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Lita Cabellut numero 6  280 by 200 cm



There are many parallels in the lives of empress of 
fashion Coco Chanel, and the expressionist artist Lita 
Cabellut.  Both women began their lives in poverty, 
both found a core of expression that raised the stature 
of the feminine mystique, both fearlessly confronted a 
world in the arts controlled by men and inexorably 
changed that vantage with their own style and temer-
ity, and both are exceptional voices in their chosen 
expressive fields.  Though the words may be Chanel’s, 
they could as easily be said by Cabellut – ‘My life 
didn't please me, so I created my life.’

Cabellut’s works serve as a bridge between classical 
tradition and contemporary painting, a bridge from 
which she creates faces and figures from the past and 
infuses her own history as a street gypsy into under-
standing the beginnings of the focused model  she 
brings to life in this collection, Gabrielle ‘Coco’ Chanel.  
She is able from experience to see behind their eyes, 
their cautious stares, and to engage her audience with 
a sense of challenge mixed carefully with compassion.  
Working on large-scale canvases with oil  and plaster 
on linen, she combines the visceral  surface texture 
with passionate brush strokes, a painterly technique 
that aims for emotional release instead of precise rec-
reation.

The life of Coco Chanel (1883 -1971) has been the 
subject of many books and films and plays: the details 
of her rise from her orphanage years, during which she 
was raised by nuns who taught her the sewing skills 
that would lead to her life’s obsession for creating 
fashion; her fleeting experience as a singer in clubs 
where she earned her nickname ‘Coco’ (a name she 
insisted was derived from the French word cocotte – or 
‘kept woman’); her dalliance with Etienne Balsan who 
financed her move to Paris at age 20 to try her milli-
nery ideas; and her affair with the wealthy Arthur ‘Boy’ 
Capel, whose influence on her sense of fashion as 
well as her heart lead to the opening of her famous 
shop on Rue Cambon in 1910 (Capel was killed in an 
automobile accident in 1919 and Coco continued to 
leave flowers at the accident’s site for years after-
ward).

Coco Chanel will forever be remembered as the 
woman who freed women’s clothing from confining 
corsets, who introduced the simple comfort of fashion 
influenced by men’s wear, who created the 1920’s 
little black dress and added the innovative concept of 
her own designer perfume as an accessory, and who 
found acceptance in the world of fine art as the cos-
tume designer for Ballets Russes (she created the 

costumes for the Stravinsky/Balanchine Apollon 
musagète and the Milhaud/Bronislava Nijinksi/
Cocteau/Picasso ballet Le train bleu).  She became 
friends with the likes of Pablo Picasso, Salvador Dali, 
Serge Diaghilev, Jean Cocteau, and Igor Stravinsky, 
with whom she had another passing affair. In 1925 
she began a love affair with the wealthiest man in 
Europe, Hugh Grosvenor, the Duke of Westminster, 
who lavished her with jewels and gifts but who failed 
to make her his wife.  At the peak of her influence she 
created the legendary Chanel  suit and the look that 
was unmistakably Coco Chanel, complete with her 
costume pearls and insistence on the subtlety of 
monochromatic palette.  World War II led to the clo-
sure of her shop, and the German occupation of 
France introduced her to the advances of Nazi officer 
Hans Gunther von Dincklege – the controversy of that 
liaison still surfaces today.

But despite negative public  sentiment about her as-
sociation with the enemy, Coco Chanel  once again 
forged a new life with her mid-1950s return to the 
fashion industry, and despite negative reviews from 
critics, she still appealed to women around the world 
with her fashionable and feminine, comfortable and 
subtly sensuous designs.

Despite her numerous affairs with a variety of men 
(some would say she used men, but she took from 
each of them inspiration that would increase her 
knowledge and repertoire) Coco Chanel never mar-
ried -  ‘It’s probably not just by chance that I’m alone. 
It would be very hard for a man to live with me, unless 
he’s terribly strong. And if he’s stronger than I, I’m the 
one who can’t live with him. I’m neither smart nor stu-
pid, but I don’t think I’m a run-of-the-mill person. I’ve 
been in business without being a businesswoman, 
I’ve loved without being a woman made only for love. 
The two men I’ve loved, I think, will remember me, on 
earth or in heaven, because men always remember a 
woman who caused them concern and uneasiness. 
I’ve done my best, in regard to people and to life, 
without precepts, but with a taste for justice.’ And fur-
ther, ‘I never wanted to weigh more heavily on a man 
than a bird.’  In 1971 she died, but her legend lives on 
– in influencing fashion, in her role as a feminist, in 
her instinctive sense of style, and as a woman who 
changed the world in her own way. In Coco’s words, 
‘Fashion is not simply a matter of clothes. Fashion is 
in the air, born upon the wind. One intuits it. It is in the 
sky and on the road.’  She also stated, ‘Fashion 
passes, style remains.’ 

LITA CABELLUT RESPONDS TO COCO CHANEL
REVIEW BY GRADY HARP

In order to be irreplaceable one must always be different.                                                      
Coco Chanel



Lita Cabellut offers her responses to the history of 
Coco Chanel  with her large-scale portraits of the fash-
ion icon as well  as some images of one of Chanel’s 
models.  She heeds the icon’s rules of monochroma-
ticity not only in the fashions she paints but also in the 
variations of grey as the matrix for each work.  In ti-
tling this body of work Coco: The Testimony of Black 
and White, she echoes the thoughts of Renaissance 
artist, poet and architect Leon Battista Alberti: ‘I would 
have artists be convinced that the supreme skill and 
art in painting consists in knowing how to use black 
and white because it is light and shade that make ob-
jects appear in relief.’ Some of the works follow a 
chronological  sense: Coco as a young girl  in simpler 
reflective garb, Coco growing into her new concepts, 
the ultimate complete Coco with strands of costume 
pearls and hats and accoutrements.  And in each of 
these visits with the spirit of Coco Chanel, Cabellut 
seems to channel the emotion and the drive and the 
control  of a woman who would alter the world in her 
way.  Cabellut’s uncanny method of capturing not only 
the direct gaze between the Coco in her paintings and 
the eye of the viewer but at the same time revealing 
the symbiosis of fragility and strength that signaled 
her controversial  life is one reason these paintings are 
so powerful.  She brings to the canvas her perception 
of Coco as someone who is ‘queen of the moon, 
black, white, sharp and far away.’

Compare the ‘informed innocence’ of Coco numero 10 
and numero 11 with the successful grandeur of Coco 
numero 2 and numero 14, or with the mysterious, 

near masculine Coco numero 6 – the portraits with 
dark glasses and averted glance giving question as to 
the fear of the something being hidden – and the vir-
tuosity of Lita Cabellut is dramatically impressive.  
Just as Coco Chanel  built her fashions, so Lita Cabel-
lut builds her paintings; working on large-scale can-
vases with oil  and plaster on linen, she combines the 
visceral surface texture with passionate brush 
strokes, a painterly technique that aims for emotional 
release instead of precise re-creation. And it is this 
approach to expressing the inner character that she 
brings to life.

It is difficult to imagine any other artist with as much 
access to the emotional life of Coco Chanel as Lita 
Cabellut.  The artist honors the fashion gifts of the 
iconic  figure of Coco Chanel but she doesn’t stop at 
the surface appearances, just as Chanel’s inspirations 
came from intrinsic responses to her abandonment as 
a child, her courage to overcome the fashion con-
cepts of her day, her balance between the fragility of 
her affairs and the strengths of her determination to 
not be owned, her transient defeat in the eyes of her 
public to her resurgence as one of histories most im-
portant woman of business and of style.  The Coco 
Chanel presented in this collection is a brew of the 
artist’s insight and similar life experiences and techni-
cal  facility that makes these magnificent paintings so 
substantial, so thrilling, so rich in psychological  im-
pact. In Coco’s words ‘Arrogance is in everything I do. 
It is in my gestures, the harshness of my voice, in the 
glow of my gaze, in my sinewy, tormented face.

LITA CABELLUT RESPONDS TO COCO CHANEL

Women think of all colors 
except the absence of 
color. I have said that 
black has it all. White too. 
Their beauty is absolute. 
It is the perfect harmony. 

      
                                                      Coco Chanel

REVIEW BY GRADY HARP

Lita Cabellut numero 14  200 by 180 cm



My childhood is the universal story of any child who lives 
in the streets, busy surviving, and nurturing basic human 
needs. Life shows you the way. It brings you the right 
people or it doesn’t, the right temperature or not. You 
are dealing with today and only this moment. We, peo-
ple, are stronger than we think. It is difficult to describe 
now, kilometers away, from experience and with con-
sciousness a situation like that which affects children living 
on the street.  Even though I was one of them, life erases 
and sweetens those childhood memories that we strive to 
retain with false sentimentality.  The child on the street 
never worries about what he does not have; the majority 
don’t even know what they are missing, nor do they miss 
that which they could have had, and have the right to 
have.  Their entire bodies and beings are “today”, the 
coming few hours, the present moment. But now, each 
detail that I could give you would be based in the con-
sciousness and morality of the Lita of the present.  I don’t 
trust my memories.  

My paintings are large in size and combine plaster and 
oil on linen to always make visible the tattoos of past 
lives and bruises as constant reminders of loneliness.  My 
work gives space to those people who have existed, who 
exist and are a part of our human condition.  And it is 
about those who have no voice, those who we don’t want 
to see, to whom we do not give a place, who we do not 
want to recognize. It is my aim to transmit in my paintings 
solidarity, respect and compassion for the human being.  
My contribution to the situation of the homeless or va-
grants is my art. I want to make these people visible. My 
art is coverage of what I see. Some people think my work 
is blunt. But it’s never crueller than life itself. It’s my testi-
mony. I’m leaving something behind in these historic 
times I live in: I’m giving these people a voice.

That is why I am drawn to the subjects I honor in my 
paintings, from the early paintings of homeless people, 
alcoholics and prostitutes, to the legends of literature of 
the lost ones like Don Quixote, Sancho Panza and Dulci-
nea, to the great artists of the past whose beginnings I 
share.  Edith Piaf once balanced on the edge of society. 
Just like me, she held on to a string and managed to 
climb up on it. But she always had a connection and soli-
darity with her past. Frida Kahlo overcame polio, persis-
tent devastating damage to her body in a bus accident, 
and a tumultuous marriage to Diego Rivera. Coco Chanel 
began as an orphan and cabaret singer, only to become 
the supreme queen of the fashion world. The common 
thread, the connection to my life, is the street. On the 
street you find scars from the kiss of life. It stays visible in 
the way you express your emotions, like the way I do in 
my paintings.
                                         

                                            Lita Cabellut, October 2011



 Lita Cabellut numero 2  (detail) 280 by 210 cm



Lita Cabellut numero 10 260 by 200 cm



Lita Cabellut numero 11  250 by 200 cm

All paintings featured are oil and plaster on linen.



I finally met the man who delivers  Willamette Weekly. You know that left-leaning 
rag with the 1-800 ads, famous for muckraking illicit political exposes? The old 
gent was pushin' a hand truck, wheelin' a stack o’ raunchy weeklies into the Blue 
Moon, my usual coffee haunt at the corner of Heaven and Hell where new money 
meets old money meets upside-down money in the pseudo-friendly suburb of 
Lake Gobywon. As I held the door for that sage adorned in rags, his  eyes, smoky 
as a spaniels' with cataracts, turned under the guise of Dublin, a warped tweed 
beret, and shot a glance my way like a fierce turtle. A little startled, but not yet 
flustered, I said: Morning, Mister, and how's your day?—which stopped the wiz-
ard in his tracks straddlin' the aluminum threshold, the overloaded dolly teeterin’ 
like a coyote-roadrunner moment on that slick door jam, when he said with the 
tongue of a kind viper: Well, son, you know, I'm feelin' twice as expensive.

                                               Scot Siegel
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1. Means

Here the primped and pampered sit on wicker love-
seats, sipping twelve-dollar gin and tonics and bartering 
executive jobs for their grandkids. Those who were young-
old in the mid-seventies have returned; and they have not 
aged, or they have aged extraordinarily well. You can tell 
from their soft, tan cheeks and bellicose laughter that filters 
through the aspens and sprinkler-stained waists of the pines, 
that life is good for those with offshore accounts, or other ties 
to Congress. And she was almost one of them. She lived on 
the life insurance payout and what was left of Kennecott 
copper mine inheritance. Already in her late-fifties, she 
was built like a trans-bay swimmer; a circuit-trainer,
she had an appetite for shy boys, elk liver, and 
lonely widows. 

2. Motive

I remember her hovering over the concierge, gripping a 
racquet in one hand and propping the other like a jackknife 
on her boomerang hip. As she tugged the black G-string under 
her silk tennis skirt, I could see she was sore with the teen
Maitre D, the hippie-waif with hair like chains of smoke, 
the golf pro’s useless stepson. His voice was shrill. But hers 
was louder. You could hear her hollering over the din of the 
brunch crowd, ordering her clubs. I was there pouring daiquiris 
by the pool. She was waiting for the man with the crutch. 
I was the only one of the staff she could trust or would talk to. 
But that night something was different. She was more subdued. 
After her third Absolut dirty martini, I grew worried; a dark 
blue vein in her neck, which traversed to her chest, began 
to throb. She said, Don’t stress! Get undressed now. Hurry! 
I’ve got this under control.

The Resort of Last Resort
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3. Opportunity

I remember how she’d have these visions; like an old Apache 
on peyote, she’d conjure the future. And this time it was vivid: 
She saw the rogue staff showering in the after-hours; those half-men/
half-boys—the ripped fags from the pool and the stoned goons from 
the spa—half-dressed, they fist-fought on the aluminum locker room 
bench. She said they were bitching over the day’s tips, making bets 
on which would get the call from the man at The Villa. Some 
were yellin’ about who’d get to go first, and whether Jake’s little 
brother would get a turn, and who’d have to hold the girl down. 
It was Sick! And it shook her: I saw the shock in her eyes when she 
turned. The air bristled when she bolted. It burned a hole in the din 
of the lodge. Her last word was Commissioner. I didn’t hear the rest.
The best I could guess is that it had something to do with the judge. 
That was last time we kissed. That was the last time I saw her

http://www.poetsandartists.com
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when my wife knits 
her hands do not stick

to a web; nor do they pick 
gnats from our son’s jet

black hair. No, they flutter 
like wings of down 

hiding pearly talons.

~

rain is the drum on our home, 
a sod mound tickled by the wind

the din of the downpour thrums
like a crane from another century

once, geese crossed the elevated 
plane of our street and trilled 

when it was still a thicket of alder.

~

now crows vanish and you can tell
by the pitch of sleet, the piano

lamp flicker, some winter-over 
flying backwards into the storm

the wind is the procession of
gray piccolos they follow, 

or lead, depending.

Winter Sevenlings
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Ian Ingram

Photos courtesy Shana Berenzweig and Barry Friedman Ltd.

I draw myself 
to know myself. 
"No you don't." 
 Yes, I do.

www.ianingram.com
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Collections
Crystal Bridges Museum, Bentonville, AR
De Young Museum, San Francisco, CA

Arnot Art Museum, Elmira, NY
The Sir Elton John Collection

The Diane and Sandy Besser Collection, Santa Fe, NM
The Collection of Howard and Judith Tullman, Chicago, IL

The Pizzuti Collection, Columbus, OH
The Ömer M. Koç Collection, Istanbul, Turkey
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Ian Ingram Springen 2011 charcoal, pastel, and gold leaf on paper 82.5” x 51”
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Ian Ingram Embers Under Flame, 2011 charcoal, pastel and embroidery on paper 82.5” x 51”
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Ian Ingram Easter Island, 2011 charcoal on paper 82.5” x 51”
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Ian Ingram Forgotten Offerings, 2010 charcoal, pastel, beads, and string on paper 82.5” x 51”
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Ian Ingram Pierrot, 2010 charcoal, pastel, watercolor, gold leaf and tulle on paper 82.5” x 51”
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Ian Ingram Baptism, 2010 charcoal and pastel on paper 82.5” x 51”
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Pavement 1

           Hungry, I make my way
to the crock
    of barley soup
        at the health market
on Independence.
 
    What I’m seeing 
        in the sky
is not a missile
    but a jet liner
        banking in approach 
into National.
    The traffic is dense.

I find a seat
    at the window,
      read first the legitimate
and then the underground
    papers. At times it feels
        like a college town
here on Capitol Hill.
    I’m a student
        of something.
I’ve forgotten.

A fellow 
    with a yellow beard
        and a bathrobe
that smells of
    weeks old urine… 

    But before long
the clerk is shoving him
        out the door
    and then running to the bathroom
        to wash her hands.

He stumbles
        into the flow
of foot traffic,
    gets swept.

A job,
    a place to live.
        
Lyricism in the 
    misfortune
        of the doomed.

Don’t kid yourself.

                                               Rustin Larson
rustinlarson.wordpress.com
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Pavement 5

The pallbearer 
    has a rat’s tongue, 
        but a suit as crisp 
as a new 50 dollar bill.
    To tell you the truth,
        the coffin is way too
heavy for a weakling
    like me, but I carry
        anyway, knowing 
the ride for this corpse
    is going to throw 
        my back out something major.
But it’s a trip to The Stone
    tonight for a six 
        of stout and I’ll leave
the cigarettes alone—
    maybe a bag of beef
        jerky for the pug.
She made a special
    request anyway. 
        The western light hits 
the trees and I think 
    of you, probably dinner-
        time in Garlic-
ville, some roasted
    salmon and a plate
        of sliced tomatoes. No
big deal to have you
    inside me all the time
        sitting on the sofa (
my pancreas) with your arm
    around my conscience.
        I get along pretty well
with the trees.

    The sun makes them look
        so clean and cheerful.
I’ll probably stay right here
    until midnight and
        watch their slow,
mysterious disappearance.
    You know, I could
        call you, but I like
the dialogue of silence.
    It’s like most me 
        in the mirror 
            of myself,
                    and I’ll notice nothing
except eventually
    in the blackness there’ll be
        the cricket crawling carefully
and closely up my leg
    to stay warm.

 Rustin Larson
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Pavement 7

Disappearances. 

The Dodo.
    Jimmy Hoffa. 
        Nameless in
Alabama, Argentina.
            Large mushroom and black
olive pizzas.  Glaciers.
    Atlantis. Shangri La.
        Washington’s
teeth. Childhood.
    Sparky
        the goldfish. Amelia 
Earhart. The Titanic.
    Ambrose Bierce. Spalding
        Gray.

Announcing he
    had made a new
        decision, he climbed
inside his blue Ford Galaxy
    and neither he nor 
        the car was seen again.
The earth just don’t
    open up and swallow
        folk, now do it?  Tiny
clouds. Small hills
    of dust. Who notices
        them anyway?
Some people disappear
    inside themselves. 

        The window won’t open.
A year passes. But then again, 
    some people just
        invent new names for
Things. Nothing really
    disappears. Where
        would it all go anyway?
Where would it fit?

 Rustin Larson
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www.dunawayfineart.com
michelledunawayartist.blogspot.com

Michelle Dunaway
I have always been drawn to painting 
people, I love to observe the subtle 
nuances of emotion that pass across 
an individual's face or the uncon-
scious gesture of the hands in rela-
tion to what the person is feeling. 
These transparent and transitory 
moments have always held a deep 
fascination for me and I'm inspired to 
explore and capture them in paint. 
There's a unity in such moments, a 
connection, especially when painting 
from life. We all have such varied life 
experiences, but within, we share the 
same emotional journeys as human 
beings.

Galleries: The Legacy Gallery Scottsdale AZ and Jackson, WY,  M Gallery of Fine Art Charleston SC, Sage Creek Gallery Santa Fe NM
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Remembering Home oil on Linen 20”x15"

Strength and Grace, Her Grandmother's Quilt 28”x18" oil on linenWildflowers 8”x6" oil on linen

Katie and Jenni, Daughters of Jane Seymour oil on linen 30”x20”
ISSUE #29 ~ www.poetsandartists.com ~ publishing as an art form....
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The Mouse
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Right now my roommate is saying goodbye
for the last time to a dying friend. 

This morning another friend emailed me “in shock” 
at having learned of the suicide 
of her own closest friend. 

My apartment, for the last six months, has been plagued
by an uncatchable, unstoppable, unkillable mouse.
This afternoon, coming home from work
I found it on its side, scrabbling madly against
the kitchen baseboard like a child’s wind-up toy,
its front paws frantic, back paws limp,
and behind it three sprung traps
and some cheese.

Not knowing how else to finish the job,
I swept it into a plastic bag
and took it outside and smashed it against
the side of the house,
twice.

“The best art,” writes yet another friend
paraphrasing Nietzsche, “beautifies
life’s ugly truth.”

Opening the bag, I let the small assemblage
fall to the grass in the overgrown back yard.
The neighbors have cats, and I recently saw
a hawk on a nearby telephone pole.
Breakage needs not necessitate waste.

For grief, however, I have no cure.

                                               Kent Leatham
www.pw.org/content/kent_leatham
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My fascination with the human face started very early on when I 
discovered that a few pencil strokes could capture emotions and 
those fleeting moments in time. My chosen mediums, graphite and 
colored pencil, help me achieve a great amount of detail yet I try to 
tell the story by including only the essential elements, keeping the 
overall composition as simple as possible.  Although my drawings 
are rendered in realistic style I try to experiment with color to make 
them more interesting, while I look for high contrast when working 
in black and white.

Tanja Gant



Kati 9"x13.5" colored pencil/oil pastel 

Tanja Gant
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Mason 13"x23" colored pencil

Tanja Gant
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Nevena 17"x10.5" - graphite

On a Hot Summer Day  12.5"x12.5"  colored pencil

Tanja Gant
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Comrade Devetakova, our kindergarten
teacher, takes us to a bomb shelter 

where we put on plastic slippers 
over our shoes and learn

how to wear gas masks to be ready
when the Americans attack.

Lenin’s 20-foot bronze statue
watches our every step from its pedestal

Vinagi Gotov! Always Ready!
the Young Pioneers scarf

stains red our school uniforms
Georgy Dimitrov’s chalk face
grins dead in the mausoleum

frightening children on school trips

snow-draped and shivering
on Georgy Dimitrov boulevard
Young Pioneers salute like one
the blood of the fallen fighters
neck-tight, flaps in the wind
flushed with florescent lights,
our leader lies in a marble cage
serving the Party even in death.

Round-faced, pig-tailed soldier,
I stand guard by Breznev’s bust in school.
Nikolai, my third grade classmate and
tormentor, stands on the other side, 
his red scarf wrinkled, 
his tongue sticking out.

SNAPSHOTS OF A COMMUNIST CHILDHOOD

Daniela Petrova ~ ISSUE #29 ~ www.poetsandartists.com ~ publishing as an art form....
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                                            Robert Lucy
www.robertlucy.com

Robert Lucy Rite (The Transfiguration of Eckhardt Boehnn) oil on canvas 60" x 84"
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                                              William Stobb

This thought was not
about architecture
landscape, trees or shrubbery or any kind of botany.
It was not an argument about congress
of any kind, nor expenditure.
It was not about movies 
or music or art.
There was something rubbery about it.
Like rubber clothing.
But it was not a fashion idea.  I would not
be designing trousers or vests.
Vests, though, if anything.
People I knew carried their hearts in backpacks.
They had been kind to me
in a very exterior way.
So I had earrings, sandals, orgasms.
My thinking was muscular,
in other words invisible
and I could barely stand without it.
It wasn’t about drinking
very much—a little about whiskey
that you would drink with someone famous
in a car, on a county road, late at night.
It was not about space.
Not planets or stars or great vacuum-y distances.
Distances, okay.
It was not about running
for office, though my friends were doing that
at an alarming rate.
Bridges and people 
who had jumped off of them, often 
recreationally.  Plunge.  Bubble.  Flail.
The rope hanging from the back-channel scaffold
into the murk, just eight feet.
Eight feet deep, so divers
must sometimes bury.

Plunge.  Bubble.  Flail.

williamstobb.blogspot.com
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For days I looked at it outside my hospital room, 
screwed on the wall:
a group of amber trees waved in the northwest wind,
stretching themselves into a swirl 
of ivory intention.

If I had been high on mushrooms, or a paper square,
I would have thought the trees were people
being pulled skyward like rubber stakes
into the torque of a tornado or hurricane,
with the eye patiently black, dark, listlessly silent.

But I was not high. There was no hurricane.
The trees were being whisked into some other world,
which eased them from their groundings
and brought them through
the tunnel of time.

When I was able
to hobble out into the hallway, I discovered 
my own treachery: the trees were just the outermost petal of a flower, 
the black center of the tunnel simply a landing pad 
for a passing butterfly.

HALLWAY PAINTING

www.joshuagraynow.com
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William Rose Get back oil on canvas 72" x 48"
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                                              Howard Camner

It was an image really
not a dream
a man in a bright white suit in the corner
on my left side
just out of frame
saying, “Don’t scare me to death”

and I bounce

I was dizzy
took some bad medicine
really dizzy, I was
maybe it was a vision
maybe it was my father
but it was the 1940s
he wore a white fedora
pulled down over his right eye

I come down

and my teeth hurt
they really hurt
1943 I think it was
I don’t know why I think that
I just do

so I bounce

Every three days the alarm clock startles me
and I punch myself in the nose
there’s always blood everywhere
and nothing else to say

so I come down

Wednesday Night on the Bitter Half of a Trampoline

www.members.authorsguild.net/hcamner
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Amy Lind Put all your unhappiness aside, life is beautiful, be happy oil on linen 36" x 24"

www.amylind.com
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                                            Peggy Eldridge-Love

Blond hair, blue eyes,
an unleashed pit bull
at his side
keeping pace with his
morning jog
through the urban wasteland
he’s decided
to call home.
 
Claim staked
on the only
property left
in his price range
now that it is
his turn
to feel the barbed edges
of ruthless poverty
 
is the tale
he tells
a little too often
the message he sends
setting off old alarms
as elderly residents
peer from porches fearful
he’s just the first.
 

Scout

www.peggyeldridgelove.com
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Francien Krieg Awakening oil on canvas 120 x 100 cm 
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                                            Ramona Morse

The new young sexton clipped
the corner of Maude Weller’s
stone with his powerful mower.

Local folks said Harley Brown
would turn over in his grave
if he knew.

When Harley was sexton all those
years, he trimmed Maude’s marker
by hand.

Everybody knew about those two 
but nobody thought to tell
the new sexton.

The Caregiver
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tiny piece of three days dark, held with
dumb hope. lack of generations. failure
of looking past supper. your noir cooing
made a post fin de siècle hymnody to
lizards skittering sideways up a screen.
countdown of the beats of your heart.
all taught what distant pealing means
but didn’t listen. appetites at the wheel.
 
tell me, when it seemed to all the world
you were a goner, did they apply leaches?
did they hammer your little joints? we all
still pray our bellies stop calling for fallen
squab. one day a machine will hold a child
named martha. watch her eyes lose light.

martha

www.heyclown.com
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                                            Drew Ernst
www.dreernstart.com

Drew Ernst The Brough (bruff) Superior oil on aluminum 76” x 84”

“The Brough (Bruff) Superior” is a meditation on the American Dream painted in a time of profound reflection, both personal 
and national.  With a daily barrage of consequential events hammering home, the world is shrinking before my eyes.  The 
foundations of our dream – mobility, strength, independence and adventure – are presented against a backdrop of spent 
tires.  The work emanates from the now, informed by current events, and looks forward questioning destination.  As a real-
ist painter working in a tradition of monumental works, it is a particularly powerful moment for me.  To an observer of the 
broader art world, the evolving directional tension has become palpable in sync with the collapse of seemingly unshakable 
cultural structures.
 
The painting itself embodies several of the ideals of the American Dream.  The ideal man is foremost.  The emphasis on 
mobility and the promise of adventure is encapsulated in the reflection of the open road on the gas tank of the motorcycle.
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Stephen Cefalo Five Points graphite on paper, 27"x19"
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                                            Brian Martin
www.thebroadstreetstudio.com/brian.html

Brian Martin Retreat oil on panel 8"x12.5"
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                                            Steve Kim
deathanddesperation.com

Steve Kim Metal Gear oil on canvas 42”x28”
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                                            F. Scott Hess
fscotthess.openmuseum.org

F. Scott Hess Suzie Q oil on aluminum panel 48” × 36” Courtesy Koplin Del Rio Gallery
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 F.Scott Hess Self Portrait with Upturned Collar oil on aluminum panel, 24” x 18"



F. Scott Hess: In Transit
Exhibition Dates: October 29 – December 22, 2011 

Reception for the Artist: Saturday, October 29, 5-8pm
Gallery Hours: Tuesday-Friday: 10:00 am – 5:30 pm; Saturday: 11:00 am – 5:30 pm

Public Contact: 310-836-9055

Koplin Del Rio is pleased to present a major exhibition of new work by Los Angeles painter F. Scott Hess. This will be the artist’s first solo 
show in Los Angeles in eight years, and his first ever with Koplin Del Rio. The show will include over a dozen recent paintings; including an epic 
7 x 12 foot canvas piece that Hess will complete while the exhibit is on display. The title work, In Transit, will arrive at the gallery in pro-
gress and will be painted by Hess at regular hours in the gallery through November and December. A live video stream of Hess at work in the 
gallery will be available for viewing via Koplin Del Rio’s website. 

The massive title work, In Transit, sets the tone for the momentous themes that flow through the exhibition. A life size self portrait of the 
artist painting in his studio, In Transit, will contain a number of ‘paintings within the painting’ whose scenes relate to many of the smaller 
pieces in the exhibition. War, mayhem and construction will share the canvas with characters out of the smaller paintings as they make their 
way through a smoky procession. In the macro sense In Transit, and its supporting paintings, speak to universal fears of our contemporary 
times, of fleeting mortality, and the duality of mankind’s power and fragility. Conversely, deeply personal, the works in the exhibition also lay 
bare Hess’ own private ruminations. They are a ‘looking back’ of sorts over the span of his career to date, and also take stock of where the 
artist is in this present moment. There are two additional self-portraits in the show, Self Portrait as a Masterpiece of Crea-
tion and Self Portrait with Upturned Collar. The first features Hess standing nude behind an empty canvas mounted on an 
easel and surrounded by studio paraphernalia such as a Frida Kahho postcard, Lucian Freud and Max Beckman catalogues, a civil war era cos-
tume, an in-utero ultrasound photo and tubes of paint. He gazes intensely at the viewer, holding the barren canvas in front of him like an epi-
taph, a question mark. Never one to shy away from exploring the darker side of human folly, Hess brilliantly and humorously channels middle-
age male angst in paintings such as Death of William Adolphe Bougereau and Suzie Q, In the former, a mob of youthful 
ballet dancers clad in leotards struggle to launch a granite pale and stiff Bougereau out a third story window, he is not only obsolete but dis-
carded. In the latter painting, Suzie Q, a beautiful nearly nude athletic woman contorts her body into a sensual pose while suspended 
above a group of middle-aged male admirers. She is a sole object of desire, out of reach and unattainable to the men below, the voyeurs, as 
they gaze longingly upward. In addition to rich visual narratives, Hess packs his paintings with references to art history, literature, global cul-
tures and his many travels. Those experiences, his adept storytelling and masterful painting technique all collide and dazzle.

Born in Baltimore, long time Los Angeles artist F. Scott Hess attended the Academy of Fine Arts in Vienna, Austria and Lawrence University 
in Appleton, Wisconsin, later earning a BSA from the University of Wisconsin in 1977. His work is in the collections of the Los Angeles County 
Museum of Art, the Oakland Museum of California, the Orange County Museum of Art, The Smithsonian Institute, the San Jose Museum of Art, 
the Boise Art Museum, the Laguna Art Museum and the Long Beach Museum of Art, among others. He is a recipient of a National Endowment 
for the Arts Visual Fellowship and a J. Paul Getty Museum Individual Artist’s Fellowship. He is presently an MFA Mentor at the Laguna College 
of Art and Design. He has shown widely, with an upcoming (2012) solo exhibition titled “The Paternal Suit” to visit the Halsey Institute in 
Charleston, SC, the Mobile Museum of Art in Mobile, AL and the Long Beach Museum of Art.

For more information please contact the gallery. 
Koplin Dei Rio

6031 Washington Blvd., Culver City, CA 90232
310.836.9055

info@koplindelrio.com
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Charles Williams Absence oil on canvas 30"x30"
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Brad Kunkle Reclamation oil and silver leaf on linen 20”x33"
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Brad Kunkle Candela oil and silver leaf on wood 33” x 32"
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John Sanchez In Search of French Broad Sweets oil on canvas 60” x 72"

www.recordedeyesight.blogspot.com
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Neil Hollingsworth Tractor oil on canvas 36”x36”

www.neilhollingsworth.com
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Daniel Ochoa R.B. Retrato mixed media on canvas 40”x30”

www.danielochoa.com
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Steven DaLuz Descent oil, metal leaf, on panel 60" x 48"

www.stevendaluz.com
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                                 Suzanne Meow Meow Falk

Suzanne Meow Meow Falk The Defenders of Sweet Dreams oil on canvas 24"x30"

www.suzannefalk.com/gallery.php
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                                            Kristy Gordon

Kristy Gordon Symbiosis oil on canvas, diptych - each canvas 14"x18"

www.kristygordon.com
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Twitter: @Ismael_Fuentes
Facebook: www.facebook.com/groups/501384740023
Flickr: www.flickr.com/photos/ismaelfuentes

Collectors
Museo Europeo de Arte Moderno de Barcelona
Universidad Politécnica de Valencia
Fundació de les Arts i els Artistes (Barcelona)
Fundación ARAUCO (Madrid)
Patronato del Real Alcázar de Segovia
Ayuntamiento de Paiporta (Valencia)
Ayuntamiento de Torrente (Valencia)

                                                Ismael Fuentes       

I always start to work  thinking about reality and my 
immediate environment.  I admire great masters from 
past and present and this makes me work on my 
painting until trying to get my own pictorial language 
without forgetting everything I'm learning about them.

www.ismaelfuentes.com
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Ismael Fuentes La espera oil on board 195x114 
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Ismael Fuentes untitled oil on board, 2010
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Ismael Fuentes untitled oil on board, 2010
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Facebook:
www.facebook.com/erik.nieminen

Recent shows and Galleries:
“Anonymous Reality”, Karsh-Masson Gallery, Ottawa
Wallack Gallery, Ottawa
www.wallackgalleries.com

Collections:
University of Ottawa,
Brookstreet Hotel, Ottawa
Several private collections

Erik Nieminen ~ ISSUE #29 ~ www.poetsandartists.com ~ publishing as an art form....

Reality... The term “reality” denotes what is real; in 
its widest sense, this includes everything that ex-
ists, whether or not it is observable or comprehen-
sible. My paintings present an independent reality, 
an urban world that is dependent on our real world 
yet is separate from it. It is a world that exists on 
its own terms. 

Erik Nieminen
www.eriknieminen.com
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Erik Nieminen Theatre oil on canvas 67” x 58”
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Erik Nieminen Waiting oil on canvas 80” x 56”
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Erik Nieminen Watching oil on canvas 41” x 61”
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Marcos Rey
www.marcosrey.es

The truthfulness of the drawing lays in between 
the most tangible reality coming from the hand 
of the artist and the ancestral subconscious of 
the spectator. A big part of my work is based on 
the capture of the reality through a pencil. When 
it comes to composition I ask myself three fun-
damental questions.

Could I stare at this image for 20 minutes?
Would I buy this image?
How does my perception of the image evolves 
after looking at it many times?
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Galleries
Arequipa (Peru). Private Exhibit.

LeÛn (Spain). Sharon Art Gallery.

Collections
Barcelona - Espai LluÌs Ribas Gallery

Madrid - Mellado Gallery
Paris - Regina Hotel

Edimburgh - Colours Gallery.
Xaouen (Morocco) - Collector Exhibit

Marcos Rey Carouselambra, oil on canvas 60 x 100 cm
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Marcos Rey Nera charcoal on canvas 100 x 60 cm

http://www.poetsandartists.com
http://www.poetsandartists.com


Marcos Rey ~ ISSUE #29 ~ www.poetsandartists.com ~ publishing as an art form....

Marcos Rey Mjolnir charcoal and white pencil on board 55 x 31 cm

http://www.poetsandartists.com
http://www.poetsandartists.com


Natalie Richy~ ISSUE #29 ~ www.poetsandartists.com ~ publishing as an art form....

Natalie Richy
www.natalierichy.com

A complexity of people in their private world is the main topic of my art. All 
paintings and drawings are portraying a feminine beauty and eroticism to-
gether with depiction of an emotionally rich inner world. The portrayal of 
multiple layers of emotions is a basis of this year latest artworks.
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Natalie Richy Illusion of Dreams oil on canvas 150x120cm

Natalie Richy I have nothing to do today oil on canvas 150x120cm
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Natalie Richy Games in the Silent Rooms oil on canvas 120x150cm
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Natalie Richy
Figurative Fine Artist
Co-founder & Tutor of 
the Web Art Academy

webartacademy.com/natalie-richy
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