St udi o Beat, 2022

After a recent bout of living in New York honel ess shelters, the
authorities suddenly dunped ne into a new subsidized apartnment in Brooklyn
along with a prison bed and ny duffle bag, a few steps froma big | ake and
30,000 trees. Al nost none of the honeless wonen | lived with for a year
and a half escaped shelter living---there was a mnuscule quantity of

| ow-i nconme housing for the demand.

The after-shocks of the preceding few years continued to knock nme around.
Per haps because |I'm aged, not nmentally ill or a drug addict, | rebounded
fromny econom c death---a precarious, failed way of life. Slowy,

settled into ny new hone where in May and June the park's flowering trees
perfuned nmy bedroomand in winter, | snuggl ed naked under a duvet fort

next to the wi ndow i nched open, shards of icy air splashing the night.

The city's pulse beat with ruthless and predatory businesses, wandering

vi ol ent psychiatric cases, and pockets of gun-toting gangs. Stepping out
the door in the norning there was no predicting what fell ow humans woul d
be up to or what creative outfits they m ght have devised to wear—erange
slacks, a yellow print shirt set off with purple nitrile gloves, for

i nstance. Many types of civic benevol ence were al so present such as

pl entiful neighborhood |ibraries, YMCAs, parks, nmass transit, and ny
apartment. Around the corner, charitable neighbors stocked a refrigerator
installed on the sidewal k for anyone in need, and | received vegetabl es at
the St. Ann's food pantry, one of a reported 535 pantries in the City.
There were also a lot of other artists in Brooklyn but none that | knew in
thi s nei ghborhood of apartments, big free standing ol d houses, and no

| of ts.

The bunker-1like, brutalist one-bedroomgradually turned into an art

studio, replacing a large live-work space in Dunmbo with a 17-foot ceiling,
where | was a tenant for twenty-five years until ny day job failed and the
ni neteenth century warehouse district was overcone by devel opers. To

survive and work, | had long cultivated inner silence, states of trance.
Now, after so many decades of practicing neditation, my mnd didn't offer
stiff resistance to becomng quiet. Wth ego nelted down, | started ny own

techno nmusic playlist. A repetitive beat slapped the sound onward, shot
with netallic ringing tones conjuring its origin, the Bergain night club
housed in an old Stalinist factory, Berlin 2004. The nusic skirted doom by
mai nt ai ni ng tension between tribal drumming and a world of sinister,
threatening machinery. The insistent beat supported a light trance, a
state where everything radiates its own being. Jim Mrrison of The Doors
sang of opening to this expanded state of consci ousness.

I found an island in your arrms,

a country in your eyes,

arns that chain, eyes that lie.
Break on through to the other side.

Cul led fromthe basement refuse room the studio's naterials were a big
pile of clean junk assenbled in a corner, primarily styrofoam |ong stal ks



of banmboo, newspaper, and cardboard shi pping boxes. To begin, | need a
skel eton structure for nmy life-sized figures and an anchor to the fl oor
One was already constructed, | nmight start another one, or begin a wal
mask. Anot her, uni que component of the scul pture is previously prepared
newspapers | am nated by rice paste into thick rippling sheets that can
formlight, hollow organic shapes---- an alternative to clay. A sketch
rested in the back of my mind, but everything was up in the air. On
purpose there is no system unleashing a welcone to the unknown.

Simul taneously in the Berlin Cub and the Brooklyn bunker, the nusic
seduced ny body off the couch to bounce, nod, and playfully jerk around by
its rhythm and col or. Masking tape and the prepared | am nated newspaper
skittered off the black granite kitchen counter and onto the existing

scul pture anchor, a dairy pail |oaded with cenent. Sharp scissors cut into
Real Estate and denolished Business. A sheet rock knife stabbed into a
shape. | bobbed and shook nmy shoul ders to the rhythmin silly ways for a
78-year-old, but | was out of sight and inside the joy of free novenent.
Recently refrigerated, the cold, snot-like rice paste snmeared over the
paper |lam nate. Steadily, nore formarrived from papers tacked with
maski ng tape and pasted.

Time purred by. Feeling happy.

@ ancing out the window to the wi de courtyard, container-planted cypress
trees bowed, rustled and rocked in a snowstormthat stacked quivering
white colums on their needl es. The snow collected in drifts on the w ndow
sills and billowed around in wild swirls. A neighbor across the way had
jamred a canvas cloth serving as a curtain into the top of the w ndow.

Now, its outside edges flapped stiffly in the cold air. Coth, trees,

snow, body, mnd, paper and junk moved and shook together while the rising
scul pture evol ved. A new beat syncopated, inviting inprovisation by its
unexpect ed enphasis. After sonme hours, | grew tired and stopped.

The next studio day was stalled. To awaken new thoughts | browsed an
archive of favorite art collected fromthe internet, a personally curated
m niature nuseumprinted in sets of thumbnails. Joined at the hip with the
pl easure of these tiny inmages, the god Eros and | roved and halted at a
painting in the Uah desert nade at |east a thousand years ago on a rock
face with vermllion earth lines. The artist of Frenont people casually
yet deliberately denoted three figures, without relation to an encl osed
border or depicted depth, contrasting with Western art conventions. Wthin
the large rock surface three bodies were shaped as very | ong rectangl es
with a globe at the head, and small arms and feet. Two of them sprouted
threads of energy with a streaning arc over the head of the |argest one. A
third, smaller figure seened alarnmed or ecstatic in the presence of the
two stream ng people. Myself, the scul pture, and painted rock figures
flowed together within a spirit field.

Newl y energi zed and now in the kitchen, | gessoed a | arge scul pted head,
three tines life-size, brushing its paper surface with a mxture of white
gl ue and pul verized |linestone, formng a thin but hard shell when dry. On
the countertop now a worktable, its head is thrown back with a screamthat
boiled out in all directions fromits scalp in knobby protrusions,
shadowi ng a figure from Picasso's Guerenica or someone just driving al one
down the interstate. This fragment of a figure m ght be collaged onto the
existing |l eg-base or on a new one, its ultimte story unknown for now.
Rummagi ng t hrough the junk, nothing attracted.



In an open void | sat on a | ow bench before Crow Totem now rising in
space but unfinished. The shapes were | argely geonetric styrofoam pl ucked
fromtheir previous job of sheltering flat screen TVs, wi ne bottles, and
grapes during world travel fromfarms, factories and people we never see
or think of. These human efforts renmained as plastic ghosts, now
transform ng frombox |inings cut apart and stacked in a narrow col um of
|arge and small cavities, repeating baffles, factory-precise oval holes
and letters. Their planes intersected with wavy, winkled sections of
paper, the geonetric butting against the organic. Its base was anchored by
a netal pail and cenent, while at the crowmn a crow head | ooked in opposite
directions with prom nent cone-shaped eyes. The entire totemwas unified
by a white paper coating followed by a creany m xture of powdered white

i mestone and glue, an ancient finishing plaster. Gazing frommd-1evel |
turned it, scanning slowy for blocks in the flow that woul d make every
view equally inportant, settled, and | eading to the next one. Wen the
Japanese hand saw cut off a small chunk, it spun plastic crunbs around the
room

The scul pture's presence in nmy living space all evening and the days ahead
m ght seem mnor but isn't. The slow process, one that shades the rationa
into a startling blast fromthe unknown, needs a |arge patch of sinple

vi ewi ng. Degrees of the nundane, spirit, and reason threaded a circuit
through every nmonent, act, and thought from sketches, selecting the junk,
cooking quarts of rice paste, naking the | am nate papers, |ooking at the
old stream ng rock people, and gazing at the unfinished art. This way of
seeing put a world chopped into fragnents back together in new ways, to
enable the art to speak wi thout words. Avoidi ng pernmanent danmage, |
scraped away gesso accidents fromthe counter and swept bits of styrofoam
paper, and cardboard into the trash.

Days passed clotted with conpl ex grocery shopping trips searching out the
nost delicious bang for the buck, a nedical biopsy, housekeeping, witing,
and the secretarial tasks of art life--- inventory, photo docunentation
grant applications, and rebuilding a website. Now a tine was open for
studi o work again. Like dreans, nothing is clear about the process except
that the ego will block it, and the streaned energies are not
automatically aesthetic. Undeterred, | went to Crow Totemintent on
coaxi ng the nost visual pleasure fromits shapes, contrasts, holes,
surfaces, edges, and lines--- all constructed fromnere trash, capped by
an enbl em of nature, the promi nent bird head. | tweaked it with snal
adjustrents that added up. To confirml| can't nake it any better, | took a
photo on ny phone and by its flattening and di stancing effect saw fornal
flaws previously unnoticed. The supporting structure of the sculpture is
part of its meaning and engages a conversation with the flesh, a dial ogue
that is never predictable or concluded, synbolizing the mythic m nd and
its relation to living.

Wil e noving the new archaic | ady scul pture, the structure broke and nust
be entirely rebuilt. Still, there's nothing |'d rather be doing and
recogni ze how privileged | amto live in this dynamc city next to al nost
600 acres of parkland and to nake art, to uncover purpose. My socia
security income supported a steady, bare survival allowing me to live in a
rare ease, with sone conforts, and time, for now

In the stillness of night, a vivid cinematic dream bl azed t hrough ny
sl eeping mind, a bolt fromthe unknown. Astonished awake by its inpact, |



felt affronted by its shocking puzzles that seened to sit on ne in the
dar kness. Patiently tuning in to its |anguage, the dream gradually
revealed a reflection of the previous day's feelings and events, taking an

opposite stance. | thanked it for its brilliant creativity. By m d-norning
its power had faded, but it launched a final spear into the daylight
hours--- the question of howlong |I mght have to live. Relatively |long or

short, my invisible inner conpanions were there, noting every thought,
feeling, and event, performng a visual comentary in the darkness of
night. We net in a |lum nous zone of truth that | could neither evade or
nail down, a respite and silent theater where life and its enotions, art,
and dream i mages m ngl ed and comruni cated with each ot her

A different companion snmirked fromthe studio wall, the scul pted Skull, a
flattened head comically shaped |ike a fleshy pizza pie, cackling
silently, toothily, toward ny final breath.

The sky sent down a cold drizzle blackening the tree bark and nelting the
snow. | slipped on a new linen work snock, a recent gift, and eased into
the new studio day. Nudging Crow Toteminto alignnent, it continued to
list one way, then another, so | applied a renedy of thin cloth glued over
its fault lines for strength. The Totem s profiles zig and zag within the
vertical, something |like Herzog and de Meuron's 56 Leonard Street, a
favorite high rise residential building notable for its shifting off-set
floors that by challenging the balance point, dare to remain standing like
a very tall stack of children's bl ocks.

The prehistoric-like figure, still unnaned and undefi ned, advanced now
that it had a steady |ower body. | have no idea what I'mdoing, ny mnd a
blank. It took a long time to come to this, the risk of letting the
unconscious lead. | pulled out a drawing fromits purple folder, a sketch
dat ed six years ago showing a favorite curvaceous shape. Although |'ve
nade a few versions of it, I'mstill draw to its sensual extravagance
rem nding ne of the golden era of Detroit cars in ny youth when swoops,
chronme details, and colors seened playful, wild and free. It will dry
over ni ght .

Life in the studio is nested within a national politics stuck in hypocrisy
and corruption, fonmenting w despread nunbness, rage, and dread where the
few control the lives of the nany. Nested inside that, the small New York
contenporary art world behaves |ike an urban Plain of Jars, a war zone
littered with hidden expl osives ready to detonate at each step over
conpetition for power and position. Art provokes an enornmous anount of
hostility fromsome and stark indifference fromthe rest, while its
vitality and talent pitched into steady decline when a perverse system of
mar ket nonopoly, constructed around profit, distraction, and

entertai nnent, sprang into existence in the 1980s. My sculpture is nade to
stand in a public world of humans, who can nobve around it bodily, slowy,
sensuously and silently glide into surprising places in the mnd. Freakish
and under the boot, my ambition might |ook insanely irrational after
forty-five years of anonymity and effort, but represents the ongoi ng hope
of finding an audi ence, political resistance, and a way to |ive.

| have lived in and witnessed three New York artists's nei ghborhoods, LES
Soho, and Dunbo, destroyed by devel opers and gentrification. Technol ogy
has supplied the fl awed conpensation of |Instagram functioning as a free
public forumof visual art within the limtations of a small screen and
absence of the physical art object. Aggrieved, |I'mforced to conprom se
and participate in it every day, so | took a photo of ny new scul pture. In



Phot oshop | adjusted the lighting, del eted background clutter, changed the
photo shape to the required square, and tap, tap, tap---ny posted inage
instantly appeared across the North America, Europe, and Asia on tiny,

flat phone screens. Far-flung people respond to it, sometines make
conments, while | interact with their art as well. My art has adjusted to
the actions of photography that flatten and trivialize it, but it keeps
reserves for real life viewing. Instagramis a real but severely limted
formof comunity.

Browsing in a book, | discovered inspiration in a Jackson Poll ock painting
made the year | was born, 1943, and new to nme called The She-WIlf. Its
energetic, whole arm brush work forned a harsh inpression of snarling
faces, threaded together with largely white and bl ack lines and bits of
red, ochre and grey, a striking i mage even when | acking the snell, touch
texture, and scale of the original. Its subject she-wolf mght refer to an
ancient myth where a wolf nurtured two abandoned boys who went on to found
Rone, a Rone that beconme a war enpire and whose | aw becane the basis of
our own | egal system The painting used enphatic, reduced visual neans to
suspend the nmnd and feeling fromthe nundane world and toward a nmythic
realm pressing together two opposite states of being--- nurture and
killing.

M d-norning | wal ked to the Brooklyn Botanic Garden a bl ock down Fl at bush
Avenue with a conmmunity ticket on ny phone. Aggravated and vigilant of the
intense traffic, | crossed an intersection of three strands of nultiple

| anes whose drivers comonly press their two tons of steel within inches
of pedestrians, angry and inpatient at the human bodies requiring themto
lift the pedal fromthe metal. | made it across in one piece through a
site of ninety collisions in 2016, putting it on the city's list of nost
danger ous intersections.

Slipping inside the iron gates, the living collection of trees and plants
created in 1911 exquisitely unfolded. Despite the winter cold two |arge
paper bushes were amazingly in bloom releasing their thick-sweet, nusky
perfume from hundreds of small white flowers squeezed tightly shut. Like
the rest of New York City, the Garden was once the |and of the Lenape
peopl e 1 ong before European settlers arrived in the 1600s. Like many

I ndi genous people, they lived with a vision that the earth, plants, and
animals are all alive and connected, an attitude that pronotes stewardship
of the planet and cooperative rel ationships.

Now in a safe, historical, and even holy place scented despite the cold

with flowers, earth and trees, | was free to commune with this perspective
and anbl ed down a path, savoring surprises. Few other people were out. A
clunp of shingle oak trees retained all their dull, ochre-colored | eaves

that dryly rustled and clacked in the wind. Up ahead on a pergola, knotted
with bare, tangled and twisting vines, a few shriveled kiwi fruit stil
clung to their stenms. A nearby dove tree had shed |large quantities of ova
pebbly nuts, and froma high branch a scarlet cardinal trilled. | passed a
pl ant whose si ghage read, Possunmhaw.

The pond's thin ice thawed froma weakly shining sun, its surface wavering
in a slight breeze while distant flat white clouds streaked the pale blue
sky. Fuzzy pink, black, and white willow buds, tiny snow bells, and
spidery witch hazel flowers foretold the conmng spring. On the far bank a
| arge crowd of Canada geese industriously plucked grass fromthe Enpress
Tree lawn and spread out a continuous bl anket of dung over their many days
of grazing. Harsh honking calls froman enpty sky soon reveal ed newy



arriving squadrons in V-shaped formati ons who spiraled down to | and. At

| ast, the Garden enployed a German Shepherd and handler to notivate the
nmob of geese to find another forage spot.

The Botanic Garden sits on a 10,000 year old glacial deposit, its rock
garden arranged with stones and boul ders gathered fromall over the

prem ses. | canme upon a boulder glittering with mca to sit and take in
the sunshine. A nourning dove called. Tall pines whispered, then how ed on
the rising wind. Further along the path, the herb garden that al so grows
vegetabl es and fruit, |lay nounded with a fine yellow straw for the w nter
rest, the stone fountain dry. Dwelling here, the inner stillness and flow
of the nighttinme spread into the day. Together the plants, trees, and
nysel f were invisibly dying, deconposing, rebuilding, and growing in the
al i veness of the nonent.

Back in the studio and refreshed, | made the day's rice paste. Now knee
deep in construction, the | ady scul pture began to reveal herself. At this
nonent her head was a big, winkly triangular volunme with a giant raptor's
beak jutting forward into space. It was nade al nbst a year ago waiting for
its monent. Later, the raptor head becane its own tabl etop scul pture,
Hawkman and the Lady becanme Cyberman. In the afternoon the sun broke into
an intense, cool slant of lumnosity on the rough, new work. For a passing
nonment, euphoria banished the |oneliness, tedium uncertainty, and failure
of the previous days.



