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The new bestseller from the author of "Weaving the Text"' is-- an Ebook Tops.com bestseller

before publication-- an instant Ebook Tops.com bestseller-- the #1 new release in Kindle Books

on Individual Painters-- the #1 new release in Acrylic Painting-- the #1 new release in Craft &

Hobby Painting-- a Top 3 Ebook Tops.com bestseller in Kindle Books on Individual Painters-- a

Top 10 Ebook Tops.com bestseller in Craft & Hobby Painting-- a Top 20 Ebook Tops.com

bestseller in Acrylic Painting"… Each painting stands as a statement intended for me, and, I

hope, one that will resonate with others. But the great satisfaction, the great fascination for me,

is the 'getting there,' going from a blank canvas to the finished product. Although I am always

present in the doing, I am still surprised by the way a painting ends" (Jim Carpenter,

2011).What is art? What is beauty? What is truth? Who decides? And how does one man live

out his own creativity?In 2003, Jim Carpenter (Ebook Tops.com bestselling author of "Weaving

the Text") turned from theatre (dancing, singing, acting, directing, teaching) to the one creative

endeavor that seemed most foreign to his almost boundless talents. He had always wanted to

paint but had never had time, except for an oil he did with no training in 1968 (it paid his way to

Spain, and that voyage played a significant role 40 years later in his painting) and a few

classes he took in Alexandria, Virginia, at the Art League School in the 1990s. In 2003, he

didn't know how little time he had left to live, but he knew that life and time were precious, and

he started becoming the artist we know today.The most important themes in his biography

appear to include transformation, energy, courage, and surprise. From his early exhibits

onward, he fascinated and stunned. His work inspired two sorts of questions: "What does it

mean?" and "How did you do it?" – meaning at times "How did the artist who did that, go on to

do this?" How did decades in the theatre prepare Jim Carpenter to create his art – from the

florals and still-life watercolors that began his new career, to the haunting figures of the

impressionistic or nearly abstract acrylics that seemed to take over? All people knew was that

they loved his work – and, typically, that it made them weep.Jim Carpenter responds with

candor in this volume edited from his blog, "Jim Carpenter in the Artist's Studio" – and with a

passionate, unqualified love for creativity and art. (Over 80 illustrations.)

From Publishers Weekly"Never had works of art been so important to a political movement and

never had they been moved about on such a vast scale." Nicholas's lavishly illustrated work

chronicles the transfer, trading and looting of a large proportion of Europe's cultural treasures

by the Nazis and the recovery of most of them during the Allied counterattack and early

postwar years. She describes the Nazis' attempt to "purify" the world of "degenerate" art and

their orgy of destruction, confiscation and theft, and reveals how curators at the Louvre in

Paris, the Uffizi in Florence and other great museums supervised the removal of objects d'art

to places of safety that included mine shafts and remote chateaux in anticipation of the

German onslaught. Among these treasures were such masterpieces of sculpture and oils as

Winged Victory of Samothrace and Van Gogh's Dr. Gachet , tapestries, church altars, crown

jewels, literary manuscripts and symphonic scores. Nicholas's detailed account, meticulously

researched in museum archives and supplemented with interviews, brings into focus the men

and women who took responsibility for the protection, preservation, rescue and restoration of

the artistic patrimony of Europe. Ambitious and fully realized, the book is a major contribution

to the history of art; and first-time author Nicholas, an academic researcher of European

history, shows herself to be a writer of notable talent.Copyright 1994 Reed Business



Information, Inc. --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.Every few

months you'll read a newspaper story of the discovery of some long-lost art treasure hidden

away in a German basement or a Russian attic: a Cranach, a Holbein, even, not long ago, a da

Vinci. Such treasures ended up far from the museums and churches in which they once hung,

taken as war loot by Allied and Axis soldiers alike. Thousands of important pieces have never

been recovered. Lynn Nicholas offers an astonishingly good account of the wholesale ravaging

of European art during World War II, of how teams of international experts have worked to

recover lost masterpieces in the war's aftermath and of how governments "are still negotiating

the restitution of objects held by their respective nations." --This text refers to an out of print or

unavailable edition of this title.From Library JournalFirst-time author Nicholas presents a poorly

written survey of the traffic in art under the Nazi regime, first in Germany and then in occupied

Europe. She has a great deal of information, but it is not presented clearly or consistently.

Nicholas has worked extensively with original documents and secondary works to reconstruct

the German confiscation of art across the Continent, not just from Jews but from individuals

and institutions in every country. Part cultural policy, part individual cupidity-especially by

Goering-part egomania (Hitler's plans for a great museum in Linz), the "rape of Europe" makes

for an engrossing story, but it is beyond the author's powers to deal with this story at more than

an anecdotal level. While more limited in scope, firsthand accounts like Craig Smyth's

Repatriation of Art from the Collecting Point in Munich After World War II (Abner Schram,

1988) are preferable. Pass on this.Jack Perry Brown, Art Inst. of Chicago Lib.Copyright 1994

Reed Business Information, Inc. --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this

title.From BooklistThe world is still trying to fathom the enormity of the violence perpetrated by

the Nazis. While the unending horror of the Holocaust continues to shock and baffle us, other

facets of this unprecedented attempt at ethnic and cultural annihilation are still being revealed.

One such facet consists of the mind-boggling facts about the Germans' wholesale pillaging of

the art treasures of Europe. Nicholas painstakingly reconstructs the entire art debacle, relating

one improbable but fully documented tale after another of systematic confiscation, outright

theft, shameful deal-making, and fiendish destruction. The flip side to these atrocities is a litany

of heroic efforts by curators, art historians, and many others to conceal, preserve, and protect

the art of their land. Nicholas chronicles dozens of risky and dramatic struggles to keep the

treasures of Poland, Czechoslovakia, Holland, France, Russia, and Italy out of the hands of

their mad conquerors. While thousands upon thousands of precious paintings, sculptures,

medieval manuscripts, and other invaluable objects were torn from churches, homes, libraries,

and museums and shipped to Germany, hundreds more were frantically buried, camouflaged,

or stashed in basements, country estates, salt mines, or quarry tunnels. Nicholas is in full

command of a daunting amount of detailed information. She eloquently and efficiently

introduces a huge cast of characters and artworks and manages to cover both the terrifying

war years and the curatorial and logistical nightmare of their aftermath, when the Allies'

overworked "Monument men" labored against all odds and in spite of many controversies to

return recovered masterpieces to their rightful owners. Nicholas, a first-time author, has

constructed a momentous and riveting work. Donna Seaman --This text refers to an out of print

or unavailable edition of this title.From Kirkus ReviewsA sprawling, vivid look at the fate of

Europe's artworks during WW II. ``Never,'' states Nicholas in her admirably accomplished first

book, ``had works of art been so important to a political movement and never had they been

moved about on such a vast scale....'' Charting this unprecedented movement, Nicholas begins

with the Nazis' twofold ``purification'' effort to ban ``degenerate'' culture and to scour public and

private collections of enemy lands and races for nobly Germanic art. Backed always by



astonishing statistics, the author recounts not only the brutal pursuit of both goals in western

continental Europe and the even harsher, racially motivated pillage of Russian and Polish art

treasures, but also the baffling exceptions to rules: the modernist ``garbage'' (Goebbels)

imported into Germany and auctioned for hard foreign currency; the Jewish experts in Nordic

art made ``Honorary Aryans''; the hands of Jewish women kissed by Goering in his quest for

favorite canvases. As a former researcher at Washington's National Gallery who made a

childhood visit through the devastated Germany of 1948, Nicholas is well equipped to elucidate

the technicalities and vivify the chaos of wartime Europe's emergency storage sites, their

improvised safety and climate controls, the economics and legalities of the art trade and

postwar reclamations, and America's interests during and after the war in custodianship,

reparation politics, and efforts to protect its own collections. Nonetheless, Nicholas does not,

so to speak, lose the big picture, duly prefacing each country-by-country account with

background history of the war. One interesting Cold War issue she considers is the politically

sensitive return to newly Communist countries of plundered religious relics. The book abounds

in poignant and bizarre details, from masterpieces traded for everything from human lives to

``8 kilograms of millet,'' to Chinese bronzes found holding manure in East German pigsties.

Nicholas restores harrowing political contexts to ``safe,'' pristinely displayed museum

masterpieces. (87 b&w illustrations and 3 maps) -- Copyright ©1994, Kirkus Associates, LP. All

rights reserved. --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this

title.Review"Nicholas knows the art world as well as any military historian knows his

battlefield.... Her work deserves the widest reading."--New York Times Book Review"At once

fascinating and horrifying [with] a strong element of spine-chilling suspense."- Los Angeles

Times"Intriguing..suspenseful...a sensational story of moral courage and greatness of

character in the face of pure evil." -Houston Chronicle"Impressively detailed and well-told...full

of moving and fateful stories of escape, intrigue, betrayal, and sacrifice."-San Francisco

ChronicleFrom the Trade Paperback edition.From the Inside FlapWinner of the National Book

Critics Circle AwardThe cast of characters includes Hitler and Goering, Gertrude Stein and

Marc Chagall--not to mention works by artists from Leonardo da Vinci to Pablo Picasso. And

the story told in this superbly researched and suspenseful book is that of the Third Reich's war

on European culture and the Allies' desperate effort to preserve it.From the Nazi purges of

"Degenerate Art" and Goering's shopping sprees in occupied Paris to the perilous journey of

the Mona Lisa from Paris and the painstaking reclamation of the priceless treasures of

liberated Italy, The Rape of Europa is a sweeping narrative of greed, philistinism, and heroism

that combines superlative scholarship with a compelling drama."Nicholas knows the art world

as well as any military historian knows his battlefield.... Her work deserves the widest

reading."--New York Times Book Review --This text refers to the paperback edition.From the

Back CoverWinner of the National Book Critics Circle AwardThe cast of characters includes

Hitler and Goering, Gertrude Stein and Marc Chagall--not to mention works by artists from

Leonardo da Vinci to Pablo Picasso. And the story told in this superbly researched and

suspenseful book is that of the Third Reich's war on European culture and the Allies' desperate

effort to preserve it.From the Nazi purges of "Degenerate Art" and Goering's shopping sprees

in occupied Paris to the perilous journey of the "Mona Lisa from Paris and the painstaking

reclamation of the priceless treasures of liberated Italy, The Rape of Europa is a sweeping

narrative of greed, philistinism, and heroism that combines superlative scholarship with a

compelling drama."Nicholas knows the art world as well as any military historian knows his

battlefield.... Her work deserves the widest reading."--"New York Times Book Review --This text

refers to the paperback edition.About the AuthorLynn H. Nicholas was born in New London.



Connecticut. She was educated in the United States, England, and Spain, and received her

B.A. from Oxford University. After her return to the United States she worked for several years

at the National Gallery of Art. While living in Belgium in the early 1980s, she began research

for this book, her first. Ms. Nicholas and her husband live in Washington, D.C.--This text refers

to the paperback edition.Read more
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Filled': The Flowers Re-Turn (6/18/2011)My Artist’s Statement (6/22/2011)The Porch Studio

(9/2/2011)Mirror, Mirror, On the Wall: An Irish and a Polish Blessing (9/24/2011)Sandra J.

Hadley’s 'It’s All About Me': Exuding Authenticity (4/10/2013)'Yellow Roses': Re-Turning Early

Work on Loan (5/4/2013)The Challenge, or, Finishing What One Starts (9/3/2013)'Seek' … a

Start, to Dis-Cover Art (9/4/2013)'Pause' to Paint – Paint to Pause (9/5/2013)'Endurance': It’s

About Time (9/6/2013)'Honor' … the Creative Spirit (9/7/2013)'Fortitude': Braving the Art of

Self-Expression (9/8/2013)'Practice' and Art (9/9/2013)'Mentor': Finding Courage, Wisdom,

Inspiration (9/10/2013)'Muse'-ing for Inspiration (9/11/2013)'Vision' (9/12/2013)'Care': The

Essence of Making Art (9/13/2013)'Composure', Composite, Composition – and an Invitation to

Compose Your Own (9/14/2013)'Museum': A Place to Be (9/15/2013)'Reading': Interpreting the

Landscape (9/16/2013)'Consultation' with the Muse: The Artist Breaks Solitude

(9/17/2013)'Contemplation' and Art (9/19/2013)'Conference': With the Master

(9/20/2013)'Artifacts': Images Life Leaves Behind (9/21/2013)'Carolyn & Bill': The Creative

Spirit Makes Other Arrangements (9/22/2013)'Poise to Ponder': Suspending Action

(9/23/2013)'Solitude': Keeping It Simple, and the Creative Spirit (9/26/2013)'From a Distance':

Taking a Break from Doing, and Entering Into Being (9/29/2013)'Shared Scene': Solitude with

Others (9/30/2013)'TransFiguration': The Creative Process (11/14/2013)'The End of the

Pilgrimage': Directing the Eye Through Composition and Words (11/22/2013)'iPoinsettia':

Digital Art – The Christmas Card (12/23/2013)'Joy' or Fiasco in the Making? – Of a Christmas

Card or Eighty (12/24/2013)'The Moment Before Tomorrow' – A New Beginning and Another

(30 Day) Challenge (1/1/2014)'On the Cusp': Finding Your Way – The Creative Process

(1/3/2014)'The Gathering': Creating Narrative Through Composition, Or, When Icons Aren’t

Enough (1/4/2014)'Onward': Art and the Unavoidable Risk (1/6/2014)'The Request': Seeking

Inspiration (1/13/2014)'Eminence Claire': A Question of Eminence (4/10/2014)'Figuration':

Pushing for Business, Pulling for Art (6/10/2014)'Sidebar': All Joking About Composition Aside

(6/28/2014)'Grace', or, My Guilty Pleasure: Painting Flowers (7/23/2014)'Fantasy': Out of

Commission (7/24/2014)'Summer Blues': Risk, Timing, and a Metaphor (7/26/2014)'The

Clearing', or, At Your Leisure, Do-This-Do-That … (8/31/2014)'Alaska': Embarking on the 30
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Daring to Daydream (9/6/2014)'Company': Idle Sundays, Old Friends, Figures, and Flowers

(9/7/2014)'Escape': Meet the Challenge (9/8/2014)'Presence' and the Road (9/9/2014)'Scene

Unseen XX': Don’t Dillydally, Dauntless … Just Be Idle (9/10/2014)'Called to Presence': 'Be

Brave, Idleheart' (9/11/2014)'Underpinnings II': What Lies Beneath (9/12/2014)'Water Lily', 'Lily

Pod', 'Prairie': Apart, Together (9/13/2014)'If You Dream': Means of Transport

(9/14/2014)'Prairie II': Gathering Thoughts, Dreams, and Images (9/15/2014)'Rambling After

Underpinnings': Harmonizing Work and Play (9/16/2014)'The Trailer': Painting Opens

Tomorrow! (9/17/2014)'Between Worlds': Entertaining Questions (9/18/2014)'Landscape' and

'Landscape II': Being Idle in Paradise (9/20/2014)'At Sea': At Ease (9/21/2014)'Floral II': What

Happens When Leisure Is Under Attack (9/23/2014)'Memory': Star Gazing, Daydreaming,

Painting (9/25/2014)'Floral III': Would You Accept Flowers from a Loafer? (9/30/2014)The Idle

Challenge in 24 Thumbnails: Discovery, Rediscovery, and Recovery (10/1/2014)'Angel 1'

Sings: Keep It Real (1/1/2015)'Angel 6': Accept the Corona (1/2/2015)'Angel 7': Just Do It



(1/4/2015)'Sages': Using Not Knowing to Get to Knowing (1/6/2015)'Places': From the Perfect

Start to Story Time (1/8/2015)'Dinner Theatre': To Please, To Dare? (1/9/2015)'Angel 7':

Finding the Painting (1/16/2015)'Angel 8': Making History, Leaving Marks (1/21/2015)Jim

Carpenter (1947 – 2016)'Eminence Claire' Redux: More Bravos, More Joy (1/18/2017)IN LIEU

OF FLOWERSJim Carpenter in the Artist's Studiotext and artwork by Jim CarpenterEdited by

James Hulbertfor publication by Jim Carpenter Fine Art as an ebook in 2019from Jim

Carpenter's blog,Jim Carpenter in the Artist's Studio: The Eternal Heart-to-Heart: An

Exploration of the Practical and Spiritual Concerns of the Artist (published online, 2009-2017).

All text, artwork, and photography by Jim Carpenter unless otherwise noted.Cover illustration:

Floral II by Jim Carpenter (Watercolor on Yupo, 26 inches by 20 inches). Collection of Frances

and Michael Khey. Photography by Jim Carpenter. Copyright © 2014, 2019 Jim Carpenter Fine

Art. All rights reserved.Copyright © 2009-2017, 2019 Jim Carpenter Fine Art. All rights

reserved.A Dime A Dozen: The Flower Painter Turns (1/4/2009)For five years now, I’ve been

painting flowers. Watercolorists who paint flowers, some might say, are a dime a dozen.

Despite my attempts at landscapes and still-life-and-figures, “he paints flowers” is the phrase

that clings to me and makes me blush, the same way being introduced as “the dancer” made

me blush as a teenager. “Enough with the flowers!” my cousin scolded, while driving Jascha

and me to the airport a year ago. “Paint some dragons, why don’t you?” I brooded over that

comment for the next two weeks on the ship to and from Hawaii and visualized in my

sketchbook/journal a huge foot stomping on flower beds, with the caption “No More Flowers.”

And, quite frankly, I brooded over it one way or another for the next ten months. In August, I

spent an hour discussing the “painting flowers” issue with artist Jamie Treadwell at the family

clambake in Maine. By that time I was already turning and the question “Why do I paint?” was

getting louder and louder.“Why do I paint?” isn’t really a new question. Every student of art will

at some point be asked to think about the “why” of it. And I have certainly been true to form in

“not knowing” the answer. It was easy to ask my theatre students, “Why do you say that? What

do you want?” regarding a character they were playing in a scene. It’s always easy to ask. It’s

much harder to answer. Why do I paint? Maybe it’s a “mystery”; maybe, as Sister Anita Marie

informed me 55 years ago, I’ll never really understand, even if I think I do.Living a life in which

a central theme is “not knowing” – that is, having a mystery in front of oneself at all times – is

more interesting (though more unsettling) than always having the answer in hand. That mystery

is what keeps me focused.I think I’ve said from the beginning that I paint in order to understand

that which I do not know. Even the most familiar flower will present me with a turn in line, or

color, or texture, that cracks my expectations. So there is nothing that I attempt to paint that I

really “know.” Everything I address has some element of my favored view of “not knowing” in it.

Perhaps I paint to find some answers, but I may be discovering that it’s the questions that hold

the most interest.This brings me to today’s painting: A Dime a Dozen (acrylic on paper, 15

inches by 22 inches). The title quotes directly from the answer to a question that I, standing in

my tap shoes, asked my dance teacher many decades ago. He said, “Hoofers are a dime a

dozen.” First he had to explain to me what a hoofer was (a tap dancer) and then what the

phrase “a dime a dozen” meant (so plentiful that they are cheap).Somehow it seemed an

appropriate title for this painting, which seems like a detour from my usual path. The view of

the audience from behind the proscenium, the stage lights, and the dancers – all surprised me

as they emerged from the paper with a certain amount of ease and confidence and familiarity. I

carved and then buried the notation for some tap steps into the stage floor and into the

backstage air. A Dime a Dozen: it seems like an appropriate title for my turning away from the

blush of painting flowers and turning (or should I say “re-turning”?) to the blush of dancing to



my own tune.Toreador, Toro, Tra-La: Confronting the Bull (2/7/2009)My colleagues in our co-op,

the Melrose Bay Art Gallery, are hosting a themed exhibit entitled “Hooves and Horns.” As you

may have guessed, it will consist of images of any animal that has a horn or a hoof, save

perhaps unicorns. (I think the jury is still out on that.) Needless to say, there are some fine

painters of horses and cows in Florida, especially in our neck of the woods. In fact, Sue

Johnson, the co-op member who came up with the idea, is herself a formidable painter of

horses. She has invited some of the best and most serious painters of “hooves and horns” to

exhibit at our charming co-op, which is located a half hour from Gainesville. Sue, blessed with

the generous conscience of a public school art teacher, thought it would be fun if everyone in

the co-op were invited to contribute to the exhibit. Well, of course, I want to be … co-operative

… but painting horses or cows is not exactly my forte. I paint flowers – I mean, I used to paint

paintings of flowers, and now I paint paintings that are more intuitive. I don’t know horse or cow

anatomy. Say “hooves” to me and I think of “hoofers,” and if you’ve read my first post you can

put the pieces together and figure that when I hear “hooves” I see tap dancers, not cows. So I

asked if the image needed to be realistic and was assured that whatever I came up with would

be all right: fanciful was OK. I set to work on it, hunting for a possible bull with horns in one of

several starts I had hanging around my studio. I knew from the beginning that I would paint a

bull, or maybe a cow, but I didn’t know where it would come from or where that bull or cow

would be in space and time. I suppose that for those who know me it comes as little or no

surprise that the bull ends up onstage, flanked by a matador and a flamenco dancer.That it is a

white bull, smiling and dancing center stage, upstaging the matador on stage right and the

Spanish dancer reaching for the sky on stage left, makes me wonder what this bull is really all

about. Of course, he is looking at us, not at the audience. Rather mischievous, isn’t he?I had a

lot of fun painting Toreador, Toro, Tra-La (acrylic on paper, 22 inches by 30 inches). I listened to

flamenco music and classical Spanish guitar and the mambo from West Side Story over and

over again on my iPod as I stood before the paper with paint and brush in hand. At some point

I found myself thinking of all the ways in which I had encountered hooves and horns in my

lifetime. The first time I heard the words el toro, I was to play the bull in tap shoes in a dance

recital, holding my hands up to my head and pointing my index fingers out from my forehead to

represent horns, pawing the ground three times, then charging through an imaginary cape held

up by a taunting young female matador. In 1968 I saw a bullfight in Spain and filmed it with my

dad’s camera. The bull almost seemed unwilling to charge, so rather than waste film I turned

the camera on only when the bull charged and went through the cape. The result, much like

one of those time-lapse films of flowers opening, was a hectic charge-and-spin dance

performed by the matador and the bull. And, finally, I had to think of that cow in a 1980s staging

of the musical Gypsy for which I choreographed a soft shoe, and for which I was engaged in

negotiations with two high school students over who was going to play the front end and who

the rear. I can still see that cow’s head, made by then student-artist Crystal Sullivan. She put a

colorful crown of flowers on the cow’s head. I considered (in 2009) giving them to the bull, but

the bull wasn’t asking for them. That is, I couldn’t see them on the paper and so I would be

imposing them. Then I heard my cousin Richard saying, “Enough with the flowers, already!” I

look at Toro here, sans flowers, and think that he might be ready to do that soft shoe, and that

if we were to tug we might lift his head and find some generous chorus member there,

sweating under the weight of that bull costume. Maybe. Maybe not.No matter. The painting’s

characters – that dancer (hoofer) earnestly kicking up her high heels (hooves) through all that

fabric; that toreador with his straight back to us, facing the audience full front, and with his own

unseen hooves firmly planted on the stage floor; and the playful entrance of that bull, winking



at us with only two hooves showing and being the only one with horns – all seem to represent

something to me that moves beyond their status as stock characters. Even though I watched

the painting evolve, I am still surprised by what ultimately showed up on the paper. I look at this

painting and I laugh and say, “Oh! So that’s what I was thinking!” Not-knowing, as I like to say,

leads to knot-knowing.The Nightingale … The Lark: Re-Turning (6/4/2011)Hello out there! This

has been a sparse blog, has it not? Two posts, followed by 26 months of silence. How do I get

back into your good graces after such a long absence? I found the beginnings of my last blog

attempt and thought I’d start by reflecting on what I wrote two years ago:“My art is constantly

surprising me. I used to think that I was starting all over again when I started painting, but

since I’ve started painting with acrylics (and doing Cosmos Qigong) I feel it’s not a new

beginning but rather a continuation of the same journey, focusing on the same underlying

questions about knowing: How do I know? How do I interpret the world I inhabit? How do I

create meaning? I think of these things not before I paint, but after. I look at the painting and

then say, ‘Oh! Really?’ Interestingly enough, I have this one painting that fascinates me. It

started with my thinking about the scene in Romeo and Juliet the morning after the lovers’ only

night together. He hears the lark and she argues that it’s the nightingale. I wrote those lines into

the painting. Well, as the painting evolved it seemed to resist me – sort of had a mind of its

own, if you can imagine that” (January 23, 2009).At first glance I’d say that the underlying

threads in my reflections on the creative process have not changed much. I’m still fascinated

and astonished by the process, still looking at the connections between what I do now (art) and

what I did before (theatre). I’m beginning to understand that the creative process is essentially

the same, whether I’m directing a play, inventing a lesson plan on how to approach one of

Shakespeare’s plays, writing fiction, or painting with acrylic on paper. Happily, this painting, The

Nightingale … The Lark (acrylic on paper, 37 inches by 29 inches), seems to be an appropriate

choice for my re-turn to the blogosphere. The painting was, at one stage in the process, a

literal depiction of Romeo and Juliet, with Romeo looking out at the landscape and with Juliet

at his feet, pleading with him to stay. It wasn’t working … at least, Juliet wasn’t working … so I

decided to take her out altogether with isopropyl alcohol and a paper towel. It was only then

that the standing figure on the right began to emerge.I thought about the implications of this

new figure and how it affects the meaning of the other figure staring out at the landscape. I

think it lifts the painting out of the specifics of the play and moves it in the direction of the

allegorical.And so here I stand, awake and ready to walk into the blogosphere again, sharing

my questions about the creative process and what it’s like for me to be in it.The Nightingale …

The Lark was on exhibit in the 2010 Thomas Center Galleries Regional Juried Exhibition,

Gainesville, Florida, July 17 to September 13, 2010.Qi-Filled: The Flowers Re-Turn

(6/18/2011)When this painting began to appear on the paper, I must admit, I had some

resistance to it. I had pretty much abandoned painting flowers two years ago, or maybe it would

be more accurate to say that the flowers abandoned me. So I was surprised a few months ago

when all I could see emerging in the initial abstract start of a painting, were flowers – big, bold,

colorful flowers. Did I dare pursue it? And if I did decide to “go there,” how would my current

painting habits and my past topic mix? Would it be possible to incorporate text into my

painting? Could I make symbols? Would I be able to justify a re-turn to flowers? Well, why not

try it and find out?I had a great time painting Qi-Filled (acrylic on paper). And after a few

sessions I stopped working on it and waited a month or so before finally deciding to sign it. You

know, painting with acrylics on paper opens the way to many layers of paint and endless

revisions. When to stop can be problematic. Making one adjustment often leads to another and

another and another ad infinitum, until you end up with a totally different painting. So it was a



great moment for me when I was able to acknowledge that I liked this painting just as it was

and that I needed to seal the deal by signing it.When the time came to give this painting a title,

I thought about the ways in which this floral was different from those I had done before. The

flowers, though completely imaginary, seem far more robust than any that have appeared in my

earlier paintings. I like to think that, like me with my three years of qigong practice, these

flowers have been “fertilized with qi.”I hope this is the beginning of a series of new florals. We’ll

see how things develop!My Artist’s Statement (6/22/2011)Finally I have found the words. Here

is my artist’s statement:I paint because I am in love with the creative process. The final product

may indeed teach me something about myself, about how I view the world, or about what I

care deeply about, and as such each painting stands as a statement intended for me, and, I

hope, one that will resonate with others. But the great satisfaction, the great fascination for me,

is the “getting there,” going from a blank canvas to the finished product. Although I am always

present in the doing, I am still surprised by the way a painting ends.'='='=I especially like the

experience of starting with just a few things – three tubes of paint and a thought or some music

for inspiration – and seeing what can come of it. I put paint down and lift it off, I scrape, I carve

text into it, I spray it with water and rubbing alcohol, I add more paint. I make marks with my

fingers, with paper towels and with just about anything interesting I can get my hands on. In

other words, I get into the painting. This is my “start,” and from the chaos that results I “find” the

painting by adding layers and by lifting layers, by adding lines and by subtracting lines. It is this

repetitive, intuitive, give-and-take process that thrills me, in part because it is so much fun and

in part because ultimately it results in a painting. I know that a work is done when I realize that

if I add or subtract one more thing it will be the start of a new painting. That’s when I sign

it.'='='=Various themes and imagery run throughout my work: the theatre, dance, spirituality, and

family. My twelve years of parochial school education, my background in dance, my studies of

the theatre and my career as a theatre teacher, my practice of Cosmos Qigong, and my deep

love for my family – all inform that imagery. I paint to explore and to celebrate these things that

matter to me. I hope that I paint them in a way that reminds the viewers of something that

matters deeply to them.The Porch Studio (9/2/2011)When I landed in Gainesville eight years

ago, the little house we bought in the forest had a wonderful enclosed “porch” with three walls

of windows, the perfect breezy spot for breakfasts accompanied by birdsong, casual dinner

parties at dusk with friends, a cozy read on a lazy afternoon, and a magical place for the

Christmas tree – all the windows reflecting the lights transformed one lighted tree into a forest

of twinkling lights. It was also the only place in the house where I could paint. And so, in a short

time, the porch also became “my studio.” As you might imagine, over the years “my studio”

grew and eventually took over the entire space with makeshift storage, paint and brushes and

boxes and flat files and mats and a mat cutter and books and bins and canvases and papers

and, of course, paintings. Christmas trees, morning breakfasts with the birds, and dinner

parties overlooking the garden – those were all things of the past.Although I had been aware

for a while that the porch was not ideal for a studio space – where, for example, do you hang

your paintings when three of the walls in the studio are glass and the fourth wall is interrupted

by a door and three windows? – I think it was not until I spotted the perfect cedar rocking chair

on a porch in the nearby town of Micanopy that I recognized how twisted it was not to let the

porch be a porch that my spouse and I could enjoy year round.The next thing I knew I was

doing Google searches for “cost of converting carport into studio.” I ended up on a website

providing referrals to contractors and soon met with Jason “Tug” Huddleston, the owner of

Hudd Construction, Inc.When relatives visited last week, I began to organize the studio for

packing. The most important thing was to have a place where we could sit and have lunch



together. So here is a picture of a space that is in between: it is neither “all studio” nor “just a

porch,” and yet it is both.And though our guests had their backs up against flat files and a

tabletop filled to capacity with gel mediums and high-gloss varnish, the view overlooking the

garden was great. The butterflies were out in full force that afternoon, and the hummingbird

showed up on cue.Since then I’ve packed up most of the stuff that defines a studio. Now the

“porch studio” is nearly “just a porch” again. We’ve had several breakfasts out there

already.The big mirror on the table? That’s a work in progress by artist Ellen West. I’ll write

more about it soon.Mirror, Mirror, On the Wall: An Irish and a Polish Blessing (9/24/2011)The

house renovation and the conversion of the carport into studio space has taken me from the

comfort zone of blogging about my own work, because (I say somewhat guiltily) I haven’t

painted since I packed up the “porch studio.” But today I re-turn with a beautiful piece of art

made by another artist, Ellen West. I asked Ellen to work her magic – to cast a spell – on the

mirror that came from my mother’s solid pine 1950s dresser. I planned to hang the mirror over

the new vanity in our renovated master bath.I asked her if she could put the traditional Irish

blessing on it (“May the road rise up to meet you …”) and if possible the Polish blessing (“Sto

lat,” meaning “a hundred years”). For this project Ellen used antique embossing letters to spell

out the blessings, starting at the top left and working her way around to the top right.“Sto lat!

Sto lat!” is centered at the top.I imagine that whoever looks in the mirror will be blessed with the

hearty and joyous Polish blessing, “a hundred years,” and the beautiful Irish blessing that

accompanies it: “May the road rise up to meet you. May the wind be always at your back …”“…

May the sun shine warm upon your face …”“… and rain fall soft upon your fields …”“… And

until we meet again, may God hold you in the palm of His hand.”Sandra J. Hadley’s It’s All

About Me: Exuding Authenticity (4/10/2013)[Note of 4/22/2013: Invitation to Share Art-Love:

Artist Nanci Hersh invited me to be a guest blogger in her “Artist as Collector” series. I like the

idea: inviting another artist to write about a third artist. The gesture is generous, allowing for a

rush of gratitude from everyone involved. I chose to write about one of my favorite artists,

Sandra J. Hadley, and one of my favorite paintings by her, It’s All About Me (charcoal on paper,

20 inches by 16 inches, matted and framed). – JRC]Sandra’s paintings in charcoal have long

enthralled me with their uncanny ability to ignite my senses.I saw the sunflower on the table in

Sandra’s studio just as she was preparing to frame it for a show, and found myself

spontaneously, cheerfully talking to it: “Well, LOOK at YOU!” I said, as if it were a living creature

waiting to be adored. It was, in fact, love at first sight. I asked her what she was going to name

it and she said, “Either ‘Here’s Looking at You’ or ‘It’s All About Me.’” I said, “If you name it ‘It’s

All About Me,’ I’ll buy it.”The truth is, I would have bought it no matter what she called it.I know

that the phrase “it’s all about me” has its detractors, but for me it's a reminder that you can’t

paint authentically from anyone’s heart but your own. This sunflower expresses that sentiment.

It radiates confidence, joy, authenticity. It exudes a sense of being totally present – in the

moment.My house is full of art created by others, but Sandra’s painting is the only work by

another artist that hangs in my studio.Yellow Roses: Re-Turning Early Work on Loan

(5/4/2013)A number of years ago I lent a painting to a friend who was just starting out in a new

apartment. As the years passed, he lived with and loved the painting, but now he was moving

to a new city and opening a new business, and adopting a truly minimalist lifestyle, and so he

returned the painting to me. I was happy to see it again – to see it with fresh eyes – and to

remember what it was like to paint it.Yellow Roses (watercolor, 15 inches by 11 inches) was the

first of a series of five paintings of the same bouquet of yellow roses, capturing the various

stages of the bouquet’s life. I remember noticing that, even as I was painting the buds in this

bouquet, they were opening. So, by the time the painting was completed at the end of the



session, neither the canvas nor the buds were as they had been hours earlier. But that is to be

expected, isn’t it? Buds open. The paper gets paint on it. Besides, I was not attempting to

capture a moment on paper: I was just trying to understand the beauty before me.As I look at

the painting now, with the hindsight of the paintings that followed, I am struck by the fact that

they are just buds beginning to open – an appealing metaphor for the creative process.THE

CHALLENGE, Or, Finishing What One Starts (9/3/2013)My studio is full of “starts” – the

beginnings of paintings left unfinished. What can bring me back to them?Leslie Saeta has

invited artists to join her in a 30 day challenge for the month of September 2013: a painting a

day, posted on one’s blog. Having recently finished the Whole 30, I’ve learned that one really

can make a change in one’s habits in 30 days. So I am going to accept Leslie’s challenge to do

30 paintings in 30 days, and to post them on my blog. That means I also have to write on my

blog for 30 days. Hmmm. I’m already three days late on this, but we are assured that if we fall

behind we can just catch up.I have not spilled many beans about my creative process, but let’s

just say that the painting I begin is often not the one that ends up being in the frame. I do a lot

of covering and uncovering before I find the painting. Sometimes that means erasing much of

the original painting, either by trying to remove paint from the paper or by covering the paper

with new layers of paint.Since I’m gearing up for a show next month, it may seem crazy for me

to take on a challenge like this. But I do have a lot of “unfinished” paintings, many of them 5

inches by 7 inches, just waiting to be addressed. So I’ve decided to accept the challenge of 30

paintings in 30 days by taking the many starts and near-finishes I have in my studio and …

finishing them. One day at a time.I will on occasion post the starting point of the painting so you

can get a sense of where I begin and where it all ends.More of my “starts” …Seek … a Start,

to Dis-Cover Art (9/4/2013)Seek and ye shall find! It would seem that all of my time in the

studio and in the creative process, is spent “seeking” in order to find or to dis-cover. First I have

to find an appropriate “start.” Some days all I do is create “starts” that will be put aside for

future use. But a start – which is a great warm-up activity because you get to play with the

paint as much as you want – is just a start. It can remain a start for a few days or a few weeks

or months or even years. For my first painting in response to Leslie Saeta’s challenge, I

selected one of several starts on Crescent illustration board. (Better now than never!) Here’s

the start:I’m into “not knowing.” So there is no detailed concept when I begin. I create some

chaos on the paper and then seek out the painting. I do have some trusted guides to help me

through the journey. For the most part, I work with the same pigments and generally stick to a

limited palette, using a red, a blue, a yellow, and several opaque whites. I also have a favorite

violet that I use occasionally, and some metallics.But it really is this process of just putting paint

down, making marks, stirring things up, and then looking for images to emerge from the chaos,

that challenges and juices me. I am always amazed at where the paint leads me. I know that if I

had tried to imagine the painting beforehand, I would never have imagined what I would end up

with.The quest for knowledge, for guidance, for wisdom, for any worthwhile goal, is as old –

and as new – as humanity. We are all about seeking. And now I wonder if this painting – which

I’ve entitled Seek (acrylic on Crescent illustration board, 9.5 inches by 6.5 inches) – did not

perhaps emerge for the express purpose of reminding me that we are all seeking something,

looking for the clues, looking for the blessings, asking for guidance to help us un-cover

something regarding the mystery that surrounds us.Pause to Paint – Paint to Pause

(9/5/2013)Is it a certain madness that drives 417 artists to agree to make 30 paintings in 30

days and to blog about them? Is this just another opportunity to race with the clock?I

recognized that hopping onto a challenge that seems to hold a promise of working, working,

working, might be a bit crazy for me to attempt right now, given all that I have on my schedule.



But underlying this rush of productivity is the current of creation, of self-expression, of dis-

covery of self and of what is around us. It’s essentially an opportunity to “pause.”It may seem

ironic, at first glance, that the painting that came along on day 2 (for me) of a 30-day

productivity challenge, is one that reflects the importance of taking time to pause, but I find it

quite appropriate. To pause in the journey, to be curious, to read the text and interpret the

symbols that surround us, to wonder at the mystery and to engage fully with it – all of this is

what making art is about.Here is the “start” that led me to pause (or to Pause): that gave me

pause – and thus gave me Pause. Can you see the figure pausing, waiting for me to dis-cover

it?And here is the finished painting, Pause (acrylic on Crescent illustration board, 9.5 inches by

6.5 inches):Endurance: It’s About Time (9/6/2013)“Time past and time future/ What might have

been and what has been/ Point to one end, which is always present” (T. S. Eliot, “Burnt

Norton”).Endurance (acrylic on paper, 7.5 inches by 9.5 inches) is my painting number 3 in

Leslie Saeta’s 30-30 challenge. Once again the painting and the title seem to be related in

some way to the experience of the challenge itself. I didn’t plan it this way, but, as I wrote

earlier, planning the outcome of putting paint on paper is not a big part of my process.I entitled

the painting Endurance because the figures appear hardened, literally stone-like, and, in the

case of the figure on the right, encased or embedded in stone like a fossil. The Online

Etymology Dictionary traces the word back to the Old French endurer, meaning “to continue in

existence,” and to the Latin durare, meaning “to harden.”My first thought as I looked at the

finished painting was that it was about time and the ways in which we travel through it, leaving

remnants of ourselves behind and thereby always being present. We pause. We observe. We

endure.The 30 day challenge is already teaching me lessons. My usual format is a full sheet

(22 inches by 30 inches) of watercolor paper. I was not expecting that creating small works

could be nearly as satisfying as it is right now. The creative spirit continues to teach, no matter

what the size of the canvas.Honor … the Creative Spirit (9/7/2013)When I looked at the

finished painting, my first thought was “This is about honor.” So I entitled my fourth painting for

Leslie Saeta’s current “30 in 30” challenge Honor (acrylic on paper, 6.5 inches by 9.5 inches)

and see it as the next in a logical sequence of titles: Seek, Pause, Endure, and now Honor. I

always make an effort not to box a painting in with a title: I want the viewers to be free to create

their own story from what they see. In that sense, visual art is collaborative.
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