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Michelle Doll



Michelle Doll’s paintings capture quiet, intimate moments hinged on personal 
connections between her subjects, as well as their interactions with the world 
around them. Doll’s recent works are imbued with femininity and introspection, and 
explore the themes of love, desire and connection. She earned her BFA from Kent 
State University and MFA from New York Academy of Art where she graduated Cum 
Laude on both. Her work has been exhibited and featured worldwide at galleries 
from New York to St. Barth’s to San Francisco to Basel and London. She currently 
lives and works in Hoboken, NJ.
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Mother and Child (KA2) 2013
Oil on Canvas
60 x 60 inches



Intimate 
Immensity
Flesh on flesh… fabric on flesh… our body’s 
connection with nature… our private contact 
with moments of time and objects of 
space… these are the tactile experiences of 
my artwork. Centered on the human figure, I 
attempt to portray the unspoken, soundless 
and intimate nature of a soul’s connection 
to the material world. I am interested in 
moments of interconnection that contain 
meaning beyond the setting, and explore 
the intimate energy that either exists, or is 
immensely desired, if it does not exist. 

The power of love and desire for connection 
can be found in a simple touch, a fragile 
unity, or a fleeting moment. Hidden portions 
of contact hold meaning… the creases, 
crevices, overlaps, and folds. My intent 
is to find inspiration and appreciation in 
seemingly banal, quiet moments and render 
them monumental.

Through my paintings, I wish to preserve 
and record the interconnections in my own 
life, and my personal touch on the world 
around me. I create the work as meditations 
for others, who have experienced and 
desired intimacy in subtle ways, and 
like me, possibly searched for a further 
understanding of unity, beauty and love.



(Detail) work in progress at time of press.
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Deconstructing the Femme Fatale
                                                                                    – Judith and Holofernes II, Franz von Stuck, c. 1927

So now this: the unexpected thrill of shadow,
of blue on red – a fire burning, its shimmers
to submission meant to last, meant to carry
no regret, and there is none.  

    No breath of
grief in the dark pleasures of meat and wine,
not in seduction’s sweetest touch to the tongue.
Something to control, something to call
your own.  

        Nothing hidden.  And her look is
the perfect moment – a tilt of the head the gods
would surely understand, her hands to steel.

His body sleeping, both hands curled open –
in the silent, blinded will of a generation,
having everything to do with power – 
And love? Only paint drying on canvas. Sa
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David Eichenberg



What has been your biggest obstacle as an artist?
It has definitely been finding the right representation and diversifying that representation 
over several art markets. It is a depressing thing to come to the realization that the old 
adage “it is who you know” is absolutely correct when it comes to the art world.  Of 
course you can always make new connections and as someone with no connections 
in any art markets besides that of Toledo, 
Ohio, I had to do some creative engineering 
to get my work in front of the right people. I 
started off by selecting several exhibitions/
competitions that I felt would do just that. In 
2009 I made it into the Outwin Boochever 
Portrait Competition at the National Portrait 
Gallery in Washington and from there I went 
on the next year to win a BP Award in the 
BP Portrait Award Competition 2010 at the 
National Portrait Gallery in London, UK. It 
was the BP Award and fellow artists that 
I met through social networking that initially opened doors for representation into the 
London art market. I found it easier in my situation to throw myself into that market then 
to find quality representation here in the States. It was not until last year that I decided to 
give the hunt for representation here in the States another go. That is when I found the 
Bernarducci Meisel Gallery in NYC and was given a chance to show with them as one of 
their “First Look Artists”. 

Tell us what you do when you are not creating art?
I am not sure that I am ever not creating art. I have a hard time shutting it all off. I am 
constantly looking at people and studying their faces and features and looking for that 
next face to paint. 

Beauty 
is all 
around us.

interview



When I do manage to shut it off and to step away from my art I find that any gap is quickly 
filled by the day to day business of my 5 and 7 year old daughters. When time allows me 
to pursue other activities I like to read, travel and catch up on movies that I have missed. 

How do you feel about the current art scene?
I feel confident about it. When I was a student back in college I remember having 
conversations about representational art and I remember how many of my fellow students 
thought it was dead. I always thought otherwise and saw signs in the art world that it 
was actually experiencing a rebirth of sorts. I feel like I am positioned nicely now and that 
hopefully I can make some meaningful contributions to renewed interests in the genre. I 
also love the extreme diversity of the current art scene. There is not a whole lot of art that 
is currently getting attention that I do not like. As a representational painter I do not limit 
my interests only to that corner of the art scene. 

Do you collect art and if so which artists are you interested in? 
I do collect. I tend to collect the art of artists that I personally know and have a connection 
too. The pieces I like to collect are not always the best known examples for any given 
artist but the pieces that can be considered transitional or early pieces that show a clear 
delineation into established works. I like to see the thought process of the artists I collect 
before their work becomes highly refined and polished. The artists that interest me are as 
diversified as are the mediums in which they work.

What art materials are you most inclined to use in your work?
I work primarily in oil on aluminum composite panel. Working in oils have always been my 
preference. I like the way in which they are forgiving and give me plenty of time to make 
changes before they set. The use of the aluminum panels as my substrate has required 
a lot of experimentation. There are a lot of different substrates to choose from. I settled 
on composite aluminum panels because they do not warp or degrade and I can achieve 
an extremely smooth surface to paint on. The slightest surface texture on my substrate 
creates minute shadows on the surface which can alter how my renderings are perceived. 
I find surface texture to be a useful tool if applied where needed but also a distraction 
where it is not wanted, such as with the weave patterns of canvas or linen. 
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Artist Statement

I am always striving to move ahead 
not only within my work but in my 
understanding of the world around 
me. It is through my work that I hope 
to share the beauty of the people 
that I encounter on a daily basis. The 
people that I choose as my subjects 
are people who seem to wear them-
selves on the outside. Be it through 
body adornment, tattoos or simply 
by the way they choose to style their 
hair. My goal is not only to share 
with others my personal encounters 
with these subjects but it is also to 
create a historical record of the wide 
variety of beauty that can be found 
at the beginning of the 21st century. 
These are the faces of people that 
historically would not have been 
considered appropriate subjects for 
portraiture. 

David Eichenberg
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without their leaves, i can’t hear the trees shake
in the wind. instead, their silhouettes dot
the horizon like sinners dancing ‘round
a bonfire in autumn. when you told me,
“never again,” did you mean to tell me,
never ever or just never unless...

 

falling

i feel less human every day
& wonder if i exist in more places
than my own imagination for instance
today i heard gun shots outside
my apartment & went to check
for a point of origin but there was
nothing outside my front door
besides the burning trees & whispers
& i had to slam the door shut
before i tumbled into the void
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Colin Davidson is a contemporary artist, living and working near Belfast, Northern 
Ireland. Since graduating with a first class honors degree from the Art and Design 
Faculty at the University of Ulster in 1991, Colin Davidson has exhibited extensively 
in London, New York, Milan and across Ireland. He has been shown regularly at the 
Royal Hibernian Academy Annual Exhibition, where he has twice won awards, and has 
been an Academician of the Royal Ulster Academy since 2006, having won the R.U.A. 
Gold Medal three times and the Silver Medal twice.

Colin Davidson’s work is in public and corporate collections across Ireland, including 
the Arts Council for Northern Ireland, the Office of Public Works Collection Ireland, the 
Law Society of Ireland, the Ulster Museum, the National Gallery of Ireland and Queen’s 
University Belfast. A selection of portraits of writers and actors from Colin’s latest 
body of work is presently on display in the newly-reopened Lyric Theatre, Belfast.

The artist sketching a 
moment of the late poet 

Seamus Heaney.



Seamus Heaney standing next to his portrait (2012)
(from the series Between The Words 2013)
oil on linen
127 x 117 cm
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“I prefer to use the word moment, because the word 
pose implies that the sitting has had some sort of for 
malstructure. There is no structure. We talk about 
everything and there is no real need for the sitter to sit 
still. The particular moment I’m looking for is when that 
person is lost is their own thoughts, in their own world. 
Although I can start to get to know the person through 
interaction and conversation during the sittings, it is the 
moments between the words that I find most compelling. 
I can catch a glimpse of the spirit of the person, and these 
are the moments I strive to paint. I work up a number of 
drawings and then transfer the image to the canvas at that 
size through gridding the drawing and canvas up.

Colin Davidson does 
not sketch a pose. 
He creates a moment.

”



toward you
how often it is
that we are traveling
toward someone,
who owns all of the seconds
it takes to reach them.
tonight i watched 
all of the white blades
of the highway
and felt the current 
behind me.
it is like the poetry
of gravity,
watching leaves fall
from a tree.
i decided not to sleep
on the bus
so i could feel you
getting closer to me.
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Fatih Gürbüz was born in 1985 
in Diyarbakir, Turkey. He studied 
between 2000-04 in Anatolian 
Fine Arts High School. In 2010, 
he graduated from Mimar Sinan 
Fine Arts University Painting 
Department. Then, he moved to 
Ukraine in order to complete his 
master program in Lviv National 
Academy of Arts. Gürbüz lives 
and works in Istanbul.



interview
What art materials are you most inclined 
to use in your work?
In my works, I prefer oil predominantly. 
Sometimes I also use acrylic. Because of its 
quick drying facility, I usually apply acrylic on 
a canvas surface as primer.

What has been your biggest obstacle as an artist?
As an artist, my biggest obstacle is time. 
My technique (realistic depiction) requires 
a long period of time - I have to paint layer 
by layer so that I cannot complete my work 
before two months. I consider this a problem 
because the art market consumes works of 
art very rapidly.

How often do you stretch outside of your comfort 
zone?
I like discomposing myself when I begin a 

new work; thus, mostly I search for new arguments that my previous works do not 
include. I discover alleys which I haven’t stepped into before and I stroll along them, 
pace for pace. This is an entertaining journey to me as each new district that I learn 
about illuminates me, and I indulge in this. I set about discovering new alleys in my 
next painting by using the energy that I gain by this means, and it goes on like this.

Tell us - what do you do when you are not creating art?
After a work is completed, I spare time for myself to screw around randomly. This 



unwinds me. I listen to music and often join simultaneously by playing. Furthermore, 
I study and research various written sources that arouse my interest, often reading 
books that I may not read until the end. I like to watch films that have an artistic 
profundity, and I free up a considerable amount of time for that. In my opinion, this 
kind of cinema has a more significant and inspiring effect. I would like to specify some 
directors who have an effect on me such as: Bahman Ghobadi, A.Tharkovsky, Kim Ki-
Duk, M. Haneke and Thèo Angelopoulos...

How has social media come into play 
with your daily work?
Social media is a pretty good 
alternative field for us artists who 
are commonly asocial due to their 
working habits. One can easily 
communicate with people who 
live in other countries or cities with 
the aid of some digital device. 
This is literally an effective system! 
Positive or negative comments 
on pictures that you share act as 
incentive. For instance, Twitter 
and Facebook. Works of art that 
are viewed on such websites can 
be seen by thousands of people 
through your friends, abruptly. In 
some sense, social media becomes 
your virtual gallery. However, 
personally, I am careful not to be 
excessively active in social media. 
After all, I consider that paintings 
that are produced by reason of great effort and toil deserve to be seen after some 
exertion. That would be most fair.

Mysterious Secret (detail) 2013 oil on canvas 150x210 cm.



Mysterious Secret 2013 oil on canvas 150x210 cm.

Fatih Gurbuz
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Fatih Gurbuz



Nameless 2011 
oil on canvas 
150x200 cm. 

Fatih Gurbuz
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Mysterious Secret II 2012 oil on canvas 160x200 cm. 

Fatih Gurbuz
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Fatih Gurbuz



In my paintings where a figure within a limitless space and the illusion of an animal 
akin to that figure takes place, the psychosis of the concepts of soul and body is dealt 
with. 

In compositions that I developed over the physiognomic similitude between man and 
animal, as well as in the works that I created in naturalist-realist fashion, the most 
important concept is “The Metamorphosis of the Body”. This theme, which explains 
most clearly the identity of my painting, may be seen as a criticism to the dilemmas 
of modern man. In the technical meaning, I can say that my work conveys a realistic 
manner. Nonetheless, I aim to create a mystical atmosphere by gathering elements 
that are depicted in a realistic form.

Artist Statement

Fatih Gurbuz



Dollars and Cents, no Repent  
(revisit the crash-symbol)

Mercy’s left the baby home, wants to roam 
like she always hated with no place to go. 
Now anywhere is somewhere; boardwalk 
feels steamy and clean though it’s hot. The air 
is mean, makes her chest feel full, wind whipping 
her neck, stings and pecks. Boy playing drums 
raps a beat, rudiments—diddle, flam, and drag. 
She recalls a time what could be felt fresh, now 
it’s all about the flesh, baby-from, fat and pale, 
eyes’ khold, neck chokered, she feels like a dog 
on a leash.   No change today, what can 
she say? The drummer hits the crash cymbal, then 
the ride; she’s got her sorry pride, taps her thigh, 
rolls her head, hair fly, sweating at the make up 
running, so she looks as if she’s crying, but she’s 
just sighing worrying, lying, hoping she’s not dying. 
 Today he thinks, she looks pretty, hoping he 
might just get lucky. Bang. Sticks on lap, Tino tips 
his hat. She’s gone again. Ain’t never gonna happen, 
let it go, she just a ho, but hope is cheap, something 
he can keep while he walks it, talks it, bangs it on 
the boards. He loves bodies of water too big to cross. La
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Empathy

Horse track used to be something 
now they store the boats they found 
after the storm and huge tents 
for people without a rentable place 
all tore down spray painted zero =
not rehabable nowhere to go  sleep
under the big top someone jokes 
a bloke from Arkansas come all 
this way for the electric  company 
overtime they pay good another 
guy come to chop the felled trees 
horses used to work here  a squiggle 
horse was one rated unreliable  
didn’t know which way to go bet 
your bet maybe hit good maybe 
not  the salt wind coming from 
the Atlantic fans used to be frantic 
hear the lost cheering hoofs in the mud 
drumming wet and not quite wild.



Funtown
We’re almost back to living as if the ocean 
isn’t right here next to us, slumbering. Today, 
the neighbor’s eyes glitter as he says, You didn’t hear? 
Man, it was something. The pier, the one they just rebuilt. 
Can’t catch a break. We both have cups in our hands, 
the logo a lone crow, the café called Rook. A lone bird 
on a perch, black, in silhouette. Everyone loves it.   
 On the train all the talk is about the fire. 
It started in a custard store and ripped the currents 
along the wood. We’d heard the alarms, over and over,
the whooping, and all we did was turn up the volume
on the show we were watching.   It’s been a year. 
And the summer was strong. Best one in a long time 
Larry who owns the shop What Goes On told me 
just a few days ago. He sells posters and vinyl, 
T-shirts and vintage clothes next door to the hot 
dog joint named Grab-a-Weiner. I recall how 
when it opened in spring, it made the news,
how funny it was, a bit obscene, and the objections
from people in town and out who said it gave
the wrong impression of where we live, what
we’re about, making us seem too crass, lacking
decorum.  The images today of the Funtown
pier burning, painted resin clown faces crumbling
in on themselves light up all the phones around
me, all of us sipping our hot coffees, tweeting,
and re-tweeting, the train churning forward
along the shoreline to cities north of us, rising
gray and cold into a muted purple and yellow sky.



Valentino Quijano



Artist Statement
When I’m working, my 
goal is to invent, to find 
original thought. Dreaming 
up or stumbling upon new 
techniques and ways to create 
a thought-provoking image 
is what I’m addicted to, even 
if they’re only new to me. 
While oil paint is my preferred 
medium, I have embraced 
incorporating any and all 
necessary media available to 
me. Much of my current work 
combines paintings, multiple 
exposure photography, and 
new media.

My fascination with the human 
condition; emotions, solitude, 
and how both wonderfully 
and horribly we can treat one 
another definitely informs 
my work. The only deliberate 
message as a through-line in 
my work, the only thing I can 
hope for my work to make you 
feel in one way or another is 
less alone.
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Mark Horst

Mark Horst grew up in Minnesota. He studied 
pottery and printmaking in high school and 
college, but his encounter with Dorothy Day 
and the Catholic Worker led to years of very 
different work. After earning a Ph.D. in theology 
from Yale University, he spent time teaching 
and working toward neighborhood renewal in 
south Minneapolis. Eventually he relented and 
let the art have its way. He pursued the craft 
of painting and drawing at the Minneapolis 
College of Art and Design and the New York 
Studio School. He lives in Albuquerque. He 
shows work at galleries in New Mexico.



interview
What has been your biggest obstacle as an artist?
For me the biggest obstacles are internal: thinking small; falling into ruts; not feeding the work 
at its source—and I mean that both spiritually and intellectually. Painting demands that I stay 
engaged in my life, that I am honest and open hearted in my relationships; that I am curious and 
awake. Otherwise the work gets formulaic and tedious. There’s a part of me that wants to use art 
to get things—money, notoriety, ego building—and I find that whenever I allow that part of me to 
run things, the art goes to shit.

How do you feel about the current art scene?
What’s great about making art in the current American zeitgeist is that there’s no one telling 
you what to do. There’s no academy; no faceless, institutional insistence on protocols and 
outcomes. I guess there are a lot of people who would like to fill the gap with their personal 
agendas, but few of us are listening. So there’s a kind of freedom. Freedom creates anxiety and 
that’s something I have to respond to by continually bringing myself back to my own center.

Here in Albuquerque there are so many people doing interesting work. Sculptors working with 
rusty cans and plastic baby dolls, muralists stopping by from Mexico City, Pueblo potters, 
painters and weavers. The cholo, lowrider scene that connects us with the whole world of L.A. 
Street Art.

How has social media come into play with your daily work?
At its best, social media has been a way for my work to find its home, its audience. Studio 
work is pretty isolating and sometimes it’s nice to post a piece on Flickr or Tumblr and just hear 
someone say something about it. It helps me feel like there’s a world to engage with.

Do you collect art and if so which artists are you interested in?
I collect pottery and fabric. Unfortunately I can only collect paintings in books, but I have lots of 
books. Some days I need to look at Rembrandt. Other days it’s Marlene Dumas or Uglow. I have 
to admit that paintings carry a kind of intensity that I find difficult to ignore and that I find difficult 
to bear. So sometimes I need to turn away and look at whitewashed plaster or a pomegranate 
tree.



What art materials are you most inclined to use in your work?
In one of my drawing classes another student asked me why my drawings were always so 
messy. The materials I use always bring me to the edge of chaos. I love the messiness of paint 
and its drippy, smeary, oily self. I love paint on canvas, the rough tooth of the fabric. I love 
scraping and blurring wet paint with cheap, rough brushes or cake knives or latex scrapers. 

I love to draw with conte, ink or charcoal, sometimes into wet paint and sometimes onto toothy 
paper.  All these materials are pathways toward engaging the world, slowing down my looking.

If I’m drawing with my head I see discrete objects—the mind is working to name things and 
sorting this from that. But when I draw with my eyes I see connections and shapes that join 
these things into something harmonious. So sometimes I have to shut down the mind and stop 
thinking I know what I see and just look until it all comes together.

At the same time, these brushes are extensions of my hands and eyes and their marks are one 
of the ways that I am present in the painting no matter what the subject is. You could say that 
every painting has a piece of self-portraiture to it.

How often do you stretch outside of your comfort zone? 
Well, I guess it depends on what you mean by “comfort”. Boredom isn’t comfortable is it? I 
guess being asleep is comfortable. But I don’t want to sleep through my days in the studio. So 
for me the choice isn’t really between “comfort” and “challenge” or between “the comfort of 
knowing where I’m going with a piece” and “the discomfort of not knowing.” Not knowing where 
I’m going with a piece and being challenged by my work is the only way I want to live as an 
artist.

For me painting effectively almost always means bringing the work to the point of its own 
destruction. Every painting has to enter a place where you don’t know what will happen and 
when the thing you don’t expect comes in. Then the challenge is there in my face. On the good 
days, I go for the ride.

One of the reasons it’s so important to me to allow the work to fall apart is that this loss of 
control over the image seems to allow other energies to come forward. What comes into the 
work is something I’d like to call presence or life and a painting that’s completely under my 
control seems to me unable to give this presence an opening or a container. I don’t know if that’s 
really true. It would have to be true in the work—not because I said it.
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glimpses no. 1 
conte on paper 
22 x 30 inches

Mark Horst



I paint as a way to see and 
to know the world. Yet the 
world is never finished and 
the joy of seeing it is never 
complete—and so my 
painting points to the fleeting, 
the glimpsed, to the life that is 
always present and so difficult 
to touch. 

I paint the way I see—which 
is always incomplete and in 
process.

Right now I’m working into a 
set of paintings and drawings 
of old and young men. The 
young are such great vehicles 
for selling things, apparently 
because this is what we all 
crave. Hell, even the old men 
in AARP ads look like they’re 
trying to be 15. The old 
painters take their time with 
aging men and don’t minimize 
the wrinkles or any other 
effect of aging.  So I’ve been 
thinking about some lines 
from Wendell Berry where he 
says: our hair turns white with 
our ripening / as though to fly 
away in some / coming wind, 
bearing the seed of what we 
know /… how sweet to know 
you by the signs of this world.

Artist Statement

how to wreck 
paintings

Mark Horst



The Blonde Collective
MR: You first met Kelsey when she 
posted a call for entries online looking 
for other artists whose work would 
be cohesive with hers in a show. It 
started with a big group show where 
she met you and Beata and now the 
three of you are the Blonde Collective. 
Some common threads between your 
work are the mediums of painting and 
drawing and the element of figuration. 
Why did you choose the name ‘Blonde 
Collective’? Aside from the fact that 
all three of you are blonde (by natural 
means or otherwise), the idea of 
‘blonde’ has so many connotations. 
It instantly creates a specific image in 
people’s minds when they hear or read 
it. The connotations range from youth, 
beauty, femininity, sexuality, pleasure 
to lacking intelligence, naivety—a 
preference for appearance. If the 
blonde is beautiful, then the brunette 
is intelligent, for instance. Meanwhile, 
the title presents itself as a rather 

Ehren Clodfelter, the Blonde Collective and Sweet Skin

Interview 
by Marina Ross

Clodfelter (center) with the Blonde Collective, Kelsey Schwetz (left), 
Beata Chrzanowska (right). Photo courtesy Kelsey Schwetz.



simple, objective descriptor of somebody’s appearance. How do you think the work functions as an 
extension of the title ‘Blonde Collective’? 

EC: Yes, “Blonde” does have so many angles. Although names, whether for a show, book, or even a 
collective name can be a little too analytical at times to give a certain feeling/meaning, I feel we did 
a great job giving our collective a name that is simple, to the point, but also obvious that there is so 
much more underneath such a simple descriptor.

The work, personal and as a group, is an extension of a conversation that we have as a collective. 
It’s a blend of our individual ambitions and message as well as what binds Beata, Kelsey, and myself 
as painters that works well in an artistic intellectual incubator of sorts.

Sweet Skin
MR: Similarly to ideas surrounding the connotations of “blonde”, the name of your recent show with 
the collective is entitled “Sweet Skin”. To pull it apart a little bit, ‘sweet’ can be an oral sensation or 
another personality descriptor. To say that somebody is ‘sweet’, describes them as innocent, pure, 
warm-hearted. To taste the skin (presumably another’s skin) and to say that it’s sweet, introduces 
a sensual element. Just like “blonde”, “sweet skin” becomes very slippery from innocent to sexual. 
With the body as the central motif in the show, the work begins to raise questions of how bodies 
move between youth, innocence and sexuality. How would you say that is represented in your work?

EC: “Sweet Skin” definitely turned on a switch in my head when the three of us came up with it.  
You’re right, it does comment on both poles of the human experience–an innocent coming into one’s 
own (self realization) or how we navigate the world once we discover a deeper, sometimes sexual, 
identity. 

Most recently my work has taken a more sculptural turn. Shaped and molded, the work is changing 
daily until something, although possibly something unrecognizable or unfamiliar, has become 
instantly beautiful and relatable to our own shifting in our environments.

Paint and skin/body
MR: When I look at your paintings, the first thing that I always notice is the materiality of how the 
paint sits on the canvas. In work you had in previous shows, the surface quality of the canvas is a 
very strong visual element. It looked like you had painted over the surface, again and again–either 



painting over old paintings or just trying to get the color right. The built up paint reveals a history to 
the painting and also simply just shows how paint is. There is always this struggle with painting to 
make it smooth and control how it leaves the brush and exists on canvas. Instead of trying to control 
it to make it do what you want or think it should do, you are acknowledging that paint isn’t always 
clean and orderly and letting it be that way. 

Vessels 
2013
Acrylic and Graphite on Canvas
36 x 48 inches 
Photo courtesy Lauren Renner



In this show, I’m seeing less of the built up paint on the canvas and a lot of paint blending with 
pencil lines. It’s as if you drew the outline for something, started to paint it in and realized that the 
paint was blending into the pencil lines. Perhaps it wasn’t planned but you saw it and realized that 
that’s another natural quality of these materials and it’s important to let them speak. These kinds of 
qualities to your work really make you seem unapologetic for letting the materials do what they want 
to do.   

It also introduces this feeling of naivety as if to say that you don’t know how to control the paint and 
the canvas to make it do what you want it to do so instead you’re just going to let it do what it wants 
to do and that will create some truth to the work. 

It feels like you surrender yourself to the paintings, letting them take on whatever form they may and 
simply observe what happens as you make different marks. I really feel as though there is a constant 
response to the work as you make it–you do something, step back to look at it and it surprises 
you. It makes the work feel very open. There’s always this image of the artist stepping back and 
hating what he sees because it’s not what he wanted to do. You don’t work the same way. You take 
the emphasis away from your body exerting an affect on the painting and turn it into the painting 
becoming something on it’s own with your help. You let the work speak to you and you speak back 
to it, creating a dialogue.

This kind of process and affect that is created cannot be separated from the bodies that your 
paintings represent. Back to the title of the current show “Sweet Skin”, the layer of paint on a canvas 
has long been referred to as skin. With the different processes you use in the work, it begins to hint 
at not only ideas about the body but how we deal with our own skin; How history surfaces within the 
skin through scars, for instance.

EC: My relation to paint as my medium is a very direct instant gratification of emotion and I normally 
don’t feel the need to work a piece to the point of removing that initial emotion that can be seen 
in old paintings under the surface, mistakes in application, etc. It does create a truth to my work. 
It shows the process, the growth, the adaptation to what is happening in my mind and in turn, on 
the canvas. Without formal training, I have no choice but to surrender to a primal, sincere, and 
unapologetic application and subject matter. That sometimes means I make more mistakes along 
the way but it aids in creating that honest expression.

Sexuality
MR: I know that both you and Beata identify as gay. Through many conversations that I’ve had with 



her, her work is a means of understanding and accepting her sexuality. Once she realized it, she took 
small steps day-by-day to learn how to accept it. In this way, that process of learning something 
about your body and letting it exist/accepting it for what it is and not necessarily how you want it to 
be is so similar to how you paint. Using sexuality as a means of understanding and observing the 
body is a metaphor for the painting process. The body, our material form, behaves in ways that we 
cannot always control or understand. We spend our lives having to feel it and learn to accept it for 
how it wants to be. When we exert too much control over it, it becomes evident. The necessity of 
having a dialogue with the body is just as important as the dialogue that needs to be present when 
creating art, specifically painting. 

EC: I do identify as gay but I feel like my work relates more to the discussion of gender and spiritual 
evolvement as opposed to a need for sexual exploration and identity. The relation I have with my 
body runs parallel to my work. Living, growing, changing and then accepting whatever the end result 
is, as beautiful, whether I or the painting ends up as a nice easily digested rendered figure relaxing in 
a chair or a lonely mangled fleshy form settling on a somewhat blank plane.

Clodfelter was born in 1982 in Greensboro, North Carolina. He is self-taught and lives and works in Brooklyn.
www.ehrenclodfelter.tumblr.com “Sweet Skin” is at Gallery Bar in the Lower East Side and runs through 
November 15, 2014

Marina Ross was born in 
Chişinău, Moldova in 1990 
and grew up outside of 
Chicago. She earned her BFA 
in Painting from the University 
of Illinois at Urbana-
Champaign in 2012. She now 
lives and works in Brooklyn.



Neil Moore

My earliest and strongest memories of art are of  paintings by various “old masters” on 
display at the National Gallery of Victoria. The level of technical skill evident here was of the 
highest level but it wasn’t so much this that struck me as the ends to which it was put. The 
depth, the complexity, the evocation of worlds that were simultaneously grounded accurately 
and sensuously in ours but went to dramatically unfamiliar places I found overpowering 
and still do.  I think we all have an instinctive hunger for the beautiful, never completely 
suppressed by fashion or culture, and it’s this quality that carries down through the centuries. 
Obviously the kind of beauty I’m striving for is not an easy or superficial thing but something 
that touches the soul, and technical skill is a necessary but not sufficient condition for 
doing this. I love the art made prior to the advent of Modernism, in particular the period 
Renaissance to Baroque, and feel that I am working within a contemporary version of that 
tradition, but with a freedom that was unheard of in times past.



interview

Neil Moore is an Australian artist born in the UK in 1950 and 
brought up in Melbourne and Canberra. In 1969 he moved to 
Sydney to study Art History and Ancient History, graduating in 
1974 and teaching in the Department of Fine Arts until 1978. 
In 1979 he picked up the threads of practical art that he had 
abandoned on his arrival at university, and began a career as a 
newspaper and magazine illustrator, winning a Walkley Award in 
1980 and simultaneously starting to produce fine art in the form 
of etchings. He spent the 1980’s moving between Sydney and 
Europe and had his first exhibitions in England, Germany, Italy, 
and Australia. In 1980 he moved permanently to Italy, settling in 
the Umbrian countryside, teaching himself how to paint in oils 
and taking two years off to rebuild a medieval castle tower that 
became the family home. After 23 years in Italy and the birth of 
two sons, he and his wife Carol have recently returned to Sydney. 
He is represented in numerous personal and private collections in 
Europe, the United States and Australia, won the Shirley Hannan 
National portrait prize in 2012, and was selected for the Art Gallery 
of New South Wales’ Sulman exhibition in 2013.

Tell us what you do when you are not creating art.
I’ve only made my living from art in certain periods of my life, so at other times it’s 
been necessary to invent things to keep us going. Apart from art my other abiding 
passion is ancient history, and in the years following our move to Italy together with
 my wife Carol I established a cultural tours activity called Living Italy in which I’m the 
guide, introducing people to the  cultural and historic delights – but also food, wine 
and daily life of the country we’ve come to love. 

I also spent 2 years restoring the medieval castle tower that has become the family 
home and then many more in doing the infinite maintenance required by it, sparking a 
love of the physical activity of building in stone that has stayed with me and kept me 
busy for much of the subsequent years.



And, now that we’ve returned to Australia I’ve been able to reconnect with another 
passion, that of building and maintaining old motorcycles, in particular a motorcycle 
and sidecar combination I put together from various sources in 1977 which was 
my transport when I first arrived in Europe, now once again delighting me with its 
company.

How do you feel about the current art scene?
Deeply depressing I suppose, at least if we’re talking about the celebrity end of the 
market. There’s clearly no justice there, with the trite and superficial nonsense that 
regularly gets the limelight. On the other hand there’s no point in getting too upset 
about it; why should there be justice when it’s absent pretty well everywhere else? 

In my view “Modernism” (capital M to distinguish it from modern meaning simply 
contemporary) is an ideology which in taking over the art world has created a de facto 
academy at least as restrictive as the one it originally set up in opposition to, all the 
time of course pretending to be its opposite. In recent years with the end of the isms 
and the increasingly difficult job of appearing new which is, after all, the first line in 
Modernism’s foundation charter, it’s produced a blend of the worlds of high fashion 
and high finance, with revivals and appropriations an increasingly transparent way of  
hiding the emptiness within. 

Maybe there’s a gleam of hope, however! Like all monopolies Modernism has been 
brutally effective in denying recognition to the local and the different – it is in fact a 
textbook case of western cultural imperialism – but the arrival of the Internet and 
social media provide dramatic new possibilities of communication for work that would 
otherwise remain completely invisible. I’m writing these paragraphs, after all, because 
some of my images started circulating in cyberspace.

What art materials are you most inclined to use in your work?
Having been at times a commercial artist I’ve used numerous media and techniques, 
but for my paintings I’ve never considered anything except oil paint. Having said this 
I hasten to add that in art there are no rules at all and that what counts is purely and 
simply the result, but in my experience the results you get with oil paint, not always 
evident in a photo of a painting, give you a range and subtlety of effect unlike any 
other. Most importantly for the kind of painting I do oil paint gives me the ability to 
keep returning to do a series of fine and not so fine adjustments until I’m satisfied or 
run out of patience. It gives you unlimited chances to get it right.



C
la

ud
io

 c
he

 b
en

ed
ic

e 
20

12
 o

il 
on

 p
an

el
 2

5x
34

cm

Neil Moore



Hammer, Paper, Scissors. oil on canvas 51x40 cm

Neil Moore



Ideal City oil on canvas 137x198 cm

Neil Moore



The Story of Perseus and Andromeda oil on canvas 156x147cm

Neil Moore



Venus and Friend; Portrait of the artist’s wife

Neil Moore



Deirdre. Do you ever hear a name and think, I love that name.  I want 
to say it over and over again, as if it were a prayer.  Or sing it, as if it 
were a song.  Or whisper it in the dark, as if it were a lover.  Because I 
want to feel it on my tongue. Taste it.  Savor it.  I don’t know why, but 
certain names are like that.  You know?  And Deirdre is like that for me.  
Though I have never met a Deirdre.  Though maybe I loved Deirdre 
in a past life.  And Deirdre was unforgettable and unforgivable. So 
much so that I still say the name, Deirdre, and swoon.  And Deirdre 
makes me happy, and she makes me sad, like an ache or a memory 
of something I almost remember but can’t quite. Or of something I 
want but don’t have and can never name. Except to call it,  Deirdre.
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Debra Balchen

Working in a variety of mediums 
and incorporating the rich 
cultural diversity discovered 
while living overseas for two 
decades, I utilize figural narrative 
as my primary language. I want 
to engage the viewer in a tactile 
sense, seeking an emotional 
connection through a dynamic, 
shifting interpretation of 
traditional and alternative uses of 
material.



interview
What has been your biggest obstacle as an artist?
My biggest obstacle as an artist was the fact that I lived in Africa for 
20 years, moving from country to country. Although Africa is culturally 
rich and diverse, I couldn’t quite find my own voice. I was always more 
heavily drawn towards 
European classical arts 
such as impressionism 
and romantic realism. In 
a more practical sense, 
it was difficult for me to 
find quality materials. I 
was trying to find my voice in cultures that I didn’t necessarily identify 
with. However, moving around was both interesting and fantastic. 
Looking back, all of these experiences have forced me to work in many 
different mediums, which now I am grateful for. 

Tell us what you do when you are not creating art.
A few years ago I heard the term “maker”.  For the first time I am a 
maker. I like to make things. I enjoy cooking and I love the comradely 
of friends and conversations. I bike everywhere. I love the movies 
which I feel are the ultimate art form of art since they contain visual, 
sound, and language. 

Impressionist 
realism. 
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Grey Man fired earth hand painted 11” x 10” Debra Balchen
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Flag Day

1.
As a child I sat straight up in my school

                  desk—taught to believe in a country

that never existed.

                              I was told the greatest honor 
was to die

            for a dream, an illusion

                                         of freedom. While a grim

         reaper addressed the cameras

    and ordered off the menu:

                                            death for everyone.

A nation under a printed god—

                           a one-eyed pyramid god. J.P
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2.
What do the one-handed, half-hearted sing?
Sweet land of liberty?
I remember the riots, all of them—
black and white on the tv
blood not red, but black and running;
smoke and disdain
and teary witnesses.
Did they learn to disbelieve,
like I did?
Did the petals
explode in rifle fire?
Did the streets go red
like stripes? 

3.
What I remember is being confused by my left-handedness and not know-
ing which hand to place over my heart. I’d lived in a mirrored world were 
my left was what mostly teachers told their students was their right, and I 
heard right, but applied it to my left. Then later I would wonder about peo-
ple’s politics the same way, was their right really left or my left really right? 
Someone told me that if you go far enough in either direction you would 
end up near the other’s extreme. Like two hands touch on the other side of 
the tree trunk you might wrap your arms around—although perhaps that’s 
a bit too green of an analogy for the right to embrace fully; perhaps a flag-
pole would be best. 



4.
flap and snap
till the fabric wears

till tatters
represent ourselves

at night the ghost flags
of our fathers stream their stripes

into tentacles 
that wrap around the stars

and sting them
till they welt and warp

into dollar signs
and tears
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Matthew Cherry

Cherry received his BFA from Northern Arizona University where he began painting as a figural artist 
exploring domestic narratives.  After having received his MFA from The School of the Art Institute of 
Chicago where he attended with the Presidential Fellowship, he set up his studio practice and began to 
exhibit in and around Chicago and the Midwest at galleries such as Lyons-Wier, Gescheidle, and fifty-50.  
He has taught and guest lectured at The School of the Art Institute of Chicago, The University of Chicago, 
Ox-Bow, The Evanston Art Center, Pennsylvania College of Art & Design and the Art Institute of Boston @ 
Lesley University.  His solo exhibition at the Pennsylvania College of Art & Design debuted his titan-sized 
nude portraits entitled “someBODIES”.  He has served as the Dean of English, Fine Arts and Humanities 
at South Suburban College, and the Academic Dean at Pennsylvania College of Art & Design.  He is 
currently serving as a faculty member and the Sr. Associate Dean of Academic Affairs at the Art Institute 
of Boston @ Lesley University.  His work has been featured in New American Paintings Volume #s 35, 47, 
59, and 81 and more recently in Poets and Artists in the July and Sept issues in 2012.



Eloy con la barba de Cristo 
oil on canvas 36”x36” Portrait of Eloy Morales
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Out Of The Blue Portrait of Eloy Morales
Ink, Acrylic, watercolor 22”x 30”



Night Visions Portrait of Frank Bernarducci
Ink, Acrylic, Watercolor 19” X 22”



Outside the fish tank
a perfect reflection
their eyes are wild balloons
that nuzzle me inside
everything is a thing

Diana Adams

Painting by Eloy Morales



Here the eyes of March 
could be hear the I’s of march
see the difference 
these eyes looking into your
self looking into yourself

Tammy Brewer
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pallet faces 
emerging from 

living canvas
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Ivonne Bess

Here comes the SunFlower
colored pencils
24”x36”
Portrait of Frank Bernarducci



Ivonne Bess is a graphic artist by profession. In the past few 
years she took up drawing portraits in colored pencils. She 
created her own style of drawing by preparing one inch grids 
on paper and filling in one square inch at a time until a full 
image is revealed. Find more of her work on facebook.com/
ivonnebessart.

Meet Me at the Back of the Blue Bus colored pencils
24”x36” Portrait of Eloy Morales



PORTRAITS
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This portrait was immediately different to others I have painted due to the fact that 8000 miles separated 
me from my subject, the poet Laurie Kolp. Most portraits I paint usually involve at least one meeting with 
the subject when not painted entirely from life. Fortunately I found Laurie to be very enthusiastic and 
understanding to my ideas for the picture in terms of lighting and pose and provided me with some excellent 
photo references. Although I had some conversation with Laurie over Facebook, I basically knew nothing 
about her work. I deliberately avoided reading any of her poetry prior to starting the painting as I wanted 
nothing to influence my work other than what was before my eyes.  I then followed my usual process of 
painting through direct observation of the subject with no thoughts other than painting what I saw. Since 
completing the portrait I have taken the time to get to know Laurie and her poetry and have really enjoyed the 
opportunity to engage with poetry again for the first time in many years.
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Define the moment 
you discover a seductress 
sporting a light knit jumper
and burgundy boots, 
                                        sans pants, 
waiting in your leather chair. 

Captivate her attention with your usual flair,
uncensored flattery the key. Compliment 
the raven hair shining beneath her blue beanie
 
           like your mother’s hair shined
           when she was alive.

In your mind, caress her silken skin 
with oil-on-canvass brushstrokes, 
fingers longing for a simple touch

           just one more second to embrace her,
           if only you had that chance.

Wonder why you’re not thinking 
of sex, but of familiarity, 



                                a subtle trait
her sullen countenance, 
a look that says she’s real,  
living life on life’s terms—
hard knocks or not—
she’s resilient and strong, 

but those sunken eyes  
wear such exhaustion… why?

Was it 11 blacked-out nights, 
endless hours unaccounted for, whereabouts unknown
the trips to Vegas, strangers’ beds, county jails and dumpsters,
or so they say in stories shared amongst drunk friends

knowing when you finally made it back
she’d hold you tight, then scold you 
for worrying her so? 
Was it the women you brought home, the lack 
of discretion in places that you fucked,
your insatiable appetite she called debauchery 
when she finally had enough and kicked you out? 

Note an expression less than innocent, 
complexities reflected in the way 



she doesn’t smile, doesn’t seem to need you, 
but through her hopeless state, 
you know she needs you
 

like your mother needed you, but you failed to see
desperation in the way she spoke of loneliness, 
posture wilted, eyes grounded as if a sidewalk 
mirage held her hostage, as all around the bilious sky 
funereal moods spread like ashes rising 
from the smoky realms of hell.     

Tell this woman she’s beautiful and loved,
that she’s everything your mother was 
before she stepped off the roof  away from you,
parting the  clouds  as her soul flew high, a Phoenix.

Ask her where she’s been.
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I poured through James’ paintings for weeks and months. From the very beginning, I was drawn 
to the women and their expressions. The first draft was more about an artist’s sexual attraction 
to his subject. Through the process of revision and more concentrated study of James’ work, 
the poem changed. I focused on Ally and “Ally” and how one seemed more mature than the 
other, like an older version of the same person. This led me to thinking of mothers. The poem 
then morphed into the artist being reminded of his deceased mother and all the hell he put her 
through. 11 Green Bottles inspired the memories of wild days, and The Roof my final stanza. I 
really enjoyed working with James on this collaboration.
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Talking to my collaborator about his love of India opened up an idea of color. Why would he choose 
a country so far away, so exotic, what drew him to love it? Watercolor seemed perfect for trying to 
capture the face of someone who was a mystery to me. The flow of the medium lets the expression 
of a portrait be uncontrolled and at the same time able to work with the surprises. Joshua is a 
surprise. The country is full of brilliant color and spices in the air. So I felt the colors would affect his 
writing...would dance in his eyes and ultimately drip off the point of his pen. In my portrait I hope you 
can see this...the ever changing experiences and a visual feast for a writer.



                                                                    TRANS   LUCE  {NCE}
The risk of water
       color is the way 
          it offers no 
       — boundaries —
unfinished edges 
       open such portals
              for us to enter.
         Water means life 
to works of art:
                            celebrate the surprises
                       the stories we
                            bring to all these
                       mysteries;
                            observe how fragments
                       appear and disappear
                            with each journey.

                                  We are in large
                               part water, figures
                                 of fluidity: dense
                                      challenging
                     ever-changing
         powerful
                and                          perfect.
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A truly Graceful-Colorful collaboration was melded when Grace and I were placed together. The sharing 
of artistic stories, soul stories, and books of Grace’s poetry; delivered by mail with such beautiful, vibrant 
personal dedications written inside. I spent many late nights of reading Grace’s poetry which conjured 
images of understanding and connection of the psyche of the soul. The poem that planted it self deeply was 
“Language Older Than It Sounds” .
 
Grace’s written word rang true to how I feel about painting. She creates a deep, reverent  language, that 
comes from the depths of humanities expression. Graces unique way of stitching words to worlds allowed me 
to see how I wished to portray Grace’s portrait. I see Grace as a woman laid in fresh crisp paper; an untainted 
paper awaiting for her hand picked words, to imprint ‘her’ language.



The Circus
And now for the spectacular death of derring do:
The actress rolls on the floor 
causing–of course—
laughter from people in the audience,
for her wounds ARE what they came to see. She was once 
just a beautiful statue
until they painted her up and stripped off her clothes.

And why are you crying? Circus people can adapt
to anything—
deaf musicians,
blind trapezists,
an organist who plays his masterpiece
during intermission
when customers are buying their cotton candy .

The acrobat has promised not to complain
while hanging by a mouthpiece
even if the band is out taking a smoke.
And every circus must have a love story 
so let the poor elephant
stand on hind paws to kiss his ballerina while
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listen! The mimes are singing! 
They’ve waited so long,
Although sadly a distracting tap dance gets 
underway with a dog in high heels.

Misplaced props and ill-timed snow
can never stop true performers
for show business is what we’ve come for—
the moment of glorious 
happiness transcending the fatal fall—

and like true artists
we too love the high wire acts, the glitter,
the muffled cry of animals in cages.
So we can speak of the beauty and sacrifice of those
who will dance  for us forever—
making magic from pain for our grateful applause.
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When the prompt came up for the opportunity to work on another collaboration for Poets/Artists, I jumped at 
the chance.  I have valued the growth I’ve experience with the other collaborations.  I knew it would be my 
usual struggle to find a way to paint something new and worthwhile, but I was totally unprepared for the cha-
os that unfolded.  I have actually never had to paint anyone that I haven’t met in person, and more commonly 
spend quality time with.  So even though I was to paint a young handsome and talented poet, I found that I 
needed something more than a phone call, some email exchanges and the many images Timothy Brainard 
provided me.  What I eventually learned, was that I needed to be able to carry Timothy in my heart.  If I don’t 
really feel his presence, my painting is only a shell.  I found Timothy’s breath in his poetry, which I read and re-
read and now cherish.  I hope you can see that in my portrait of him.
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Dialogue
nothing matters so much as the eyes.
one friend said the lighting. another said no,
the media. but i have said the eyes.

sometimes if you’re lucky they look straight at you.
or rather, they look through you. or else
they look just past you as a gaze will often do.

but always they’re preoccupied.
preoccupied with years of never knowing.
(with years of knowing this won’t ever change.)

history is what creeps beneath the
oil and plaster on wood:
a rift of it, deep, and carved into a cheek.

the smell of leaves in autumn.
and heavier things, too
like the dreams you don’t wake up from;

like the words and like
the words she never says.

Tim
ot

hy
 B

ra
ina

rd



(these are the loudest.)

when a body wears
the cycles of the sun it shows through eyes
familiar with the night.

but words are too short-sighted:
the truth is something fingers never touch.
nor even beliefs. nor even ideas.

the truth is reaching backward,
you can see it in her spine, perhaps
her shoulders or her brow.

(the truth is we are made of
what we’ve done, and what we haven’t.) the truth is,
we’ve at best learned to survive.

all we know to do is run or die.
but words are heavy-handed like a clock
describing time. the truth is

what she looks for
what she runs from
who she is.
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Artist Found
I saw him walking the beaches of Malibu,
thinking about sunlight’s effect on waves,
the colors revealed within shells and sand,
and how to explain this all to his daughters.
 
Yesterday he was at the supermarket buying
kiwis, perfect lemons, ripe mangoes. Later,
he’d stand at an easel, trying to find the balance
on a rainy day where he would paint, paint, paint.

I found him at peace with himself as Debussy
filled the studio, work amplified his emotions,
heavenly light fell on wedges of peeled oranges
real enough to smell, making grown men crave them.

You saw him select paper with the right texture,
for a self-portrait or one of his wife. He worked
like an alchemist with a paint set, mixing yellow
and cadmium red. Today’s colors stain his clothes.

He might be among the silver and black jerseys
at a barbecue, staring at the foam in a cup of beer,
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the textures of grilled meat, or the shine of a sleeve’s
fabric, thinking one day, he may paint some of these.

We won’t see him retired like the rest. He’ll continue
to draw sweet faces of children and grandchildren, trying
to capture the light on their hands, the texture of hair.
He’ll be at his easel, continuing to paint, paint, paint.

Keeping It Real-the artist, Scott Kiche

When I began working with Scott Kiche, I had two reactions. I realized what I liked most 
about his work was that it was real. Who wouldn’t be drawn to his amazing paintings 
of oranges, lemons and other fruits with their magical glow? Just the right light enables 
viewers to see the sinewy pulp, the complex texture of the fruit. Even the peel, the part you 
throw away looks breathtakingly beautiful. My second impression was of the artist himself 
and it came to me after reading three years’ worth of Facebook posts. Like his art, Scott 
seemed genuine, true to himself, his painting and his family. He is real. I suppose being a 
husband and the father of five daughters has given him a great understanding of what’s 
truly valuable and necessary when trying to live a healthy and happy life. 

A phone conversation confirmed my initial impressions of the artist and the man. I looked 
more closely at his self-portraits and his works featuring family members, friends, and 
colleagues. I feel fortunate to be paired up with this artist for the project because when I 
read and write poems I’m looking to read and create something true to life. And like Scott, 
I try to capture the mood, the memory of a person at a certain time and place. Some of the 
words in the poem are his own words. I “found” them when I read his social media posts 
and when I spoke with him. I wanted to share his work habits, his feelings about art, and 
his strong sense of values for all things real and beautiful that catch his eye.



For the first time in my life I have had to face a portrait of someone I did not know and based, not 
only on an image but also on a series of poems written by him. I must say it has been a fantastic 
experience, not only for the challenging and enriching situation but also, and very specially, for 
Grady Harp´s human and artistic quality.

As I read Grady´s poems I got deeper and deeper into a whole new world of images, ideas and 
sensations. I found vivid and powerful elegies, a magic trip in time to the old days in an American 
village and, very specially for me (I finally picked this ones), an intense and intimate “photography” 
of the Vietnam war days through the brilliant mind and hand of one who lived it all, as a paramedic in 
first line of duty.

So I tried to create a piece combining both images, the successful, handsome and elegant man of 
the pictures I had to work with and those coming to my mind when reading those lines full of intense 
feelings of friendship, loss and pain. I used black and white cause that´s how I picture those images 
through Grady´s poems and tried to play with his portrait today wrapped around in images of those 
tough times.
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Emerging and Vanishing
retrato-número-4

To create and how that 
happens in pigment
with en proceso lightens secrets as though
birthing from an ambiguous fetus in cephalic descent
toward the light
at the end of the birth canal defines
how we are made.
Left eye and ear and all else 
on the bifurcated matrix, soft
indistinct but emanating,
the last of the integument and tone and color
private, a suggestion of what will become,
this longing seeking eye of emerging blue.
Touch. Mold. Finesse. Maneuver.
Right eye lash ear brow suborbital skin
complete – perhaps or
only the model for retrato-número-4 knows…
or Valero.
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retrato-número-3

To create and how that 
happens in graphite
completed
the mystery of the face retreats
leaving light to share mere suggestions
of the colorless countenance slipping into shadows
A private affair between the artist and model
completed
leaving only spirit and traces of life
as memories,
strong and well lived and perhaps loved
concealed
completed and
vanishing…
except for Valero. 

The art of Jaime Valero is palpably realistic, at times aqueous, always in some form 
of human motion. The creative act is always a mystery, even to the artist, but viewing 
both a finished drawing as well as an in process painting seduced me into exploring 
the similarities and the differences between adjacent portraits – one in watercolor in 
process, the other in graphite, completed. The mystery, examined through hours of 
staring, remains…and that is art.



Rebecca Venn 
Watercolor 7x12 inches

Judith Peck
Oil and Plaster on panel
20x16 inches

Angela Hardy
Acrylic and Paper on Panel
8x8 inches

James Needham
Oil on Canvas 18 x 24 inches

Scott Kiche
charcoal on paper

Jaime Valero
graphite on board

24 x 43 cm
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