Mark A. Koslow
Paintings by an Adult

First People’s Singer
5” x 8 ½”

Was he paid to do this? No, I think the first peoples did not have the notion of
“professionals”. Adults, yes.
But not professionals. So I call this my adult work. The notion of a money maker is what
being a ‘wasichu’ is all about.
Indeed, I like the story about the Russian Orthodox staretz who sat on a stair way to an
orthodox church while the Czar, Czar Nicolas, I seem to remember, walked by him. As
the Czar walked past, the Staretz took out his cloak a bunch of Kielbasi—a hot dog or
sausage like meat-- and stuffed them into his mouth, so that the Czar could see exactly
what he was doing. What was the Czar supposed to get from this? He was supposed to
get the message that he is taking too much for himself, he is not sharing with others not
of his class. In short he is being a wasichu. “Don’t be a greedy bastard”—is what the
Staretz was trying to say to the Czar of Russia. Czar Nicholas was killed later on—greedy
to the end. He didn’t learn anything from the Staretz. Czar Nicholas might have lived
much longer if he had listened to him.

Great Basin
1999-2018

This is the Lake Abert area of the Great Basin. This is probably the north east corner of
what is now called California. Though it could be Oregon. I say that knowing what I
know. It is beautiful around there. I like the Modoc lands. There was a war against them
at Tule Lake. Technically the “white” people won, but they lost morally speaking.
They Modoc were in the right. He settlers were the mistaken ones. I followed the takeover of the Lake Malheur Wild Life Refuge which is a little ways north of Tule Lake. It is
clear the white people around there follow the dictates of their ancestors. That is as kind
to them as I can be.
Here is a male Jack Rabbit, which is actually a Hare, not a Rabbit. He is a recent father.
He is at 2:30 relative to the Red Tail Hawk. I will not tell where the female and her two
babies are. If you go as far as the Marmot atop the rock on the right, you will have gone
too far. If you see the Sage Bush and the Rabbit Brush and line up the two standing
Pronghorn and run down an imaginary line at roughly five o’clock from the two
pronghorn--- you will see the mom Jack Hare and her two babies. A woman in a
restaurant in Carson City said “where are you going---there is nothing out there” --Exactly wrong. everything is out there if one knows how to look for it. Nevada, the North
East corner of California, Eastern Oregon---It is all the same land. It is a wonderful
place. Only don’t say I said so.

Barn Swallow, Flock of Canada Geese
Blue Heron in Sycamore Tree 20” x 36”
None of these are about money either. Yes, Barn Swallows are excellent at what they do.
catch insects on or above the water’s surface, on or above the wild field, as do the so
called Nighthawks which are not night flyers, except in cities with a lot of light, but fly at
twilight. Nor are they Hawks which mostly are meat eaters. Badly named Nighthawks
eat insects mostly, like Swifts do.
Do Canada Geese make money. No, none of the birds do. That is why they are called
winged ones, or “birds of the air”. Money is a thing only humans have, and it largely
corrupts them. It is an abstract system of fake worth, based loosely on gold, which is
merely a rarish rock. One Canada Goose, alive, is worth far more than the biggest piece
of gold.

Blue Heron and Flock of Canada Geese
(detail of above)
So what is a Professional artist, but a commercial artist who makes money largely doing
what other people tell him or her to do. Money is key to this. So a professional artist is
an artist who is about money. The ideal of this is Andy Warhol, and his ideal piece is the
Campbell’s Soup cans or one of the last pieces he did--- a glass jar of some kind of
veggie, maybe a pickle, carved out of precious stones. It sold for millions of dollars, I
seem to recall. Andy, by all accounts, was a cocaine guzzling, Studio 54 greedy, bad man.

Is any of this art? Warhol was very largely a rip off artist. He was not an artist at all. He
stole others work and made it his own.
There was a commercial art studio in the basement of the Cleveland Institute of Art. It
was 2 or 3 rooms wide, I think. I went in there a number of times. They were making car
models, logos and such like. I didn’t think of this as art. Whereas I do think of
petroglyphs as art. I have seen them on Kelly’s Island, better ones up near or on Lake
Superior, or in the state of Nevada. What is the difference? Commercial art is largely
corporate art. It helps sell stuff for them. To make the CEOs money. It does not inform,
teach or even express anything. It is all style without content. It this art? No, It is not,
not really. Compare this with the honesty of the petroglyph:, petroglyphs do inform,
they are made up content- they express lives, animal lives, human lives. However
mysterious or inchoate they are, they are honest art and direct.
Is the graffiti one sees written on trains art? More than commercial art is. Granted it
expresses very little. The artists who make graffiti are expressing themselves or their
handles or names. The problem is they have no content either. Only other graffiti artists
can read what they write, rather, a very few people can read it. On the other hand, the
graffiti “artists” on Kelly’s Island have largely destroyed the first people’s drawings on
the large rock that they have ineptly drawn on. It is very instructive to see this, though--comparing graffiti and petroglyphs. The latter is art the former is, barely art.
Real artists made money. Not every one has a brother like Vincent did or inherited a lot
of money like Marianne North. Da Vinci and Goya both made money. I am not faulting
them for that. Of course, in Da Vinci’s case, he made a number of paintings insincerely,
not believing what he painted, to make money. I do fault him for that, though they are
beautiful. The two versions of the Virgin of the Rocks, for instance, which is something.
Leonardo is an unusual man. He crosses boundaries, easily.
They made a lot of other things besides paintings for sale, I doubt any of them made
them any money at all. The so called late Black Paintings of Goya made him nothing. He
had to paint them--- it was not about money, as the petroglyphs were not. Da Vinci did a
lot of drawing in his notebooks, none of which made him anything. Only one of the
notebooks is out of the control of a museum. It is a shame a private owner, Bill Gates,
can do as he pleases with it. It is called the Codex Atlanticus, I think. Gates has had this
priceless manuscript taken apart. There should be a loud protest of this. The Staretz
would say he is a greedy man, a wasichu. He should give the last “free” da Vinci to a
museum. It will no longer be ‘free’—in the narrow restricted sense meant, but it finally
be free in the true sense, and it will be safe. “Free”, ironically, of the destructive hands of
Bill Gates.

Pines and Little Bluestem Grasses (Schizachyrium scoparium --- formerly called
Andropogon Scoparium) in December 12/2011
8” x 11”
(all sizes are general approximations)

Aphrodite of Knidos
Misattributed to Praxiteles
It is probably Roman
each painting is about 6” x 9”
(Click here to see my essay on this---)
https://markkoslowspaintingsthoughtandnature.files.wordpress.com/2016/02/praxitel
es-1.pdf

So what is real art compared to commercial art? Monet compared to Marcel Duchamp,
Damien Hirst or Andy Warhol. Real painting as opposed to con art or metaphysical
fantasy. Up with the former, down with the latter.

Oriole and other Animals and Insects at
Heroes Wetland

I went here, to Heroes Wetland, nearly every day. I went nearly every day for two years,
maybe it was 2 ½. 1998-2001. Up until we moved to North Royalton. There were many
animals and winged ones at Heroes. I called it that because they were alive and had not
been killed off---all the animals, birds and insects there were Heroes. Last time I went
there they sprayed it to kill off a plant, Celandine. They sprayed for six years, some
variant of glyphosate, I think. They killed nearly everything. Or the birds all left. Except
for the migrants. I think mostly they killed lots of beings. The Palm Warbler and the
Black and White Warbler were still there probably not consuming enough of the poison
to kill them out right. The nested in Canada. They were just passing through.
I went there after they began the spraying. Nearly everything was dead or gone. There
were no turtles or frogs, no Canada Geese nesting, I counted many nests in 1997-99, 10
or 15. All gone. No spiders, or Muskrats, Raccoons or Mushrooms, no Wood Ducks, or
Flickers. I used to see them all, daily. Indeed, one could see all the woodpeckers of this
area there. The Pileated, the Hairy, Downy and the Red Headed. Even the Yellow Bellied
Sapsucker, Flicker, and the Red Bellied Woodpecker were sometimes nesting or eating
there. I saw no Onandata, no dragonflies or damselflies. Gone was the Red
Meadowhawk and the Green Darner. All had been killed or driven away by the poison
spray. The water was dead. No dragonfly larva as before. No Snapping Turtles. Why
would the Oriole come if they killed off the insect food source. The male Oriole always
came from Central or South America and ate the caterpillars that lived high in the trees.
The male Oriole was there a week or two in early May before the female arrived. The
female arrived to make their nest out of the stem fiber of the Red Milkweed plant. I did
not even see the Red Milkweed plant. It may have been killed off.
Why have I not been there? I was, up until the killing started. I think the last time I was
there was with my young daughter. I want to say 2008-09. I am unsure. She would have
been 4-5 then. I put it out of my mind once I saw the dead pond. I knew the metro park
was largely ignorant but I did not know how ignorant until I saw this. I entirely gave up
on them. 14 years have gone by and I have not been there. Should I go?
I don’t know. One thing is sure. I said I would not say where Heroes was. I think that
was wrong. The more people are made aware of what happened there the better. The
Metropark board is a bunch of fools. It is near or under the Lorain Bridge, in Rocky
River Reservation. People in Cleveland can find this easily. Notice the word
“reservation”--- it is an important word – the question is why is it important? Because it
is a place where land and people ought to be safe from the dangers of the market system,
and in this case, as in many cases, that failed. It is a notable failure.

Two Barn Owls in Point Reyes Station
1997

This is artificially a little high. I had to make it that way for the long bay to be more
visible. It is a major part of this work, Tomales Bay is. The board that the two birds are
sitting is artificially high. It is actually the first story, not the second. I once saw a bad
Owl jumping up and downon this board, because it was a little loose and made noise.
The bird wet into its threat gesture, with its wings up and big looking.
There is no real board on the second floor. I made it that way on purpose, so that the
viewer could see Tomales Bay over roof of the barn. The window of my apartment is on
the second floor.
I look at it every morning when I awaken. This morning I noticed the Milky Way, in the
middle upper part of the painting. I painted the study for this out near the Nicasio
Reservoir. I was on the west side of that large body of water because there are no lights
there, or very few. Because there are practically no lights there, one can see a lot. I
walked a ways up Elephant Mountain sat down and painted the Milky Way in the dark. I
remember getting out of my car and climbing up the place near the road, where they cut
into the hillside. I walked from there, sat down, and started painting…
There must have been still enough light to see without a flash light. I think I would
remember that. I do remember it was summer and fairly warm.

This is an old painting now. I made it 25 years ago, in 1997. It is now 2022. Of course I
have worked on it since then. Maybe 5 years ago. I think I made the clouds on the earth
stronger. I added more white with a little yellow. You can read a little about what I think
about the ‘big bang’, Wormholes, the Multiverse or String Theory here:.
Most of them are discussed in the last few pages in the essay, roughly from pg.43 on…
https://markkoslowspaintingsthoughtandnature.files.wordpress.com/2021/06/blogcosmos-and-choas.pdf

Sun And Milky Way

I used images from the SDO to do this. ( the SDO= Solar Dynamics Observatory). I
looked at this site quite a lot. It is part of the NASA site. Notice below the mention of 13
different wavelengths of light. That is key. From here they are seen by two cameras or
“Instruments”. The graphic below explains them all. I did the Milky Way separately. I
further put in Hale Bopp –the comet.

“NASA’s Solar Dynamics Observatory, or SDO, provides views of the Sun in detail
never before possible. Launched on February 11, 2010, SDO provides ultra highdefinition imagery of the Sun in 13 different wavelengths of light, utilizing two
imaging instruments, the Atmospheric Imaging Assembly, or AIA, and the
Helioseismic and Magnetic Imager, or HMI.

Each wavelength seen by SDO captures light emitted primarily by one or two
types of ions — though slightly longer and shorter wavelengths produced by other
ions are also part of the picture. Each wavelength was chosen to highlight a
particular part of the Sun's atmosphere, from the solar surface to the upper
reaches of the Sun's corona.’’
Notice that I used the 304 A. You see that one in the second one below. I made this
image of the sun and the Milky Way behind it in 4/2011’ that is in April 2011. You can
see the Coronal Ejection Plumes going back to 2009, if my memory serves. There are
many more that is usually the case.

Each of the wavelengths observed by NASA's Solar Dynamics Observatory, or SDO, was
chosen to emphasize a specific aspect of the Sun's surface or atmosphere. This image
shows imagery both from the Advanced Imaging Assembly (AIA), which helps scientists
observe how solar material moves around the Sun's atmosphere, and the Helioseismic
and Magnetic Imager (HMI), which focuses on the movement and magnetic properties
of the Sun's surface. More details for each wavelength and links to real-time SDO
imagery follows.
Credits: NASA/SDO/GSFC

Sweet Gum Tree
And White Pines.

2011

This tree once grew next to a beautiful stand of White Pines, maybe 40 or 50 of them.
They got one of the diseases of the White Pine. In the last ten years 70 percent of them
have died, approximately. That means that 15 to 25 trees are left. On windy days the
needles fall off the trees like rain. The first time I experienced this, I literally thought it
was raining when I was standing next to the White Pines. White Pine Blister Rust causes
the needles to die. It might be that. I see this online: “cronarticom ribicola is a species of
fungus of the family Cronarticaede which causes White Pine Blister Rust”. I did not see
the rust forming on the trunk, but the tree did not seem sick to me as yet. It was the next
year, 2012-13 that a few trees started getting yellow or orange needles. One can still see
the Sweetgum Tree here in front of the 3 White Pines. It is November, 2011. I think that
most of the flowers in bloom are Wingstem. Though I seem to remember some Queen
Anne’s Lace mixed in there too. A few years later than this the electrical company cut a
swath through the trees that went up the hill. I don’t think they cut any White Pines.

Sweetgum Leaf

I forget if my daughter found this leaf or not. Maybe.
Good drawing with the brush on this one.

Boy and Cat
2011
I struggled with the hands and hair and the cat and carpet. It is my son at age 2 and a
month or so. The hands are well resolved and the hair is not as he now says, a bowl cut. I
never gave him a bowl cut. He is full of false accusations, though a few of them are true.

It would be far less interesting if they were all false. Then I would have nothing to learn.
I think he was 8-9 when he started with the occasionally true, mostly false stories. When
I got out of the hospital, on Thanksgiving, 2021, I was full of largely drug inspired
stories, though I don’t know which one or combination of them, the made up story came
from. I made up whole stories, like plays, Which I would see in my hospital room on the
tv. For awhile I saw them as real. Now I see them as made up. Some of them went on
and on for days. I won’t tire the reader with them.

Self Portrait
Remembering Northern California Near
Lake Erie (Anna’s Hummingbird)
1998-2021
This was a place I would go to visit on a daily basis. It was a rare public park on Lake
Erie—there is way too much privatized land along Lake Erie in particular but the Great

Lakes in general. Public land should be much more in evidence. It should not be. as it is
now, an exclusive thing for the ultra-rich, those who can afford the houses and land.
This was a rare Public park meaning it was gotten rid of in an act of local corruption.
This was done during Dick Celeste as governor time. He was voted into office in 1982. I
would say he had not been governor long at that point. This was public land made
private as an act of corruption.

Crows talking near Rusted-out Boxcars
2013
This began unusually with another painting. I was working on the painting of the Davis
house, since removed. Jo Davis said that she made an arrangement with the federal park
system that when she died they would save the house. They didn’t. As soon as she died
they tore it down.

Old House

Two women stopped to see what I was doing when I was painting a picture of the house.
They suggested I go down and see the old trains, or boxcars the park owns.
A woman named Jo lived here. I am pretty sure she passed away, recently. Her house,
one house down from the one pictured here, is empty and the cars are gone. (2020)
I had been passing this house in the National Park for a long time and was always struck
by its age and loneliness and wondered why it just sat there, abandoned.

Photo of house taken by myself while I work of the painting.
It is so strange when a home looks homeless. Later, I've thought a lot about the housing
market these last years with so many people being thrown out of their houses, foreclosed
on by corrupt banks. In fact, the banks are responsible for the housing speculations that
lead to the ‘crash’ of 2007. Congress, under the Republicans, deregulated the markets.
They helped engineer overcharging and specious house loans, defrauding billions from
house buyers. The government is partly guilty in this flim-flam, allowing the banks to
speculate in this way, hurting many ordinary Americans in the process. Then the
government allowed the banks for foreclose on people who had been charged
outrageous and inflated prices for houses. Some had been sold bogus and inflated
“subprime loans”, which should never have been allowed. Banks created 'derivatives'

and other bogus ways to 'leverage' money into fictional wealth. The banks are clearly the
bad guy here, as they are primarily responsible, along with the fossil fuels industry in
the Global Degradation of Climate Change. The banks are investing in fossil fuels. It is
the use of the fuels that are causing the greenhouse gases that the threatening the entire
planet, killing off insects, killing the Great Barrier Reef. The CEO of Chase- Manhattan
or J.P. Morgan, or Bank of America, Well Fargo or Citibank are the bad guys here. That
this has happened is bad enough. But that it is occurring because ultra-rich men don’t
care what they do to earth, is much worse.
So the government hurt millions of ordinary people on both sides of a scam that that
sent house price climbing and then plummeting, with banks and realtors skimming off
huge profits and victimizing millions. Some of the investment banks, like Bear Sterns,
went bankrupt, due to their own greed and corruption. More of the banks should have
died. But the government, which is largely a government by and for corporations, bailed
many others out, giving them our money, proving yet again that the government helps
the abusive rich and neglects and abandons the victimized middle class and the poor.
The banks should never have been bailed out. People who were foreclosed on should
have been helped and they weren’t. “Too Big to Fail” was a lie. It was ordinary people the
government should have helped and who should have been bailed out..
So I started looking at this abandoned house and its graceful columns and beautiful old
Victorian tracery, as a lost house, and a dream deferred. I could see the beauty and love
in the construction. I painted it to celebrate a time when it was not so hard to get a
house and one could take great pride in it. I finished this painting with foreclosure and
lost homes in mind. I admired the sadness of the broken porch, sagging on the left some,
and the winter storm window fell down and off the porch. After I was done with the
painting and had started the outhouse on the same land, I met the sweet old woman that
lives near the house and learned her story. I call her Joe Davis, short for Josefina.
Turns out the house had been bought by force of eminent domain by the government in
the 1980's and they had promised to fix it up and make it part of the park as a place
where a family could live. It was a good plan, railroaded, again, by the Republican

Congress, who are only interested in serving the rich. I can see the use of eminent
Domain for this as it helps animals, trees and insects. Many people were hurt by this
though and they had to be fairly compensated. They have a program where families live
in park houses and resell farm produce to locals. But this allows for animal killing, and
for enrichment of a few families, with a possible opening to tree cutters and oil
companies.
But the parks had been neglected and stinted on by Congress. The Republicans wish
only to feed our money to the rich and starve the National Parks and education and all
things that really matter. So this house fell into neglect and was vandalized. The old
woman who used to live there was angry at how the government treated the house she
grew up in, rightfully so. She is a wonderful old lady and reads books and studies
history. Her favorite politician was Eleanor Roosevelt, who cared so much for ordinary
Americans. That was my mom's favorite too . Indeed, there are few politicians who
actually "represent the people" most of them represent corporations, who are neither
people nor worthy of representation.
David Quammen writes in a recent article on Yellowstone, (National Geographic, May,
2016) how private owners and building housing right in the path of migrating Elk and
Buffalo. This is not right and should not be allowed. Houses are being destroyed all over
the country because of bank corruption. So I painted this old house, itself a relic of the
natural past of human beings in America, here abused by politics and the rich and
wealthy classes who want everything for themselves. How do we honor history and
nature's rights at the same time, and preserve what is real, and limit and downsize
corporate corruption, undermining the ideology that corporations are persons, when
they are not? The beauty of an old house, being grown over by nature, worthy to be
preserved, not just in memory of Jo, but in memory of days that are gone, when people
did not harm the land as much as they do now. We should not just preserve nature in
National and State parks, but nature should be preserved everywhere, not just for
humans but for all beings. There is an unfortunate tendency to serve the rich even if that
means lying to people as Mitch McConnell, head of the Senate, does in Washington DC.

When I showed this painting to the former owner of this house, Jo, a woman who
used this outhouse for fifty years, she looked very wistful and thanked me for seeing the
beauty in it. The park ripped out the barn that used to be on this property and moved
the outhouse from where it used to be. So it hovers on the edge of a little ravine, and
there is a low hill opposite. One of the boards was broken off the nicely made door. The
hinges are getting rusted and a vine creeps up the side and poison ivy and other plants
grow beneath it. Light danced on the front of it as I worked. It took me quite a few visits
to finish this. It was harder to do that it looks. The government tore down the house
once Jo died. Betraying their own agreement with her.
Light was bluish in the shadow inside the outhouse.

Light on the Outhouse
This is composed for the page “Architecture and Simplicity “ which is a part of my Blog,
that unfortunate word, anyway you can find this page here:
https://markkoslowspaintingsthoughtandnature.files.wordpress.com/2021/01/blogarchitecture-and-simplicity.pdf

Autumn Love Poem
(Marriage Portrait)
2001-2005

We got together and started living together in 1994. We were married in 2001. 28 years
we have been together. Married 21 years. We will probably be divorced this year. She
talked me into being married because we wanted to have kids. It seemed a good reason.
My objection had to do with the controlling nature of the institution of marriage itself.
But I could see the value in their having the same name as we do. It still seems one. I
have been sick over a year. She could care less, in fact, except when other people are
around, then it looks better if she cares. It is that phoniness that partially makes me
think of this. Why I thought it out to begin with. She likes me as a prisoner. I can see
that. She is also menopausal. Some men will understand that, some will not.

It was you who gave me
these last years of praise
of so many intimate rainbows
so many marvels of days and visions
we had together of what a life worth living
is all about.
It was you and I who stood
looking into wonders---nature teaching us love of each other--gazing into the distance.

It is you and I
and the wind
across the water,
you and I and
the cherishing of seasons.
It is you and I
and the treasure of sunlight
held between us
like a lamp of green leaves
like the lantern of the forest
like a multicolored tree
branching forth between us.
Where you go. I go
and where I go, you go
and together we go
into the golden rod fields
into the purple asters
into the lilac days
and emerald nights
of an existence to be grateful for.

When I read these old poems some tears come to my eyes. It is sad that the marriage did not work. She
seems strangely happy that it didn’t, however. I wonder why?

Canada Geese Mating

I like this painting. Part of my work is just this: I watch animals. birds or humans
carefully enough that I see what they are doing. In this case, the two Geese would mate
in the same place every day for three maybe four days, many times. Presumably. the
female went into Estrus for this time, a thing that humans do not do. It always began
just like this, throwing water on their backs together, in tandem.

Black Squirrel
The frame is Pine,
The design in the Inset area on the frame is a
Celtic design.

2 Stages of 17 year Cicada. From Brood 5 --- 2016
They were everywhere. At the time, in 2016 when I made this painting--- I guessed there
might be 10,000 Cicadas in our yard alone and that might be a conservative number.
This shows part of their life cycle. When the come out of the ground they typically try to
climb something, a branch tree or shrub. One they are off the ground they will come out
of their skin as it were, and they then look like the first one, which does not have a
Cicada inside it. The second one is the full grown adult. The third is the dead one a few
weeks after it emerges from the ground. Yes, I don’t know if that is orange blood or
merely coloring in their wings? It is a good question, however.

Breast feeding the Baby.

This is a detail of the larger painting. I like it quite a lot. Indeed, I think this painting
catches well the sweetness of the relationship between the two. But my wife seems to see
it only through the eyes of people she works with. So, in deference to her and her fears, I
leave out the other side of her body—the other half of my art work.

This also is a detail. I spent a maximum of an hour on this work. I think the result is very
good. White women in particular react to this painting with anger and resentment. I
think they are seeing it with racist eyes. I did not paint it with racist eyes. I think it a
lovely picture, More than other work I have done people tend to project themselves and
their own problems onto this work. I don’t want to hear any of that this time. I did this
in the Life Drawing Class I taught at Beck Center.

Male African Elephant Drawing
2017?
If I remember correctly, this is Willy. He is 13 feet tall at the shoulder, I am sorry he is at
the Cleveland Zoo. He should have been sent back to Africa where he was stolen from, or
put in a decent sanctuary for elephants. Now he is a virtual prisoner at the Zoo here.
They have a program called “enrichment” in which they do somethings to keep the
animal entertained. For instance, they give this Elephant a large log which he plays with.
I doubt a very strong man could lift it. This Elephant lifts it and plays with it.

k

“Fireflies be free”
My daughter
2015

I did not think of this one. My daughter did. I painted it and she gave me the references
for it. She play-acted the part calling out “Fireflies be Free”. It is wonderful, what she
did.

Station Road
My Family Waits for the Train
2012

This is another one that was the result of another painting, I was doing “Green Heron’s
World”. We had a snow and the time was ripe to do this one. So I followed my feeling.

Dandelion Growth

Redbud Tree in Bloom
,
One has to travel to South America to see a similar species. The Amazon also has a grape tree
where the flowers appear on the stem as they do on the Redbud tree. The grape tree is called
Brazilian Grape Tree(Plinia cauliflora) The important word is cauliflora, which ties it to the Redbud
and means ‘flowers along stem’. Both trees do this. One wonders if there is a relation between
the two trees, in terms of filiation. Which came first? Did the redbud evolve from the grape tree
or vice versa? The word caulifloris, ‘many flowers on the stem’ is world wide. There is the Cercis

Chinensis or Chinese Redbud. There is also the Truth about Cauliflory. It is mentioned on
Wayne’s Word. Here:
https://www2.palomar.edu/users/warmstrong/plmay99.htm

Limantour Beach (self portrait). Watching Shorebirds and Gulls.
20x36”
1999-2017

This is mostly done from memory. I worked partially from a few pictures, I mean
photos, but mostly from memory. The color in this one, is especially lovely. Indeed, I

think it one of my very best paintings. The blue/ gold combination is, like the
purple/yellow/orange combination, very sympathetic to me. The little Sandpipers,
probably of the Semipalmated variety, on the lower left require light to see well. The
Godwits and Willets do not require so much light to see. There is one Curlew near the
Sandpipers, and three Gulls flying at various distances from the viewer. I worked pretty
hard at the light around the sun setting. The light blue around the bright yellow seems
the right tone for sunlight. As is the red and orange near the sun, showing the hills of
West Marin. The biggish one above the Sandpipers and the Godwits is a Willet as is the
one further back, flying also, or rather, it seems to be landing. The Willets can be known
by the whitish stripe on their wings.

Deer---light
I think this is one of the best animal studies I have done. The light is just right, the color
is just right too; the drawing of the shape of the deer is well conceived. I worked on the
drawing for weeks. It goes to show just how much hard work means to making good art.

Still Life for a class at Beck Center,
5x7”
(where I taught painting and later life drawing for 2 years)

An Eighth of Orange
(about life sized)
This was not done for school. I did it because I wanted to paint the light through an
orange slice.

His Mother, my spouse and my Son.
It is interesting to me that this is the last of the pictures I have chosen for this
presentation of my work. Why? Because it is a lovely painting--- one of my best. Also I

was very happy when I did it. I hope that it and the others might get me this job. I do not
like selling my work much. It is gone then, and all one has to show for what one did is
some money. I am doubting that it is worth it. Whereas a job might well be worth doing
all of this.

