On Abstraction

“Gerard Manly Hopkins wrote “glory be to God
for dappled things” but that is not right. In
response to this I write “ I once saw Trout deep
in the waters on the Moukolumne River in
northern California and they were dappled by
the veil of sunlight streaming through the
rippling waters. The trout swam still in one
place against the cool current. Glory be to
waters and sun and the dappled veil on the
speckled bodies of swimming trout. I no longer
know anything about changeless, eternal and
abstract truths. The truths I know are trouttruths, sun truths, truth of rivers and light
through leaves falling on water. I no longer
confuse nature with human projections, gods,
or abstract entities.” Granted I was a kid then,
but kids often see things more clearly than

adults. It is wrong to give all this to a being who
probably does not exist.

One could say that many abstractions are awful things. But that is an assertion that
seems to have complex evidence at its base. I will explain some of his complexity here.
What is partially complex is the fact that many of those studies are unaccountably lovely
or beautiful. Why are some of them so lovely, when these don’t seem to have a subject?
Or is beauty just hidden behind over-generalized abstractions. Many so called
abstractions are really subject driven pictures generalized by stylistic means in accord
with an art world.
I am going to present some of my work of 1976 on these pages. That is the year where I
did various near abstractions and maybe a few total abstractions. I did them apart from
school. They were later put up at school, so the school was a part of them. Actually, I
was in college then, but it was called school too. But it was a real inquiry, which the
school should have been part of, but wasn’t. It was done independently of school. I was
20 after April 1976. Some were probably done when I was 19; some were done later that
year, 1976, even in the summer. It was an exciting adventure. The year before I read Will
Grohman’s book on Paul Klee and I loved the book and I loved Klee’s work. As a result
of reading that I learned about Kandinsky and began studying him.
I had lived down Hessler street earlier in the year, at Ida Lee’s place up on the third
floor.

Me on the third floor at Ida Lee’s House
1976

Self Portrait. 1976

Later in 1976 I moved into the large apartment on Ford Rd. 3 people lived there besides
me. It was exciting, like my first entrance into the “real” world.
If anyone asked me when I did a given painting, I could venture a guess, but I would not
be sure about it. The best I could say would be the winter to summer of 1976. I am 66
years old now, and I did these when was 19 or 20. I think they are very good, young
paintings. Many are experimental. They show my age, which was young and idealistic. I
don’t mind that. Youth is not always wasted on the young. They are what they are and
deserve this celebration of them, since they were done 45 years ago, and I have never
showed them, except that one time in 1976, when I showed them at the Cleveland art
school.
What is abstraction ? The two volume shorter Oxford dictionary, the longer version is a
summary and defining dictionary of the English language, says that abstraction is a
movement in modern art, yes, as one would expect, but that the concept of abstract

means ‘not concrete, not specific’. My concern was not this. But that said let us go
further into the dictionary definition.
Abstract means “ the act of considering something independently of its associations,
attributes or concrete accompaniments.” This means to strip something of character, to
spiritualize or generalize about something. Another definition is to “separate from
matter, practice, or particular examples”. “Not concrete”. “Ideal”. “Abstruse”.
When one combines this definition with Kandinsky’s book, Concerning the Spiritual in
Art, one of the seminal documents of modern abstraction in art, it becomes clear that
‘abstraction’ is an aristocratic process, a way of taking the concrete or life’s blood out of
something and making it subservient. The noble person dissociates everything and
everyone from nature, and makes it “free” of its attributes or accompaniments. A slave
was not a person but a thing to be treated like any other base thing in the universe.
This is the human centered view, specifically, an aristocratic “human” centered view.
This is a kind of class speciesism. The slave or serf is a thing to be used, an abstract
thing. Slavery is an imposed and abstracted ideology. One wants to not encourage this,
to get rid of abstract thinking all together. I do not know what Kandinsky thought about
slavery. I have learned he tried to take over all art in view of his religion of abstract art.
He didn’t succeed at this: thank goodness.
So, what was I doing exploring this? I was trying to find my way, among all that I was
being taught. I did not know what abstraction was. I did not know that slavery was an
abstract ideology. I did not know that abstraction was an awful thing. I had a lot to
learn: it was a good education that took at least 45 years.

The figure in the lower left corner above: a light in yellow and orange, warmth in
the sea surrounded by blue water, perhaps a symbol of the self. 4-6 months
earlier I had been reading Carl Jung, and this is maybe a relic of that. I was not
yet able to criticize him, as I can now. His praise of Hitler as an example of an
archetype is not only false but shows the bankruptcy of his theory of archetypes.
Archetypes are abstract images of Ideas (eidos in Greek).
Next to the wave, sort of echoing its shape, is a monument, figure or a sculpture
of sorts, a crescent, in the middle of this painting, very red, reaching for the light
of the sun. I thought of it at the time as a living thing. It is echoed by a softened
and nearly invisible pentimenti of a another “c” form. It was obviously painted
over and, indeed, I remember painting over in displeasure. I did not like it and
painted it out. I did not paint it out entirely.
There is also a shape on the middle right side of the painting. It is a figure also. It
is an image of the lovers. You see this image, with some differences, in many of
the paintings on the page. They are in the Mountain painting, for instance. Here
it is pointed at the sun. It is a sort of worshiper of the sun. The Egyptain Pharaoh
Akhenaten (1353–1336 BCE) would have liked this image.

I was seeing a woman named Beth in those days. This was done to remember a road trip
we took near Kirtland Ohio. I got home and did this work of our trip. I have always
thought it was pretty accurate. I don’t know how I know that since I only dimly
remember actually going, not so much what I saw. More like I remember remembering
what I saw and it being accurate. I seem to have little memory of actually seeing it at all.
I don’t know how accurate it is but I seem to remember remembering. There were
cypress trees, a path of a car or something among them. It is night there is a full moon
with a circle around it, colored in red and orange nearly yellow. There must have been
such a circle around the moon that night, Beth drove the car, maybe through a cemetary
out near Kirtland, which is a small town east of Cleveland, made famous by the
Mormons who stopped and tried to live there, unsuccessfully, in the 1800’s, at some
point. Moving then to the Utah area, where they remain, largely. It is partly cloudy.

On the lower right of this work is a crescent moon and stars. That and the mountain
make this seem an ordinary landscape in which something extraordinary is happening.
The color is gorgeous. This is something Beth saw. Not me. She told me about it. So. It is
a painting of something she told me about. She was outside and saw above a large hill in
Kirtland, a huge being in the sky, looming over her. I recall the figure had to do with her
step father, who had molested her, she said. This may be an invented story but the
reality or the invention, haunted me for years. Indeed, I think I did this drawing of it in
1979-1980. It is really about creating a god, the ultimate and delusional abstraction.

This was

done some years later in San Francisco, in 1979. There s a man lying on the ground
creating a God above him. Like a Hindu god it is multi-armed. I was unsure if this were
a delusion or not. Now I am sure: it is a delusion. The ‘ribcage of the corpse of futurity’ ?
The song on ‘the other side of death ‘– is there such a thing? No. I was 23 then--- clearly
this is a delusion. Is there a stopped world, does the world stop? No it does not. Or is
there a being, most ridiculous of all : who ‘holds all the world in one eye.’. I am writing
about series of delusional abstraction, each one more delusional than the one before it.
Do I want to believe all this nonsense--- some what, I remember. But at the same time I
know it is fake.

There are a number of paintings that are among my favorite ones in this series and this
is one of them. I called this one the Lotus. It was/is a good name. For many years, before
1976, I was interested in Eastern Culture and religion. If you keep in mind these
paintings have been around for 45 years, I have been carrying them from place to place a
long time. I was building up to doing an abstraction. Notice I am not there yet. I was
only “there” a short time, really for one painting and one pastel, maybe one or two
others. That is two to four artworks.
I liked making images which I saw in my brain. You can see such an image, one in the
upper left and another in the upper right. On the upper right you can see the C with the
strait line going into it. I don’t think I meant it to be sexual, but it could be if one wishes
it. The one on the left looks like a lb. sign. But it is not. It is another form I saw in my
head. They tend to be unexplainable. True symbols are just this, I think. Born of the
mind, they are precise and unexplainable. They are far closer to nature than the
supernatural, which they are not close to at all. The circles are conventional symbols, of
a known meaning more or less. The single gold circle turns on itself, whereas the two
gold circles are clearly and marriage sign or at least a symbol of a couple. The clearly
marked area in the upper middle of the page happened while I was painting. It looks like
a glass lens. I have always thought so. As a whole, the painting evokes a flower in the
water.
This one is warm and wonderful in its color combinations. The independence of the
paint strokes--- that is where the Greenish Yellow and Red or Blue strokes tend to float
in space over the less distinct color that is behind the stroke—is nothing short of
marvelous. Is this abstract? Not really, but it does tend that way. The entire painting
tends that way but it is too concrete in its evocations as yet, too evocative of reality to be
entirely abstract. I have had this on my wall periodically and every time I look at it, it
pleases and contents me. Why? Because it evokes what is beyond the paint itself. It
celebrates something “concrete” some sensation that is real. It is precisely its nonabstraction that I love about it.

You have to stand back at least 10 feet from the screen, to see this one properly. I have
always thought it a great painting, expressing the wonder of the night sky in an very
personal, impressionistic or perhaps better said, an intuitionist sort of way.

Portrait of Us and the Moon.

This one has some humor in it. The central sun looks a little like a Sunny-Side-Up egg
cooking, at least until one looks at the other forms around it, and one gets more serious.
Of course, if one looks at the two figures in the lower right, I imagine he is levitating her,
which in another bit of humor, as that is not possible. Then there is the two dolphin like
shapes, which is lovingly done. These forms are echoed by the lovers, very nearly but not
quite a symbol. The impish man holding the clear circle in the middle of the work, next
to the so called ‘egg’, is economical and well done. He invokes the circles that are all over
this work. Indeed, this just might be theme of this work. The best of the circles might be
the two on the left side of the painting. They are a kind of Infinity symbol, this time not
so literal, but expressing the infinitude of landscape space, below, and the implacability
of a real light source, above. This one relies a lot on humor to express very specific
though perhaps not obvious things about my life that year.

This one I have put up in other entries. It is similar to a smaller one that I gave to a guy
named Jeff Kelling who was a roommate I lived with in 1976. I would like to see that
small work and have a good copy of it. The painting above as well as the one I gave to
Jeff, expresses the wonder of color. It also creates a “optical device” which is meant to
see the beauty of the painting itself. Not the beauty of the paint so much as the beauty of
the light and color in the painting. I am going after the modernists here, deliberately.
Unlike Van Gogh who saw that the real subject of art is “beyond the paint”, modernists,
so called, tend to see only paint when they look at a work. In other words they see little
or nothing at all, merely colored pigments.

I remember doing many of these. This one I remember particularly. I did it on the back
room floor in the apartment on Ford Rd. I liked working on the floor in those days. I
taped a piece of illustration board down onto a wood board and put the wooden board
on the floor. Now I always work at a paint box or a table or other surface. I liked doing it
then, even though it has become too uncomfortable these days.
The Shrimp reminded me of some that I saw in New Jersey in a bog pond across the
street from our house where I would go ice skating. It was not winter then but summer
of 66 or 67, and I was 11 or so. There were thousands, probably hundreds of thousands
of fresh water Shrimp in the pond in that and other years. I would see them close up
from Brian’s little white boat when we would travel on the pond out to the big rock to eat
Hot Dogs and Potatoes cooked in or on a fire we built on the rock. It was a great day. We
brought sticks of wood to burn with us. The potatoes were especially delicious, cooked in
tin foil for along time. I am a vegetarian now. But then I ate meat.
The water in the pond was clean and clear, fresh water Shrimp were semi-transparent.
One would see them in the water with Painted Turtles a little deeper, as well as Bull
Frogs or Peepers. When the pond filled up it was, on average, only about two feet deep.
It was a little deeper near the Sivac’s land also over near when we exited the pond--where my Dad crashed through the ice and got very cold. Mr. Sivac would dredge it for
the Snapping Turtles in later spring or early summer, when the pond dried out enough
to become a moss covered Peeper producing wonder. We could walk across it barefoot

in the early summer. But by fall It filled up again such that the whole boggy area was full
now.
The Shrimp in the painting are a little different than those I saw at the pond. One is
attached to an eye like structure. This is pure invention on my part. I wanted to picture
to look at me.
The area on the bottom left and the upper right are both forms I saw in my mind.
bottom left one is a gate of sorts, maybe to a garden. The upper left is a series of five
cylinders going back in space. I don’t know what either one means. I am combining
abstract images with very concrete realites.

The area in this work on the upper left needs some explanation,. It is something I saw in
my mind. A woman said to me it is a testament to my being “evil”, but she was wrong
about that as she was about many things. I have always thought it was an image of
speed. The brown parts were moving very fast. The red wavy line in the middle was still.
As to what it means, I have no idea. I don’t even know why I put it in this painting. I can
only say that I needed to paint it. It was an image that grew in my mind.

Seascape

Like the one above, this one is about Shrimp, though this time it is the salt water ocean
that is being shown. It looks like there are 3 maybe 4 Shrimp like beings. One seal or
perhaps, a sea lion to the left of the seal in the water. It is about ¾ of the way to the top
above the left of the two Shrimp. I am speaking of the one that is smaller than the
Shrimp. The bigger face up near the tip left may be a Sea Lion. There might be a few
Jelly Fish and a Clam. I am not seeking to be rid of the ten thousand things, I am
seeking to glory in the many of them. I am not seeking the be done with the concrete and
the ordinary and find my way in the abstract, I am seeking to do the opposite of
Kandinsky, to get rid of the abstract and find myself in the ordinary and the real.

Ocean Worlds
This is of the Great Lakes. I was a sailor on the Lakes for awhile.It was in the
summer of 1974, my half year of high school was before that. It helped me pay my
way, part of the way I should say, though art school or college. I will write about it
elsewhere. The circle on the lower left is my version of what I have so far, not
shown, I have written about it several times. It shows a brown sky. Very unusual,
with orange streaks across the sky. Here are many ropes, poles and cables on a
large ship like this. One of them cut across the brown and yellow sky. I saw this
after a huge storm passed over us. We were on Lake Erie at the time. We had
ducked out of the way of the storm west of Toledo. I remember we dropped the
anchor in shallow water.

This is largely a Memory work. The sea is depicted in different ways. Reading the
painting from left to right, you see first a green sea, a circle and some wavy lines.
The second circle is a sea and a rainbow sky. The smallest circle on the upper
right is a brick red and yellow sky. It continues down below with a roughly
ordinary summer view of the Lakes and then back to the Brown and Yellow Sky
again.

Moon in Water
I remember doing this one. It was a fantasy of the moon in the water. I reminds me of a
porthole on a ship. I am pretty sure this may not be a recent thought. The yellow or
orange dots are a framing device of sorts I think. The dots cause the sea to look like it is
floating on them, which turns the sea into a dream world. For years I believed that the
world was made of worlds and that each of these worlds was valid in its way. I am not
sure I believe this now. I have to think it through for a while. But I am sure I believed
this then. There are drawings which prove this.

This is certainly one of my favorite images in this series. When I say that some of these
abstract or semi-abstract pictures are beautiful, I am sometimes referring to this picture.
In part it is based on a series done by Susan Pavarnick of up coming plants that she did.
They were a marvelous series of prints. They were not as colorful and maybe as sexual as
this is. I am not copying her here. It is also based on drawings I did of a stick figure like

person expressing primary emotions. You can see the stick figure here made up of the
vertical figure going up and the horizontal arms going out. It makes up a figure
expressing ecstasy. And entering the bluish space at last, finally, and irrevocably. It is
unclear what this space is, but the shape that sticks up into it is fairly clear. Indeed, the
title of this might be “triumphant sexuality” minus any Freudian associations.
I was not thinking of sexuality when I did this. I was reading Nietzsche’s Zarathustra
around this time, not that that book has anything to do with this either. It is a clear and
nature born image, unashamed of anything, like animals having sex, totally without
shame. It is a wild picture, one that accepts wildness as a norm. The notion that it is
about “triumphant sexuality” may have some truth in it, but if so it is how I see it now,
not then. Then, in so far as I remember, it was a romantic transcendentalist moment I
thought I was painting. I have since given up belief in that. It maybe that I now consider
to be about sexuality when then I thought in terms of a transcendentalist overcoming.
This is based on a vision I had, as were other of these pictures.

Dance of the Red Stars

This one evokes the Chinese written character and Chinatown in San Francisco. They
are not real letters, only evocations of real letters. The background traces their
movements or comes before their movements, I don’t remember which. I think the
background movement indicators come first, logically.

Abstractions in art are useful in various ways. Not just in art, but abstractions in general
can be useful. If abstractions are seen as secondary things. If they are seen as primary

things, which is how Plato and Kandinsky saw them--- they are mistaken things that
leads one to errors about reality. This needs to be said—there are real reasons to have
abstractions. One cannot do math or engineering without them. But the process of
making them is so onerous to other things I have serious doubt it is worth it. I am not
saying that this is always the case.

It is hard to see what is destructive about 2 + 2= 4. Math is not destructive in itself.
Generalizations are not bad in and of themselves. 2 apples plus 2 apples are still 4
apples. But mathematical theories can be. Von Nueman’s Game Theory served Reagan
and Nuclear War, for instance. It is possible to see many worlds theory, string theory,
wormhole theory or Big Bang as destructive ideas. There is little or no evidence for
them, no evidence that the universe is made of many universes, no evidence that
wormholes exist, no evidence that the universe was created in one second one fine day,
13 billion years ago. The little evidence that there is, is highly inferred from,
extrapolated. The red shift might be some evidence toward the Big Bang, but it may not
be as well. In either case, one jumps too far to say the Red Shift leads to the Big Bang. It
does not, necessarily. What is a theory that has little or no evidence at it base but an
anti-scientific fantasy? It appears that these are anti-scientific fantasies. Unlike
Darwinism, which overwhelms us with lots of evidence in favor of it.
Albert North Whitehead invented the term ”misplaced concreteness”. These are all
fallacies of misplaced concreteness. They try to show, for instance, that the Big Bang is a
concrete event. There is no such thing as a universe where there is no prior time, space,
matter, or restrictions. They want us to believe, like God, it was all created out of
nothing. How does that happen? It does not. A lot of ink has been spent on that, yet still
it is not proven. I don’t know why they came up with these obvious falsehoods. It looks
to me like a religious manuever. They are similar fictions; string theory, many worlds,
wormholes, big bang. They are all far away out there, in space. They are all physical
anomalies. They are all mathematical productions.
What I am saying here is that human beings put abstractions at the base of things. Are
they warranted to do so. Not really, no , in fact, they are not.
So, what are abstractions?
The Oxford dictionary defines abstraction as “the state of withdrawal from
worldly things or things of the senses”. Thus abstraction is a denial of sensation. This
denial of the senses is the corner stone of all spiritual fantasy how ever romantic or
unromantic the spiritual fantasy might be. The denial of sensation is one of the worst
aspects of religious separation from reality. Sensation is real. Once one understands that
humans and non-human animals know anything because they can sense things, those
who deny sensation become questionable. One must therefore question why sensation is
undermined and who seeks to undermine sensation. Mostly it is religion. I would say

that religion is one of the most dangerous things adopted by one of the most dangerous
species on earth.
It is clear that this denial or withdrawal from the senses means abstraction is a spiritual
denial of reality, an embrace of delusion. This makes abstraction a negative thing, a bad
thing even, a repressive thing. Mathematics is an abstract thing. Some systems of math
use this destructive aspect of math.
Kandinsky wrote a chapter of “Concerning the Spiritual in Art” called ”The Movement of
the Triangle”. In that chapter he uses the terms “base” and “noble”, “higher” and
“lower”. This kind of language---aristocratic language--- is of the sort that slave
holders used. The triangle is a kind of sociological metaphor and he put Beethoven at
the top of it, thinking he is a misunderstood genius. I doubt that is accurate to
Beethoven. Yes, he was eccentric, but he was not paranoid. He originally wrote the third
symphony with Napoleon in mind, but famously crossed off Napoleon when he decided
Napoleon was not what he thought. Kandinsky’s effort to create abstract art is born
between his aristocratic fantasy and the Marxist fantasy that led him into the art of
Russia in the period between 1900 and 1920. Few realize that for some years he worked
for the Marxists with Kazimir Malevich and Alexander Rodchenko. He later attacked
Malevich. His letter to Martinetti in July 1932, confirms his fascist leanings. (see
https://www.europa.clio-online.de/essay/id/fdae-1698
For more on this)
It would be interesting to know Kandinsky’s political views exactly. The book called
Vasily Kandinsky edited by Helmut Friedel claims on pg. 260, that the death of his son
and the taking of his “worldly belongings” by the communists in Russia in 1917 “took
away his stomach for talking about these painful times.” He appears to have alienated
the Surrealists by expressing some admiration for the Italian Poet and fascist Martinetti.
Like T.S. Eliot, Ezra Pound and others during the 1920’s or 30’s he appears to have been
sympathetic to Fascism. What is unusual about this is that he appears to have been
sympathetic to both Communists in the 1910s and Fascists in the 1920s. What is
unusual is the plasticity of mind involved in such a change. Had I known of his interest
in fascism then, in 1976, I probably would not have been interested in him. Some
teachers at the Bauhaus were interested in it too. Klee appears not to have been
interested in fascism at all, indeed to the contrary, his art ended up being put on the
degenerate art list, made up by the Hitler
administration.

This is as close as I came to a real abstract painting. There are still non-abstract areas in
it. The triangular area above the orange-brown Rectangle is almost a little green and
blue landscape. The black area appears to be a live shape too. It is a hole into space. The
area to the left of the brown-orange rectangle, which has the yellow area shaped like an
exclamation point- between that and the light blue dot is again a space study. If you
notice this series of works is mostly space studies. I always thought that Kandinsky and
the Bauhaus were either absent of any interest in politics or socialist.
This is mistaken apparently. Colors and shapes implicate values.

This might be one of the two truly abstract works of painting in all my work.
Making meaningless art work requires dedication. By the time I had gotten so far I
barely wanted to make the two above. It is difficult to do abstractions. Largely because
they are empty and bankrupt, decorative and fashion oriented. These two are not
entirely abstract. There are representational passages in both works.
It is said that abstract works are spiritual. But as that is not a real category, I doubt it.
This one is made up of luminous bodies, stars, dots, circles, arcs,
blades of grass, worm-like shapes, discs, flowers, and suns, among other things. These

are all part of this. It is not bad, like great wall paper, I suppose. One can live with it.
Notice the closer I come to a real abstraction the less I have to say and the more
decorative I become.
Kandinsky did this too, to a degree. Yes, there is a biological element to his work, both
genetic and linguistic, but his humans are robotic and a bit monstrous too. Robotic is
definitely abstract. His decorative quality is paramount is his work. I know he says his
work is spiritual. I am not at all sure that is correct, despite the similarity of his work to
Russian Icons. Russian Icons appear to be far more political than spiritual. His color
sense is lovely but that has nothing to do with his being an abstract painter later on. His
color is lovely when he is still doing representations of Russian history and myth, in the
1890’s and early 1900’s.

Cat and Bird.

There are few Klee abstractions. The fact is abstractions are difficult to do. It takes some
doing to make meaningless art work.
This painting reminds me of Klee’s work. It is a cat in the front and probably a crow in
the back, behind the cat. Flying off. It maybe I like Klee better than Kandinsky, because
Klee is much more often representational. He is clearer in what he is trying to say, even
if what he says is paradoxical or poetic. He is a poet in paint. Abstraction is different; it
tends to deny reality, sensation and the real world. It tends toward fashion and
decoration.

Mountains and Night Sky

You will notice that the next four paintings have Mountains as a main theme. It is a kind
of musical theme, with the notion of the ‘diamond in the rock’ dominating each one.
This notion is about the self, the ‘diamond in the rock’ symbolizes or summarizes the
self. I am not too much a fan of the notion of “symbols’, it is too much of a linguistic
trick. The trick is that the symbol supports the “spiritual” realm. This is nonsense. More
natural is the notion of summary. It is not so much a linguistic conceit and more
additive in its gathering capacity. It gathers realities, not fictions. I almost wrote it deals
with realities, but then I realized that “deals” is a capitalist term.

This one has a number of trips to Lakeview Cemetery with Beth in it. She and I went
there to explore our fears. It got dark early so we would show up there in the dark.
The dark building is the Garfield Monument. It is much lighter now that it has been
cleaned. It was nearly black in those days. It is near the John D. Rockefeller Monument,
certainly one of the weirder things in the Cemetery. It is merely a 20 or 30 foot obelisk.
What is strange about it is the fact that people will put money on it. As if the spirit of old
John D. were generous, something he never was in life. I have found 10 or 15 pennies
taped to the Rockefeller grave stone. As if paying him off would help him get over the
greed that possessed him and made him a famous miser his whole life. Not Bloody
Likely !
It was a time of utmost Gothic and E.A. Poesque darkness. I read everything Poe wrote
by age 15. I even read odd pieces like the “Philosophy of Compositon” and the “Imp of
the Perverse”. This was all still fresh in my mind. These readings are behind this piece. It
could be an Illustration for the Poe poem “Annabel Lee”, for instance. It remind me of
the last lines, below. I am not saying it is an illustraton of Poe, but it is dark and
Romantic like him. Though it illustrates Jung’s idea of the Diamond in the Rock.
“And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side
Of my darling—my darling—my life and my bride,
In her sepulchre there by the sea—
In her tomb by the sounding sea.”
The Diamond in the Rock is also the name of a Notebook I kept around Jan.
through March, 1976.

The Mountains.
This one is an early bit of story telling. It has some resemblance to the first oil painting
that I made. It was a blue idealized city up a winding road in the mountains. The lovers
appear on the left upper side of the painting.

I was listening to a lot of modern music in those days. This is partly about the
Mountains. It is also about Stravinsky’s Firebird symphony in the Firebird suite or
Ballet. I listen to that and the ‘Rite of Spring’ many times. I studied Vaslav Nijinsky
around this time too. The Phoenix was an important story to me in those days; “rise and
die, rise and die”.

Lover’s Garden

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.
I put it 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 that at all by it. 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 somewhat oddly shaped picture within a picture. 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.
This one is more spatial than most. The sides of it are rounded, even though it is clearly
a landscape.. The two rocks in the middle seem to look at each other and hover over the
water beneath them. The rounded sky above has a symbol of infinity in it. It comes
toward the viewer. This was an important image that is lost now.

k
This again is a frame image. The image in the middle is a very calm landscape. The eight
circles are somewhat reminiscent of Van Gogh’s Arles and St. Remy, specifically, his self
portrait with blue green circular or flame-like shapes. I mean this one:

Vincent Van Gogh
Self Portrait St. Remy

Transparencies

This is a very small color and transparency study. This occurs in many Kandinsky
images as well as other modernist images. But I am not copying him or them here. This
is done in pastel. This is one place that abstract images tend. It is a kind of optical
illusion.

A lot of modernist art ends up being about art itself, as this one does. It is a kind of “how
to” diagram. Not very interesting, in itself. But what it shows is interesting. It shows
black marks hovering over a white window-like space. Below that it shows white marks,
identical to the black ones, hovering over a void. The space in the void has no reference
so one does not know how far it goes back.
It is a mathematical piece. That is to say, it does not use prime numbers, but as it were,
prime forms .

This is a small picture. It reminds me of the Unifed Field, or just field images.

Dancer – Ballet.
This was done later is 1976, using oil pastel. I only did two pieces in Oil pastel and know
when and where I did them. They were both done in Little Italy. I lived for a time with a
woman in the apartment on Murray Hill Road.. I did them both in the room which was a
sort of vestibule, rarely used for anything. I also made part of my film in there. But that
is getting ahead here. I have gotten far away from abstractions. I had turned away from
them for good. I came to see abstractions as a dead end. I think this is a beautiful figure
study. Yes it is a ballet dancer. Yes, that is a bit bourgeoise. Was I aware of that at the
time? Yes, I was. I did it over several weeks. I do not know where the real image is, I
mean the painting. But this is from a fairly blurry slide of it. It is clear enough to make it
out, if not a lot of detail in the face and hands. It is a good drawing.
With time I began to see abstract paintings, most of them, as empty, mostly about
money, and corporate power or mindless emptiness and decoration.

