, which is odd as he is inside a building, and buildings generally,
with very few exceptions, are more or less level. But as Cezanne often inclined things
oddly, one is pretty sure this is one of his eccentricities. But as I vaguely remember
doing this drawing, I may have made changes to the actual image. I was even then
convinced that Cezanne could not draw very well.

Music Box

I was prone to a sort of whimsical humor back then. Indeed. Most of the notebooks
these drawing are in is taken up creating an alternative science and this is largely a
whimsical exercise in non-science. Hence the irony of the whole thing. I understand I
had to do that, though I have some misgivings about it now, as science has become more
and more important to me.

One Hundred Rocks Hitting Water
One Hundred Stars Shimmering
One hundred Sounds in the Air.
I did this in 1977. It was apparently done some months after my birthday, so I was then
21. Still very young. I did not think I was young of course. But I was. Now my body tells
me I am getting old. Not my mind which feels a lot like I did at 21. The last line of this

says “ one hundred sounds in the air”—what could that be other than music or perhaps
the music of Geese or an orchestra. Perceptions become more and more refined with
each line of this title. The second one is already refined and the last one even more
unusual. My abstractions are rarely truly abstract but often very concrete. This is a fairly
realistic presentation of exactly what the title says it is.

I did a lot of these designs in 1977 to 78. This one has music notes on it. The music is a
rather simple melody, a whole “c”, two eighth notes “e”, and another eighth note,, “c”. If
a person studies how this was made it is clear it was done free hand holding a ball point
pen. The design is an “eight” which is a mathematical symbol of infinity. If one notices,
the lower right is different than the upper left, when they should be the same. This is a
mistake which shows me as imperfect, which of course I am. I have changed the image a
little. I straightened it out, made it black, rather than blue, and darker and cleaned it up
a bit.
I called this one Primavera, or the Kaleidoscope, and said in a parenthetical note that
“spring is infinity or the growth of motion”. The page before this is about the
Kaleidoscope, and the 2 pages after. There are 22 drawings of the Kaleidoscope over
four pages. I won’t labor the reader with them. But they are interesting in themselves,
quite apart from the subject of music, which is just one of the potentials of this
imaginary structure.

The unplayed glass strings before
your eyes. ( how sea harp sounds)
This is one of the so called Veil drawings. There are many of these. Indeed all of the
1000 drawings are veils. Yet only maybe 5o of them have to do with veils directly. The
man is playing the sounds of the sea on a “sea harp” which is totally a created
instrument. Plus, I just liked the alliterative sound of “how sea harp sounds”.

Native Dancing at Night.
1973-

This one is a sort of vision that I had in my teens. It might be the earliest drawing here. I
think I did it before my Dad died. He died on Dec. 13 1973. I probably did this the
preceding Spring. That year was good in school, as I had Mr. Fox and he was a great
teacher. I liked him quite a lot.
The drawing was of the First People dancing on the hills. They were native peoples. I
saw in my mind a sort of vision of them coming over the edge of the hill more or less
exactly as I drew it. They are dancing to the music of drums. The background shows an

infinitude of wild space and trees going back to the hilly horizon and the stars and moon
above. I have always liked this one.

A man playing the flute and out of the flute comes a line, the line is the visual action of
music. Line is looked down on by the romantic movement. I think Delacroix or Cezanne
said something like that line is nowhere to be found in nature. He or they are wrong
about that, if they said that. Da Vinci said that too. That is to say he said that there are
no lines in nature. Strickly speaking he is right, forms do not end where they seem to.
But the appearance of lines is a real thing too. Both are real, one can take either point of
view and be right. Nature is all areas of color. Da Vinci is right.
But there is quite a lot of line in nature too. The shape of waves on the sea, sunlight
coming through trees or clouds, the shapes stars or planets make as they traverse the
sky, tree trunks. There are thousands of examples from the lines on bird feathers, to
lines of storm clouds coming or going, not to mention human cities, which are full of
linear forms. Even some Quasars have long streams of energy coming out from their
centers, beaming out many light years long. The argument between Ingres, the classicist

who loved line, and Delacroix the man who loved color, is really not an argument at all.
Both compromised with the ter somewhat. Making the absolute point of view dogmatic
does not work well for anyone. The linear point of view is less common than the
coloristic point of view probably, at least in painting if not in music. And the linear point
of view might lend itself to a conservative point of view more easily. Though there are
plenty of exceptions.
So this is a drawing mostly about lines in nature, lines of music playing. The Flute is
lovely as a sound maker, but not as versatile as the violin. Nor is there anything like the
variety of music written for the Flute. But Mozart and Bach among many others wrote
for it. The Flute is an ancient and lovely instrument. Native people’s made a lot of it.
Native music on the Flute is lovely. There is a painting of a Native Flute player in the
Eitenjorg Museum in Indianapolis, Indiana, by Bert Geer Phillips, called the “Song of
the Aspen”, which I like. The young man is playing a green flute. The Aspens change to
yellow leaves behind him.

There are a few mistakes in nearly every drawing, or maybe none in this drawing. It is
about as perfect as it gets. Water in the bottom of the work represents a place of
emergence, as it were, a psychological category, based on first people or a Hopi/Navaho
myth.
Remember this series of perhaps 1000 line drawings, has various informal rules. I am
not talking about the more finished and realistic works on this page. First they were all
done between 1978 and 1991. Most, but not all, were done from my mind, not from a
reference outside of me. Most were done from imaginings of life itself, with some
exceptions. I was trying to show how I see life and the world. What I mean is that nearly
all of them, the majority, are about life or some aspect of it, but are done out of my head,
rather than from some reference in life. This makes them largely a subjective series. It
was done mostly in the 1980’s. 1980 was 40 years ago, I have changed a lot since then.
One big change is that I am no longer interested in Spirituality. This creates an
automatic problem here, since my current concern is being far more objective about life.

In this entry I am mixing objective drawings done since 1991 with earlier subjective ones
on the same subject, namely music. It is hard to do, and I am admitting this up front. I
am not at all sure that the subjective drawings belong here. But desite my uncertainty I
have sued some of them.
This drawing, (above) has certain ambiguities. Is it a woman on the left, in the water, or
a man? I suspect it is a woman. She appears to be playing something so beautiful that he
is overwhelmed by what she plays. The sun shines over the waters. A white bird is flying
over them both. It is an image of harmony. It is an image of a melody so entrancing
that both of them are taken over by it. How is that a problem? It is not a problem, the
drawing as a subjective entity is the problem.

It is a well done figure. But it an unclear title: where is the Flute? I would seem that the
Flute is being played outside the picture itself. She appears to be in a waterfall. It
appears she is on a ledge, nature is all around her, and she is sitting on this ledge, in the
waterfall, and listening to a Flute play around her.
The later lines, the round or circular one and the “S” curve that goes in front of her hair
appear to be structural. I say that because the line near her exposed foot and hand goes
under the water falling down. Whereas the line that goes over her hair and over her arm
and back is nearly a “S” curve, yet is much tighter and smaller than the “S” which is on
the far side of her body, in front of her hair I mean. It looks like I am trying to define
where she is in space. It is a fairly complex pose. It is lovely in its way, simple and
beautiful.

She is singing. He is playing a Flute that appears to be mode of the water itself. A sad
face seems to be produced in the waters by his playing and her singing and it becomes
part of what appears to be a Great White Egret flying over the sea. The sad face is tucked
between the neck and wing of the White Bird. It is a very musical work. It is full of
mysteries as all good music is.

“At Land’s Furthest End Now,
Resting and Remembering”

This one is very similar to the one above. What is similar is the delicacy of the making
of the lines. Both having a feeling of peace and simplicity about them. This one is not
directly musical but the reader will find that I have included quite a few drawings that
are not directly musical, yet are musical in their meaning,, or in the feeling they convey.
There is something Asian is this one and the one above, like the Koto and the
Shakuhatchi. It is a gentle work.

Music

I saw these three maybe four and five players at the Cleveland Museum of Art
performing. Only three are here. I sat down and drew a few of them. I did the Asian
woman below that night too.

Asian Woman Playing Harpsichord

The Mind Sings Fruit.

Telemann for 4 Violins

I worked on this one for weeks a few years ago. They practiced this lovely instrumental
piece over and over. It became nearly perfect. It was a real joy to work on this one.

Violin: Beethoven: Opus 61

This was done when I was young. It was 1979 and I was 23. I was developing a drawing
“style”. Which is to say that I had discovered drawing on my own and was doing it every
day. I did not think of it as a style, but Mozart says somewhere that everyone has a way
of doing something and the world calls that way a ‘style’, when it is really just the way
one does it. It is not a ‘style’.
I had listened to Opus 61 many times already and loved all things Beethoven. When I
was in art school I had a copy of all 9 of his symphonies. Arturo Toscanini conducted the
recording. I had loved and listened to # 3, 5,6,7 and 9—all of these many times. The
others, 1,2,4, and 8 I tried but they had not grabbed me. I am not sure why. I should give
them another chance.

But I was deeply attracted to Opus 61. The Violin Concerto. I started out with Joshua
Heifetz’s version and listened to that many times. I listen to new versions of it. Now I am
taken by Itzhak Perlman’s version. I enjoyed Hillary Hahn’s recent version, but for some
reason, it did not strike me as much as Perlman’s has. I listened to Joshua Bell’s version
too. They are both very good. I do not mean at all to disparage them or their lovely violin
playing.
Beethoven has always had my heart and my interest. Lately it is the Late Quartets that
interest me. Opus 131 in C sharp minor, in particular, though all of them are interesting.
I don’t hear them as “alienating” or the end of music. As do Adorno and, apparently Ed
Said.
Beethoven said of this one that Opus 131 is his most favorite quartet. Schumann said
that this quartet and Op. 127 had a "grandeur ... which no words can express. They seem
to me to stand ... on the extreme boundary of all that has hitherto been attained by
human art and imagination.” I am not sure it is “grandeur” that it is showing. Maybe
brilliant intricacy, with various subtle jokes and a desire to let instruments be what they
are at the same time as Beethoven negates them as he follows unity more. What
intrigues me is how much nonsense has been written about the Late Quartets.
.In Opus 131, at 10: 42 or before. He uses the instruments to play a continuous melody,
each of the four instruments playing there part in turn. About 15 (14:58-9) minutes into
it, Beethoven uses all four instruments, the two violins, the viola, and the cello as one
instrument. He approximates this a little earlier at about 14:43-45. It is if he were trying
to negate the fact of their individual nature. This is very unusual. He makes a musical
joke about the cello rebelling against the leadership of the first violin. That begins
around 20:20. He also makes two instruments play a melody. About 25:25 or so and
27:05 minutes into it, he tries again to unify all the instruments this time more
seriously. Then it looks like he uses all the instruments creatively and has them do
pizzicatos as if they were one instrument, though --he appears to leave the cello out of it.
The cello puts in a small objection to this mistreatment. Either that or he starts them all
playing and not pizzicato-ing.

Then around 30:oo-.10 minutes into it he again uses the pizzicatos to express the unity
of them all, almost sounding Asian as they did it. Between 30 amd 39 minites the
Violins, Viola and Cello go through the most extraordinary gyrations of stops and starts,
sometimes sounding like the Grosse Fugue, often much more gentle than that, even as
gentle as the 6th symphony, exchanging parts, playing the same melody or different
melodies, no instrument more important than the other over all.
It is often called Beethoven’s greatest work. It does not seem the “spiritual” thing that
J.W.N. Sullivan writes that it is. Sullivan is mistaken. Indeed, I once thought his book on
Beethoven was a great work 30 years ago, but I can see through it now. I reread it
recently. He never defines what he means by “spirituality” in Beethoven and yet this is
what he tries to demonstrate in his book. I do not think he succeeds. Indeed, he fails to
prove his case and uses spirituality to generalize about the late Quartets is ways that are
totally unconvincing.
Opus 131 begins in sadness but it does not stay there. It is full of humor and efforts to
overcome the natural separation of the instruments and the people playing them. It is an
amazing piece, full of ordinary life and reality. The Late Quartets are said to be torture
by grief or sadness, and so spiritual as to eschew all comedy. Nonsense. They are not like
that at all. They are Beethoven at his most down to earth, funny, beautiful and sad. It is
Richard Wagner, Adorno, and other critics that are wrong about them, calling them this
or that because they are pretentious or simply wrong.
They are not the end of music at all. They are merely Beethoven trying to create
something at the very end of his life. That is a lot, mind you, but it is not the terror and
“catastrophe” that is claimed of his Late Quartets. Adorno is wrong about the Late
Quartets. Edward Said’s essay on Adorno in his posthumous book Late Style is telling
and good on Adorno. Mostly anyway. Unfortunately, Said does not seem to understand
Beethoven well enough to see his Late Quartets for what they are. He is too influenced
by others who were wrong, like Adorno. He sees through Adorno, I am grateful for that
but he doesn’t see how influenced he is on Beethoven because of Adorno.

I watched the Danish string quartet play this. The first violin was played by Frederick
Oland here:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NdDNeMIvhIo

My Daughter Playing the Violin in her Private Class.

She played the Bach Double about a year ago with her teacher. She has done a lot on
Vivaldi since then.

I am learning to read music, in my old age. It is hard going. I will probably not get far.
But I love music, I always have. I have always been a good appreciator of music if not a
good player of it. I like the Late Quartets of Beethoven. I like their variety and
vivaciousness, sadness and joy. I wish I could play them. I find myself singing them
often.
The question I keep thinking of is this: does an appreciator of music, such as myself
have the right to have opinions about music. I am not myself a great player of any
instrument. I am good at art and painting, not music. I am here recording my artworks
about music. I am not recording my music for the simple reason that I have so little, if
any. Yes, I used to play around on the piano. It did not mean much. I made a graphic
version of a piece I wrote on the piano.
A like question would be: do I have the right to write Haiku, even though I only took a
year or two of Japanese? Since effectively I have forgotten most of what I knew of
Japanese, it seems that knowing Japanese or not has nothing to do with it. Of course
Haiku can be done in any language. But as each language is different; Haiku will be
different. So the answer to this is yes, one can write Haiku in English and I have, and so
have my kids. Is this bad? No, it is not.
Does someone who knows little or no Russian have the right to opine of the subject of
Fyodor Dostoyevsky’s Brothers Karamazov ? It would be preferable if he or she spoke
fluent Russian, but it is unlikely that many do, so the requirement is slightly ridiculous.
There are approximately 7,000 languages in the world. It is ridiculous that any0ne
could speak them all, or even a large percentage of them. It seems that nearly 3000 or
around 40% of 7000 have around only one thousand speakers. One thousand speakers
is not very many. That suggests few people usefully learn these languages.
What about Gorilla or Chimp, Okapi or Giraffe, Opossum or Dolphin or Fish ? How
many humans can speak these? How would you suggest animals communicate with us?
Most people are not interested in communicating with other animals. Nor are they
interested in animals lives. The number of animals being killed off, not to mention birds

or insects, is huge. I talk with my dogs and cats all the time and they listen to me, and I
to them.
While English appears to be the fastest growing language, it is hardly the most
numerous, even Spanish or Chinese is higher than English, in terms of numbers of
speakers, at least according to some sites. Other sites have English as both the most
numerous and the fastest growing because of the internet. Most of these who know
English know it as a second or third language. But doesn’t that fact speak to the whole
subject of colonialism? It does. People have to learn it to survive not because they like or
love it. English is mostly learned because the people who know it have power or wealth.
So I am well over sixty years old. I was brought up in and know only English. (I do know
a little French and Spanish) I will not be learning many languages in my old age, if any. I
would like to learn Chinese but I know no native speakers well enough that they will ask
me to let me learn from them. I love the Chinese poet Tu Fu and would like to read him
in the original. So it is very unlikely that I will even be able to learn that. I have read
some Neruda in the original language, with the small amount if Spanish I know. I have
made a lot of art, drawings and paintings about music because I love it. Is that a bad
thing? It is not.
Two of the kids in the line up below speak another language: Ukrainian and Spanish. I
may learn some more Spanish but I doubt I will learn Russian or Ukrainian. But enough
of this, I have justified making this page. Not that it needed justification. I know that
most of these are good drawings or paintings.

Play In
Two Teachers of Violin, 10 of their Students.

A year or so of my daughter’s playing. Youngest is on the right side. She is learning
Spanish and Russian.

Various Kids Playing Violin.
Including my son.(middle)
and the teacher’s son, (left).

Woman Practicing Chopin’s Nocturnes on Piano. 1978
This was a long time ago, the late 70s perhaps or early 80s. She was a friend and was
practicing Chopin at CSU is one of their small music rooms. I got out my pen and started
drawing her and her playing.

He makes his Music from the End of Time

This is a complex drawing. The notion of the end of time is absurd. It is a human fantasy
that no one knows anything about.
The first thing you notice in this drawing, is the strange Chinese instrument. The
instrument he is playing is real and is called the Erhu, also sometimes called the Chinese
violin. It came to China over 1000 years ago during the Tang dynasty, from the

Mongolian culture up near Russia or Siberia. I saw a Chinese young man playing it for a
little money in San Francisco on Broadway Ave.. It had two strings. There were two pegs
at the top of it, not three—that is a mistake on my part. The young man I saw playing it
had an Erhu that was decorated at the bottom much like I made here. Very ornate.
This drawing plays a lot with myth, as I was prone to this then. The man at the bottom
left of the drawing is partly dead, but alive enough that he is able to effect the entire
scene. The man or young man who is playing the Erhu grows out of the watery clouds
made by the dying man below. The dying man below give birth to the woman who is
giving music to the ear of the young man. She creates what he is playing somewhat. Of
course his awareness of how and what to play on the Erhu is his own. The man flying
over the circle appears to be the music itself. He is asking for your attention. This is a
fictional work and one that is fairly complex in its cross culture elucidations. This is OK
as far as I am concerned. It is a personal myth story.
The theory of music that it presents is partly myth based and partly just a transference
theory of music. I no longer think that myths are true. They can be what Courbet called a
“real allegory”. But one needs to be careful about the allegory part, that it does not use
too much make believe. Music comes from the dead, which is to say that it comes from
those who were once alive. So music is kept alive. It is alive while it is being played or
loved by someone. The young woman or man who is playing the music is a hero of sorts.
In this drawing at least the role of the dead, however mythologized, is enormous. The
mythology is just an excuse to say something true and real. This is the meaning of a “real
allegory”. Does it mean that dead people are alive? No, it does not. Does it mean that
music is passed to us form the living? Yes, it does.
To this author, that is an important point that should be made. Clearly, I feel that not
enough respect is given to the people of the past, or people from different cultures.
Music is important is conveying knowledge of the past and other cultures and peoples.
This drawing is about that. Did I used to believe dead people are alive? Not exactly.
Sometimes, I did, but I was wrong about that. Is Beethoven really present in his music,
played nearly 200 years after he died. Yes, to some degree. It seems to be the nature of
music and art that it can do this. It is not a magic trick, it is hard work. Many peole paly

old instruments and old music on them.

Man Playing Theorba, 2016

It looks like a Lute like instrument, but the frets resemble a sitar, or a little like a small
part of the Iranian instrument, the Tanbur. I knew at one point what this instrument
was called. I saw this guy playing at CMA. I did a quick sketch but forgot to jot down the
name of the instrument. Looking it up online a few years after doing this drawing, I
think it might be a Theorba.

The Theorba was a 17th century instrument invented by the Italians for opera. It is said
to relate to the early Lute and the Greek kithara, according to some. Relating it to the
Kithara is odd—unnecessary--as they are both string instruments, which is about as far
as the relation goes. One could say the same thing of the Spanish guitar, or for that
matter the hurdy gurdy, which is also a stringed instrument, or the violin. The kithara is
really a harp, whereas the Theorba is actually much closer to an adapted Lute.
It is a Theorba, but the upper strings are not attached here, nor are there pegs to tighten
the strings, as there would be. I am assuming the drawing is accurate. So it is being
played more as a strait Lute.

This Orazio Gentileschi Lute Player was lent to CMA to celebrate an anniversary, briefly,
from another museum. I do not remember which one, for some reason I imagine it was
one in Washington D.C. I thought it more important to write down that Orazio was the

father of Artemisia Gentileschi, who, the reader might not know, was a female painter,
one of the best of the 17th century, She was raped early on in her life and took this out on
mythic males in her artwork for many years. I am thinking that this is part of myth
making and uses of myth. It allows us to play out fantasies that we might have that it
might not be a good idea to play out in reality. Some have called her work the “theatre of
revenge”. Artemisia did a lot works on women cutting off a man’s head, maybe too
much. I am not saying her rapist was a good man, he clearly was not. I am saying she
should not have sought revenge against him through art for so long. Of course what is
the right amount of justice seeking. She clearly has the right to seek it as long as she
needs to. No one knows how long that is. When does justice become revenge? She
comes off as a woman who hated men in her artwork. I am judging on the basis of the
evidence in her art, which I admit is not enough, even if it is indicative.

1980
Young Woman Playing Guitar
This person who I knew, loved her guitar. She was a good singer too.

Violin Lesson

Japanese Koto, Toledo Museum
2013

This is a woman we saw playing the Koto at the Toledo, Ohio, Museum of Art. Notice
how many of these drawings are done at museums. The musicians are payed I hope, but
the cost to the onlooker is free. It is a good thing, all around.

1979
This drawing evokes the coast of Japan. Perhaps it evokes Basho and his travels too. I
studied these. It tells me a lot about Haiku and Japan at the time.

The Koto and Shakuhachi are often played together. Together they express an awareness
of the world that is wild and lonely, Zen like, and like old driftwood. For some years,
when there were still record players around, I used to have an album of Shakuhachi
Japanese music called “A Bell Ringing in the Empty Sky”. You can listen it here:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XiGJtperaGY
It was a great album, and one that I listened to often. You can hear various Kotos or
Shakuhachi on these sites
Shakuhachi and Koto
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=404tSfsP3eI
and a 25 string Koto
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JDTp_YQizqE

The Shakuhachi is an emotional instrument and the Koto is more placid and rhythmic
though excellent at expressing sorrow. The Koto is a string instrument and the
Shakuhachi is a deep and wooden wind instrument.
John Dewey writes in his book Art as Experience that music tends to be fragile and
changeable. He writes ”the connections of the cerebral tissues with the ear constitute a
larger part of the brain than any other sense.” (pg. 246) I have been trying to determine
if this is true or not. Looking at a diagram of the brain, my impression is that the
auditory cortex as well as other areas involved in hearing involve about the same space
in area of the brain as the visual center at the back of the brain does. But he is not
talking about this exactly. He is saying the “connections” are many for the ear to the
brain, compared say, to the optic nerve of the eye, or the smelling nerves that attach to
the brain from the nose. These are small compared to those that attach to the ear. Dewey

may be right, and the arguments that follow from this are extremely interesting. He is
underlining the importance of emotion and sound to human evolution. I am sure he is
right about that. He is also right that sound is denigrated as emotional and nonemotional thinking, or rationality is wrongly thought to be superior. That is a very male
point of view. Aristotle has it for instance. In contrast Emily Dickinson thinks that
thinking and feeling go together, and being is in there too. I think she is right, whereas
Aristotle is mistaken.

Dewey is right too. According to Dewey the main purpose of music is to reflect
emotions. He says that it “is sound that makes us jump”. Some people think wrongly
that reflecting emotions is a bad thing. They want art to be aristocratic and to be about
permanence and eternal values. Sculpture might do that occasionally. But I for one, am
not looking for that in music.
One expects that in sculpture or architechture, perhaps. Sometimes anyway.

As you can see in the drawings from the earlier 1970’s I always had a tendency to
stylistic experimenting. That is to say up until 1991 or so. I stopped caring about style
around then and have not gone back to it. But that is another story.
This drawing is one of my best at the time. What is musical is the line, and only
incidentally the subject is about music. I let my line go. The quote from the beginning of
Genesis, is largely inchoate and unclear. It says the “earth was without form and void,
and darkness was on the face of the deep”. Where then is the “deep” that the “darkness”
is upon, if the earth is without form and void? It is an utterly confused series of
sentences. One can project anything at all upon it.

So I mythologized it. I do not remember if the three women’s faces which visit the young
man beneath the sea are the same person or not. It seems likely. The lines around her
create the sea. He is on the inside of the surface of the sea. The lines float around and
double back on themselves. I certainly don’t agree with the myth of religion anymore,
but I still do like this drawing quite a bit.

This one is seemingly abstract but is not once one studies it. It is full of eyes, scallop
shapes, shells, stones, linear play, curves, roundels, arches, muscles, stars, little suns,
and a hundred other cells, feathers, flames and tiny things. I think of this as the visual

equivalent of music. It seems as if muscles are in the act of being made. Or something is
being made in the middle. Eyes are everywhere, looking at you.

This is an interesting drawing. It explores the relation of the inorganic to the organic;
the origin of the vegetable out of the mineral. It says it is the “beginning of the
architectural”, which would also make it about art and music too. The left side has the
biggest form in it. It looks like a rock or crystal. There is another crystal on the lower
right and there is a growing flower near the middle right.

Rock of Voices
Table of Sculpture before an Embroidered Curtain

This is another fantasia. This time an odd sort of still life. The forward part is a still life
composed of some very strange and individual objects. There is a sort of alien sculpture
with hands and a pre-historical face. A cup or goblet that is tear-dropped and fluted. A
place-mat that is made of geometric line which look 3D , triangular and cubic the more

one looks at them. There is also a head, it is made of glass, if memory serves me.
Beyond the round table is a curtain of forms. The Rock of human heads is a surreal
group of people talking, making sounds, very Samuel Beckettish. Around them on the
curtain is an assortment of forms, lines and shapes reflecting the natural world, some
below water, some above, some plantlike, some building like, some canine, some seedlike, fluted, spiral or mooned. One is globed, foetal, birdlike forms are flying. This
embroidered Curtain is an amazing assortment of alternative realities. Is this music, yes,
some of it.

The Magician’s Knot
This is yet another fantasia. Berlioz’s “Symphonie Fantastique” is goofy, downright
perilous in its jokes and funny perversities. Mine are not on that scale. But that they are
creative cannot be doubted. I am not trying to write a “black Sabbath” or to turn the
Catholic Mass upside down. I don’t believe in it, or its opposite. Berlioz made a lot of
grotesque jokes and slurs on cultural norms in this symphony.
This drawing plays with a lot of forms/ A spiral stairway becomes infinite and flies over
a house next to an Egyptian obelisk, and a house that looks a little like Van Gogh’s
father’s house in Neunen. There is ancient plant that is growing like a couple of scrolls

underwater. On the other side is a daffodil that appears to be made of triangles. There is
a triangular form on the left and on the right is the same form now shown in three
dimensions. A man is on fire with his own thinking and tries to reach down to grasp the
emptiness of space. The man in the center looks to have only have two arms until you
see that he has three. The third is trying to reach to a window that opens up onto an
infinite white space. Above his arm is a box that is clear and inside the 3d box is a 2d
painting. This is before another door or window and next to hat is a burning pile of
things. On the other side of the man in the center, who appears to be the Magician of the
title is a group of more knots that appears to be hanging in the air. The Man on fire’s
hair seems to turn into a sort of screen, which weaves into itself and forms into a circle
on the right which then becomes the bottom of a glass or goblet. This turns into tiny
lines which slowly turn into what seems to be a flower. This is turn becomes a
perspective square which has another man looking out of the square towards other
squares that go back in space to the horizon, many miles away. This appears to be the
entrance to an exit, and there one sees a kind of Carnival big top spread out to invite you
into it. On the side of that appear to be some wavy lines which also disappear out of the
top of the whole scene.
I have no idea what this all means other than it is very creative. I seems to be playing
with basic geometrical forms in succession. I appear to have thought myself a kind of
composer of such forms, blurring the lines between geometry and magic and magic and
music. Was I drawing as Bach would have if he were a visual artist? Maybe not, he is
more of a believer than I ever was. But is there a mathematical inevitability to these
images. Yes.

I made a book with Cody Maher and this is a drawing that goes in between a few of the
poems he made. It was never published. I have not heard from him in years. Last I
heard, many years ago now, he was suffering from depression in Heidelberg Germany. I
always thought it a frustrated and a brilliant image. He wants to reach the bells to play
them, but he is chained and cannot.

The two drawings were done at a Cecil Taylor “jazz” concert at the Keystone Corner in
San Francisco in 1979. The first dealt with the actual musicians and the second is what

Cecil Taylor’s music made me think of. They are apparently African masks done perhaps
in a light source of some kind, not neon, not electrical, but something like it. Three of
the masks have spiral on them, which is what Taylors music made me think of. Notice
also the line which encloses the whole drawing inside it. I think the middle face is Cecil
himself, concentrating on the sounds he is making.

This is part of a painting in CMA by Wm. Sydney Mount. It is a brave work which shows
antebellum racism very clearly. Why are the men inside the barn keeping the man who
so clearly loves what he hears out of the barn. Or is he keeping himself out? The picture
seems to say that as the love of music is not a racial thing at all. That anyway is true. The
dark skinned man loves it as much as the white skinned man inside.

It is not clear if he is singing or talking, in words that are not English, more like Irish
Runes, I would say

Das Leid Von der Erde is, of course, a book of songs put together by Gustav Mahler.
Ken Russell directed a pretty good, though surreal movie about Mahler. He also made
movies about the composer Tchaikovsky and the falling House of Lords in Britain.

Notice the one line that goes down his back from the back on his head. He is drawing
attention to everything. I should say every thing.

I like this drawing and it is not only about music but about animals too. These are two
favorite subjects of mine. Notice the musical lines in this drawing. They form a sort of
nimbus or sun around his upper body.

The Blindman or blind woman are largely the same person. They point was to increase
their reliance on sound, as well as to create a certain ambiance of silent hearing.

This is pretty much how he looked a few years ago. He was playing while I did this. His
right hand was hard. It might still be too big. I gave it six fingers, originally, saw my
mistake and took it out. He makes mistakes like this when he plays the violin. His
teacher says to keep going when that happens, if he is playing in public. Wise advice,
really.

It might be a musical offering for you here.

My son and daughter with their teacher

My son and his Violin.
He was still playing a smaller violin here. He is playing a ¾ now.

A Child Marches over water
with his only voice on fire in the air.

This again is not directly tied to music, but it is musical. Nearly all the lines are
horizontal. The few that are vertical are part of the figure or part of the frame. The ones
that are part of the fame are mostly wavy, causing them to be less vertical. It is an image
of calm and generosity. It is musical in the sense of being rhythmical. But this is meant
it is expressive of emotion using the notes of an artistic or creative vocabulary. All this is
merely the means of the image, and I was not thinking about means at all.

I still cannot say why I put people inside people in those days. It could came from Carl
Jung, who created the idea of the anima or animus. But I was already doubtful about
Jung. It could come from Jack Hirschman, who was into writing about the “other inside
of oneself”. That at least has some reason at the base of it. But if you look at the various
times I put people inside of people, they are nearly never a Hirschman kind of theme. I
don’t think he was exposed to Paul, who may or may not have existed, or at least may or
may not have written the texts attributed to him. Philippians 4:7 speaks of “the peace of
god, which passes all understanding”. I do not believe there is a god who makes such a
state of mind. Moreover I was not consciously alluding to this in my text. In any case,
even assuming this is unconscious allusion is to a Pauline idea, which I doubt, it is a
Christian sort of mystical allusion, not at all a Hirschmanian one, Jack was brought up
Jewish.

What the Still Unsaid Eye can See

Here is partly an answer to what my work is about. It is largely about the experience of
the natural world. This was done in 1979. A long time ago, nearly 40 years ago. The man
has a woman inside him and she, like him, has a circle that she is turning so that the eye
that is created by the man and the woman looks at nature with a single eye.

This one is curious. It is certainly not a great drawing, but it speaks an important truth.
First music is more than merely notes, more than mere strings. And music is woven
partly from pain which is woven into the notes and strings. Pain is inevitable; it cannot
be avoided. Death cannot be avoided. Music is this, and it is much more than this. Art
comes close to death but goes far beyond it too. Not in the sense of preaching a beyond
death philosophy, but in the sense of exploring and being a justification for the living
earth.

Drawing after Antonio Canova’s Marble Statue
in the Cleveland Museum of Art. 1816
This is called the Terpsichore Lyran or the Muse of Lyric Poetry. Canova has an
undeserved reputation for coldness. I find this to be a very warm sculpture, not cold at
all. Indeed, I tend to like some of Canova’s work, his Three Graces in lovely as is his
L’amour and Psyche. His George Washington is a sort of lie as if his bust of Napoleon.

But those appear to have been done for money.

x

Again a linear drawing called Musical offering,
Probably named this after Bach’s works.

Johann Sebastian Bach is a force in music all by himself. He and Beethoven may be the
best creators of music who have ever lived. I have listened to a lot of his work beginning
in my teens. I was especially enamored of the Brandenburg concertos early on and
listened to them a lot. Later on I listened to his incomparable organ music and I forget
how many of his nearly 250 Cantatas. Later I would graduate to his sonatas for Violin
and his B Minor Mass, the fruit of all his work, a compendium of 35 years of his music.
Translating these things in drawings is hard, putting them into words is nearly
impossible. Bach was an incomparable writer of melodies.
There are a number of things one can say about Bach, which may or may not do him a
service in a small space like this. But I will try anyway. First there is his extraordinary
hand writing of music, the wavy and emotional lines of it. Western music would not be
what it is without him. Jonathon Miller, in a BBC documentary on Bach, speaks of his
piece “Enbarme Dich”, as causing him to cry even though he is an atheist. He says it is
because we all must suffer and die, that is why it always moves him, not because he is
religious, which he isn’t. This sounds true to me and that is what the music is about. I
am the same as have often cried at the song, and the penultimate one of the 27 sections
of the B Minor Mass, or for that matter the ultimate one. They are all lovely.

Bach is a great creator of life, a man who had 20 kids with his wives, 10 of whom die. He
even comments on having to die and writes a song about it. Glen Gould played a lot of
Bach. Edward Said has a good essay on Gould in his book Late Style. Said does much
better on Bach than he did on Beethoven. He says that Gould picked up on Bach’s
general creativity, and that Bach wanted that. Gould takes Bach very seriously. I think
that he is right. That is the main point of what Edward Said says about Bach and Gould.

This again has nothing overtly related to music in it, yet somehow it is musical. Is she
human or an angel? I did the drawing, and she was an angel in my original creating of
it. Now I know that angels are make believe: they do not exist. So if I think or her as a
real woman, it is more like the drawings below this. She is comforting the man. The
image of Orpheus was later turned into a pro-civilizational propaganda. This is how it is
used in Delacroix’s late work.
I do not mean what Delacroix meant when he painted Orpheus. I mean the opposite. I
am dismayed he showed Orpheus as he did, though it appears to be accurate. I was then

creating an image out of a psychological need. I was then seeing someone who I knew
would not be with me for l0ng and I was seeking comfort in an ideal woman as a kind of
imaginary compensation.
No doubt there are many women who would say I am weak, or a failure. To which I
would say I do not agree. Admitting that life and death issues are real is not being a
failure: it is being honest about life, which great art does.

Again a drawing that is not overtly musical.

This is a later drawing done probably in the late 1980s. Look at the expression in his
right hand. It fits the expression on his face so well. The expression of her right hand
seems to be a gesture to us, almost as if she were showing us his emotion.

The same drawing again, more or less. I did a lot of drawings of couples together, so
many that I have tried to organize them all into a book. But that is unfinished.
This drawing is much more overtly musical than the earlier two. She seems to be making
music out of his ecstasy. Her hands are beautifully done. This is a fairly late drawing in
the process I was then following. It is probably form 1988. His eyes are closed hers are
open, and the circles are lovely that come forth from her hand. The last one is the same

size as the sun like shape that comes out of his mind. What am I trying to say here? I am
trying to define their relationship as one that is deep. Maybe they are united by love?
This is very likely. The greatest part of the so called Philosophical Drawings is the lovers
story. Many drawings depict that in many lines and words. Maybe I will try finish this,
to put that together and put it online, one of these days.

I did them in color sometimes too. This is one that I did. In the early 1980s. It shows the
two figures again, only this time she seems to be singing in his ear, and he is rendered
totally relaxed by it. Music seems to be the cause. I did not call it Orpheus this time, but
I could have had I wished. The man in this one is an ordinary guy. The woman is more
hidden than in the others. But her effect on him is far more telling. He is calm to the
point of nearly sleep.

Orpheus Adrift and Singing across the Sea of Modernity.

This image is largely a musical one. Again it has mythological overtones. Orpheus is a
character in Greek myth. Here he is. There is no picture or writings of him in a boat, as
far as I am aware. That is my invention. I extended the Orpheus myth. He is playing a
sort of Kithara, an early Greek musical instrument. Usually the Kithara has 7 stings,
mine is more like a harp, or an extended kithara with 15 or 16 strings. The shape of it is
lovely though it is more “S” curved on the viewers left than on the right. I imagine that is
the Holy Graal is sitting on the seat board next to him. This is a created image mind you.
The Graal or Grail is a German or English myth, not a Greek one. It does not does not
strictly belong here. But then this is largely an invention. as is all myth.
I hate to say it but there is something slightly Wagnerian about this image. I do not like
him or his music much. When I wrote about Beethoven’s Opus 131 Quartet, for
instance, I read over large parts of Wagner on that work and find most of what he wrote
about it mistaken, grandiose or absurd.
The Swan of Tuonela is different. Like Wagner it uses old mythologies. But in this case it
is the Swan that it uses. It is written in favor of the Swan and against those who would
kill it. It is a well done and conceived drawing, not that I remember entirely what it is
about. It shows the poet or Orpheus on a boat singing his beautiful song across the “sea
of modernity”. He does not have an oar so he cannot row.
He just sings. He passes by a woman who is about the break a mirror with a sword. She
represents the anti-capitalist idea that money is harmful and causes all sorts of mayhem.
This is certainly true. It is an image of destroying vanity. The money will sink into the
sea when she hits the mirror. I am not entirely sure what the meaning of the man is in
the front part of the drawing. It looks like a string the represents the senses that comes
out of his side. The wound near his ribs is something one sees in many crucifixions. Did
I take it from that? Maybe.
The curious image which I have little idea what it means is the man nailed by his hands
into the tree of letters. Why is he coming out of a man’s mouth who is in the sea? The
symbolism here is very dense. I am not sure what it is about.

The man in the sky has just cut his arms, legs and head off. I realize I justified the use of
what I then called sacred violence. Again I do not know why. It is a violent image but is
not presented as such. The man appears calm, like he should have done that. At the top
of the page there is an image of the revolving head of the “prophet”. I did a drawing of
this in my notebooks of this time. Again, I am not sure what it means. There is a good
deal of religion, myth and fantasia in this. I was prone to that in those days, but I am no
longer. That is a big reason why I usually keep these drawings separate for those I now
do. This page is an exception to that.

This is most of the page from a notebook done at the time. It began trying to find a place
for the Swan of Tuonela. First the Swan is behind the boat. Then the Swan is beside or

in front of the boat, calling across the waters.

I am beginning to work up to the drawing itself. An earlier version of this has made the
Swan part of the boat itself. It is clear that the origin of this is Sibelius’ great piece on the
Swan of Tuonela. I found myself unable to include the Swan. That is strange but not
unusual. I often changed my mind in these complex drawings. It means that there was a
reason that I took the Swan out. It had nothing to do with the Swan itself. I tried starting
the work with the Swan being part of the boat, the whole drawing begins with it. But
aesthetically I did not like it so I took it out. It does not mean that the Swan is not the
origin of the image. It is. One could say that the wild Swan is the primary meaning of
this drawing, the Swan is as it were, is the boat with the poet in it, cast adrift over the
sea of modernity, in opposition to it. What I still enjoy in this drawing is the wildness of
the boat and poet singing to all the fish and animals trying to oppose what would
destroy them merely to make a little more money. It amazes me that humans are such a

selfish species that the seas are being destroyed, and animals, birds, trees and insects
are all dying off. It is cear that European culture becomes American culture. It is a very
destructive culture.
Why has so very little been done to stop this ? A lot of my work is devoted to trying to do
that. If I were a musician it would not be different.

If you notice the Kithara or hand played harp is held by the poet in the boat above. In
this drawing the Poet’s harp or Kithara is above the hands of the woman who is the
origin of the poet.—The poets feet are joined to the stomach of the woman. It looks quite

painful to me now and I don’t think I would make such an image. But I did a lot things
like this then. I was making drawings akin to theatre and not thinking anyone was hurt
by it. Shakespeare has many people die in end of his play Hamlet, but none of us think
that the actors are really dying. Of course they do not die. My violence in these early
drawings is like that. They are called the “Philosophical Drawings” for a reason. They are
meant to make the viewer think of this and other questions.

This is clearly not a “creationist” drawing. Creationism is a creed that holds that the
earth is 6000 yeas old because the bible says so. Whatever the bible says is supposed to
be true even if no man ever walked on water and no one who looks at the evidence
thinks the earth is any less that 4 billion years old. Those who think the bible is true are
wrong. Leonardo designed a series of floats that allow one to walk on water a little bit.
As far as I know this is the first time someone did that. He designed these floats
somewhere around the Year 1500.

So this drawing is about being creative not about creationism. It is about music too.
Indeed all the loud, thunderous or crazy music you have heard in your life is in the
drawing.

This is one of the best of the Philosophical Drawings. Why is the man above this
sentence holding a beetle in one hand and a flower in the other? What is the meaning of

the hand in the right hand corner? Is this not seen in the earliest art? Why is there a
head with eyes closed above the book and a light below the book? What is the meaning
of the head surrounded in lines that looks like a solar system going around it ? why is
the man in the center of the drawing apparently in an egg shape and what does it mean
that he is reaching up?
Why does the young man with the electrical wires or lines coming out of his head join
these lines to the lines coming out of the two men above or to the side of the egg shape
in the middle of the page. Why is the man above the woman at the top of the page eating
himself? Why does the woman below him have 5 faces. Why does her hand reach into
the man’s brain to the right of her? Why does that man have eyes that another man puts
his hands out of ? And why does another head come from him, perhaps created by
another man who comes out of his mouth. Why does this man hold on the woman who
is apparently about to fall into the three caned space below her? What finally does all
this have to do with music ? These are all good questions.

This is a more in focus and detailed version of the drawing above. It is only part of it.
The area of the hand weaving the heads together might be history in general, or history
in detail, music history, art history, slavery history of the history of science, among
many others. I like the little spatial fantasy below that, very nearly the Book of Kells in
its intricacy. It moves to the right and becomes the book with the head above it

This one is almost too complex to try to explain. This is only part of the whole image. It
is one of the last of the larger and more intricate drawings that I did, back in the early
1980s. I only include it here because it show the Kithara again and so is partly about
music. It suggests an early aesthetic, which I abandoned as mistaken. There is a whole
page of my trying to work out how the kithara fits the man’s ears: how the snake comes
out of his mouth, how the little man sits on his shoulder, holding an ear. There is
meaning here. I will leave it to the reader what it might be and why it might be wrong.
The man is standing over a house, the house is the house of the senses plus other things.
A man without senses stands to the right of that house. Except for touch, his senses are
on a cord hanging below him. He is standing in a pool of human breast milk. For him to
be that low the hole in the ground must be 3-4 feet deep and filled with milk. Certainly it
is a strange drawing, indeed, this whole drawing is strange and questionable. It took me

awhile to do this. It appears to be a sort of thought experiment which I do not agree with
much now. But I do recognize what it is, how well done it is, how many strange
questions arise in it.

Two people are next to a fountain and a well. It is both a fountain and a well. He seems
to be directing it, she seems to be enjoying it. It is like music. They are working together.
It seems to be a ‘real allegory’ as Courbet called his famous large, self portrait. What is it
an allegory about? Love, art, music, sex, being a couple together. Something like this. Or
all of the above and more.

I was often trying to listen to the air. I was trying to hear the voice of life. There is a
musical phrase that is used in the book and the movie version of Dr, Zhivago by Boris
Pasternak. Whenever the Dr. hears that music or feels that feeling it is there for him. I
like that. It is not that I think life has a sound. I think it has the ordinary sounds we
always hear. I did this as a kind of exercise, trying to hear to sound of existence.

Self portrait at 18 or 19, 1974 or 75 . The “Sense of Existence”
I remember posing for this one in a mirror. It was not easy to do. I was on the third floor
of our house, where I did the portrait of my mom at the top of the stairs. I was feeling or
sensing myself existing pretty often and thought it a good thing. So I was trying to show
what it felt like.

The same sense of existence is attempted to be shown in the above drawing. I think I did
this drawing in 1987, which is more than ten years after the one above it.

Rainer Maria Rilke writes that “singing is existence””. I talked a lot about that with Jack
Hirschman in the old days. As Rilke expresses it, it is something of an idealist point of
view. Rilke writes in his Sonnets to Orpheus, in one translation:

“Singing, as you reach it, is not desire,
not suing for a thing in the end attained;
singing is existence. Easy, for a god.
But when do we exist? And when will he
turn toward us the earth and stars?”
In another translation, by C.F. Macintyre, for instance, this is translated as:
Song as you explain it, is not passion,
not striving for some end at last attained;
Song is Being. Easy for gods to fashion.
But when shall we be, and when shall he bend
the earth and stars upon our being?

It was originally written in German. Notice Rilke imagines the gods look at us. No such
luck---I have ceased doing that that kind of imagining, as poetic as it is. My concern is
what can actually be understood or what can one know in oneself about life and
creativity. In reailty. Singing is existence. Yes. You don’t needs gods or Rilke for that.

Fhir a Bhata is a good Irish or Scottish song about existing too. Tough I do not think the
songs mentions existing explicitly. This is better than Rilke:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GHe2H2WOQXs

This is a drawing I did while listening to Brahms’s 1st symphony. The section in about 30
minutes into the whole 45 minute symphony. It is sometimes called the Alphorn part of
this symphony. Brahms music is largely driven by melodic motifs. This one is really

lovely and he took the notes from the Alphorns, which are 4-5 meter long horns used to
play in the Alps from mountains up high, playing down to the valley below. The Brahms
1st symphony is thus a song to the ordinary beings of the world. It was made by people in
the Alps to calm others. It is lovely. Brahms does it on French Horn and Flute.

The making of art or masks or music is the same kind of thing, but each case is very
different. This is a colored version of one of the drawings I did in the 1980s. The overall
feeling is of a forest, but nowhere is the actual forest shown. There are some leaves,
some plant like shapes, seeds, loud circles that seem to echo bird calls or cries, whale
teeth, ribbons, and eye or two, lobes, hooks, leaves that turn into circles that go inside

on themselves. If this were music in might be Stravinsky’s Rite of Spring, or if it were a
mask it might be one of the Funny Faces of the Haudenosaunee.

This is the side of a Wooden Box I carved and drew on. On the right side is a reference to
what is inside the box, namely a book called The Mountains. On the left side is another
book called The Blue Poet’s Garden. In the middle is a relief sculpture of the poet
himself, playing the harp.

John Keats in Crispin’s Close
This is the death mask of John Keats. I did this in the house where he lived. I think him
one of the best of the English Poets. This is the garden and the Sycamore trees near the
house he lived in Hampstead Heath, or St Crispin’s Close. I did these three drawings
there. I later put them together. The Sycamores and the Weeping Willow can still be
seen. The little fence has changed. Some of the old buildings and houses are still there.

Entangled in Breathing but Giving Birth to a New Sky
Done in Amsterdam or Paris

I have tried to decide for weeks now if I should put this drawing onto this page. My
arguments against run the gamut of what one might expect, namely it does not have to
do directly with music or it is critical of breathing. Wrong on both counts. Actually the
man in the drawing is entangled in breathing, we all are. Everything alive breathes in
some way. It is not a negative thing. Stopping breathing will kill you in a few minutes.

It is related to music in general terms. Is the French Revolution related to music? No
doubt about it, there would be no Beethoven without the revolution. This drawing is one
of the best ones I did during the three weeks I spent in Paris. Yes, I fought off the bed
bugs. Yes, it was lonely. Yes, I ran out of money had had to go to the airport and see if
my ticket could be exchanged early. I stayed there because I wanted to see the Museums,
spend more time in the Louvre, and buy bread in Montmartre. I thought that I could
make some money drawing portraits. It turns out I could not. I tried outside Notre
Dame. So People’s Airline flew me to England and from there back to New York City. It
was early, I thought I would be there longer, but it was fine that I came back early. How
was I to know it was so expensive?
What is the “new sky” this man is giving birth to? I thought of this in the place where the
French Revolution happened. It is the place where the rights of people were born. The
man at the bottom of the “new sky” reaches up to feel the plants growing there, the
flowers and fruits that blossom and come to term. He reaches up to a leg of a man who is
embracing a woman in love. Indeed all the people in the upper part of the drawing are
happy and beautiful. Is this not what society is for? Are we not to make another suffer
less? People who live for money hurt others to make it. We are not about money, we are
about doing well for others. We have to be reminded of this. Greed is hard to overcome.

The “dead men” ---I should have included babies, women, and old people, gays, black
people (who are not black), Latinos or Latinx people—in short everyone and now
insects, trees, plankton and animal species too. The great kill off under Mao and Stalin
the Auschwitz killings, the killing off of Native peoples in North America, Australia,
Tasmania, the 3 million Irish starved or forcibly exported and other people killed in
wars of conquest in Peru or Africa, India or China ---all over the earth, in fact, this was
all done to demonstrate power and profit of the Europeans. These and recent animals,
insects and plant killings, should all be celebrated in one song of musical offering. The

people that caused these deaths, the business men or politicians who profited from this
suffering, should be held to account for what they did to others. They should pay, really
pay, and be prevented from merely passing on the cost to us.

The voice creates itself. I don’t seem to have quite grasped the implications of this when

I wrote it. If the voice creates itself then the biblical Word is a fiction, which in fact, is
the case. Music creates itself inside the person who knows what they have done.
Part of my conversation with Jack Hirschman was about the concept of destiny. Destiny
is a passive thing. I am not talking about that here. The part of this drawing which still
resonates with me is the drawing itself and the line about the voice. I especially like the
figure, the idea that the figure seems to be moving to the right, yet all the lines and the
circles in the hand go the other direction with the flying bird. The form he holds in his
left hand is lovely. It looks to be a faceted rectangle which becomes a polyhedron when
extended. I like the small forms on the face and the way the lines come out below the
elbow, like a birds wings or a dragonfly.

Strange I made myself look my father in this drawing. This is one of the few drawings
that combines a realistic way with the linear way of drawing.

Copy of a detail of Peiter de Hooch painting done at CMA

A native image of an “Indian”—I balk to use that word. Like the Word Iroquois it
has become a racist word. I dislike it. It is not even accurate. Why should
Columbus, who was a racist murderer, carry weight in history.--- his name
shouldn’t carry any weight except maybe a negative weight. So I should stop
saying it. I think I saw a lot of Mayan art at the Natural history museum in New

York. Hence to image is done as it is, with the space inside the drawing being
done with a hieroglyphic sort of motif.

83.to Musicians
Musicians give up their lives
to the unseen sounds of life.
In music air does not desire air,
There is no air in listening,
neither near nor far,
where the wind is still in my hearing,
traveling to that place where all places go
inside ourselves, rhythms and imaginings,
memory, hope and fear all meet there,
where there is no land or sky.
On the promontory where mountains disappear,
into the fog of endless rivers become oceans
like an hum in the golden center of a hive,
pollen flying.
Distilling our experiences into melody,
the voice in the song is intimate
in the homeless embrace of sad hearts,
who I know and do not know,
going back centuries.
I hold close all these friends
dear to what is behind my own eyes.
I am grateful for your playing,
the sounds of daily life,
Here at the edge of all that is
you play the changes that ring through
all the colored strings of time,
Thank you.

