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INTRO: Good evening. I'm smiling because I don't want to give the game away. It just makes so
much sense to me. There's all these little patched things up here. Yvonne's taking this very
seriously, as she should, and I think it's wonderful to see her preparation. I met her on the road
tonight, a little trail leading from our studios. I was running up to do something, and she was
coming down with her slide tray. She asked me if I ever get nervous an hour before the lecture.
Since I've got something like three days before mine, I observed that I was just that; that I'm
nervous now. She's lucky she's getting it over with.

To be at Skowhegan is a tremendous honor and privilege, to be among all of you, who exhibit so
much promise and talent, and to be among the faculty, who are all artists, I think each of them, in
the truest sense of the idea. To experience their work is to be inserted more deeply into our own
experience of our lives. It's a special privilege to introduce Yvonne Jacquette tonight. I think of
her as more or less a realist, in the same way I think of myself as more or less an abstract painter,
in that she draws from the appearances of the everyday world, although, as you're about to see,
from an extraordinary vantage point. Nevertheless, she sort of reveals the structure, the abstract
or energetic structure of things, underneath the world of appearances. I find her work
celebratory. I find it healing. I think her angel's point of view -- her aerial point of view -- finds
commonalities between the urban landscape and the cultivated rural landscape. I note, with
growing pleasure, the difficulty, the initial difficulty, I think, of her touch. She's a scrupulous
observer not only of what she's looking at, but how she's rendering it, and there's little room in
her art for the sentimental gesture, or for the sweet color combination, or for the dramatics, the
initial dramatics, of paint handling. This is work that makes no effort to come right out and
seduce you in its materiality. It's got so much else going for it that it doesn't have to. She's been
compared to artists who I would consider difficult realists, like Constable and the Flemish
landscape painters. I agree with that, although I think that one has to add that she's vested that
tradition with a 20™-century dynamism. She's really given to painting, invested in painting, a new
image, an extraordinary achievement at any time in art history, and a new vantage point. It's
always been there. I guess photography's made use of it, but the joy I find, and the deep pleasure,



in Yvonne's work is that, as with all painting, one can see it coming into being as one is looking
at it.

So we have with us tonight, speaking to us, an artist who's expanded our way of seeing. With
that, I'll just give you over to Yvonne. Thanks. [Applause]

YVONNE JACQUETTE: It's wonderful to see you all.

The aerial view is about my relation to the universe, particularly the immensity of it. My values
alter the facts -- the body, the mind, personal history -- all those things play into it. Mainly, I
think, I want to bring intimacy to vastness. I don't want a central focus. That's because I came up
in the time of Abstract Expressionists. Instead, I want a field -- a sense of openness -- and I want
to have my practical knowledge of the world to inform its beauty, like "Breugal." Let's turn on
the slides.

This is called Airborne, and this is exactly twenty years old -- 1974. Just before this I'd been
doing what I called "reductive realism," where I'd just take a small corner of something
observable -- it could even be a part of a barn and the clouds beyond it -- and have it so cropped
(which, of course, comes from photography) that everything in it was of extreme relationship to
everything else. You couldn't have a speck out of place. Coming to Maine opened things up for
me, because working more in natural light, and with the intensity of nature around me, I realized
I couldn't be so precious. So at this point I had started to go up in jet planes, to paint clouds; that
is, I went on a trip to California with my water colors, and I sat there the whole time painting one
cloud formation after the other. After that I would hire -- no -- I would actually -- go in a jet
plane to a certain place and paint all the way; stay overnight perhaps, if it was more than 400
miles away; then fly back the next day, hoping there were clouds, and do the same thing. Then I
would translate that into oil. So this painting is a composite of some of those experiences,
translated into oils, but still with a very smooth stroke.

Around this time I discovered I hated the horizon. I hated the way it cut the picture in half. So
I'm doing everything here to avoid the issue of a sharp horizon. I think the experience of coming
to Maine is the thing that most profoundly made me aware of light, and how light, in painting,
becomes the color. Now let's see if I can move this the right way.

Okay. This is the "Pasagasa Wakeeg" River in Belfast, the first aerial painting I did from the
experience of hiring a small plane and circling. Right at this time a flying school opened up in
Belfast, so I would go find a pilot and a Cessna, go up for about an hour, and draw directly, with
pastels, until I was completely dizzy; then come down, go up the next day, try it from -- sort of
orient it from another point, and do a number of -- try to deal with one particular point but
circling all the time, trying to see that, all at once; then, compositing into the final painting. So
there's a sort of curve to the earth that happened from the fact that I was doing this rotation. The
town of Belfast is very important to me, and I certainly knew the downtown part very well, but
even further, I would walk around and look at all the buildings, from the ground, to make sure I
had their position, their color, and their relation to each other.



This painting is about sixty inches wide, and the texture is really small, built-up strokes, which
came from the practice of using pastels, in my earlier painting that I showed you, which was
about eighty inches long -- all four of them. The technique came out of water color. It was
smooth. From here on in I've only been using pastel as my study medium.

Again, a large painting about seventy inches wide. After going up in the small plane for about a
year, and also still continuing to draw on jets, trying to sort of build up a vocabulary of land
forms and ways of translating the landscape, a close friend of ours, Edwin Denby, a poet and
dance critic, was taken very ill. I went to the hospital many times to stay with him, and I
expected he would die. He was seventy at the time. After a while it started to appear that he
might pull through, so I stopped going in the daytime, which had been my previous way, and
started going at night. I was amazed, when looking out his view, how different that same place
looked -- the East River. So I started to draw, especially when he kept saying, "Well, don't come
to visit me. I'd rather you go home and work." So I said, "Well, I'll bring my work here." That
little barge, going slowly up the river, somehow became a metaphor to me for his journey back
toward health. It was also a metaphor for my own fear about death, and my first encounter with
somebody very close, facing death.

Well, I never really set out to make a work out of some tragic situation. In fact, one time I
thought maybe I could, and it doesn't work. It only happened (this and a few other times) when I
sort of inadvertently came to work out of it.

I'm going to show you some slides of people who have been important to me as persons and
artists, too. Sylvia Mangold I met about the time our children were born. When you have a young
child you spend a lot of time on the floor, and Sylvia -- who had gone to Yale, and was a
wonderful helper to me, to sort of catch up on what Yale graduate school was about, liked to
measure things. So in this picture she's really trying to tell you exactly where she is -- how many
inches she is from the edge of the floor. I love the -- this is her first floor painting. She did many
after this -- I love the thin line, which was ruled and penned in against this fluid, water-colorish
use of acrylic, so that the tone and the structure are completely tied to that line. I think some of
that structure came across to me when I was going up into the Empire State Building. This is the
southeast view and the northeast view, from the very top, in the needle. I did some pastels first,
then I started working -- as I've done since -- with very large [ ? ] -- So this is about fifty inches
high and about thirty-six wide, I think. While I was starting this drawing I had a dream, and the
dream was a white line surrounding a dark form, and that dark form had facets of planes, so you
could tell at least three sides of it. So instead of using a dark line to sort of outline the buildings, I
worked up to the edge of what became a white line, and let it come through the page. I also
found that, as I was going through these small strokes, sort of little hair-like strokes, it started to
suggest the structure of buildings, sort of the girders -- the way buildings in New York look
when they're being built, and they haven't got their outside skin on yet.

Rudy Burckhardt, who's here tonight, I met in 1960, and I loved his photographs. This one was
sometime in the late '50s. He had come from Switzerland, looked around New York for a couple
of years, then started photographing, sort of out of that study, finally really got it down on paper.
The series I liked the best, then, was the one where he'd go up into a high-rise, just climb
upstairs, or take an elevator up to the top floor, and just go on the roof (they didn't lock roofs in



those days), and do a great deal with Chelsea, where he lives, still, and lower Manhattan. This
was my favorite. This is Coca Cola Goddess, and the thing about these pictures is that even
though this is kind of a grand angle on New York -- one could do a grandiose thing -- all the
pictures have a kind of gentleness and sense of kindness toward New York, and a kindness to
you as a viewer, so you can identify immediately with something in the picture that makes you
understand your own scale -- like that woman with the white coat, there. There's always
something to focus on that's very tender. And as I've gone on further, with my aerial views, I
always think of this picture.

"Chang Hung," a Chinese artist about 1620 or so, did this drawing. They think he was influenced
by Western art. He might have been one of the first Chinese artists who saw engravings of
Western cities from encyclopedias that the Jesuits brought to China. So I think it's probably the
beginning of a "sloped" view; the perception is more about angling slowly off toward the
background, and even this aerial perspective there, it's very different than the "Sung" landscapes,
which kind of go straight up, as if a person could walk their way up the landscape to heaven. But
I like this kind of space very much, and I also like the way the empty spaces became very full,
the shapes were very thought about. So when I started flying, a lot of the drawings I did in black
and white had a similar sense of texture to an uninflected part of the picture.

Into Manhattan -- this is the 23" Street area, so that's the Flatiron Building on the right, and the
Madison Square Park on the left. I think my early experience with a little bit of Abstract
Expressionism, that I did when I first came to New York, even before the reductive realism, is
coming back in here, because I liked the way this picture spread. I liked the way the street picked
up the vapor lights, which were new lights at the time, and important sections, like the top left
and bottom right, are cropped. You know there's much more going on beyond the edges. I was
going to the ballet a lot with Edwin Denby, and when I saw those four or five street lamps, as if
they were in position, I thought of the ballet dancers. Since then I think I've had a lot of
connection of kinesthetic/body understanding. I think I sort of identify a kind of body gesture, or
a sense of a body in space, or a feeling of a body gets into the landscape sooner or later. When
I'm up in the airplane it often becomes the way I identify something, so when I'm circling I kind
of have something to keep my memory refreshed, and I can understand where I am, even if I'm
upside down in the picture.

Alex Katz has also been a very important influence. We came to Maine to visit him about thirty
years ago -- thirty-two, actually, I believe -- and being up here in the summers, visiting him over
-- he lives in Lincolnville and we're in "Searsmont," about an hour and a half from here -- I could
see his process, and I saw how wonderfully -- how he prepared to do a painting. He'd do a study,
which was very open and loose and full of a sense of light. Then he'd do a bigger study, which
kind of firmed up some of the drawing, then do a really big painting, and then maybe an even
bigger painting. But all of that had to do with preparation; with color; mixing color, sometimes,
in advance, so when he got to the really big painting and it had to be painted wet on wet, in two
or three days, he had everything taken care of except the actual brushing.

So when I had this young child, trying to paint in between naps and visits to shopping and so
forth, I had to find a very precise way of working. Although I used acrylic way back, and put it
in jars so it was always going to be fresh, I also started pre-mixing my oil colors and putting



them in tubes so I could always pick up the tube the next day, and I'd have fresh paint. I didn't
have to remix it. But, more importantly, Alex had a way of capturing the essence, the brilliance
of light quickly seen -- the speed at which one took on the picture. Although he comes from
Matisse, he has a much firmer line, I'd say. All that was important to me, and I even did a few
paintings where I tried to be as clear and simple as that. Then I discovered that my temperament
was really kind of fussy in comparison to him, and I have to put in a lot more texture.

This is from the World Trade Center, which became a great New York studio for me, once they
opened, on the 107™ floor. So this is looking out toward Governor's Island. The thing about the
aerial view that's always interesting -- you can see how early patterns of the way things were
built are dependent on natural forces, such as how the river curved around, and even though there
may have been land-fill at the edge, the whole way these buildings tip and angle around has to do
with geological reasons; that the grid really hasn't taken hold here yet. That gave me a lot of fun,
in playing with turning on lights and turning them off in the building, so I could emphasize what
angle that building was sitting at, and play around with patterns. It was something I could change
very easily.

This was maybe the largest painting I'd done at this point. I think it's about fourteen feet wide. It
brought me to the crisis of "what is grandiose?" What still connects, personally, to one? To me, |
felt like I didn't want to make anything further into grandiosity, let's say, or, certainly, not to do
the great "postcard" view. Although the texture of the paint has a lot of variety, those kind of
strokings, left and right, on those buildings, that aren't really about the structure but kind of have
a rhythm that directs the eye around the picture, I still felt that I needed to get some way to get
closer into the picture, unless it was from a very high up, airplane point of view, and then there
was kind of another set of issues.

I think I skipped one. Let me see if I can go back. Okay. Working on that previous view, I saw
the ferry boat coming back and forth, the Staten Island Ferry, into the ferry dock, and I loved the
angle of that trajectory, let's say. So I did this picture and a second picture, which has a tanker in
-- let go of that -- that's just a detail of it. But this shows you what the surface looks like up close.
Some of the strokes are very shiny, because they have a great deal of medium in them. Some of
the strokes are completely matte, and they're usually the strokes that are the farthest back in the
picture, the furthest underneath. I discovered this by accident, but what happens is you have a
much greater range of dark colors when you have this play between shiny and matte, so you can
have the same color shiny and next to it the matte color will appear a little lighter. So you can,
say, take a straight black, and it will look almost gray, compared to the shiny version. I found
that the surface became full of glistening light. It tended to give much more emotion to the
picture. It helped me dissolve past edges. You can see that the tanker, here, almost falls through
into the water, and that glistening quality also gave me a chance to play with the thickness of the
paint and the thinness in other places. So the variety got increased by this method.

George Catlin, in 1827, made some prints -- I think it's a lithograph -- but probably was printed
in black and white, and possibly hand colored. I've only seen this in a reproduction in a book,
and I've never been able to find the real picture. But it delighted me incredibly when I found it,
because it had this flat-up space, right up against the picture plane, that seemed to make
something very intense, and it made the texture of the picture so important.



Q: Who was that?

A: Catlin. George Catlin, who also painted Indians. As a matter of fact, I think he made this
picture, this kind of picture -- It's of Niagara Falls, right, and he was having to find ways to fund
his trip out West to paint the Indians. He would go to country fairs and sell these prints, to raise
enough money. I don't even know how big the real thing is. I don't imagine it's very big.

So after that point I really started seeing that every time you're banking in a plane you're actually
perceiving that kind of space. So I would go out looking for it, and get the pilot to tip the plane
sometimes. This is near Harrisburg, Pennsyvania, and it's in the spring, when the fields were
being plowed. I like the way the big areas expand in the picture, and the little details sort of stay
in their place and didn't kind of take over. Perhaps my meeting Katherine Porter at that time had
something to do with that, because I loved her large whorls and energetic constructions --
abstract constructions, but I saw them everywhere when I went out flying.

Maine Yankee Nuclear Plant. This is about ten years old, this painting, and I guess it's about
seventy inches high. This is the first political subject I tackled, and I had no idea what kind of
attitude to take in the painting. So I started off with drawings of the reactor, the round shape,
there. First I made it look like a skull, then, by vigorous marking systems, kind of attacked the
whole thing. Both those things seemed corny, so then I kind of backed off, to kind of a position
of equanimity, where I tried to be neutral and hope that the insidiousness of the real subject
would speak for itself; that this situation of a tremendous amount of spent fuel rods, stacked up
underneath this reactor, way past the point of safety, supposedly, was a very dangerous situation.
All the referendums in Maine couldn't get it closed. I was part of a committee at one point, to try
to do that. Yet, it sat in this gorgeous landscape, with these beautiful peninsulas sticking out into
Penobscot Bay.

I set out to find some more plants because [ was interested in that question about what do you do
with your anger? I went to Three Mile Island about a year after the accident. I flew over it, the
first time, on a Sunday morning. Sometimes I have to do a daytime flight to get enough material
so that when I go up at night, I'm not completely confused -- especially if it's a dark night.
Actually, in a full moon is the best time to fly. This would be a great night, tonight.

Well, I couldn't get a pilot to stay very late, because I think it was late spring, so it would have
been about 8:30 before it would have gotten dark enough here, and nobody wanted to stay on a
Sunday night. So instead I went across the river and just walked around, and made lots of notes
about where the lights were. Then I combined that with my daytime drawing, and I did this on
"vellum," about fifty inches high, and to my surprise, when I put the drawing up against a piece
of really white matte board, a strange, interior light showed up, as if the island was lit up by
radioactivity. So I'm still finding myself using "vellum," because there's things that don't happen
when you use kind of a flat paper.

This painting is about twelve feet wide. I guess that's about seven and a half [feet] high. It's the
Brooklyn Bridge, seen from the World Trade Center, and it's another image, like the Flatiron
Building, that I followed Rudy, to some of the sites he had done beautiful films of. About the
time [ started this painting we took a little vacation to the Dominican Republic, and we went to a



little town called Porta Plata. Rudy and myself and my son, Tom, were walking around one
evening, in a new section of that town, and all of a sudden the generator went out. So we were in
pitch blackness, and we really didn't know how to get back to the bus stop where we'd come off,
so we just kept walking along slowly, feeling the ground with our feet as we did, and what I
noticed was that you could hardly see anything at first. Then, gradually, you could get a sense
that the sky was a little bit lighter than the trees, or the houses, or the land. Then, gradually you
could get a little sense that maybe that hunched shape over there was a house, and maybe that
round shape over there was a tree. Still, I had this feeling that there was something else going on;
that there might be people sitting on the porches of those houses. And, although I couldn't see
any, after a while maybe somebody lit a candle in one of the houses, and then I could get a little
sense that there was maybe some light hitting the side of somebody's cheek, or their arm or
something. I really confirmed that there was a person over there, or it might be the next house,
there was another person. I realized that our perception is very much different when there is no
light, or very little lights. And, scientifically, it's because the rods of the eye are operating, and
they operate on a very slow point of connection, compared to the cones, which is what our eyes
use most of the time, in strong light.

So when I came back I wanted to deal with some very quiet places, as if there were no light. So
down in that middle bottom, where you see two little circles, there are some clipper ships
painted, with dark brown against the dark blue water. The temperatures are so close that you can
hardly see them in the slide, and in the actual picture it's just that warm to cool relationship that
you can detect them. But I like very much this sense of secrecy that one can get to in painting, by
that closeness. The thing about the night light is that it seemed to me, because I hadn't seen much
painting about night light, that there was a whole new avenue for me of emotion to be dealt with.
I could find ways to think about sexuality, of loneliness, closeness, energy, excitement -- almost
anything else you could find in daytime painting. I found I could get a little more precise in my
painting of it, because you can dissolve edges of things. You can channel the way the eye moves
around the painting, in places where you want it to be, flow across, and then in other places you
can make a sharp thing happen, by the contrast -- such as where the bridge lights are.

San Francisco, from the Bank of America. At this time I was asked to go to San Francisco to do a
show, and I decided to go out early and paint, do some drawings first, so I could paint San
Francisco. I found that a marvelous city for me, just because the hills there create more
complicated spatial levels than even being in a high-rise. I mean, where else can you have a boat
come out of the side of a building? This is a large monotype printed with "garner tellis" and the
world's biggest press. It's about sixty inches high, I believe. It's printed on black paper, then it
has some pastel, hand-coloring on it. A small pastel about 14" X 17". That size is my lap size. It's
the size of the pad I take onto any airplane I go into, then I have a box of pastels that fits exactly
underneath that. Every time I need a color I lift the pad up, look for my color, dot fast -- jam little
spots and specks and dots on the page -- then put the chalk back and find another.

Well, I went to San Diego, and in this case -- my parents had moved out there for their health. I
would go out maybe once a year, but then my mother started to have more difficulty, because of
Alzheimer's disease. So at the time I did this study I'd just been there for a while, then I was
taking off, going back to New York, and thinking, "Oh, this'll cheer me up, to paint this beautiful
-- draw this beautiful harbor here." And just as we got up, maybe 200-300 feet, this fog cloud



came over -- or else a regular cloud -- and started to block the view. I was very upset by that, and
I thought, "I guess I should quit." Then I thought, "Well, actually, my mother's brain is like this.
The connections are obscured by something. So it's sort of like a cloud, that's become a part of
her brain." That metaphor intensified the need to finish the drawing, and I sort of made up the
rest, and drew in the cloud. I found I really didn't have to see so much, because my manner of
working really wasn't that realistic.

Rackstraw Downes certainly has a realistic way of working. When he first came to Maine, about
the same time we did, he had a very painterly, sort of loose, painterly style, maybe developed
when he worked with "Neil Wellover," at Yale. But we shared a lot of concerns about the way
things come together in nature and in industry, and how those things continually make something
greater. This is a painting I always wanted to paint when I first came to New York, but I didn't
have the guts to stand out there in the cold winter for months and months, to develop it. I tried
for about a year, and I gave up and went into the World Trade Center instead. Whereas, he stood
out there, braved the wind, and needed to develop everything to such a degree of finish that it
would sometimes take him two to three years to finish a painting, working at that part, or time of
the year that it was about. Rackstraw's painting was probably about sixty-seventy inches wide,
and that was a very big one for him. It was a couple panels together. My painting is about
seventy-five to eighty-five [inches] wide, again, and it's San Francisco again. [ wanted to see, if |
became a little more detailed, what that would do for me. So, although I had to deal with the
horizon here, I put a fog bank coming in, to kind of block it. The part of the painting that
interested me the most was this quiet building right in the middle. It was a new building, being
constructed by -- I think it was an I.M. Pei design -- and I loved the sense that in the center of
this picture one could put this kind of emptiness; kind of a pregnant emptiness, then display the
lights around it. There's a Transamerica building on the right, and the Howard Johnson Hotel
right behind it. I made the lights go on in an X, just because I didn't like that building. That
seemed to play in with Chinatown, the little, bright lights of Chinatown, which I had a lot of fun
painting, because I had the nice, seedy sense of it.

Well, luckily, I got to go to Japan, which had always been my dream. Our daughter-in-law,
"Yochiko Chuma," who's a choreographer in New York, went over with five of us, and took us
to many different parts of Japan, and in Tokyo she took me up to the National Press Club, to
meet a kabuki actor, and there I saw the view of what neon and Tokyo can be from above.
Because it climbs the walls. It goes right up, very high, and a lot of signs are ten or fifteen stories
above. So this was the first time this kind of intense color showed up on my palette, and it almost
threw me until I found that, if you see a drizzle in Japan, all that reflected light can be pooled
around the rest of the picture. This is, again, about eighty inches high, and it's a "Pachenko"
parlor. I had been looking at a lot of the Japanese "Momayama" screens, and also a lot of
calligraphy, and I tried to make the Japanese accurate in this case, on all the signs, and I got a
Japanese person, also, to check it, and to tell me what the signs were about. Some of them were
very funny. There were coffee shops -- all night coffee shops -- it's funny to us, but it isn't to --
the Japanese don't have places to meet each other. That's where people go on their dates,
sometimes.

The neon light climbed up the sides of the buildings, and kind of defined the shape of the
building. Then at the top of the building were these little -- I guess they were air-conditioners.



They looked like the tea caddies I was seeing in the museums. Somehow, for me, a new question
is coming up about going to another culture, one that I have a great deal of respect for, and
observing -- trying to get an appearance, so much about that life, about that culture. In a sense,
Rudy coming to America from Switzerland, and looking around carefully, then starting to work
from what was here, is similar to my going to Japan. Perhaps maybe what I'll get to is pictures
that combine the two cultures. That's something I've just begun to think about.

But, anyway, when I came back from Japan -- Also, in Japan, I found I could rent a hotel room --
I went to about seven different hotel rooms and worked for about five nights on each drawing,
then moved, and I would just, in my broken Japanese, go and ask for a new night view, on a
certain floor. Well, I found this could happen in New York, because the Marriott Marquis Hotel
had just opened, and this is from the fifteenth floor. This is the left side of a triptych, so this is
about eighty inches square. It's the east view of Times Square, from that point. This is the north
view, and this is -- No, this is the east view. The other was the west view. So it's kind of an
orange, red and blue, large color areas providing the connection. Those large signs, or large parts
of the building, seemed like a vector into the picture -- a way to quickly see a big shape and get a
sense of the speed of this large-scale situation. The way the color and the space became
intertwined was important for me. Then I took the whole view. This is kind of what the whole
view was, all together, and made a woodcut, and found, in this case, by the fact that I was not
that skilled a cutter --

[AUDIO BREAK]

JAQUETTE: -- but what happened in the course of the printing -- the last color was put on the
print after everything had dried for months and months, and that color was a dark purple black,
and it goes across almost everything in the picture except the very bright areas. It accidentally

became exactly the way my paintings looked, with the shiny and the matte, together.

After doing the picture in San Diego, with the cloud, I thought maybe I could do it in New York.
I also wanted to get that kind of picture where you fly in toward New York and you see this
immense plane of orange gridwork. I didn't know how I could ever be in a plane long enough to
draw that, but I did think of breaking it down by borough. So I call this the Triboro Triptych.
Now this is Queens, coming in close to La Guardia. I went up in a little plane to get this part,
which is from the George Washington Bridge, looking at the traffic circles that take you into the
bridge. I could fly out of Teterboro, New Jersey, so that was actually very close. Then I went
toward the Verrazano Bridge, so that's Staten Island. Each view changes a little in the space from
the viewer, so this one is the farthest away, and the Queens is the closest up. I'd been trying to
make pictures where I played one spatial height with another of the same view, and I could never
make a picture work. Here is, again, looking in from the outside -- the outside view -- from the
World Trade Center, the opposite side from the plane. And from photography I noticed how
those ribbons of light that cars make when they're seen in time -- I tried to get that sense of
speed, a little bit, into the picture, against the quiet parts, where there's the park and the ferry
station. This is also -- I guess you can see, when you see the color chart, that the scale of pictures
is generally about eighty inches high.



Now this may look like a surprise. Around this time I started making what you call a "Tonka,"
which is a Tibetan Buddhist meditation painting, because I'd been studying Buddhism for a
while, and my teacher -- I actually have two teachers, who are brothers ("Kempos," they're
called) -- and one of them, his favorite, protective deity is called "Guru Dragpol." So that's who I
painted. I'd gotten oral instructions about what's supposed to happen in this picture. It's very
strict, actually, a form of where each little animal creature, or how big the scale of the main
deities are; the consort of the deities; what color they have to be -- all those positions and
everything were told to me by verbal instructions. So I would work on a tracing for a long time,
take it to him and say, "Well, does this look right?" and he would say, "Yes, that's fine. But over
there, could you make that a little bigger? That should be higher," and so forth. I'd take it back
and forth, and he'd never tell me too much at once, so I wasn't too discouraged. But I'd never
worked on a painting that had, in some ways, to dissolve the ego of the painter. It's not about
self-expression at all, although I did use the same colors I was using for my night paintings, and
because of that I could use my oil paints on canvas, where, if I were doing a traditional one, |
would probably use gouache on muslin. Then when I got to the color, I'd show him what I'd
done. I could roll it up, take it in, and he'd say, "Is that difficult to change? That should be much
more -- whatever. Bluer. That should be turquoise," or, "This snake should twine around," or
something. So I'd go back, set it down, and I'd change it. I realized that it was one of the greatest
teaching tools I'd ever had, not only about painting but about life, because I never wanted to
change things so much. I always griped about changing, and here the whole experience of the
Buddhism was leading me to believe that things aren't as solid and substantial as I wanted them
to be, and that my way of seeing was sort of loosening up. Some flexibility was happening, and
just in terms of art, my other art, I was feeling much easier about giving up something I thought
was part of my identity.

So I wanted to do some daytime pictures again, and I chose "Searsmont," our little town (that's
the lumber yard nearby), trying to go back to an idea of light that I hadn't ever gotten to in
daytime painting before. I was always really disappointed in my daytime paintings, before I went
to the night paintings, because I really didn't know how to use contrast and enough tonal quality.
This is Madison Paper Company. When Rudy was teaching here seven years ago, I flew with
Charlie Gunther, so this is only about six miles away. This is supposed to be a non-polluting
paper company. I think the operations that would pollute are done in Canada, then they bring the
product here. But I really liked the way the layout of this place set up. What looks like little stars
up there -- that's a water purification thing, and you can't see that except from the air.

Well, here's a fresco. Walter O'Neill showed me how to start a fresco, and that set me off on an
adventure for at least two years where I did a whole lot of small frescoes in panel, not any bigger
maybe than twenty-six high. This one's probably about twenty high. I had my framer in New
York make some wooden frames that I put lathe into, and two layers of ground coat, then the
"intonico" on top of that. So this is from a detail of the Madison Paper Company. What I
generally was doing was taking sections of previously finished oil paintings and trying to paint
them in fresco, to see how different the light would be.

Now here's an oil painting. This is the town of Skowhegan. Do you recognize the electric

company and the curve around the town? That's the dam up there, and this is an oil where I even
lightened the background color lighter than I thought was necessary. Then when I went to do
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fresco, I was amazed at how much brighter that really is; how much light can come out of the
inside of the painting. When you put oil on, you're putting these layers on top of a surface, and
when you're doing fresco, it's much more like a water color. The pigment has sunk into the
surface, and has become chemically connected to it. It actually starts to ripen after you've done it.
It's different the second dayj, it's different the fourth day, and a month later it's different. It's
brighter. That's the tip of the electric company. I found that working with complementaries, in
thin coats, set up some really interesting colors.

Then, going to North Carolina, the edge of a jet plane -- the wing started coming in. I found lime
white was a wonderful way to get the clouds to be really glorious. Well, suddenly the wing came
in, with a big geometric bang, there -- silvery and hard to focus. I think the reason it did was that
I was going back to California a whole lot, suddenly, because my mother got very ill, and instead
of having the choice of window seats, when you get your airline ticket early enough, I was flying
standby, because my brother worked for American airlines, and he could get me on planes. So I
was always getting the wing seats, and instead of saying, "Oh, I don't want to draw that," I
thought I'd try it. At first I found it very uncomfortable to look at that shape. Gradually, I got
used to it, and did a whole series of wings over many parts of the country. This one is really kind
of an homage to my parents, because I took the section of San Diego that they live in. It's the
whole top section of tract houses, then combined it with a part of industrial San Francisco, where
I had to stop off one time, on my way to San Diego.

The day the operation Desert Storm started I had just started this print, and it was supposed to be
about a small jet in moonlight, going across Long Island Sound, with a little bit of light from
Long Island, to Connecticut. Suddenly, I see that they're starting to become [ ? | -- I was so mad.
This is a photogravure, and it's about twenty inches high. The jet engine came in. You can tell it's
American Airlines, because there's a little bit of red and blue on the engine, reflecting the plane
we're in.

This is St. Louis, and it's a fresco, about twenty inches high. I found the way colors mix that are
very close valued, like colors that are in the water -- kind of a pale ochre and a light blue -- they
become so creamy in fresco. [ haven't been able to do that in oil.

Provincetown. Cape Cod. I was asked to do prints for the Provincetown Fine Art Work Center,
as a benefit portfolio. So I went out early and did some flying, got two really crisp days with the
same kind of light, first doing the left view and going very high -- about 5,000 feet -- which was
unusual for me in a small plane, enough to see the recognizability of that hook. Then the next
day, getting up a little closer, and thinking, "Well, it's just another drawing," and never expecting
to put it together until, when we were working on the prints, I saw the two plates sitting next to
each other, and they were sitting in this relationship, and it enabled me to finish the drawing so
that they really worked together.

These are pastels, and here's one of the prints from the -- I think it's Long Point. Michael
"Mazur" worked with me. He was the initiator of the project, and he's a very spontaneous
worker. He would come and say, "Oh, why don't you throw some turpentine at this?" Or "Why
don't you paint a pink flat and then put a color over it, then scrape it through with a piece of
cardboard?" So he introduced all kinds of ingenious methods. I did a whole set of them, and
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when put together, it seemed that they were the clearest idea of flying that I had come to;
something about that they were so quickly recognizable, and that the images were -- you could
get all the details in the picture very fast. It meant that somehow, to at least one artist friend, it
made him feel that that's, for him, the way it is when you're flying. You can't get so involved in
too much detail.

I decided to go to Hong Kong so that Rudy and I could work on this film we're going to show
you soon, and also do the same thing I'd done in Tokyo. I started off with seven or eight hotels,
drawing, looking down, including the street, as I had done in Tokyo. Then, on the way home,
flying back, it suddenly occurred to me that I hadn't gotten experience at all. I'd just gotten the
beginning of it. And when we were looking through the viewfinder, the way the signs, the neon
signs, and other elements, like the harbor, had much more to do with the way it actually felt; that
there was this way that the signs float in space, and that you don't really need the background, or
the background needed to be more -- background.

So I took the drawings, had them color Xeroxed, and cut them up and started collaging them, and
started recombining them, to make a sense of the kind of space I was experiencing there, much
more disjunctive and full of the speed of cars; the red and gray taxis. The way signs floated in
between buildings was totally different than any other place I'd ever been. So I didn't mind if
they were upside down, or some were much bigger than others. Although it was exciting, it was
also kind of a great doubt, whether I was jettisoning my realism.

Here's a tiny fresco where I wanted to try out dark colors. And here's a collaboration with
Katherine Porter. We had this deal where she would give me a drawing that she never could
finish, and I would give her one of mine that I never could finish but somehow had never thrown
away, and the other one had to finish it. So I took mine -- sort of the structure of the "darks" from
that previous image, called Hong Kong Composite, and put it on top of a painting of hers which
was very bright, let it come through and become the bright lights and the signs. I was very
interested in how, because her bright colors weren't following an idea of Chinese writing, how
liberating that was. That last picture was about twenty-six [inches] wide, and this is, again, about
seventy [inches] high. Then I started looking at Morrison Hartley, because my neon signs
seemed a lot like the emblems of his Berlin period. I still would deal with kind of the main
attitude of each place. The rules came from the place I had originally "told," but I would "tip"
things, and deal with how reflected light would set up an angle differently than my original
drawing.

The harbor was interesting. The boats were going back and forth from Kowloon to Hong Kong,
with all these zig-zags, and they would kind of make trajectories across the harbor. That's a
floating restaurant in the center, and I wanted to bring that up flat, so I just made the shape like a
diamond. There's a painting that came from it, where the edges aren't quite as hard as in the
drawing. That's about eighty-five inches long.

Q: What year is that?

A: That's about 1991. That's three years ago. Maybe it was finished in '91, but it was started in
'91. About thirty-six [inches] wide, a collage, where I decided now, instead of just collaging
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things from pastel drawings, I'm going to paint the parts of the collage and then collage those, so
I could have much more control on the sizes of things. I found it very difficult. Another one
where the little bits of signs from the first drawing were kind of made small, so they looked like
they were seen from a great distance. Then I put it on the map of Kowloon. That big black shape
is the tip of Kowloon. I think this way of "blocking" a picture is very accurate for what it's like to
think about the spaces and objects. I was kind of cutting them up and jiggling them. In this case,
it was this long pier, called Ocean Pier, which stuck way out into the harbor. I just spliced it in
places, and even made the perspective inaccurate, especially about those barges which are
triangular. They all are, generally, in reality, about the same size. But I took the ones that might
have been close up, thus bigger, and put them up in the back of the picture, and the ones that
were in the back, because they were further away, then became part of the front of the picture.
You're not supposed to do that. And here's the -- I think this is the pastel study, actually, that they
made the painting from. The painting would be about eighty inches high, and the pastels
probably about thirty [inches] high.

A "mesa tint" from the same situation, just zeroing in on certain areas, and trying to create the
picture out of two styles of drawing. One is a kind of draftsman style on the barges. It's just white
line against black. Then the parts where light is feathering off and spreading has been burnished,
so that it's making "planes."

A fresco. Actually, the real thing is a little darker than this slide. Coming in from the south of
Manhattan, seeing those big, those orange spread. This time I just kind of squeezed everything
together. That's Staten Island down there on the left, two Manhattans, a Brooklyn on the right,
Queens up at the top, and if you think that's funny, wait till you see the next one. This is really
cut up and reassembled. Not only that, I changed the colors. I first did one in the same colors as
the pastel study. Then I wanted to see what would happen if I made it in a kind of more subdued
colors, some grays, actually. I looked at a Juan "Gree" painting and got some ideas about the
color, there. But what I found when I compared the two -- the drawing was exactly the same, but
the space in this one is much greater than where the color was stronger. That was about eighty
inches high.

Now we have a Japanese screen from the "Moriyama" period, with gold leaf clouds. I think it's
an extraordinary piece, and it's probably just even a detail. I love the way you see these little bits
of [ ? ] -- activity, little bits of houses, where the cloud becomes foreground, then also,
sometimes, it goes to become background. They can show you just how much they want, and
then make it kind of'a very solid "obscuration." I wanted to do something like that. I found that
picture much later than when I did these pictures, but I knew I had that in mind. So I took the
black -- and the big, black flat shapes in this picture are an idea of something abstract from
which you peer into, and in the actual situation in Hong Kong, it was an alley that you looked
down into, and saw a lot of signs and figures. So I collaged them, turned them around, and
started painting about two years ago. I'm still working on this painting. Last week I changed a lot
ofit, and I put in those two little figures, up on the right, and the day I left I decided they were
wrong. They're now going to be dark, so they sit down a little bit more. But it's a strange
combination of very flat, matte paint, where the black areas are, and the rest is fairly luminous
with some medium in it, and there's a range of reds, from high-key, cadmium red, to a kind of
deep, luminous, glazed reds. A little "meza" tint from that same thing are those black panels.
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Herald Square, taking sections of that from a building across, trying to move things around in
space and in scale, like those little taxis up above. I erased back to the background to get places
for those taxis, and liked it much better in the pastel than I do in the painting. It just looks more
natural here. There's also a large painting of this image, where, instead of black, I've used a
number of dark browns and deep red-browns, for the darkest color. There's some way -- We go
up in these escalators, especially -- this building is full of escalators -- the A&S Department
Store, in New York -- and we're continually experiencing these different spatial levels. We look
out of high-rise buildings, from one angle to another. Modern life is so full of these disjuncted
spatial situations, and the psychological thing that goes along with that. How much a part of it do
we feel, and are we allowed to feel? How much motion one can get into a picture, coming from
that modern experience. I sometimes love to get a sense of speed of my traffic. I think a great
deal of it has come from the experience of watching Rudy's films over these many years. His
films are generally short, not documentary but poetic collage films, so I feel there's been a
continual challenge in those, for me.

I tried to fly around Belfast, Maine. At first I saw it as a "mondola," the side looking in and the
side looking out, then I separated them a little, so they have a little more distancing from each
other. This is about ninety inches wide. This is the first painting I was able to go in a plane, look
at the color, the shapes, draw it from the plane, in the pastel, and get it all on the page, so that the
relationship of the three different views of the same section of this place -- the Searsport
Chemical -- it's called Delta Chemical, in Searsport -- but it was before it got very dark, so I was
able to use that -- even a little bit of sunset light was hitting the tops of those taller structures, and
something about the mood of this place -- It doesn't seem so much about this little, lonely,

industrial peninsula, but some kind of other, intimate sense of land and sea, together. I call this
"Olah."

Times Square, again, only this time recombined from -- I did everything from looking up from
the ground, and then imagined as if I were up high, and my experience in the Marriott Marquis
sort of gave me the ability to take that viewpoint. "How can everything in a picture appear faster
than thought, and disappear slower than thought? For a critic it is a problem, but for a painter it is
a passion." I'm quoting Edwin Denby.

Okay. [Applause]

So before we get to the film, which is twenty minutes long -- a little less -- I'd love to have some
questions. I didn't actually read many of these notes, after all. Yes?

Q: Did you ever consider your paintings [ ? ] --
A: Documents?
Q: Could you repeat the question?

A: Yes. Do I ever consider my experiences in many places documents of my experiences? The
paintings. Well, what does the word "document" mean to you?
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Q: Like a record. An accurate record.

A: An accurate record. Yes, I certainly think there's a great part of that in them, a reportage
element. But I think as they're getting -- the most recent ones are less and less of that, and
somehow more and more something about painting, and about experiences that you can't see at
one moment in time. So it's a different kind of a document, then. They're often a compilation of
seeing from here, from there, from yesterday, from today, even though the light might be
continually the same. Yes?

Q: Are you painting from observation and then collaging your observed images? Or are you
responding to those [ ? ] -- in Tokyo or wherever, and collaging from your memory, rather than
from[?] --

A: So the question is, am I working from the memory of, say, working in, say, Tokyo, or
looking at something, and then collaging it?

Q: Yes. I guess I'm wondering how observation comes into the new works.

A: The new works. Well, actually, both of those cases have happened. When I first started doing
these new kinds of pictures, I had to only work from my drawings, come back here, and then
recombine them. So although I had some backup photographs, I didn't really have a lot of extra
material to get a changed angle. So I had to either imagine it, or take it from another source, like
sometimes you can look at something in New York, and it can look like it came from Hong
Kong. I went to Chinatown. But now, for instance, the last one of Times Square -- I go there and
look at it, and do some drawings, sometimes just from the street, then come back and do another
drawing, to make it work in a picture. So I kind of do a sketch way, right, just to observe, then I
come back and think of how can I twist this to make this work in this picture, and fool around
with it? Actually, there's a new picture, which I brought here, which I'm still working on, where I
wanted two things to be in an oblique view from me, so, as if you see them there, and there's a
lot of foreshortening in them. And the actual thing I looked at to draw, originally, isn't very
foreshortened. So I had to make -- I think a camera obscura is what you call it. I took a drawing
of the way it looked sort of partly tipped, then I tipped it some more, on a little model. Then I
took this piece of acetate and made a little frame, so it was firm. Then I tried to trace exactly the
way the foreshortening came, just to make it work in this picture. Yes?

Q: Looking at your paintings, there was this feeling I got of comfort and ease. And it occurred to
me, when you started showing the airplane wing -- when there was a wing there -- that there was
something about a "god-like" relationship, because there was this looking down thing, and for
the first time I realized there was this [ ? | -- humanness, because you could see the airplane; you
could see what made it possible for you to look down, and there was this [ ? ] -- "force."
Otherwise -- I guess my question is, is there this impulse in you, through flying and through
viewing things from above, looking down, to sort of [ ? ] -- creating a god-like vision?
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Q: That's a good question. I can't repeat it all, but I hope you heard most of that. It's that am I
creating kind of a god-like relationship by being up there. He saw the airplane wing, and he
realized that, for sure, I was really up there looking down. Have I capsulated it okay?

I don't think I feel omnipotent. I don't think I feel any sense of judgment. Well, let me answer
that by telling you -- When I was a kid, I was one of seven kids, and that was a very chaotic
childhood. Sometimes I could hardly stand being there with all these brothers and sisters,
fighting and hiding and doing all kinds of things, and I would imagine myself floating up above
our house -- which is already on a steep hill, so it was already kind of spatially wild -- I'd look
down, in my imagination, at the house -- I'd look through all the floors. I'd see my brother over
here, doing this to that one; this sister hiding something over there; and I could finally get a little
bit of humor into my life, and also a sense of, "Okay. They're doing that today, and tomorrow
they're going to be doing something else. I'm going to look down and they're going to be doing
something else, so it's okay." That's sort of the way I feel, looking down at the earth. I'm
fascinated by what is revealed by the way things are put together, that people down on the
ground probably don't quite see how amazing it looks when you get above. It just tells you so
much about our culture. I guess it makes you almost an anthropologist, if you know how to look,
and know how to penetrate all the rationales.

Q: Ithink the interesting thing about what you were saying is that that wing is such a large scale
compared to --

A: --the detail. Yes.

Q: -- and where you are, the presence of your observation is so close to the viewer, compared to
what you're viewing --

Q: There was another thing that occurred to me (I don't want to talk to much), but in [ ? ] --
Chinese painting, Chinese woman, and she talked about how often, in Chinese painting [ ? | --
and in Chinese painting the human is smaller, and everything else is bigger.

A: And nature is so full and rich in those Chinese paintings, and the figure is tiny, tiny. Yes.
Q: So it was an interesting way of [ ? | -- perspective.
A: Yes? Sela?

Q: When you were talking -- the first time I heard you mention the film title was when you were
seeing this rather fractured [ ? ] -- Is that a coincidence, or was that in some way related to an
editing process?

A: Tthink it's both editing and the shooting. For me, more importantly, was the filming, because
the way we did this collaboration was, we went out with a camera together, and whoever wanted
to do something took the camera and just went ahead, instead of trying to ask the other one to do
it, or whatever. So I was doing a lot of filming, and looking through the viewfinder, or going like
this, or like that, I realized how pointed that can be, and specific about not only how it looks --
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because it looked different through the viewfinder. The viewfinder cuts down the amount of light
coming through, so only the very contrasty stuff, against the sort of rich, dark ground, was the
way it looked. So it looked clearer to me in the viewfinder, but also we would go out and look at
the same thing from different angles. We went out on that ocean pier and filmed from up high,
then way down this way, got under the fluorescent light and did this that way and so forth. When
I came back on the plane I was thinking about what we had done. It seemed much more varied
than what I was drawing, or the way I was thinking as I was drawing, and that's where the shift
came about. But it might have happened, could have happened, not through film but just the
more and more in our culture, where, somehow things, experiences, are getting so fractured. This
is really interesting to talk about. I haven't really verbalized this very much, but we have these
ways of having little experiences -- a chunk of experience that maybe has a little wholeness to it,
because it's about a certain period of time where we happen to do something, like taking a walk
today, through the woods. Then, suddenly, we're doing something totally different, in another
place, and it could be in a place almost across the world, in ten hours, let's say, and it could be --
Yet, we're experiencing these things so spliced together. How do we deal with that, in art?

Yes?

Q: [Inaudible]

A: Are you asking me if looking down includes all the experiences of those many cities, or -- ?
Q: Do you think about that?

A: Well, actually, I'm aware, a lot of the time that I'd like to get more into a picture, but it'll just
be so crowded that, visually, I won't be able to deal with it. But I don't know quite how to answer
that question. I think what you get from my work is probably the answer, but, verbally, I don't
know how to say more, I guess.

Yes?

Q: A comment and a question. First the comment. I'm intrigued and charmed by this notion of a
god's-eye view, but it would seem to me that, on some level, it's almost hubristic. I may be
reading too much into it. Of course, if we assume what a god's-eye view might be, it could be
above, but it would also be simultaneously from below, or, the inside-out.

A: The inside, too, as well. Yes.

Q: So there would be no one point of view, if there's a pervasiveness to this idea. But that does
exist, I think, in the "particleization" of your mark, in a way that it kind of becomes energy, and I
think of you, on one level, as a painter of energy. The question I have is, you've talked, in some
of the essays that I've read -- You've been quoted as talking about being interested in painting's
relation to time, and you just offered an example in relation to the first question -- one way of
thinking about painting and time; that your paintings are reflective of several different --

A: --times. Yes.
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Q: -- times of scene, and I was just wondering if you could expand on that, or offer some further
remarks about the relation of painting and time, for you.

A: Well, I've tried to think about this thing of relation of time. The easiest example is when I did
Cape Cod, and I did a number of mono-prints. I felt, because they were a little simpler than a lot
of my things, they seemed to shorten time for the viewer, compared to most of my pictures,
which maybe lengthen time, because there's such a level of detail, and sometimes there are
hierarchies of big objects, or big shapes, to smaller shapes. When I get into details sometimes,
and I paint the little cars and everything, it takes the viewer a while to look at that little thing,
unless they just quickly haze over it. But I like, actually, that the viewer -- In a lot of cases I like
the viewer to have to spend a fair amount of time, and feel out the relationship between one
small detail and another small detail; feel out the way the paint spots seem to expand the detail,
or contract it in time. Quick and slow are some ways you think about time, and whether the paint
looks put on quickly or looks put on slowly I think is one of my major ways of trying to get the
viewer to respond in a certain way. It's just an instinctive thing for me, and then it will probably
be an instinctive thing for the viewer, to try to kind of recreate that for themselves.

Q: I'd like to [ ? ] -- question by asking you what you think of time as a medium.
What do I think of time as a medium?
How do you like it?

Well, I love it in film.

xRz

Yes. That's what I'm talking about it.

A: Yet, somehow I think making this one film with Rudy is probably my film-making life, for a
while. [Laughter] Because now I want to paint again. I don't feel -- Well, sometimes I'm very
frustrated by -- He can go out and shoot this thing in two minutes, and capture such a range of
things happening, and I'm sitting there for two months, trying to get one little detail in the
painting. So maybe I'll want to make more films.

Yes?

Q: I'm curious -- At some point in your talk you mentioned Buddhism and your interest in it.
And you did this --

A: "Tonka?"
Q: Yes. Which is very "frontal," [ ? ] --

[AUDIO BREAK]
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A: Oh, that's very interesting. Let me see if [ can make that question clear to everybody. Starting
from the Buddhist point of view, my "Tonka" shows kind of simultaneous -- It's a frontal view,
so everything is happening at the same time. But he's suggesting that I, in my painting, by means
of separation, come toward whatever it is. It's true, I'm making these units that oppose each other
right now, the most recent ones. The one I told you I'm still working on and I might -- that one
seems to be a kind of simultaneous picture, even though it had this black flat and then these
colors, it actually seemed to work all as a unit. It worked very fast together, so it seemed more
simultaneous than a lot of the others. But that's a different case than the others, and everything
else that's been going on is more by contrast. So it seems like I'm asking myself or the viewer,
too, to find a way to put these things together in their heads, and I try to help them by making
color weights very interestingly connect with others, or oppose other color weights. But you have
to kind of read each fragment together, and then hope that it comes together. I am trying to direct
it to come together, so I think I'm trying to go toward something more simultaneous. Maybe I
haven't quite gotten there yet, but that's what -- I'm going to think about this question. This is
really good.

Q: [Inaudible]
A: Psychologically, you mean? Can we separate -- ?
Q: [Inaudible]

A: That's a hard one, yes. One thing, in relation to Buddhism -- There's an aspect of Tibetan
Buddhism called Dzochen, which, someone explained to me, is kind of an aerial view of things.
But also, as you suggest, you're able to be inside, yet have the insight to see it clearly, without
anything getting in the way of your objectivity. So maybe I went toward the aerial view,
knowing I wanted to be a Buddhist. I don't know.

Q: Thave a question about space and distance, and the relationship between those two things
while you're on the plane, or building. Then, when you go to paint it. I was looking at these aerial
views, or building views, and there was an assumption that because things were small, or looked
like aerial views, that they were. I tried to think about that, and really think about, especially in
the plane, how far up you are, and how much space is in between --

A: -- myself and the landscape?

Q: -- you and what's down there. I'm wondering how you deal with things like that, because in
the painting, to deal not just with the ground itself but the air in between where you are and the
ground. And in reference, I thought about two photographers, Frederick "Sohmer" and "Emmett
Gowan." They've also done similar things.

A: They've both done aerial views? Or from mountains or something?

Q: Well, "Gowan" hasn't, but Frederick "Sohmer" has done things with the horizon and --
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A: So the question is about the space that I'm at from the subject matter -- the landscape --
whether it's from a building or from an airplane -- how does that play into, how does one think
about that? And there was another aspect to what you said.

Q: How do you deal with the --
A: -- air in between?
Q: How do you deal with the air -- ?

A: How do I deal with the air in between? That's a really basic question. In general, I think often
I'm trying to make what's out there, often quite far away -- a thousand feet, or 5,000 feet -- I'm
trying to make it closer up by eliminating certain detail, and simplifying shapes and trying to
clarify possible colors. Yet, I have to keep in mind that there is all this air. The broken stroke
seems to be one way it happens, a lot of the time. I mean, in the Provincetown drawings, just a
little grain of the paper seemed to make a sense of air between me and the water, or the land. In
the high rise pictures it's harder, because I am closer, but possibly I don't want to break up -- I
don't want that much breaking apart of a stroke. As a matter of fact, I think generally I'm going
toward such a mixture of ways of putting paint down that you can't say it's anything like an
Impressionist stroke, because it's got so many different kinds of strokes now, even flat areas, or
smooth areas. Then that situation makes it harder to get the unifying air in there. So I think it's
only by instinct that I know whether it's right or wrong. I haven't been able to have a clear way of
thinking about it. I just say it looks right or it looks wrong. Maybe I have to change colors to
make it look right or wrong, as I did in that one view where there's a dark wing, and I made the
painting much grayer than the original one. It seemed to have more space, which meant it also
had more air. There was more light and feeling under the wing, by less color.

Sheila?

Q: [Inaudible]

A: Because there are so many little bits. Right. I can't either.

Q: So there are moments of "simultaneity." It's like my favorite of this [ ? ] -- but the field is so
enormous [ ? ] -- but you can't focus on -- you can only focus on any one part of it successfully --
Q: There's no way to keep the focus --

A: -- on everything.

[Inaudible] -- "Tonka" is a direct line to visualizing [ ? ] --

That's right.

-- and it has a very specific purpose, and it's part of the reason [ ? ] --

ez R

Right. Right.
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Q: Ithink it's inaccurate to sort of compare it to [ ? | --
A: It's a tool.
Q: Yeah, it's a tool, like an airplane or a [ ? ] -- It just has a different "goal."

A: Youtake it in in meditating. You try to recreate it in your head, and in the course of that,
together with a mantra, you are altering your body, in a sense, and your brain. Especially your
brain, together with your body.

Q: Well, you're altering your "soul."
A: Right. Whatever that is.
Q: I wanted to ask you a very practical question about [ ? ] --

A: The big oil paintings, if I'm very concentrated and have very few interruptions, take about
two months. And in New York City that's rarely possible. But I notice when I'm up here, in my
house in Maine, I can stay with something really well, and that will be about the length of time --
unless it's one of these really big, fourteen-footers, and that's --

Q: [Inaudible]

A: Oh, yes. Yes. Right. Well, I stop and meditate a lot. There was something -- what you said
almost -- You're talking about chaos. When you talked about the internet. How do we experience
chaos? I think that's what our art, more importantly, has to deal with. Because we're in shock at
all this stuff, whether we even try to deal with it, or whether we just ignore it. We have to make
art that helps ourselves accommodate the way things are going.

Q: [Inaudible]

A: Yes, but I think one has to start kind of not too out on the edge. You have sort of start where
you can keep connected to it, then expand, as you get older. Because if you start way out, I don't
know. I think it might be disastrous.

I'd like us to go to the movie now, because some of the questions I think the movie will be

clearer about.

END OF AUDIO
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