FRAMES

I’ve made a lot of frames of different kinds. My primary purpose originally was
protection of the artwork. But there is a decorative function of the frame too. The
decorative meaning of the frame can be variously interpreted. In most museums the
decorative function of frames takes on an aristocratic pose. One gets used to it, even to
the point of ignoring it. But it is irritatingly conventional and one would like to see the
convention overcome. The frame makers are parasites to the artists and often the frame
costs more than the original art. The history of frames is largely independent of the
history of art. Art goes back many thousands of years before that. Actually 40-60
thousand years approximately. Maybe more. No one knows for sure. Evidence suggests
it is at least 40 thousand years old. That is a minimum.
The history of frames is a very different and much more recent, matter. There is also the
minor matter of artist made frames. For instance, Vincent Van Gogh made a few, at least
one was bright red and simple. ( was this a frame for his bedroom study?) Another was

yellow, around some potatoes, I think. He wisely and firmly rejected heavily ornate
gilded Louis XVI frames. He rejected Louis the 14th in general, as he says on June 26,
1888....
“I like the Sun King no more than you do. Extinguisher of light it seems to me—
that Louis XIV—my God what a pain, in every way. (Vincent Van Gogh: a Life in
Letters pg. 269)
In Europe the frame makers were largely under the control of the European Aristocracy.
In making his own frames Vincent was rebelling against the mainstream trend. The
making of art did not at all begin with the aristocracy. Far from it. The Louvre began and
housed the French Kings from the 12th to the 17th century. Louis the 14th abandoned it in
1682 and moved to what became Versailles. Versailles became a huge drain on the
French population and that became one the causes of the French revolution. The main
cause of the French Revolution is the exploitation if the poor by the rich. The Bastille
was armed and Louvre, formerly the house of the King of France, became a museum.
The ridiculously sumptuous nature of European frames is due to the main buyer of art,
the aristocracy. They have been in charge of the framing for only a few hundred years.
I have interpreted the frame very widely, often letting frames, containers, boxes or
holders of my work be part of the message of the work itself or of my work in general. In
my teens, for instance, I did a drawing of a woman and the poem was contained inside a
white space in the shape of a round topped head stone. But death is an early concern
not a later one, so much. My concern in recent years has been nature, the environment
and history or my family. My first frames were probably mats used as framing devices.
My later frames are mostly nature-based arrangements.

Making Frames
2014

One could see this as two paintings. It is not, but one can see it that way if one wishes.
The first would be the lighted area inside the garage. He second would be the rest of the
painting, including the moon, the deer and the foreground.

I did this one in 1972 or 1973. I was probably 16 or 17 when I did this drawing. I fixed it
to a burgundy red Mat so I could submit it and maybe 40 other drawings to the
admissions department at the Cleveland Institute of Art. Many of the drawings from my
teens are still attached to the red mats. I got in to the school. It was only 1700 dollars
tuition a year, now it is 35 to 44 thousand and their teaching and classes are not as good.
Even the ubiquity of scholarships, some 98 %, to the school does not lower the price
much from 44 to 38 thousand dollars.
Unfortunately, business men have taken over the schools. Businessmen are only good at
making money, not at educating students or, obviously, keeping costs lower for
students. They want to raise costs on students and their families. Businessmen are busy
destroying our education system, which should be based on surviving, on breaking even,

not on making businessmen money,--- they should not be involved at all---and schools
should be helping students do better, while making money for businessmen should be
outlawed. Indeed, the school that I went to is gone now, torn down a year or so ago.

This is the book cover of a book I made in 1978. The book is composed of many smaller
books of poetry and prose. Mostly the former. If you notice the main border, it, like the
center part of the painting, over the blue (top), green, (middle) and brown (bottom)
sections is a kind of summary of the content of the book.

Lover’s Garden

This is a very good slide of the image I took and that was developed by Dodd Camera.
This again has to do with Beth. It is independent of her for a long time now. But it had to
do with her in the far distant past. I guess I have not forgotten that. A little lower and to
the left of the center of the pastel are two rocks---faces above a small stream. I
remember those to objects can be interpreted as rocks, as Beth and her step-Dad,who I
want tosay was a minister of some kind, or as Beth and I. She had sex with him
apparently. She felt bad about it so she called it a rape. I am not at all sure that it was.
This is an image about it being a positive thing.
I put this picture in with the frames because though this was probably done in 1976: the
picture is itself the frame. This is unusual. I invented an area around the picture that
complements it without being it. It makes the picture itself look somewhat sack like. In
recent years I found myself calling it a sack. I thought that that disparages it somewhat.
It does, though I don’t think I meant to disparage it by that at all. But the spatial
relationships work and give the space inside the margin a lovely space. I’ve always liked
this painting. It is somewhat abstract but only somewhat. It is a wonderful landscape.
All of these paintings go some ways towards abstraction without reaching it. Only few
reach it. Paintings become too decorative and empty as they get closer and closer to
abstraction. That is the truth that I learned from doing this series. Abstraction is a dead
end: as is aristocracy, the father, as it were, of abstraction. As one comes closer to it, it
takes away all the meaning from a picture, and produces merely an empty decoration.

The framing of my drawings is as diverse as the drawings themselves. This one shows a
young man holding an egg and with a horse, frog, fish, cat, snake and bird. He may be a
mute. He is comforting the different animals, including, probably, others we cannot see.

Later, probably in my early 20’s I started making frames part of my drawings. The
drawings then were self-defined things. self limiting objects. They usually had round
corners, and usually a space for words or language substitutes. Each drawing was

thought of as a Veil. I worked out an Aesthetic theory that said that what is behind the
veil is the meaning, and the meaning is the spiritual idea at the basis of it. I dropped this
idea after a time. But beginning around 1977 or 78 up until 1990 or so, roughly for 12 or
13 years, when I was 35 or so, most, not all, of the drawings were veils. ( for more on the
vision of the veil see:
http://www.naturesrights.com/z%20philo%203%20vision%20of%20veil.asp )
I did not use the aesthetic of the veil for the paintings I did outside. This is important. I
worked out the veil idea as a metaphysical theory involving fairly exotic material. I was
not really a physical, or natural theory. Most of the evidence for this was found in
medieval writings, Johann Scotus Erigena, Miester Eckhart, Dionysius the Aeropagite as
well as various Sufi writers, from Al Ghazzali to Rumi, all had the veil idea at the basis of
their work. Actual physical evidence was imaginative or intuitive, which ended up being
the problem with the theory. It had a certain beauty, however, which is what I liked
about it. The color black for instance was the apophatic color, showing plenitude by
what it negated instead of what it affirmed. White was seen as an opposite to black:
white was a plain or overtly spiritual color. All the other colors corresponded to the
rainbow and thus were equal if less than black or white. This “less than” ended up being
a problematic concept.

I was 24 or 25 when I did the drawing above. It was 1980 or 1981. This was done at my
mother’s house where I lived off and on over the years. The border is very generous and
full of images. I will explain parts of it shortly. It is very complex.

The drawing itself: a man has fallen beneath of load of books, and his brain has come
out. (I worked in a bookstore around this time and a man threatened to kill me as a
blackmail to make me leave ===It worked-- I left.) His brain is being blown into, rather
than sucked on. He blows into the brain through what looks like an intestine but may be
the spinal cord. There is another cord attached to the brain, and it leads to a snake head,
which leads to the page of a book which has the name “Descartes” on it. Next to this
book is another book, much smaller, which has the formula E=MC2 written backwards
on it. It is written the right way to the left a bit, in a book that says “Kant” on the
opposite page. Next to that is a skull, and next to that it says “I say Eye”. This is a
creative quote from Sam Beckett, the Irish playwright. He was still alive then. These are
all dire things to show or say, I want the viewer to be frightened. As I was.
Why? Because it is the early 1980s and then was a time where the right wing president
Reagan, was scaring the whole world with talk of nukes and nuking the world.
The lowest brain bifurcates and becomes two brains, it becomes two men and the one on
the right gives what he sucks to the man above him, whose body turns it into animals, a
bull, horse, bird, and maybe a fish. This part of the drawing seems to be a solution to the
other half , which implies nuclear war. Interesting, I explicitly identify women and
animals as big parts of a solution to nuclear war, created by men.
All this is very dream-like, or rather nightmare like.
Another brain becomes an old man and is thrust up into the sky, put inside a woman’s
pregnant belly. She is floating up in the sky with the tail end of a nuclear fire and a
healing sphere with the sun behind it.

It is a beautiful image, one of the most beautiful in both meaning and form, of all the
Philosophical Drawings.
I will stop here on the drawing itself. What follows is the border:

The Frame or Border: Beginning at the upper right. The frame shows here a hand
reaching down about to grasp or letting go a string. The string turns into a figure eight
and this echoes the curly cues next to it. Then this turns abruptly into a metaphysical
depiction of the origin of things. A dot radiates outward. Then there is a drawing of a
circular form, a cross hatched form, that has some lovely lines passing through it. These
lines pass below it and it turns into mathematical formulas, perhaps some taken from
Einstein’s last pages on the Unified Field theory. These late attempts by Einstien are
also used on the drawing called the Tragic Veil. The Tragic Veil is below and below that I
continue speaking of the drawing of the drawing called Knowledge.

The formulas turn humorously into children’s drawings, which turns into clouds and
then into a flowering apple—that is a contradiction in terms since flowers become apples
over time.
The clouds appear again, and turn into the background of what can only be called a
dancing sea star, which turns into two hands holding something or each other. The
hands are above a head, which is beside yet another hand, which hangs down to a veil of
stars. Between the head with closed eyes and the veil of stars is a vaginal form and a lot
of little vaginal forms suggesting cells growing. As we turn the corner of the frame a face
appears, female breasts and then hair, another face hiding near the woman’s neck. The
woman’s face is inclined toward the title of the drawing, next to which there is another
hand which reaches back over the woman’s face, touching her gently below the chin and
the nose. It is a lovely form. The word is written on a scroll, in somewhat fancy writing,
KNOWLEDGE, it says. That is the title of the whole drawing.
Another hand holds the scroll on the other side. A candle reaches up into the drawing
itself casting its light on the man and his brains. The left corner is taken up by the
portrait of a woman letting a rhythm out of her mouth, maybe a poem, maybe a song,
but it becomes the candle of knowledge in the drawing.
Up the left side of the frame is a man who is only reflected in pieces of broken glass or
mirror. Full of despair, the whole side of the drawing is about this man and suffering. A
platform is made up above which supports a lovely drawing of a vase of tears. Between
this and the man below reflected in the broken pieces of glass is a star-like shape made
of lines crisscrossing every which way. This echoes the round shape of the same size on
the opposite side of the frame—of that shape I said--- “a cross hatched form, that has
some lovely lines passing through it”. A man is crying down into the vase of tears. He is
being comforted by a pair of hands which come down upon his head. Above the man

who is crying is another man who is not crying and who shows instead the first image of
the thread. It describes the space around the drawing by means of drawing of hands.
The drawing is much better, more elegantly stated. Above this man the clouds start and
play linear variations until the hand on the upper right side begins the whole thing all
over again.
This is truly a profound drawing. It is one that expresses the horror of nuclear weapons
very exactly. Yet it also solves the problem of nuclear suffering accurately and with
beauty. It does indeed express “knowledge”.

The Fall
I don’t remember know what the Sanskrit or Hebrew say. Probably the Shema in
Hebrew. “Hear Oh Isreal, the Lord God is one”. In the Sanskrit part I see the Sanskrit
letter for Om, as well as a Tibetan Vajra, the light bolt that leads one to Buddhist
Enlightenment. There is a circular line of Egyptian, Hieroglyphs; another of Chinese, the
one in the middle appears to be Arabic. Above the sea of letters to the right middle of the
page is one of the last pages of the Unified Field Theory that Einstein wrote down
shortly before he died. I don’t think I copied the whole thing out. On the middle left is a

book falling down, inside of which is an architectural drawing of a Christian church. It is
falling off a Greek pedestal on which Greek column falls too, Far above this is Greek
temple of sorts. This seems to be a negation of the notion that the Christian idea of its
own superior status. To the right of the man who is held back from falling is a
geometrical series of Circular shapes 1-7 taken from Martin Lings’ book on Sufism. Yes,
I was influenced by the traditionalists already in 1981. But not entirely.

Above: When I was 28 and living in London, I did some painted frames. They are real
frames only in the sense that they surround an image. This is one of them.
Below: This based on the image of Paul on his way to Damascus.

Paul on the way to Damascus.
He is said to have fallen off his horse and have had a vision of the celestial Jesus. It
probably never happened. But it is a mythological image of the insight that sometimes
comes when one changes one’s mind. The ramifications of Jesus not existing, and the
vast majority of evidence points toward that, is huge. One of the implications is that Paul
is one of the creators of Jesus. Or he did not exist either. Ricard Carrier has an essay
about it “The Historicity of Paul the Apostle”. He concludes

“Paul probably existed and wrote the six authentic letters in the 50s A.D. (albeit
we are now seeing only fractions of the actual letters he wrote, and somewhat
meddled with). And that conclusion follows even when the same logic and
methodology leads to the conclusion that, unlike Paul, Jesus probably did not
exist.” https://www.richardcarrier.info/archives/7643
I had not yet started questioning what I believed. But that is not entirely true. I had
started questioning, I just hadn’t come to a conclusion yet. The next 7 years would bring
all “spiritual” things into question. I questioned the idea of contemplation, and the idea
of Intellect. Both were found wanting, false or illegitimate.
Questioning the existence of Christ came much later. I came to question religion in 1989
to 91. But I did not question the existence of Jesus until much later. 2010 or 12 or so.
Religion is mostly adult make believe, making things up that are not real or true.
Religions pander to the illusions people have. It is all the same lie told in different ways.
Usually, sme srt of after-life is made up. Comparative religion relies on these lies being
told is similar but different ways.
If Paul was real, and it appears that he was, it looks like he must have known he was
making stuff up. Yet, it is clear he could not resist wanting to be famous. Hence in order
to serve that lie he identified with it, he lied to us about Jesus. The church has lied about
Christ for millennia. The church is only one of the makers of the lie of the Christ.
The apparent “spiritual” notion of color at the basis of image of god is lovely, but can be
questioned. Indeed, it ought to be questioned. I read Will Grohmann’s book about Paul
Klee and saw a show of Kandinsky’s work at the Guggenheim in New York City. If I were
being totally honest, I would say I especially admired the clear poetry of their
abstractions. I wanted to adapt that to reality. It was clear that the theory of color that
both men believed in was based on the god idea.
I was very good at color and think I went beyond Kandinsky and Klee in terms of color. I
stayed with reality too. I was not trying to make little Kandinskys or Klees. Kandinsky’s
subjective notion of reality as a virtual spirituality is absurd. He turns reality into a kind
of Platonic iconography. Icons require they be dictated by the Church. He is making
Icons for the Kandinsky Church, as it were. His awareness of color is nevertheless
magnificent--if one takes away all the metaphysical explanations and spiritual
Blavatsky—isms. Or what amounts to the same thing---platonic kandinskyisms.
Klee on the other hand is a bit of a colorist, but what he does is use language and form
really well. He states that he was “possessed” by color and that this feeling never left
him.
"Color possesses me. I don't have to pursue it. It will possess me always, I know
it. That is the meaning of this happy hour: Color and I are one. I am a painter."

So color was there his whole life. More than most artists, his is a poetic style and very
definitely so. He is always a language poet as well as a colorist. Is he Platonist too? I
have not thought he was. He was influenced by Kandinsky, unfortunately. But he is
pretty old by then so I doubt it is fundamental.
He creates a play on words with the image he makes. Sometimes this is quite comical,
other times he is deadly serious. I like the interplay of his titles and his pictures. He did
this his whole life.

Klee at his studio in Weimar, Germany, 1924. Getty Images

Paul Klee 1924

The only period I was influenced by Klee and Kandinsky was when was in art school in
Ohio. I was in art school in 1976 through 1977. About 2 years. The closest I came to
making a Kandinsky, besides the copy I did, was the one above, which is not close at all.
Indeed, it is not reminiscent of either Klee or Kandinsky at all.
Indeed I do not remember thinking of my work in relation to his work. There is a
relation between my work, at the time, and Paul Klee, perhaps.
In 1986-89 I tried making frames for the paintings using a hardboard Masonite panel,
the pieces glued together. There are still some of these around. It was a fairly elaborate
process. I was making paintings on a thickish mat board in those days. The frame was
meant to enclose and protect the mat board which had the painting on it. I was using
gouache paint in those days sometimes mixed with watercolors. They have all held up
well. If they get at all damp they will warp a little-- is the one problem.
This one is an oil painting on gesso on paper. My concern was that oil paint and paper
do not mix. The oil paint rots the paper. By using an acrylic gesso on the paper first I
prevented the oil from touching the paper. So far, they have held up quite well.
Gouache is a matte opaque water color. If well used it looks a little like Oils or Egg
Tempera. It goes down similar to the color one wants, unlike Acrylic, which dries darker
or differently than one puts down. This is very frustrating and makes Acrylic an
inaccurate and inexact paint. Oils, Gouache and Egg Tempera are far better. I have
hardly used egg tempera at all. I have not been taught how to use it. I probably could
learn it on my own. I have tried to make it. But it seems a bit late to do try to learn it

now. But it appears to be a logical paint that dries the color and value that one puts
down.

This is the cover for a book of Poems I made in the early 1980’s. You can see the
illustration of the theory of color in the way the sun illumines everything with colors.
But more so, one can see here why the spritual in art happens,namely—it allows
expression of things that are very hard to express. These are two very close figures.
There appears to be a moment of guidance or teaching going on. It appears to regard the
natural world as a kind of immersion in space, an inner calm achieved. It appears to be
partly sexual,-natural and metaphysical at the same time. The fact that the sun shines
down in such colors seems signifigant, even if one is unsure why.

I am not sure I was very wise then. The book is called Sophia, which is Greek for
wisdom.

This is done in London, England, where I lived for six months in the early 1980s. I came
back to the US in the beginning of 1985. I could see how loud and brash the U.S. was. It
was all about money and I saw what that means.
I had read Blaise Pascal’s Pensees years earlier. I dipped into them again. His thoughts
were antiquated, cultish, reactionary, mistaken and fascinating. He is cleary trying to
convince people to believe the cultic foolishness he believes. This painting is about his
Pensee on the size of things in the universe: the infinite geatness of large things the
infintisimal smallness of the tiniest things. In various texts this goes by Pascal’s
numbering system as Pensee # 72. He is being watched by an immense universal eye,
which he does not see, nor does he know that his awareness of his own happiness is an
illusion. He was in a Jansenist Catholic cult. He tries to convince you that his religion is
righteous but he his wrong. Indeed, Pensees is a well written bad book. There are
unfortunately a lot of them in the world. Some of them are the most important books in
the world, to some minds, and they are, nevertheless, bad books. Some of the “best”
books are frauds. The Bible is one of these, for instance.

The entrance to my apartment was on the left side. Fran’s garden was to the right. This
was a raised area where she could hang laundry. What you are looking at is a picture
done on illustration or a mat board and then the hard board glued on behind it, and

smaller slats or hardboard cut and glued on the side a the painting so that hardboard
was behind to the side of the image. The hardboard became the back side of the picture,
as well as the sides of the artwork that you see. I only made maybe 5-7 of these frames. It
was a lot of work and material. The word on the bottom of the picture is “Theophany”. I
took that off. I meant a kind of pantheism. This is very likely a heretical construction,
not that I care about heresy or the criteria that create it. I don’t. But it is an interesting
fact that when I was religious, I was largely heretical.

Frame for Spring Painting.

I took this in Point Reyes in 1989. Along with 5 or so other photos. I was in a religious
phase, soon to be dropped, the evidence against it was then gathering. But life goes on
even if one makes mistakes. Death is final, that is true. At least as far as ones body and
mind go. Which is about all one has, except work or kids; They live on beyond one’s life.
I am not sure why the top of this picture is curved. It is a mistake in the photograph. It is
probably the result of the photographic process.

I made this frame about 20 years ago. I made a copy of this work and gave it to a doctor
who was then treating me. It is a rather ordinary thing. I would get better at it. The
painting is lovely. The frame is so so.

Like the one above it, this is a larger work than I usually make. I like this frame though.
The frame is an early one of the wooden and stained frames that are painted and have
wood knots on them. The two butterflies painted on the frame are called Painted Ladies.

The frame was built around this picture and was painted a dark green.

This was done the same way. You can see the panels of hardwood cut to exact size.

This one and the one above it are historical pictures. That is to say they picture real
people in time. I do not mean anything pretentious by that. They are done from life,
mostly. He is a few months over three here. About done with diapers. This is quite true.
He is a few weeks from stopping wearing them all together. It was a big event for me, his
mom and him. I did this painting to commemorate it. It has been made fun of by boys
his age. I tell him not to pay any attention to them. It was a big event. He needs to be
proud of it. It is part of his history, the familie’s history--- not part of the present much.

I had wanted to do oriental rug designs on the borders of my paintings from early on.
You can see drawings of this, more or less, from 23 or 24 years old. One is below.

You can see here I have been to the Natural History Museum in New York City where I
lived then. I was stunned by the Aztec, Olmec, Mayan, Central and South American
exhibits. The exhibits there were filtered through my mind and came out like this. It
was 40 years ago, yet I can still remember the large Olmec heads they had the originals
on loan then. If I recall they had two of the 17 total Olmec heads in existence. Each head
was perhaps 6-11 feet high and weighed 6-25 tons or 12,000-50,ooo pounds.

I was also enamored of the Tromp L’Oeil of Dutch art, oysters so well done one could
taste the butter on them, even if one had given up eating real butter. So I tried to do one
myself of a Toad in our garden. I painted a ‘real’ butterfly, a Japanese Beetle and a
House fly on the frame. I had created an homage to one of my favorite Dutch painters,
Rachel Ruysch. My religion period was well and truly over. Others will say I made a
‘religion of science’. But the concept “a religious science” or a “religion of science” does
not make sense. It is logically an error.

This is a self-portrait. Around it I put a border that is made up of small motifs, taken
mostly from oriental carpets. Also from Klee. Miro basic forms—moons, suns, stars,

rainbows, butterflies, birds, animals, figures, flowers from the carpets of Kuba in the
Caucasus between the Black and Caspian sea, geometric forms and shapes, and other
hieroglyphic forms of a kind of proto-language.
In the painting itself are many books, many of them known to me not necessarily to the
Reader. In the book case immediately behind the candle are books on Science, Art,
Learning (title of work) Earth, Monet, Animal Loves, Plants, and the bookcase further
away has many books hardly any of them readable as painted. Among them are James
Joyce’s Ulysses, Ed Said’s Culture of Imperialism, an American History, African
American literature, bio of Einstein, Susan Sontag, Derrick Jensen’s Culture of Make
Believe. The table has Spinoza or Descartes I do not remember which and Dostoyevsky,
I think Brother’s Karamozov, which I have read a few times but need to read again. I
read some Dickens recently: David Copperfield. The favorite book of Dicken’s himself.

I am including this one because it is a bigger image. It is in the frame that is above it.
The border is in a Celtic Knot style. Three interlaced lines of color run all the way
around the frame.

This one is good. I like the frame and the picture. I am not sure, but I think this is a
piece of Cherry, maybe Black Cherry. I remember saw it in the town of Peninsula, and
bought it right away. It was perfect for this painting. You can’t see it here so much but
the border is of a value exactly darker than the bottom of the frame and lighter than the

top. This brings the whole frame to life. In addition, it shows the relativity of color, like
Joseph Albers experiments with squares. He shows how the same square, depending on
what color is around it, will seem to change color, even though, in fact, it does not
change at all. It is the same color. It is made to seem darker or lighter by what is next to
it.

The Sweetgum leaf is the origin of this border. Originally it did not go with the painting
well. It was too bright. I was using acrylics which I darkened. Frames have to stand back
a little, which means they cannot be to assertive, as this one was.

This is a rare painting. Very seldom do I get to do a painting just after I think
of doing it. I was working on the landscape with the tiny Kingfisher and the White Pines
in it. It was getting more and more winter-like. The temperature plummeted and it
snowed. I went out in the cold to do this painting. It worked all right the first few days.
But after that is went down in the single digits and teens, and my paint froze. I never
had the paint freeze on me before. The paint became clumpy. It was no longer usable: I
had to go home. I remember I went back 2-3 more times.

Station Road

This one I did 4-6 years ago for a client in Florida. I rarely sell things I do, but this one I
sold. It is a very good frame made form a Celtic design. By this time I am understanding
how to make frames and I have gotten pretty good at it.

This is one of the best frames I have done. The border is based on a Persian (Isfahan)
carpet I have seen, probably seen in 1982, which had white, Egret like, birds in the
central field. There were orange flowers on a lighter green and a darker blue
background. Here I have boiled the orange down to its constituent parts, red and yellow
I wanted to make this look like a Shakespeare play, specifically, As You Like It, in which

he writes about the Forest of Arden. What you see here, is not even metaphorically the
Forest of Arden, but rather is my own back yard, in fact. But the border plays in the
middle realm between reality and fiction. The forest of Arden is a real thing in
Shakespeare’s play. My daughter, who is not Rosiland. is touching the petal of a
Foxglove plant. The forest is the Cuyahoga Valley National Park, the only one in Ohio.
But the love of Forests is an English subject, as is Robin Hood, and John Fowles book on
Trees. The English were brutal to their forests as Americans have been too. Americans
have a lot more land . Given this fact, one would think they would have saved more
trees. I can only think of a few cases.

This frame is simple but the design of the border echoes the orange-red of the tomatoes
and the blue structural design echoes the blue of the background.

The last two pictures show a frame without a frame. What this means is the whole idea
of a border which up till now has defined the frame is done away with. In its place is an
extension of the picture itself. The blocks in the painting represent people who have to
do with the boy, my son, the drinker of the breast milk, who was born in Jan. 2009. I
won’t say their names except mine. I prefer to be called Baba, but the kids win by
popular demand, and Dad it is, the initial of which is “D”.

This portrait of the Sun has a frame around it part of which, is an extension of the
picture itself. Also like the picture above, painting the main border as part of the picture
has the effect of liberating the inner border so that it hovers there, seemingly without an
attachment. This only seems to be the case. The freedom of the inner border is an
illusion of sorts.

This one I have written about elsewhere.

