Drawing Beginnings

The first and last images are of my daughter. Indeed, my whole thought and life is
contained within her. The second image is of Rodin’s sculpture, the Age of Bronze,
which has numerous copies in many museums, followed by 6-7 anatomical drawings by
Da Vinci, mostly of the right arm, There is also a Jean Pierre Proudhon the third image
before the Da Vinci drawings. After the Da Vinci’s there is a late Ingres (1859), This one
is of Mrs. Charles Gounod--- what was she of her own ? (Notice the sexism of this) Her
husband, Charles, wrote for the Opera. The last, or 7th image, is a group of three
students and their teacher, all of them are playing Telemann’s Piece for 4 Violins,
including my daughter . In other words, the 4-5 drawings in the middle of the panel
above are by famous or at least well known, people. The outer 5 people are composed of
drawings done by me, who is not well known. Well known or unknown is not how I
thought of it while I was doing it. What I thought is to ask myself, is this given drawing
good or not? All these drawings are good.

Drawings are partly made up by chronology, but this is not all of it, subject matter is
probably more important to the artist him or herself. For Leonardo Da Vinci, who was
one of the greatest draughtman ever, the supremacy of subject matter over chronology is
paramount. This is an organizing principle of Frank Zollner’s great book on the
Complete Paintings and Drawings of Leonardo Da Vinci. ( see page 255 of that book,
where you will find his essay “Perfecting the Art of Drawing” ---this is the introduction
to the roughly 400 pages on Leonardo’s existing drawings.) He did thousands of
drawings, half of them are thought to have disappeared. Some of his drawings look like
they were just done. However, even in Leonardo, chronology is not entirely gotten rid of.
The most recent cache of Leonardo da Vinci drawings was found on a library shelf in

Madrid, Spain, in 1965. 6-700 drawings. They are mostly simple machines, beautifully
done. Lost to any consciousness for 250 years or so.
Leonardo learns. His is one of the great and truly amazing educations that earth has
produced. His early anatomy drawings are not like the later maestro works, those from
1510-11. The ones from 1510 or so are unequaled, inimitable. The earlier ones are very
good drawings. Only in some modern work is time and subject matter largely absent
from the work. It is the jettisoning of time and subject matter, that makes the preaching
of the abstract and largely meaningless character of so much modern art apparent.
Modern drawings are empty of art and largely banal, with a few exceptions. What are
those exceptions ? A few Klees are very interesting, his Botanical Theatre, a few
Picassos, such as his drawing of Stravinsky or a few of the Minotauromachy ( I am
referring to the large collection 0f prints, not to the one by that name, he did in 1935)
and some Miro Constellations among others.
My earliest work as a draftsman was probably socialist realist. Neither time nor subjects
or content are gotten rid of.
I was 14 or so and was reading a lot of things like Poe, Shelley, Tolstoy, Dostoyevsky or
Coleridge. I don’t think I quite knew much about Socialist Realism then. I had inklings
about it. I saw Russian and Chinese Socialist Realism. I did not like the more formulaic
paintings, the typical tractor and hard working happy laborers. I did like French work
on labor, in contrast, like Francois Millet, Leon Lhermitte or Jules Breton, as well as the
Scandanavians. I also liked old 19th century or early 20th century Russian work, Ilya
Repin. Ivan Shishkin or Issac Levitan.
For more on this see Gabriel Wiesbergs’s books, the first of which I read was The Realist
Tradition: French Painting and Drawing 1830-1900, Cleveland: The Cleveland Museum
of Art in cooperation with Indiana University Press, Bloomington, Indiana, 1980
His show above had a huge influence on me. Indeed, I could say that I needed it, I even
craved it, and once I had my fill of it, after several visits, it became a kind of clarion’s call
for me and the future.
“Harvey Dinnerstein: A Traditionalist for the Future,”, 2008
“Illusions of Reality: Naturalist Painting, Photography, Theatre and Cinema, 1875-1918"
Redefining Genre. French and American Painting 1850-1900 (with an essay by Petra
Ten-Doesschate Chu), 1995
Beyond Impressionism: The Naturalist Impulse, Harry N. Abrams The Realist Debate: A
Bibliography of French Realist Painting, 1830-1885 (co-author), Garland Publishing Co.
Bonvin: La Vie et L'Oeuvre, Paris: Editions Geoffroy-Dechaume, 1979
I liked Edvard Munch’s attempt to tell his version of life in his the Frieze of Life. I also
liked Vincent Van Gogh’s attempt to tell the story of his life in drawings, paintings and
writings. Indeed, Leonardo and Vincent were two life long art heroes of mine. Thoreau
is also. Though he is not strictly speaking an artist. Let us say he is largely writing about

images in nature that he feels or senses. That is an art of sorts. He is extraordinarily
good at it. So were Leonardo and Vincent, along with Henry. They are all three amazing
craftsman and creators.
The first drawing of the three below is done by Leonardo’s heir—to his drawings in
particular, though he inherited others things too, namely, Francesco Meltzi. The second
and third were done by me. The second, a Copy of a Van Gogh painting, was done in
1975 at Marietta college, one of several copies of Van Goghs I did there. The third is a
picture of Thoreau by me in a photo by me, made a few years ago. It is basically a
drawing in color, of Thoreau. An image of him I made is pasted into a photo of vines I
took in the woods. Near the leaf he is holding, behind him is a May Apple. It has a spring
wildflower and a fall berry. The May Apple is drawn in by me. The Grape Vine is a real
thing in the photo. It is early fall, say, late September early October, perhaps. In
Concord Mass the vegetation is about a week earlier than here in North East Ohio.

Da Vinci, Van Gogh, Thoreau

Vincent speaks of himself as a Portrait artist. He equally well did Still Lives, Landcapes,
Genre Scenes. Copies. All Sorts of things. This is a slightly haunted Self Portrait.
The original is in the Smithsonian in D.C.

I made the mistake of offering a drawing to a woman at Marietta. She chose one of the
best and a very personal one. I did not get it back for 30 years. It is an important work.
It was done shortly after my Dad died in 1973. He was only 49. It is not supposed to look
like my mom or sister or me or my Dad. I wanted it to be more universal than that. So I
used unknown people as models. Edvard Munch did something like this. But I was
aware of the Munch funeral painting at the time and it is different. If anything my work
uses some of Seurat’s Conte drawings as an example, not Munch. Yes, I had looked at
his work, more or less all of it. I had seen movies about him too. If anything, Seurat, not
Munch, is my example. Also there was a Mexican photographer in a Time/Life book on
photography, from whom I imitated the likeness of the hands that appear on my father’s
body.

I did not think I would ever get the one above back so I did this one to replace it in the
1970’s. It looks more like my Mom and Dad, somewhat. It looks more like me in the
background. That is certainly how I felt. I was sad, alone and lost. There is some truth to
the notion that suicide messes up a relative for life. He did not commit suicide exactly, at
the time he died. In fact, he died of an aneurysm in the heart. But he had certainly tried
to commit suicide a number of times before. He was very nearly successful at doing it. I
remember the ambulance pulling away from our house in California, with him in it.
These are drawings with a lot of dark and light in them. I mean that in every sense of
dark and light.
My early work is similar if a simpler version of later work.
Drawing is partly about doing what one knows. Telling the times. What does this mean?
It means telling what or who or where one is. Drawing is automatically up to date, not
necessarily in a contemporary style, which is largely an invention of a designer, and
irrelevant. What I mean by being up to date is the image one makes, is a real person
place or thing. What it is, a person playing the violin, a bridge over a local river, a cup or
seashell,--it actually exists and is real. This is what drawing is about, its content,
“beyond the paint” in Vincent’s words, or beyond the graphite, conte crayon, or what
ever medium is used. Contemporary art is partly this, but largely a conceit, a fake
concern, a fraud even, or maybe an attempt to be ‘modern’. As if the “modern” is not just

the present but a fixed time. The modern in fact is not one time, but a moving present. It
is not when Picasso was alive say, or Kandinsky, not now when both have been dead for
many years. The Bauhaus artists were acting as if the present were only then, when they
were alive, as were most artists selling work out of the galleries in New York City. My
approach to art is more strait forward. I tried it and rejected modernist aesthetics. My
blog writing on Abstraction, which was recently written, a few months before the essay
you are now reading, goes over this subject and explains at some length why I rejected
abstraction. If you read it you will see how I think of it.
Many of Da Vinci’s drawings seem up to date, his anatomy drawings, for instance,
because they are of real things or concerns. The same is true of different artists at
different times. Adolf Menzel’s drawings of ordinary women; Ingres’ drawings of rich
men and women in the 1820’s; Degas’ drawings of dancers, bar drinkers or experts on
violin, drawing, or Degas himself on horses. Rembrandt’s drawings. Many of these are
fictional.These are all depicting or showing realities. One could say they transcend time.
But that is not accurate too. Leonardo was probably drawing the 100 year old man he
mentions in his notebooks. He did not deny time, as is implied in the word “transcend”.
The fictional ones, The many Rembrandt drawings of Christ in different situations need
to be seen as fiction first and then transferred to reality.
Da Vinci is a realist, not a transcendental idealist. One could say that all the great
draftsman are realists: Da Vinci, Rembrandt, Ingres, Menzel, Hokasai and Degas. I am
not including the paintings of the men. One could say that various paintings are
transcendental or idealist or both, Da Vinci and Ingres in particular. Notice also I have
not mentioned great women draftsman such as Mary Cassat, or Artemesia Gentileschi
or Kollowitz. I well could have. They are great too.

Leonardo: Anatomy of the Right Arm.

Adolf Menzel

Adolph von (Adolf) Menzel – Portrait of an old woman, 1894

Adolf Menzel

Adolf Menzel
Dr. Puhman’s Bookcase

Menzel’s drawings have a immediacy to them; the armor studies; the girl in the
furniture about to perhaps be moved somewhere else; men doing a floor; people

working; studies in a factory, bed sheets—a bookcase with books of many sizes on the
shelves. Even his faces look fresh and immediate,

A couple of my bookcases. Me reading one of my books. I love books.
I worked in a used book store for a time. I’ve spent huge amounts of time in libraries, in
many countries. In London I found that certain libraries, in certain areas of London,
there were large collection of Philosophy books. In other areas there were excellent art
books. In America, in Ohio, for instance, the best library to find art books, philosophy,
poetry or English literature is the downtown, Cleveland public library.

Lucien Bonaparte
by Jean-Auguste-Dominique Ingres
J. A. D. Ingres
The next few drawings are by Ingres

“Portrait of Charles Francois Mallet”
Ponte Fabrizio in Background.
Rome.
Civil Engineer, Road Builder
Bridge Builder

Portrait of Madame Charles Gounod
Wife of a composer of operas
By Jean Auguste Dominique Ingres
1859

One is amazed by his drawings. The dark areas made so by pressure on the pencil is
accurate, the lighter areas made so by the a lack of pressure on the pencil is also
accurate. The length of the lines, the swells, the arabesques, the smiling eyes the curve of
the lips, the shadows on the face, all of it accurate. Her hand in the front, surrounded by
the creases of her clothes, is excellent. He is a thinking artist, not one drawing is too
much different than another, yet each of his portraits is so precise and individual. One
does not know French art until one knows Ingres. His paintings are good if a little
eccentric. But his drawings “C’est Magnifique” There is nothing in the world like them.
The same is true of Jean Pierre Prudhon or Leon Lhermitte. Below you will find one of
Lhermitte’s things. Both their drawings are exceptional. Below Lhermitte’s are a few of
Prudhon’s drawins.

Leon Lhermitte. Les Halles ( market in Paris) --- Oil painting clearly based on an
excellent, rather an exceptional, drawing.

Jean Pierre Prudhon

Jean Pierre Prudhon

Jean Pierre Prudhon

This is a Eugene Delacroix painting, done in 1824-25. It s thought to be a study for the
Massacre at Chois . It may be, but I did a copy of it in its own right. It is of a young
woman in a cemetery. I am unsure what happened to it. It was in pencil on Naples
Yellow or crème colored paper. It was a monochromatic drawing. It was an important
drawing for me. It was one of the first drawings I ever did. I remember the drawing very
well. It was well done for a 15 or 16 year old. I still love the image that Delacroix made.
How could a man not love this image. Maybe a woman too. I was trying to show how
much I loved her. How much I loved this work of Art.

These two drawings, both done fairly early in my life, the first done at Marietta in 1975
and the second done when I was 14 or 1. 2 years before the other. They are the
equivalent of Sesshu’s Splash or zen paintings. That is to say they are quick sketches
done on the spot of something real. They are meant to catch an aspect of that reality. I
do not have a picture of either, so the reader must trust me that they do what they claim.

Pat Barry.
This is a very fluid Impression I did of him when I was 14 and he came to Cleveland to
see me.
He had on a gold shirt and a pair of blue jeans. His hair was a lovely blond. He was
sitting on the chair of my desk. The shoulders are so well done. He had shoulders just
like that, sharp and expressive, but a little fallen too.

Hand and Rock
Marietta, 1975
There was a kind of old fort up the hill behind the dorm buildings, since torn down and
replaced by better looking ones.

Hand and Twig.
Marietta, 1975

The three works above were all done around the same time at Marietta.
Picasso’s Blue Period comes to me. But I don’t’ remember imitating him often. Yes I saw
a lot of his work, but one could scarcely avoid it in those days. I saw the retrospective,
which took up the whole of the Modern Museum in New York City, for instance. His
politics made me curious but I was not taken with him as an artist much. The blue and
rose period were interesting. But I saw this show well after I was at Marietta. I was
interested in doing a monochrome artwork or study, and I chose blue for arbitrary
reasons. Picasso had nothing to do with it.

I began drawing when I was 14. 51 years ago. Over the years I have studied about
drawing and other things--- all kinds of things. Drawing opens up the entire world to the
mind and heart. This is Camille Pissarro.

Camille Pissarro
I think I was 15 when I did this. 1971. I mean the original of this. This of course is the
original plus what I did the last few days on it. You can see what I did. Most of the
drawing is original graphite. But some of the hair on the lower back of the head, the

circle on the hat, and the shadow on the upper part of the back of the thigh, the lower
part of his right boot—all that is new. I wanted to show by this that one can draw using a
computer. Yes, it is a lot of work, yes, it has its difficulties. Also, it is less than perfect
and could be better, but all that said, it is possible and not without merit. I like this
drawing both the recent additions to the drawing and the old parts it, done, as I said,
when I was 15 or so. It is not as formal as the real Pissarro perhaps, the one in the Photo
of him with others. But it is more heroic. It is interesting to see an image made 50 years
ago. Yes, it looks like I just made it. It was a good drawing. I remember doing it. I
remember thinking that drawing was what I could do and do well.
I built a small room down in the basement of a Claremont Rd. house, in 1971 or so. I
built an inclined table to draw on and had a director’s chair and on old cable wire holder
that was left in our neighborhood by the phone guys—I used that as a table. I put burlap
on the walls to keep the spiders to a minimum and read a lot of books down there. There
were already shelves built in. I was enamored of Leonardo Da Vinci in those days, as
now. I found myself imaging the way he would draw a figure in stages. Each successive
stage being a sort of rounded film of the figure in question. I imagined this figure in 4 or
6 parts. I would stare out the open door of my little studio towards the room my mom
did the laundry in and imagine Leonardo drawing there. I was drawing too. This
imagining took place in reality many years later when I did figures in stages just like
that. The Violinists come to mind, the line ups of the Rodin sculpture.
My mother had picked up I was very interested in art and she began buying me
books to feed this interest. She got me the Time Life series on artists,--- the first one
was on Van Gogh, which I loved and Cezanne, who I liked somewhat. She loved him
indeed, wherever I think of her, which is often, I usually think of her love of Cezanne. He
always struck me as a rather bad draftsman and a so-so painter. He is better than the
hopelessly trivial abstractionists that followed him, however, a nurse at Hillcrest
Hospital said to me lately. The book on Cezanne has a section on Camille Pissarro. I
liked what it said about Pissarro far more than I liked Cezanne. It showed Pissarro,
including this photo. Cezanne looks like a big baby in this photo. He is pictured this way
by Zola in his great book Les Ouvres. This book does have some truth in it. That is to say
it lies, but only so much it lies.
Pissarro is the real thing. He cares about ordinary people. He is a socialist. He even
cares about foolish painters like Cezanne, who is more difficult and different than
Claude Lantier, the character supposedly based on Cezanne is his book. I am not sure I
would have made him a character like that. Or, indeed, I would not have written the
book at all. Anyway, Pissarro is the real thing and much more admirable than either
Cezanne or Lantier.

The picture Pizzarro I used in the drawing of him. Paul Cezanne(sitting) Camille
Pissarro standing front right,
behind three of Pissarro’s sons.

I did this at age 14 0r 15, probably the latter.

Camille Pissarro
1879

The classical frame hung around this strange painting is inappropriate and monotonous,
so I wanted the viewer to see how amazing the painting is without a frame. Is the man
lying down drunk or just napping? Why is the goat there? The interior of the Forest is
magnificent. His understanding of the color green is many hued and valued. The close
up house or Barn, on the right, is ochre or brownish. The more distant houses are white,
or shadowed white. You can see the line of the blue sky through the closeup tree
branches and the rounded hills beyond the white houses distant. There is a lot of space
in the drawing of this work, though it is contradicted by the density of the impasto of the
thickly applied paint. One can see or not see this space.

This is a largeish work for me, about 3 feet wide, maybe a foot high. The middle part is
mostly, perhaps entirely pastel. Although it employs similar technical base to the
abstractions of 1976, The outer part is acrylic. The writing is in dark blue or black ball
point pen, on the acrylic. It was the summer of 1977 and we lived in Minneapolis and
then New York City, for the first time. We found a flat or apartment on Bleeker Street, a
“sixth floor walk up”. That was no joke, as I was increasingly fond of saying. It was
terrible to have to walk up all those stairs in August, with the temperature 90 or 100
degrees. It was interesting to live in between the east and west villages, however, and I
do not regret that, as we often went to one or the other, to eat, to cafes, to see friends.

This one is a watercolor I made in 1975-76 or so, fairly early. 19 or 20. It looks back at
the balconies of 1961 Ford. I still remember the number of it. It was an important place.
Most of my firsts were there, First place I made real spaghetti, First time I sat at a round
table with a bunch of people. First time I made love to someone did not happen there,
but I lived there then that summer, off and on….

Silver Pitcher in my Dorm Room in College
This was a year or so earlier. At Marietta. I was still 17 when I did this. That was the desk
in my Dorm room I wrote most of the papers on. I remember various ones. There was
one on the ships at Sea, that is to say, on the Great Lakes. I had sailed on them a few
months earlier. That was a vivid and well done paper. I had just gotten off the ships so it
was full of sea storms and stars. White waves breaking on black beaches, up on Lake
Superior, east of Duluth.

This is an abstraction of an abstraction. It is a picture, as it were, of a book or a myriad
of books, the summation of many books, or as it were the book of books. The idea of an
Ur book is a rather Platonic concept. I probably thought that was fine then. Such a
generalization seems absurd to me now. But it was made, nevertheless. Now it seems to
me a fiction, which it is. A book of books. No such thing.

.

Mark Koslow
After Henri Regnault’s Salome, 1971

This is based on a Henri Regnault painting of Salome that I saw in the Delacroix book.
The three books that I read most often in the Time Life series were the Leonardo book,
the Delacroix and the Van Gogh books. I think they hold up pretty well as Introductions
to their subjects. They are not scholarly texts, but could be---they are well done. The
painting of Salome on which the above drawing is based is in the Met in New York. I
don’t think I saw it until a year or two later. I was 16 when I went to the Met in New
York City to see my grandmother in Levittown, and to go camping in North Conway,
New Hampshire. It was a museum I deeply loved and spent a lot of time in. I loved the
Rembrandt’s, the Van Gogh’s. the woodwork, the Greek vases, the sculptures, the
Roman paintings, the Vermeers,---this museum has so much. It seems to go on forever.
But it is some years later that I lived in New York City and went there often. The
painting is reminiscent of a Gerome. I remember doing the drawing down in the
basement in my small studio from the Delacroix book.

Salome
Henri Regnault

The following two drawings are Rembrandt’s. He is one of the best draftsmen ever,
certainly. He is free and precise, Back in the 17th century, or the 1600s, Christianity
was a big thing. Now, not so much. It has become questionable if Christ ever existed.
The evidence strongly suggests he did not and the gospels are fakes, made up stories
about a guy who did not exist. How much, about 4% possibility he existed, according to
Richard Carrier, which is scarcely existing at all. Probably the best art that was ever
done about this mythic guy was done for the Church by Leonardo or Rembrandt,
Reubens, Raphael, Michelangelo, Titian, Tintoretto and many others. Indeed, it is
perhaps the greatest myth and largely an artist created one. The best of the myth makers
might be Rembrandt. His medium to do this is not words, like the gospel writers, but
paint watercolor of the sepia range and pencil.
My view of Rembrandt has changed since my view of Jesus has changed. My view of
Rembrandt has changed a lot. He is worth infinitely more than Jesus, since he imaged
what he was, when, in fact, Jesus was nothing. I used to see Rembrandt as somewhat
historically accurate. Now I praise his imagination, and consider him historically
inaccurate. I still admire what he did, indeed, I am amazed by it. I wish he were real. He
is shown helping a man walk on water, and a man see who is blind is made to see. It is
clear to me he felt the drawings as realities, when in fact they were merely imaginal
things.

I made a book in my teens of Rembrandt’s drawings from the life of Christ combined
with the hand copied words of Jesus which I had copied from a King James Bible in
which the words of Jesus in the gospels are red. But now that I know all those words are
the invention of a very brilliant fraud, falsely named Matthew, Mark, Luke and John. I
am not so impressed.
Though Rembrandt’s mother was Catholic, he is considered a Protestant artist, and not
wrongly, the Protestant artist. There was a time where I preferred the drawings of
Rembrandt to the Gospels or the religion of Christianity. I see I was right to think that
way. His mind is amazing. He is wrong, but that hardly makes his drawings mistakes.
Even if they are not literally true. They are beautiful works. He is to be praised for his
imagination. Look at all the people in the Hundred Guilder Print, below---he has shown
most of humanity.

One Hundred Guilder Print 1646
Rembrandt

Every figure of this work in interesting. It is a etching. Very well drawn with a stylus. See
it here:
https://www.britishmuseum.org/collection/object/P_F-4-154l
There are many copies if it in many museums. This is a fine one. Rembrandt had many
foreign clothes which he had bought when he had money. I suppose that accounts for
the odd mixture of old first century seeming clothes and 16th century clothes. They ar all
good figures and portraits of actual individuals. Quite apart from the Christ figure, on
which he seems to have spent a lot of time, he spent a lot of time on the man in bed in
the cart, the woman lying down, as well as the woman holding the baby in front of the
man and the cart, and the woman praying to Jesus. The woman next to the man
underneath the camel’s head on the right side of the picture is pointing her hand down
at the man or woman on the bed on the cart. Notice her clothes---they look like 17th
century poorer clothes. The old man above the woman or man in the cart, seems to be
suffering the weakness of old age—and appears along side his wife who is holding him
up—to ask for help from Christ. The majority oof sick folk are doing just this. There was
no socialist medicine then, as many countries do not have it now. So scenes like this
were common. Rembrandt is drawing a reality in the 16th and 17th centuries, putting in a
fictional man from the first century who is said to have done something magical about it.
Did he? Probably not.
On the left side of this brilliant etching is a man who is lost in his thoughts about what is
going on.

This is a drawing one of Rembandt Paintings. I was probably 16 when I did this. Notice
the linear nature of this work. You don’t see most of those lines in the painting. Like
Franz Hals, another painter of that time of whose every line is quick and sure. Notice I
didn’t draw the fact of her committing suicide, as Rembrandt did. Nor did I draw the
blood streaming down her chemise, as he did. I didn’t even draw the knife, held down
low in his version, on her right. This is a study of how she feels.

It is true that Rembrandt is a bit of a dreamer, Ok, more than a bit. But I have not
learned so much from another artist as I have from him, with the possible exception of
Van Gogh, Thoreau or Leonardo.

Notice she is much sadder close up than she was further away. I was interested in her
face and her fear of dying, her crying and the pout of her mouth . I was also interested in
her right sleave, the drawing of it; its shape, the fact that one cannot see why her left
sleeve does not have the square and folded area, is never wondered at by me when I was
16. Indeed, close up, this looks like a different painting. It helps explain some of the
distortion when you see the painting in Minneapolis. I must have seen this one. I
remember parts of that museum. Not the part this is in apparently.

“Ecce Homo: Behold the Man”,
Rembrandt
It is an amazing drawing, all of it out of his head. His ability to imagine reality is

unparalleled. This drawing is largely about public humiliation.

This is one of the first examples of true Wildlife pictures. Yet it is full of elegant lines,
while at the same time, humble, brilliant, and totally honest to what he sees.
You can see there how regular Rembrandt was about his drawing. His hand occasionally
does a number of flourishes, as in this one. The actual drawing is the first of its kind.
Many of the artists are like that, right the first time--- drawing quickly.

I did a number of copies of Rembrandt’s work, Here are a few:

I began to make a copy of this painting when I was 16.

After Rembrandt (1972)
It says June 72 on the back of this painting. I did it down in the room I built in the
basement. It was not finished. It shows the work off to a pretty good start, however. No
doubt Rembrandt is an amazing painter. Why did I not finish it? Because it was really
hard to do at 16. I think I could finish it now. Not that I wish to do that.

A drawing of the same image. This was done as part of a class I taught at Beck Center
for two years. A student requested that we do this so I obliged by making a copy myself.
He made one too, here is the drawing I did too. Below.

This one is better, I think.

+

f

Degas’ study of young woman’s face. It is a lovely, well done drawing. I have been
reading a book, called the Spectacular Body about Degas written by an art historian and
feminist: Anthea Callen, of Wicklow University in England. She sees him, rightly I think,
as something of a misogynist. The fact that he provoked such a good book suggests he is
very good in his art. His pictures of monographs of prostitutes done around then is
famous . Anthea Cllen mentions upwards of a hundred or more of his prints of the sex
act.
His much disscussed relation to slavery, does indeed make his view, that brown people
are inferior to creamy or pink skinnned people, seem as ludicrous as it is. His mother
was a woman from the American South, a cotton grower. Which explains why he has a
painting of the cotton exchange speculators in Louisiana done in 1873 or so. It is artefact
of the slave trade. His racism is connected to the sexism that is part of work on dancers
and bathers. This does not prevent him, like Ingres, from being one of the best
draftsman of is age, despite his awful opinions on other matters. His drawings, pastels
and paintings are great. But like Ingres, he is a mixed bag.

Young Spartan Women provoking Spartan Young men
Degas

Drawing or Painting in a Studio.

I did this in an art studio. These are all real people and things. It has a Degas like
feel to it, but thankfully, it is not a Degas . Degas was a great draftsman, no
question about it, but a great human being, not so much, not like Leonardo. This
drawing? The hand, the foot, the other hand, the bulge above the pubic region,
the knee, the breasts, the light on the neck, the shadow on the front and back of
the neck, the light on the lips, nose, forehead, the light below and above the eye.
In the pupil of the eye, on to the hair itself. The light on the jeans behind….and

keep going—until you have seen the whole work---all three figures and beyond….
Then you will have seen the artistry here--- Then you will see what I saw.

We lived in a second story apartment on Coventry Rd.for awhile. I did a number of
nudes there. On the bed, in the bath tub, lying down facing the viewer, from behind,
facing away from the viewer. I found a heron skull out near my mom’s in Bay Village. So,
I boiled the skin off the head and did a sort of portrait of the head. At that point I had
seen very few on these birds alive or flying.

You can see that her legs are muscular from the many dance classes she took. You can
see also the pen is an ink pen, .05 I think. The pen is called a Rapidograph, if I
remember. It was the pen of choice and I used it for the majority of these----the
Philosophical Drawings. I worked on that for over 10 years. I used the same pen over
and over, I lost a few of them but I always bought the same kind again.

J. S. Sargent. painted in 1887
R.L. Stevenson
Drawing done by me in 1971,

When I was 15 or so.

My mother in St. Lukes Hospital
This was done just after I arrived in Cleveland from NYC, and went to see my mom at
hospital where my Dad died in 1973. I think It was late summer or early fall, 1977. She
had open heart surgery and afterwards her lungs got rained on by a storm of blood cells.
She also complained about the corruption of the hospital staff itself. Hospitals like to
blame the victim and claim that they are falsely charged. There is a syndrome some
people get called ‘hospital delusions’ , but despite this fact it hardly makes the Clinic an
innocent place: they do harm to people, sometimes. But my observation of that is rather
different, through there are honest and good nurses and more rarely a decent Doctor,

one is wise to assume otherwise. The US health system is one of the most corrupt in the
world. Studying it for many years has convinced me. Babies are three times as likely to
get fatal illnesses in the area around the Cleveland Clinic. There are also three times as
many cases of diabetes, heart disease, infant mortality in that area. The Cleveland Clinic
has some good doctors and nurses but as a whole it is place that can be questioned.
University Hospital is better I think. About the same in terms of price. I think it would
better if neither charged anything at all. Greed is a disease that doctors and
administrators get.
What is wrong with the Cleveland Clinic? They are beyond being criticized, they wrongly
think. The fact is in a Politico article by Dan Diamond, infant mortality in the mostly
“Black” community around the Clinic is 3 times higher than the national average the
article says. Moreover, I have read other articles that claim similar numbers for diabetes
and heart disease.
You cannot move in this hospital either. They are connected to insurance companies
that give them little alarms that are attached to your chairs or beds, and you try to get up
and the alarm goes off. I tried this during a recent stay at the Clinic where I had open
heart surgery and could not move and sure enough, the alarm went off even though I
could barely move. Excessive---you bet.
The article also says that the Clinic has its non-profit, tax free status because it signed a
paper in the distant past, claiming falsely, that it was to help the community around it. It
has yet to do anything. Diamond writes
“it doesn’t have to pay tens of millions of dollars in taxes, but it is supposed to
fulfill a loosely defined commitment to reinvest in its community.
When I said some of this out loud, albeit quietly, against all ethical systems--- I was
forced against my will to receive an injection of Haldol. It is a powerful drug used to
quiet patients in mental institutions. The subtext here is that only the crazy would
criticize the Cleveland clinic. . I have not been declared crazy, indeed I am not. The
hospital took away my rights rather than allow me to exercise my right to speak, they
silenced me with a drug. It quieted me down by squeezing my head so tight it hurt. I
spoke very quietly already, mind you. It was inappropriate to force me to take that drug.
It was completely and utterly unwarranted.
I get tired of the endless effort to make things profitable for them at the patients and the
public’s expense. I tried to leave but my wife would not help me. I was stuck there.
Finally I get out, perhaps a week or two more weeks passed in the hospital. I waited at
home, until Dr. Martino who had given me the open heart surgery, seeing that an urgent
sore on the inside of my leg was oozing lots of water, he put me on a powerful daiuretic,
far stronger than Lasix, called Metalazone. Everyone at UH hospital--- where I went
because I was so disgusted with the Cleveland Clinic---said that Metalozone should not
be given, without a generous dose of potassium--- and Dr. Martino had failed to give me

any Potassium. He was the cause of nearly killing me. More immediately, Dr. Martino
was the cause of my waking up the next morning with the feeling that my throat was
being sawed open by musical cymbals.. This was no doubt a vivid dream being caused by
the evident lack of potassism in my body. I passed out on the way into the ICU the
morning of October 26, 2021. My wife arrived just as they were beginning to try to keep
me alive by beating me up. Soon a Syrian Doctor was telling my wife that her husbund of
some 27 years was dead. I was not dead. But now I have been home for 7 months and
I’m still weak and tired, I cannot walk well, and my voice box is weak to the point of a
whisper. Dr. Martino is the man whose fault it is that I have trouble walking or doing
anything. My kids are tired of me. My 17 year old daughter says I am a piece of sh.. My
wife says she us having an affair and then denies it. I want a divorce, she wants a divorce
too. I have no money. What a nightmare this has all been. I am treated like a slave in my
own house, told to go get my own son at the baseball field, which is fine by itself, but
then two or three days later told I cannot go to the game when I express interest in
going. My wife blares the horn on the car my son gets out of the car and forces me not to
go. I am too sick and weak to fight him. Like a weakened slave, I stay home. Unfair, you
bet, can I do anything about it ? No, I wish I could.

I don’t remember doing this one. I see three babies in it; There maybe more. Two babies
heads are to the right. One is center left. I was angry at the woman who had an abortion.
I expressed this so forcefully I got rid of two brilliant works I made. One was of an
animal like-being---part human flying at woman. The other was of a wild animal alone.

They were very hard to look at. I was worried they were abusive towards animals. They
weren’t but I was using animals to express human emotions and I made them express
hatred. That was cruel of me.

She said she “was taking care of it” It was my fault I suppose, that I did not say that I
saw she was fooling herself into thinking she could not get pregnant. She did and
quickly too. Why do I take this on. It’s typical of me to take on guilt for something I did
not do. She said she “was taking care of it”, she wasn’t. It was her fault. The most that
can be said about me is my youthful gullibility was perhaps being tested. I failed. Part of
me knew she was kidding herself. I still feel badly about that. I feel even worse that the
boy, not sure it was a boy, might have been a girl, lost its life.

This was done in the early 1980’s. She had gone off to New York City. The drawing is
primarily about mourning her loss as she left me for the biggest city in the eastern
states. She is still there, 42 or 41 years later. She is now a member of an Indian (yes
India—Indian) religious cult. I missed her and got back together with her, periodically.
The last time I saw her was in 1991.
This was done when I was staying at my sisters place in Lakewood, Ohio in 1981. It was
around the time I worked at the bookstore. B moved off to New York City that year. It
was clear she more cared about that city than I. But that is not what I mean. I mean that
in the competition for the relationship between us over the city. I lost. The emphasis is
on our relationship, not the city. For me anyway that city does not matter. For her it
matters.

I put this deliberately into this blog on Drawing partly because drawing is about real
things like this, sad as they are. This mourning tone can be reached in poems, music or
art. Here is it is reached in art and words. These drawings all do this in various and
differing ways. Indeed the variety of my work is its strength and diversity. It tells
stories, many and differing ones. Sometimes metaphorical, sometimes not, sometimes
allegorical, sometimes humorous, sometimes direct and unflattering or sad, as here.

I did this on a bus I was taking to or from Wheeling, West Virginia. It was 1972 or 1973.
The old man sitting next to me had Salt and Pepper hair. He had Parkinson’s disease. I
asked if I could draw him. He said yes. His hands would shake as he would talk. I
remember I took over a half hour, maybe an hour, to do this. You can see the lines in the
paper where I folded it up. I was 16 or 17 when I did it. My work has always been about
ordinary people.

Pair of shoes I had when I was 16 or so. The socks were folded up or rather rounded by
my mother.

Katsushika Hokusai

A Japanese artist, one of the best of the Asian artists.
Hokusai is a Japanese painter who, along with Sesshu, and many others from China, is
to be considered one of the best of Asia. Hokusai writes at age 84.

“From the age of six I had already been drawing all kinds of things. Although I
had really made many designs from the time I was fifty [1809], none of my
works until my seventieth [1829] is really worth counting. It was only from
the age of seventy-three [1832] that I have finally understood the true forms
of animals, insects and fish, and the nature of plants and trees. Consequently, I
will have made more and more progress by the age of eighty [1839], and at
ninety [1849 – the year Hokusai died] I will have got even closer to the
essence of art. At the age of one hundred I will reach a magnificent level, and
at a hundred and ten each dot and each line will be alive. I would like to ask
those who outlive me to observe I have not spoken without reason.” (Mostly
taken from Matthi Forrer, Hokusai, Prints and Drawings, Prestel, New York,
Munich pg. 27. )

This whole passage is exceptionally interesting. But of particular interest is this
passage. “It was only from the age of seventy-three [1832] that I have finally
understood the true forms of animals, insects and fish, and the nature of plants and
trees. “ Not only is he somewhat older than Delacroix, who is 6o when he writes
that he finally understands painting but it evokes many of Leonardo’s writings on
his own progress in learning to draw. Indeed, if asked to name two of the best
artists, ever, I would say Leonardo and Hokusai. There certainly are close artists, but
no one so world-wide, or perhaps also world-wise, as these two. This not to say that
Hokusai and Leonardo are incapable of recording the local too. They are and very
well, indeed. What is amazing about them both is the scope of their work. When
Hokusai says he now understands animal, insects, fish, plants and trees, you can
look at his 3 volume series of drawings called Manga, you can see how much he
understands. He is being modest to say what he understands. Leonardo tends to
understate his worth to.

Hako on the couch. I got him when I was sixteen, in the winter of 73,-74. A woman down
the street gave him to me. It was a fantastic thing to do. One of the best things of my
youth. He was a great dog. I cannot tell the reader how much joy he brought me, first on
the east side then on the west side of Cleveland.
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Hako and I. 2020
(from photos taken, mostly at the Claremont house, in 1972-74. I was 16 when it was
taken, I think. Hako was full grown at one year or thereabouts. We got him at 2-3
months old.
It is interesting to speculate on evolution while looking at one’s own form. It was easy to
stand then. It is not now, Why this error in creating us, or were we not created? I think
the latter is the more likely option. We only need to get around on two legs as long as we
are needing to reproduce. My children are both older now, and scarcely need me.

Reproduction is unnecessary now. Walking, at which I am not as good as I was has
ceased to be important to me.

Mika or our dog playing or walking with my son and spouse.

Mika

This is my dog. Now she is about 3-4. I think she be 4 in August, 2022. Here she is still
under 1 year old.

Geese Flying

My Son Playing Violin 2017

My Daughter Playing the Violin.

Elephant, “Willy” from the Cleveland zoo.

Listening to Moonlight
Du Jin’s poem in this painting reads:
“Accompanying the moon, his walk slowed to leisurely pace.
This was all the more fitting as he was merely half awake.
Having composed the line of sparse sound and chilled fragrance,
T’is time to ask: Was the plum blossom aware of its own essence?”
The Poet Lin Bu Wandering in the Moonlight
陪月閒行圖
late 1400s
Du Jin 杜堇
(Chinese, 1446-c. 1519)
China, Ming dynasty
(1368-1644)
Hanging scroll; ink and color on paper

Image: 156.4 x 72.4 cm (61 9/16 x 28 1/2 in.); Overall: 286.4 x 99 cm (112 3/4 x 39 in.)
John L. Severance Fund 1954.582

Many drawings I did in a small notebook, when I was a guard at the Cleveland Museum
of Art. Less often I drew in that notebook in art history lectures at the Cleveland
Institute of Art across the street from the art museum then. They museum recorded the
guards on film, I believe. So it was not easy to draw or to write poetry. They were
watching us, possibly recording me and others. I did both writing of poetry and drawing,
however. But it was always done with a employer’s created guilt. The leader of the
qaurds was a certain Captain Mathais. I got to know him pretty well, I respected him. He
went after Eric Svetchenhoffer, an art student who reminded me uncomfortably of Egon
Shiele. Who he resembled so closely, I thought there might be a genetic relationship. He
stole a catalogue. I don’t know why. I tried to talk Mr. Mathais out of prosecuting Eric. I
doubt he listened to me. I don’t think I ever saw Eric again after that.

This is a much more recent drawing. 2013
This is basically a study of the breasts, stomach, hips, legs and knees, and perhaps the
ankles and feet of the female body.

Janice: This is May 2013.
Unusual viewpoint. I am looking down upon the model and I am closer to her than
usual. I am standing, she is sitting. Notice the perspective, conveyed especially by the
light. The hand is well done and shows the light well, through the extreme contrast of
light and dark. The arm on the left side is darker than the rest, except the lower left of
the back. Notice she is twisting some, by the left arm and the head, which looks off to the
left. The left arm is important to this pose. It holds a lot of the weight of the upper body.

It is darker than most of the body. The light cuts across the hand showing the
perspective of the light, both where the light is coming from and where it is going.
Notice also the left side of the body is generally darker than the right side. The light falls
on the lower and upper arm---and continues onto the deltoid and the clavicle areas, the
breast and the hip. Notice how good are the two hips, made good by how the light falls
on both.
Notice how darker is the left side of the head than the right side, which is bathed in light.
The light is coming from the front, above and a lttle to the right side of the body Notice
also where the middle tones are—across the back down the right leg. Notice the
darkness on her right leg, how that darkness echoes the darkness on the entire left leg.
In general a lot can be learned from this drawing about how to draw a figure. Figuring
out the light and the anatomical shapes is key in most drawings of the figure.

Three oil paintings of a female standing. (same woman in each one)

Male figures 2012-2017
First and second, fourth and sixth from the left side, are sculptures, and each two are the
same sculptures. Images three and five are unique people, drawn from life.

Female Figures 2011 -2015

Blaise Pascal

The first one is a rather gruesome image with the corpse near the table that Pascal is
sitting at. His chair goes down into the deep. He is looking out at the stars.

Pascal

I tend to think of this one as a portrait of Pascal, somewhat allegorical, based largely
on his Pensees.

I am fascinated with the Jewish community in Amsterdam, Holland in the 1600’s.
Rembrandt did a number of studies of them. Spinoza was a philosopher who made his
living grinding lenses, he was excommunicated from the synagogue of Amsterdam.. I
show him as a young man, admiring Hebrew letters he is enamored of.

Here are many genres in the “genre” of realism. This is to say there are many stories to
be told. One or rather many is the poets story. There is the dream poet, the poet as
romantic---the Arthur Rimbaud or John Keats story, of the young poet as renegade but
gentle. There is the serious anti-revolutionist, the T.S. Eliot story as a poet who wanted
the rich to win, was of a Boston Brahmin family, and was, as it were, an intellectual
fascist. Much more to my liking is not these, not Mallarme, not Pope, not Dante, but
Shakespeare, and a little, Sam Beckett. Yeats still might interest me, minus his right
wing love of superstition and his mystical intellectuality…..

Shelley drawing.
(Name misspelled above) would include Shelley with Shakespeare a little.

Socrates in thought on a footpath.
I’ve thought about this often over the years. Socrates is described in the literature as
stopping on a footpath and thinking. He is sometimes described as absent minded. I
don’t know. He does seem to be a real person though Plato appears to have mythicized
him. But enough Greeks, beside Plato, at the time or shortly after he was alive, describe
him.

Blake Writing

I went to 17 South Moulton Street when I lived in London in 84-85. The house he lived
in was darker, with the front door and trim painted white. It might still be. Was it 17
South Moulton Street. Yes, I looked it up, nice to know my memory still works.

Imagine a Christian Ecologist, something of an ironic
contradiction in terms.

Red Eft

This is a rare picture of a Red Eft, done from the model of one at CMNH. The old
alchemical superstition of salamanders being born out of the fire is an ancient
superstition, mentioned, mistakenly, as true by Aristotle and later both augmented and
made doubtful by Pliny. The superstition was born because of the Red-spotted Eft, or
other red salamanders, which do indeed look as red as fire. But those are old tales, not
true, mere analogies pushed too far. The Eft turns greenish ochre when it becomes a
salamander.

Theorba
That is the name of the instrument he is playing. This Theorba player was at the
Cleveland Museum of Art a few years back.

Picture of a Church AA Meeting. From Life. 198o

View from the Ninth Floor of the Rutledge Residence Hotel down at a church holding
an AA meeting outside. Done from our window in room 904.

Druid
1975?

Living in London,
1984
This is the woman I lived with in London, repairing a blouse on our bed. This is later in
1984 or early 1985. Which is when we lived there together. We exchanged the apartment

in New York for one in London. We were there for eight or nine months, roughly, June
though January or February, I think.

Woman in Bathtub 1981
This is the same woman. We were together from 1976=1989 with or last time together in
1991.

This a a free interpretation of a Late Michealangelo sculpture. 1976.

4 Violinists Playing Telemann

In the Biltmore
1980
This was done in the Biltmore, an old Automat restaurant near 30th and Lexington,
where I lived for nearly a year, in 1980 or so.

Dying City

I think I did this in 1975 or 76. It takes some studying before you figure out the full
implications of it. It might due to begin looking on the right side. The Church on the
right says “no admittance” on the door. A man is hanging from the apse. There is a
death’s head in one of the towers, implying this is the Church of Death, as they all are.
Behind the Church is a building made lightning strikes. Down the way from the Church
is a stair way at the tip of which is a man trying to climb a ladder to get out of the city.
The prison like nature of the city is made apparent in the two large prisoners held in a
skyscraper. Various men or women try to engage each other or struggle against their
cages. Various buildings have spires or minarets announcing every building exists for a
non-existent god. A parody of a heavenly city, this is a nightmare place filled with
ordinary people who are actively working against this hideous place.

Flowered Prairie. 1976
This one I called the Flowered Prairie or Walking the Flowered Prairie. Its funny that it
reminds me of the area west of the Black Hills. It is called Thunder Basin National
Grassland. Interesting, it had reminded me of that because I went to Thunder Basin
in 1999 or so. The painting below looks like that and an imaginary planet like Mars
maybe too. It is an existential paradise, full of misery and wandering with unhappiness.

I did this one at Marietta. I never liked it much. But I was aware it is very different from
my more usual work. The grey pinks and greens greys are very usual for me. But the
flowers in the Flowered Prairie one above it are very telling. The 1930’s Orson Wells
radio show in 1938 is the origin of a number of movies about Mars. From these movies
is the flowers shape in both works. The triplet design was used by the makers of the
1953 version.

Like the drawing two above it, this is a drawing of alienation. It shows a man who is
seemingly paranoid, surrounded by people who are really scary. Maybe there is good
reason for his paranoia? The man on the right of the central guy(might be a woman--might be either) appears to lack intelligence but to be more than willing to harm
someone. The woman to his left is looking directly at the viewer, with a malignant stare
the tells a lot about her intentions. The man immediately to her left looks like a death’s

head himself, with a nasty smile. All of the faces are negative. They all have a certain
look. Even the ones further back. They all look like they are out to get the man. The old
saying is that “you are not paranoid if they really are after you”.
I like the two faces to the right and left of the man’s shoulders.

Sumerian Gudea

I think this is one of the many drawings I did at the Cleveland Museum of Art. When
was it done ? I am guessing it was the middle-late 1970’s ? I don’t actually know but I
think it was around there. I want to say 1975-6. I remember where I was doing it in
CMA. It was before the building changes occurred. There was a large stairway, and the
gallery began at the top. This statue was up there. I remember it being alone in a room.
The current catalogue has nothing quite like it. Or rather there is a headless Gudea and a
bodyless one, but not one with a body and a head. It is possible that this is a Gudea on

loan to the museum. I drew one with a body and a head. I saw it as an image of power,
despite it being a 4-5 ft statue. That was a normal size human male back then.
I think this guy, Gudea, whose dates presumably as king or ruler were 2144–2124 BC.
Since this is only 20 years, this date, may be a reign, or the period of time he was a ruler.
It was a violent time and this man seems to have been that way too.
The rigid posture seems to hide a violent cruelty.

This is one done in San Francisco in 1976 or early 1977. The image below is a still from a
film by Frederico Fellini called Satyricon, which I saw around the time this was done.
The title of the movie is taken from Petroneus Arbiter’s book by that name. The first four
images are copies and the last one is a literal or actual copy of the image taken from a
book cover, if I remember correctly. I was enrolled as a student in the San Francisco
Institute of Art. My teacher was Robert Colescott. I have since seen a lot of his paintings
in museums. Very theatrical and cartoonish. Funny he saw me as theatrical too. Maybe
that was because of how I dressed in those days. I wore a Burgundy Beret, with a gold
spiral sewn to it, a feather picture of Bonnie and I and looked a little crazy. I was in
those days. My reputation is very different than the reality now though. I was only 20 or
21 then.

I did a picture of Bonnie O. and I. I arranged pictures of us two in xeroxes I made of us.
It was a “xerox” then, now we say ‘photo copy’ for the same thing. Then a corporate
name meant a thing. It took me a few months to do it. I sent it to her via the US mail.
The U.S. Postal Service lost the painting as she only got the piece of card board with her
name and address on it. She did not get the painting.
Around this time I did a self portrait too, It showed me, again in a xeroxed--photocopy
image, with a line of fire engine red paint coming out of one of my eyes. It was very
effective, and implied a lyrical fact in the vision itself. I have often thought of how
perfect was the drawing of that thin red line. Too bad someone destroyed it.
There were 10 or 15 small pictures, too, arranged in two lines below the main image,
take in one of those photobooths, that used to be in public places and at airports. It was
too powerful, apparently, as it bothered a member of my family enough that they got rid
of it entirely. They apparently destroyed it.
I never saw it again nor do I know which of my siblings did it. I have my suspicions, of
course. Never mind what or who they are. Suffice it to say that every time I lose an
artwork, part of my heart goes with it. This was an important piece and it has bothered
me all these many years. I remember it, and maybe the destroyer remembers, if they are
still alive.

Not entirely, but mostly these were done while speaking on the old phone
system with Bonnie O. The phone system was inexpensive back then, I remember the
rotory dial. It was a lot cheaper, than the current “privitized” phones. “Privitized”
means, they, the ultra-rich, get the excessive charges, you, the “owner” get very little,
indeed. You bought the damn thing for 500 or 1000 dollars. Why should you have to pay
them anything? They make money even from their “help”--- read slave labor, in China.

This is another image done while on the phone. The “swastika” shape is not a Nazi
symbol --- it occurs quit often in India, Nepal, Tibet and western China, quite
innocently. It is a pleasing shape or form to draw. Here I put it inside a spiral or curled
shape, which includes x-grids- spiderwebs, swans, Bell Jars—growth forms. Words like
Aolin, fol- foot or Fool- DNA forms, flowers, organic shapes, 6’s or 9’s, sperms, vaginal
shapes, shapes bieng born, flames, stairs going up, coming down, basic language forms,
baby forms, curved lined grids, egg shapes, fiddleheads, kidney shapes, music shapes,
cross in a circle, anything your imagination can design out of basic forms or shapes. Are
these abstractions--- not really. I tend to see these drawings as having a theme. Or
meaning—often of genus or genera concerns.

Again, basic shapes and forms, and images of growth, turning into species, spirals, done
while using my mind to talk on the telephone.

Growth, as in a Bell Jar, female looking overall, spiral, water, fire, plants, gardens,
grapes, lines flowing, movement.

This one reminds me of a Jean Dubuffet painting, He did a lot of these. I admired him
for his efforts in trying to do the art of the insane, the poor, children, criminals, and the
like.

This is the cover to the book I made of some of these abstract doddles. I made written
versions too, describing the content of each drawing. So begins, my second creative
period. I am 20 or 21. It is 1976 1977 1978 and the beginning of 79 or so. I was then
living in San Francisco. I was about to begin my 6-8 months daily with Jack Hirschman.

These were drawings that I did after my period with Jack Hirschman. 1980 or so. After
living in New York City, I was living at my mother’s house. And on 110th street, west
Cleveland.

The one above is one of the best of the Philosophical Drawings. It is about the kind of
thing all is made of; about the interconnections of ideas in a web or tapestry of
relationships; the relation of food or eating to thought and creativity; about the joy of
reading and knowing; as well as the relation of generation or sex to infinity or
mathematics.
It is in short about everything. The nice thing about this drawing is that one does not
tire of looking at it, or trying to figure out what it means. It is quite a puzzle. If you

begin, as I usually do, with the man and the book, it shows a light burning below it. Is it
“burning”. No, it isn’t. The light is a light but it does not burn, then. Why is it there?
Why does the book need a light? So the book can be seen. Who can read it? Can anyone?

The light beneath the book goes up and surrounds the man. He can read it apparently,
Lines go from his eyes below to the book and though it. The lines go from the sun below
the book up to the man’s face and from there wander into the variegated space among
the lights above the man’s head. The lines pass into a different man’s brain above his

two hands. I see a problem with the two hands. It looks as though I made a mistake
here. They are the right and left hands. But are the same persons hands. The right holds
the needle that attaches to the string or cable of some kind that goes through all the
men’s or women’s heads. It goes through the woman’s or man’s brain, turns into 4
cables, five further down, six all together. and then does through two heads and two
lights to attach to a spinning light. Up higher there is a triangular area in the middle of
which is a head with a light in it. The bottom of the triangular area shows an especially
lovely drawn spiral. The triangle part of the drawing is between the prone woman, the
cables or wires and the hands reaching up is a triangular shape that has various smaller
triangles, spatial spirals, or 3-d pyramidal shapes at the corners of the roughly isosceles.
In the middle of the triangle is a head. Attached to the spatial spiral coming off the head
is is the cord that makes the sixth wire or cable.
The spiral form joins the sixth cable to the lines that descend down to the egg. There it
joins the egg, or rather the man inside the egg.
He reaches up to a light above him. It is blown there by another man or woman. He or
she is parallel to a cascading group of heads, attached by bodies, arms or legs coming
out of the eyes, ears or mouths of their hosts, I use the word ‘hosts’ for lack of a better
way to put it.
Both mouths of the heads show a man up to his torso inside the mouth, and the second
head shows arms and hands protruding from the eyes, and the torso and head, arms
and hands of a man holding onto a woman’s body, her arms free and below her, facing
him. Hands stick out of her upper and lower orifices so that the man can hold on to the
woman’s body by holding onto the flesh that is held onto by those hands that protrude
from her two orifices.
If you look at the actual drawing you can see that the energy that supplies this comes at
the top of the drawing. There is a woman’s body at the top of the drawing with an older
woman’s or a man’s body, ( it could be but is not necessarily ambiguous, the head looks
masculine the bottom of the same figure looks feminine) in any case this person is
eating itself on top of her. The energy source that runs the whole of the elements on the
right side of drawing come partially from the hand and partially from the five heads
attached to the woman’s body. If you notice the energy lines move from the hands and
mouth of one or two of these 5 heads. The lines go from the open mouths or hand of the
woman lying or floating to the larger of the two heads described in the previous
paragraph. This prone woman and the ambiguous female/male on top of her seems
important to the drawing as a whole. The head I am referring to is the upper right part
of the drawing.
Below the prone woman’s left leg is an area of the drawing, in which there are lights
surrounded by letters and numbers. What this is, is the linguistic part of the drawing. I
often would put in a linguistic charm like this one to add to the life of a piece.

Notice also the downward faced woman on the bottom right of the drawing. She has two
left hands (I don’t know—I am thinking not) in the upper hand is a light colored flower
like a white, cream colored or yellow rose. In the lower left hand there is an arachnid or
spider which has four feet on each side. A rose and a spider, why would she be holding
these to toward the man and the book. Is it her back with all the lights on it? If so then
that must be her torso. What is the hole that the man in the egg puts his finger in? What
is the Bell Jar and the three cane like things ? Why do there appear to be more letters
and numbers on the clock-like floor of the Bell Jar. This is the most surreal part of the
drawing. I call it surreal only because it is incomprehensible. If I use my memory a bit it
becomes a little more comprehensible, less surreal.
The thing I am calling for lack of a better term the “Bell Jar” was a sort of vision I had 40
years ago, 1n 1981 or so. Yes, calling them cane shapes was a term I made up then. But
they were not canes. Clock is a lot closer but still not there yet. “Bell Jar”is accurate only
insofar as the whole apparatus seemed to need protection. So my mind put glass around
it to protect it. Actual Bell Jars are usually used to grow plants in, display flowers or
bonsai, or to supply heat to the plants, clocks or keep the dust off something like
taxidermized birds or animals, oftentimes birds or plants were kept alive in Bell Jars as
examples of evolution.
A Bell Jar might be defined as a novel by Sylvia Plath, rather a psychological term for a
suicidal person that feels enclosed in one, as Sylvia did. She actually commited suicide. I
do not mean that sort of Bell Jar.
What is it? It is a mechanical clock or word maker telling one sensitive to it what is
going on. As such it is a machine. Partially made from glass. I might have thought this
much more recently--- the cane like things appear to be supports. The mechanism that
is below the dials is mostly hidden. It is a machine that talks…
The next image is the glass-like face, nearly the height of the man and the book. There is
something cosmological about it, maybe the fact that it seems to be spinning in circles.
Its character is its glass like appearance. There is an image of a hand below this one that
seems of Lascaux or Chauvet Cave in southern France or northern Spain. It is one of the
oldest of one of the art images. Across from it, in the lower left of the four corners, is an
especially fine double S curve. It is a lovely image, that seems to come off the light that
illuminates the book and that comes off an other spiral form, this one simpler than the
one just described. Both s curve or spiral shapes are exceedingly lovely
There I guess I have described most of the images that I have used in this image. I have
not said what they all mean though. The border around the picture is made from little
lights or suns. That should be a clue as to what this drawing is about though. It is about
electricity, seeing and conscious awareness, or living while thinking. It is also minimally,
about dying--- the one image I forgot is the one of the half-dead, half-alive man or
woman hanging down on the upper viewer’s right side of the art work. It is roughly
equal to the lower lights of the area of the letters and numbers, at the opposite side of
the art work. Opposite the man in the triangular area, or opposite the torso hanging out

of the mouth of the second man---opposite the torso that holds up the woman’s
body above the three glass canes supporting the Bell Jar. Even this image of the halfdead man is surrounded by lights.
If you take all the images together, including all the lights, it is a drawing of many lights,
each one important. Indeed the entire drawing is full of light. This is a key to the
meaning of the whole thing. If you answer why there are so many lights, you will have
come close to the meaning of the whole drawing.

I went through a period of religious thinking. These are a few of the drawings I did then.
I see now it is a Rembrandt-like fiction based on the gospels, or the Old Testament, the
gospels were fraudulent documents probably written after 120 B.C. That might be too
early as there is no hard copy of the Gospels until around 180 C.E. Christians try to
make the Gospels much earlier than is warranted by the facts. They usually try to say the
earliest date they could have been written was Mark, around 65 C.E. They admit that

Mark is not the guys name. Luke(sic) around 90 CE. And John, (sic) after 110 or so. All
these dates are way too early. The fact is 120 might be too early for Mark(sic).

’
This was also done around 1978-80, It was done around the same time as the one above
of Jesus walking on water. The drawing is very well done, The content of the drawing is
not true, or course. Da Vinci probably did walk on water on these ski-like shoes in which
one can nearly skate on water, There is nothing supernatural about it. But the subject
does make for a lovely drawing, A fantasy, as are the Bible or Gospels it comes from.

Da Vinci

This one, when I did it, seemed the best one I had done. Why? Lets see if I can capture
some of why I thought that. It is a balanced drawing. I have often thought that is the
earth he is holding in his left hand. I did not think this would make him huge, but it
would. The little eyes are curious. There are three f them, which is even more curious.
This shows the limitations of photo copies, as the eye on the stomach is quite obvious in
the original drawing. The fact that he is really he is interesting and makes the image
something of an non-spiritual Icon. I mean that it stands outside ordinary reality, as

icons do. It might be better to call it “creativity”. That is what I really meant by it. It is
about creativeness, as an activity that governs life.
Earth, air, water and fire are all in it. Earth-air-fire-water, was a common theme during
this period. There is stone to the left of the clouds, clouds are to the left of the central
man. Stone is earth the clouds are more or less air. If you are a purest there are some
marble stairs to the right of the man, as above that or rather to the left of the marble
stairs is sunshine coming the through the air. Fire is to the right of the man and water is
below him. Earth- air- fire- water. OK, the four medieval elements. OK. So what. The
water makes something like Da Vinci’s Deluge drawings which I had seen around then
at the MET. There are two kinds of air, clear and clouded. The stone is minimal. The
reason I am sure it is stone- is the upper right is marble-like, like the Parthenon like
shape up high in the previous drawing.
I had been living in New York City since January having moved there from San
Francisco. My drawing reached a kind of peak. I often did 4 drawings a day in San
Francisco. I was doing well if I got one done in New York every three or five days. The
drawings had become much more in depth and complicated. According to the imagery
in the drawings themselves New York had little effect on me. This one was probably
done is February or March of 1980. The early drawings in New York have a lot of first
People images: mountains, rivers, water. Titles like Veil of Stars draped over the Veil of
Water, Draped over a Veil of Air, hiding the Fire in the Heart and the Warmth of the
Tabernacle. Time and the Fountain of Generation or The Rock of Voices, Questions and
Offering to the Oracle of Silence , and History is the Last Dying Breath of Every Man:
The Ghost that Gathered all, Expires into All. The book these are in only has a few pages
torn or cut out. It should not be taken apart. I like all these drawings together, as they
show the time in which they were done, where they were done and cast some light on
why they were done.
Back to the Creation drawing. The title is not good. Maybe I was a creationist then,
though I don’t think I was. The Creation Cycle implies that. Though I meant it literally,
maybe a little bit ironically, rather than merely intellectually or politically. I have not
changed the title, unlike, say, the Birth of Moses, which I did change to the Birth of
Being. My concern was Moses is not a real person but a myth, likes Jesus. He was never
born, as Jesus was also a figment of their imaginations. It is like saying Jane Eyre was
born, maybe she was in the novel, one should noy give reality to something that is
imaginary. The gospels are an early novel.
There is a reason I did not change it. Darwin uses the word “creation” to describe
evolution. That is only one reason, there are others. The word “creation” has a meaning.
“The activity or process of bringing something into existence” is the dictionary meaning.
This implies evidence that something does exist.
There is no evidence that the earth is 6,000 years old, or that humans walked around
with dinosaurs, both of which falsehoods are maintained in the Creation Museum in
Kentucky. It makes that museum not worth seeing. The idea of creation is not a religious

concept. I grant it is used by some people as a religious concept. But that is not the
meaning of the word. People have only been around in the present form for 200,000
years or less. One could say that men and women have ancestors that go back 6 million
years, maximum. One has to go back 60 million years to find the evidence of end of the
dinosaurs. Yes, I said the end of them. They went extinct then, except for birds which
continue some of their traits, namely scaley legs, among other things. Thus the Creation
Museum believes in a book, wrongly. The book is the Bible and it is mistaken in so many
ways. One of the ways it is mistaken is to say that the “creation” of the world happened
only 6,000 years ago. It is a misuse of the idea of creation. It is clear no God exists
except in human imagination. That is tantamount to saying the is no evidence for any
god, anywhere.
There is some relation between sex or generation and creation, as one says, “we created
a child” or further “they created a generation of people, mollusks or platypuses”. All
these are accurate and true statements. One might be falling into an error if one said
“they created a dinosaur that walked with human beings.” Nothing of this kind ever
happened. Similar to the ‘big bang’ also called the ‘creation out of nothing’. This is
entirely the result of a metaphysical or superstitious need. There is no real evidence of
anything of the kind. One could say there is a psychological need of this, but that is akin
to man needing madness as a real fixture in his life. One just doesn’t need it.
So the creation here is not a religious concept. It is an old concept because of the idea of
earth-air-fire-water. But that is merely a simplification of the complexity of the
elements.
This is a work of art not so much a work of science. As such I think it still stands as a
work of art and a good drawing.

There is a lovely figure in the beginning of this notebook . The title is Temple Door and it
was done around the time of the Creation drawing. The drawing the Eagle Book appears
About this time too. The whole book is done been Feb, 25 and July 4, 1980.

I noted on the page that I did this drawing on the word “Prometheus”, capitialized and
underlined. I probably meant to give it this title, on the top of the drawing, but I had
already given the drawing a rather dense border. So I wrote it in. With that title it adds
power to the composition, it is no longer about an anonymous man struggling, but a
specific man, whose name and story are known. He is a mythical Greek. He is lost in a
very dense cloud, and struggling. Percy Shelley wrote a poem about him. He is a human
hero punished by the gods for giving human beings the power of fire. It is a bad thing
only to the gods. It is probably a late myth. Why do I say this ? Because the gods are
made to look doubtful in this story. Also that is why Shelley took it up as a theme. Here
is Shelley finding fault with Milton’s Satan:

“The only imaginary being, resembling in any degree Prometheus, is Satan; and
Prometheus is, in my judgment, a more poetical character than Satan, because, in
addition to courage, and majesty, and firm and patient opposition to omnipotent
force, he is susceptible of being described as exempt from the taints of ambition,
envy, revenge, and a desire for personal aggrandizement, which, in the hero of
Paradise Lost, interfere with the interest. The character of Satan engenders in the
mind a pernicious casuistry which leads us to weigh his faults with his wrongs,
and to excuse the former because the latter exceed all measure. In the minds of
those who consider that magnificent fiction with a religious feeling it engenders
something worse. But Prometheus is, as it were, the type of the highest perfection
of moral and intellectual nature, impelled by the purest and the truest motives to
the best and noblest ends.”

Prometheus wins against the Greek gods. Shelley was a devotee of science, a
revolutionary and a great atheist. Having Prometheus win is much more welcoming
than Milton’s rather weak Satanic victory. The Demogorgon speaks to all of the voices
the final words of the poem:
This is the day, which down the void abysm
the Earth-born's spell yawns for Heaven's despotism,
And Conquest is dragged captive through the deep:
Love, from its awful throne of patient power
In the wise heart, from the last giddy hour
Of dead endurance, from the slippery, steep,
And narrow verge of crag-like agony, springs
And folds over the world its healing wings.
Gentleness, Virtue, Wisdom, and Endurance,
These are the seals of that most firm assurance
Which bars the pit over Destruction's strength;
And if, with infirm hand, Eternity,
Mother of many acts and hours, should free
The serpent that would clasp her with his length;
These are the spells by which to re-assume
An empire o'er the disentangled doom.
To suffer woes which Hope thinks infinite;
To forgive wrongs darker than death or night;
To defy Power, which seems omnipotent;
To love, and bear; to hope till Hope creates
From its own wreck the thing it contemplates;
Neither to change, nor falter, nor repent;
This, like thy glory, Titan, is to be

Good, great and joyous, beautiful and free;
This is alone Life, Joy, Empire, and Victory.[57]

I was soon to leave NYC forever. I could name most of these buildings, back when I did this
up on the roof of the Rutledge Residents hotel, which is where I did this. I want to say the
roof was close to our floor. 10th or 12th, it was not a tall building, as far as it goes in New York
City, which is full of tall buildings. The tallest buildings then were the two World Trade
Centers, you can see them too. They stood anther 20 years or so. The Metropolitan Life
building, the Empire State Building, those and many others are here---each one trying to
take from you what little money you might have. Thus, the title---The Hypnotist. The
“hypnotist” is New York City itself.

Nearly perfect lines.

This is a composite drawing. Done maybe 5-6 years ago. I put together the nature
section of the lamb drawing, completely removed form that work, with a single figure. I
really like it. Not only is the man’s figure good, but he is integrated into the whole scene.
It was originally a single figure with a vague background.

Drawings High School to Art School: Adolescent Horror

I think this was after the semester at Marietta. I spent the summer at mom’s new house
on Aberdeen Rd.

This is an amazing drawing. I put it here because it belongs here. Not only is the
contradiction between Chaos and Cosmos or order resolved, it is not referred to at all.
There is no contradiction between Cosmos and Chaos. That is a fiction made up largely
by those who wish to see chaos denigrated and cosmos or order, praised. Neither Praise
or Blame is intrinsic to anything in nature. Once one gets into Praise or Blame,
everything becomes relative to what one says, not what is the case, or rather the facts of
the matter.

This is a copy of one of Sandy’s best ever paintings.

My Son after a Shower.

I worked pretty hard on this one too. I miss those days when he was little. Now he is an
inch or two bigger than I, and since I have been sick for over a year, he has gotten much
stronger than I. He put me in the hospital a few months ago. I was worried he broke one

of my ribs – It turns out he did not-- he bruised some of the muscles in the rib area. It
took months for the pain to go away. My wife was on his side. She who never takes sides,
when it suits her, is on his side. I hit her once. She said she had an affair,, then she took
it back, how do you disadmit saying something like that. She lies easily and readily. My
small jabs cannot hurt anyone. I am too weak. Interesting she says I’m crazy when she
will not see her son as the one who commits injustice. Turns out she is much more
abusive that I am. It was my idea we get a divorce and my idea to stop taking about it.
She wants to go ahead with it. She likes the freedom of it, whether it hurts me or not. It
seems better that it hurts me, that seems to be why she wants to go ahead with it. It was
her idea to stop having sexual relations. Whose idea was this anyway? She is
menopausal. Give it to her. What difference does it make? I am the one that will suffer in
any case, whether I stay or go. She has already taken the kids from me. What can be
worse than that.

Bloodroot
actual size

One of my favorite plants. This reproduction is about the side of the actual painting.

Good Drawing despite being rather smallish.

Love Poem 1982

I did this one to celebrate someone I was in love with. It didn’t work out. Glad we found
out sooner than latter. I wanted kids for instance: she didn’t. It was just a question of
time before it came up. I was with the woman I am still married to for 28 years. We had
two kids. She says she will let them come see me. Why is she so anxious to take Custody
then. Maybe I shood be anxious about it to.

Love Poem 2
1983

1971
from Goya: where am I, what am I
who am I?

Hands. Human hands. I don’t think there is anything like them. Da Vinci didn’t either. It
is true that Orangutan hands, Chimpanzee and other primates all have extraordinary
hands in differing degrees of emphasis and capacity.

Leonardo’s Study Of a Baby in the Womb.

Leonardo--- hands (from Ginerva de Benci)

Leonardo Da Vinci
Ginerva de Benci

These hands fit here, and they fit well. The drawing is above.

This is a lovingly beautiful page. I love Da Vinci, and I think the most beautiful thing on this sheet is the
long arm.

“Shamed People Afraid Seek to Hide and Protect”’

The lines seek to be truly claustrophobic, and it is the sort of special drawing I did in my
teens. I used lines as a medium or a means of expressing myself then.

I think I did this one when I worked as a guard in the art museum here. I think this was
a Mayan Sculpture in the museum, though it has become so my own it is hard to tell. He
is offering the red bunch of flowers to you, the viewer. I still like it.

This one is recently done. It is a sort of memorial to the long dead explorers of the
Antarctic and Arctic regions of the earth. This means your Ernest Shackleton, Roald
Amundson, Knud Rasmussen and Frederick A. Cook or Robert Peary are likely on this
ship, or one like it, or maybe bigger. (It is disputed if Peary or Cook discovered the Pole
first. Very probably Cook did. Be that as it may, both were near there, both were on a
ship and both got near the Pole, within a year or so of each other. Cook, in Sept. 1908,
and Peary in April, 1909. Both men are dead now. So it may or may not matter. I tend to

think of Peary as a public liar and Cook as his victim, it appears his life-long victim)
Competing over such a thing seems rather ridiculous. Competition seems to something
that males do. This is not to say there are no competitive females: there are.
Shackelton’s trip to the Antarctic was partly a disaster, partly wildly successful.
Shackelton sailed over 800 miles in a tiny life boat. He got help and turned around and
went back to Antarctica to get his men. Of course, I am judging that by the
Photographer, Frank Hurley. He did some great work on this ship, called the
Endurance. You can see it --- including the little boat that Shackelton took to get his
men. and much more, here. https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8Uz08u5KRec

Ode to Drawing
“rightness of forms is like rightness of sounds.” Ingres

Listening to what you have learned in your life,
listening to your fingers.
Go to the roots the basic reason
or tree roots being there.
Colors are great but even before that
is the struggle with lines and shading,
the sounds and tones of existing.
Trying to find the tones that express
the actual before you
is not a magic operation,
true “there are no lines in nature”,
there is a real feeling for what is there,
felt with the mind,
measured through the eyes,
brought through arm and fingers onto the paper,
sometimes linear, sometimes scumbled with a brush.
A birds line of flight, the lines on dragonflies’ wings.
Feel the world through you mind/eyes/hands

objectively brought into yourself and recreated
with your pencil. Touch it, hold it, love it. Roots of the tree of the
world, roots of desiring
all that is. Sex is everywhere, even in the trees, grasses and hills.
I started out doing social realism,
protesting high school and adolescence.
Then I tried to draw my own mind and heart
in a thousand drawings.
I could not draw the inside entirely
nor the outside,
but I have come back to the outside, in old age,
The world does matter after all.
Reality, not just your mental states,
your subjectivity, or some icon
derived from dogma.
Draw soft and deliberate as feelings in cricket antennae
or cat whiskers.
Touch the real world of things,
feel with your eyes the shapes of beings,
Hummingbirds, Cicadas, kids playing baseball, pillows, clouds,
fruit, an old woman’s face, hands of the blind.
Or a figure, the body, as it is, animal you,
with no apologies.
Begin to understand your own body,
to realize that, in fact, you are part of nature,
akin to both rocks and thoughts.
Neither pretty nor ugly---only just so.
Drawing the fountain and mirror and water of science.
no mind body separation,
no life after death, the mind is body and the hand moves with
thoughts, both feeling and seeing.
First you draw at home, first perhaps coffee cups or apples
and then yourself.

Then try to draw all kinds of bodies, brownish, yellowish, orange,
fat, skinny, old, young--- not the pornography or illustrations that
sell cars and lipstick, but the slow study of what we really are, in
fact.
Drawing birds, poses, butterflies, highways, acorns,
drawing everything.
All kinds of poses, sitting,
lying down, gesturing, standing,
human beings, children playing in water,
insects, ships, buildings, stars, dew,
the weight of pulling and pushing, digging soil..
Drawing is study and liberation, gesture and discipline.
Drawing to understand things, worlds.
Drawing is inquiry.
Study bones, muscles, rocks. horses.
I drew Sperm Whale skeleton recently, from life.
Squirrel’s eating, birds pecking seeds, cats. boy sleeping, kids in a
pool
‘Turning form’ is following the light on a body as it exists in space.
The direction of light from the sun or light from our own invented
lite-bulbs which imitate the sun…
Turning the form of my hand and seeing the roundness of my
fingers against the sunlight that revolves around them.
We are who we are through physics
and evolution like all animals.
Our physical self connects us to all living things.
Darwin pictured it as a tree of animals that has no hierarchy.
Science comes into its own in Greece.
Mythic cults, “fertility images” icons,—the body as god was a
fantasy-- finally all that put behind us—most, rather, some of us….
Rounded forms are studied,
how the twisted-axis thorax fits
into the hips in the relaxed dynamic of contrapposto. Like early

Greek drawings on vases. Horse’s shapes studied by Stubbs.
The Quattrocento brought us out
of the Christian Dark Ages,
negated by the Stag Beetle Durer drew.
Revived the Greek and Roman insights.
The human body is not the image of the state
as the Romans and Jacques Louis David thought.
Da Vinci’s multiple views of the body were early forms of magnetic
imaging, trying to see the body in the round, even trying to
understand the flow of blood, the actions of the muscles, heart and
birth.
The Renaissance is now, in the freedom of thought you have, your
eyes open to the objective world.
Drawing everything, like Menzel, or lines of clothes
and soft cheeks and perfect eyelids, like Ingres.
Drawing to bring the world inside one, far better than the
superficial camera or computer,
which feel nothing and do not see.
Drawing is loving the world beyond the pencil,
caressing it with the mind,
joining love with inquiry and observation,
loving ugly things, the world as it is,
not a blank slate,
but a place you were born and grow old in,
part of it, is what you are.. .

2.
Life: drawing is life,
Wyeth’s crazy discipline,
his father was his teacher in it,
our lives, inquiry into ourselves….
into the meaning of our life and art.

Muscle groups, smiles,
ears, fingers, creative genitals,
as in Courbet’s, the “Source”,
opening like a river to the sea. Flowers blooming…..
The pencil becomes a part your mind and then part of your eyes
and lastly part heart,
if you develop the skill,
more than a photograph, which tend to lie,
part luck, part study: keep working.
No bodies are perfect for long,
just enough to look good to reproduce,--after that the body begins to fail--the bodies of animals are us,
hold us up to walk and live.
Drawing is like DNA expressed, not merely code and words,
but actual lines of actual things,
thinking about actual things,
mind with lines, shadings.
Hokusai understood.
Sesshu, with or without his Zen.
What do the evolution of the thighbone ( femur)
and pelvis and knee cap(patella),
clavicle and scapula tell us about
standing upright and using our brains, looking across the lands.
How ligaments are wrapped around
the ball and socket joint of the hip, how to draw it--- walk on, or
keep moving like a mind in lines.
Metatarsals that help us stand,
and the all important fingers,try going a half hour without them.
Renoir drawing with the pencil or brush
strapped to his wrist, after his arthritis got very bad..….….
Sex is only part of the body.
Studies of young or aged nudes still shock
the people of the black books---

Korans and Bibles or Bhagavad-Gita. People worry about what
people at work will think of them.
Drawing throws back the fiction of religion
and opens inquiry into reality,
as Leonardo knew well,
who drew even the sex act and the fetus in the womb.
No wonder they hated him, tried to silence him.
Stop drawing, they say.
The body begins to atrophy in outer-space, which proves we are
beings of earth.
No Virgin Marys or anyone else could live up in the sky.
Impossible.
“on Earth, We’re Briefly Gorgeous”.
Ocean Vuong, poet and novelist,
is a good painter in words.
Imitate him when you Paint.
Michelangelo had it all wrong,
bloating up his figures like body building magazines:
Sistine Mike’s muscle-beach apocalypse, happening now in the
Vatican.
We are not flayed skins, and no birds or drawings survived in
Hiroshima. Drawings flow on the wings of thoughts, and dip across
the paper, drinking like Swallows over a pond. Leonardo understood
this: drawing is primary.
It can’t be stopped. Like Horses.
Keep drawing: draw on….

