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Student Work

KITTEN
I was still a student at age 4o. I felt that I was not a student at 43. It was the year 1999. I
was 44 in the year 2000. I felt I was grown up then. I can’t do justice to all that time in a
mere 20 images. That may seem a lot to some people, but it seems a sad and small
number to me. Frankly, I can’t do it, I need 25 or 30 images. And even that is not very
representative of who I am.

This one is a sort of vision that I had in my teens. It might be the earliest drawing here. I
think I did it before my Dad died. He died on Dec. 13 1973. I probably did this the
preceding Spring. Maybe even a year before that. 72 or 71. That year was good in school,
as I had Mr. Fox and he was a great teacher. I liked him quite a lot. The drawing was of
the First People dancing on the hills. They were native peoples. I saw in my mind a sort
of vision of them coming over the edge of the hill more or less exactly as I drew it.
Except the figures are better in the vision. They are dancing to the music of drums. The
background shows an infinitude of wild space and trees going back to the hilly horizon
and the stars and moon above. I have always liked this one.

Depressed
1973

I put this one third or first, the ambiguity being due to how one sees the first two,
though it is not first. Why? Because it is strong and direct, because it tells a kind of
indirect story, because it is true, and lastly it predicts at a young age where my drawn art
would go. This is to say that the drawing is largely linear. One wishes to say curvy-linear,
curvilinear. My Drawing 10—20 years later would be relatable to the late drawing of Van
Gogh. This is insofar as they use the curved line and the primary mode or method of
their form. Vincent does his early drawings with hatch lines. Most, not all, are parallel
lines. In my own work, the stylistic tendency to use curvilinear lines would cease
around 1992. I gave up on the very notion of having a style. A full 20 years after it began.
Why did it stop, hmmm I don’t know why? I have never thought about it. Maybe the
reader can answer that one.? Or maybe I will toward the end of this essay.

This one has a family similarity to the one above it. The figure is obviously similar. The
background is not similar. If the reader had seen it, then they would seen that this is a
version of the painting I destroyed after my dad criticized it, I want to say it was the
summer of 1971 or 1972. That painting was one based on Walt Kuhn’s work of a standing
clown. It was in a book my mother had gotten at Wellesley College in the 1940’s, on
American Art. In the picture the clown was dressed in a plain lighter pair of tight fitting
pants and a shirt. I made it stripped, with red and crimson paint horizontally applied. I

set him standing some distance from a black wall. A door of some kind had been put in
the wall. The wall and the door and the landscape outside the door is reminded to me by
this drawing above. The door, the landscape and the wall look strangely familiar, almost
a copy of the painting I did and destroyed.

An interpretation of Goya
1974

I was quite enamored of Goya’s prints Los Caprichos and Los Dispartes as well as some
of his paintings. This is my interpretation of one of them. This is from his great series
the Disasters of War. This book was made late in Goya’s life (1810-1820) and the print I
have chosen to adapt in his excellent “Gloomy Presentments of Things to Come” which
an overview of the entire book. I adapted the print to be about the Vietnam War which I

hated and still hate. The face on the man is my own and rather than looking up to an
imaginary god who does not listen to any amount of prayer, I look squarely at the
viewer, asking him or her to please stop the violence. Granted I have not stopped it
entirely myself, never the less I am trying, The best one can ask is perhaps this trying.
Violence happens and woe unto him or her through which it happens.

This is an imaginary picture for and of a friend Laura
Whose Dad left them or died when she was 3 years old. That was in 1960 or so.
I am imaging him coming back when she is much older. Here she is 13 or 14 years old.
1973

Yeat’s Minnolouche, my Hako.
Black Cat White Dog
1974 (17-18 years old)

I was very depressed in my teens. This is an example of that. Done is the basement of a
new, smaller house, my Dad had died that year. I have often thought that the church is
not so much a church as the inside of a whale.
1974-75

I had been out of high school some time. That is another death’s head in my eye. My beard is growing. I
am feeling the weight of later adolescence growing upon me.

Funeral.
1974
I remember deliberately making these people not look like us. I wanted to make the people more
universal. But despite this, that is me to the left, one of my sisters to the right, my mom over the corpse
of my dad, who actually I never saw dead. They had put a sheet over his face and body in the hospital,
where he died. I had taken the image of the crossed hands from a photo of a Mexican worker, who had
also died. I liked his hands.
My mom did not want to see him. Why? Have no idea. I puzzled about the one for many years. I even
asked my mom more than once. She would not give me a straight answer. She said that it was because it
would be too painful to see him. Or was it because he slept with another woman shortly before he died,
and my drawing of death and my father she saw as confirmation of this, though I meant nothing of the
kind.

His is the drawing that she projected her own story on. Yes, it is maybe even more that a remarkable
coincidence. It might even be due to an intuitive clarity on my part, since I did not know anything about
what my father did. She told me about it much later.

Mom, Death and my Dad

Looking at Jenny
1975

This is a belated “love poem” to a woman at Marietta College where this was done. I have written about
it on the page called “Some Self Portraits since 1971”. You can read the longer version here:
https://markkoslowspaintingsthoughtandnature.files.wordpress.com/2021/06/blog-self-portraits-since1971.pdf
Go down to page 15 and look for this sentence right after the image above. “I painted this painting when
I was 18.”

Self portrait
1976

https://markkoslowspaintingsthoughtandnature.files.wordpress.com/2016/02/praxiteles-1.pdf

First People in Yosemite Valley
1988--2012

Self portrait
1972

Self Portrait
1972
This one had a title written on it when I did it at 15 or less likely 16 years old. It says
“shamed People afraid seek to hide and protect”. The question is, what was I ashamed
of. My mother said at the time that I had a guilt complex. There was nothing to feel
guilty or shamed about. This is a complex thing. Why did I put a rectangle around the
word People. Why is it given a capital letter? I spent my teen years hiding and protecting
myself. The question in what was I afraid of. Was I afraid of the Jewish majority? He
Jews were 60% and the blacks 20 %, leaving only 20 percent for my “race” which was
mostly white anglo-saxon protestant. So my memory says anyway.
There was a Jewish woman, the mother of a friend, who called me a “goi” and made me
eat off their “goi” dishes, which were especially dirty dishes. I remember eating with the
boy who had a fine Jewish dish, and going home ashamed.

I also went home ashamed after I knocked on a door of a girl who invited me to her
house. Her Dad answered the door and told me that she was wrong to invite me. She got
out of her place and made a mistake inviting “goi” to her house. I saw what he was
saying and I wisely turned around and walked home. It was clear that the only mistake
she made was to have him as her father, and that was not her fault at all.
This could be taken as a racist story. Both stories. They are not. I mean it merely
descriptively, as a story of a real thing, that involved individuals, and that actually
happened to me. I was involved with a Jewish woman for 14-15 years intimately. I am
not a racist at all. I know a racist when I see or hear one. The woman who made me eat
of the “bad” dishes that I am here describing, as well as the man who turned me from his
door are racists. I heard a Christian woman describe a Jewish person who owned a
house in her neighborhood as “that jew who made that house unlivable’. I doubt it was
like that—it sounded like a racist comment to me.

But for all this I doubt I would have reacted so strongly to these events as to withdraw as
far as I did. Up till I was 14 I was quite an outgoing kid. We moved to a rich suburb,
when before that we had been solidly middle class. It was my Dad’s doing. Even my
mother was against it. Now we were upper class and I hated it. This makes of it a
political fact rather than psychological in its root cause. His also explains why my Mom
was mistaken when she said that I had a “guilt complex’. I was ashamed of where we
lived, and I was glad when I got out of there, finally. One series of Drawings I planned
but only finished one, long gone now, was of the houses of Shaker Heights. Cavernous
and empty places, done at late twilight. Each one a maestropiece of darkness and
emptiness.
This has the ring of truth to it and it explains why I went back to being an outgoing kid
after my Dad died at age 17. So the period of extreme withdrawal was only from 14-17, or
for 3 years. It corresponds to my growing my hair long, to my running away, and to my
blaming my father for my misery, deserved or not. All this corresponds to the historical
events of the times; namely the rise of the hippie movement, their rebellion against my
Dad’s generation, my love of them and the anti-Vietnam story, my love of ‘black’ and
First people and my eventual love of people such as Jack Hirschman, who I studied with
for six months and Howard Zinn, who I met and talked with in Pittsburg. Even if one
grants that the Howard Zinn story took place 1n 1996, whereas I studied with Jack in
1979-80. Time does not matter very much with the development of this kind of political
fact. Political facts might be the deepest things in art or a person.

My Mom (and Dad)

This is a composite. On the left is a painting. I never finished it. I imagine I was 19 or 20
when I did it, so, 1975 or 1976. The modeling on the face is good. The drawing is very
good. My dad had died recently at 49. She looks sad.
I have seen that dress. It is salmon colored. Pinkish peach. Mom looks great in it. I
never saw her in it, except for this photo, which my Dad took. He would have had to set
up the camera, and then run to be by my mom. They are in a little apartment they rented
in Provo, Utah. It is the 1940’s and they are both kids, really. Young 20 somethings. It is
before my Mom had any kids. She ended up having six. I put the photo and the painting
into one image with the rose for rememberance. They are both gone, now. I am sorry
they are gone.

Lost and thinking about suffering in the Garden
Pen and Ink Drawing
1980

The are about 1000 of these drawings. I started doing them as a student of Jack
Hirschman’s in 1979, of course, if one does not include the many drawings I did going
back to 1977 or so. That would add some 250-500 drawing I have not counted them, but
there are many.

Nature is often a bad place, but not usually. Here it is a nightmare. Ribs, rocks, water,
lion’s eyes, grizzly teeth, thick fogs, clouds, and roots, bushes or plants. I am pretty sure
at this late date that there is no “revenge of the immortal” no anger of god. But “caught
and struggling against nature’s inundations” – that is real. I have been hurt by the
natural world—that is true, but it hardly means that I do not love it too, deeply, it might
be even more than any thing else.

This is originally called the birth of Moses. But I took out the word Moses as there is no
evidence such a man even existed. Harriet bman. Wold be disappointed to find out that
shewas more real than Mses wasI took out the word Moses and replaced it with the word
‘being’. It is said he was born as early as 1500 BCE. Or it also says he was born over 100
years earlier in 1391 BCE. He is said in the old testament Bible to have died 120 years
later, in 1271 BCE. Living to 120 years is extremely unusual in those days. It is very rare,
nowadays. I have only heard of it happening twice, and that is only because I listen to
the radio or watch TV or the computer on occasion. As if he were an actual person when
he is a fiction, he had no radio, TV or computer. It is unlikely he had good enough food
to live that long. The Bible tells many lies about how long people lived: Abraham is said
to have lived 175, Moses 120, Enoch 365, Methuselah 965, Adam 930, and Seth 912.
There are a lot more.
All this is fake. The Bible, both the old and new testament, is mostly lies. Adam Moses
and Jesus never existed. If one follows the evidence, they did not exist. The evidence
tells us, in no uncertain terms, that Jesus, Moses and Adam never existed. The whole of
all three; Judism, Islam and Christianity, is finished by these lies.

This one and the one below have nothing that is ambiguous or uncertain about them.
The one above expresses the love of a young woman for a young man’s specialness. His
ecstasy is hers and his. It is a drawing about an emotional state: ecstasy is a state that
might be “spiritual” and might not. I tend to think it is a normal state in humans and
many animals.

This one is similar to the one above it. Except that the woman is gone, or rather that
could be a woman’s hand, though it looks like a man’s. There is a sad tiredness in this
figure too, which is not in the one above it. But the same ecstasy in in both figures,
particularly the face of each one. Though also in the body as well. In the earlier of the
two---the one above the one above—it reminds me of Ramakrishna—whose bio I read
around this time. The book describes his ecstatic states as lasting for several hours at a
time. But, it need not be about Ramakrishna at all. Indeed, I tend to see it as not about
him necessarily. These two were done in California in 1989 or so. I think they are among
the last I did in that “style”. You can see that the style is leaving me.

Harbor Seals at Limantour Spit
1988

Spring on Bolinas Ridge
1989
I stopped using the curvilinear style partly because it had become tiresome. It had
become a mannerism, like any style. I draw without a conscious style now and I think
my drawings are better because of it.

Turkeys in the Woods
2011—2016

This is how my work looks these days. I think it is better that it was.

