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(Transcriber’s note: The speaker reports early in this lecture that he has laryngitis. This has
affected the transcription, resulting in many unintelligible words and phrases)

Introduction: Mud. Not so long ago I was asked by an architect to think of a big piece of
sculpture for his building. And as soon as heard the prices of what it costs to cast something in
bronze—in any material—he was kind of flabbergasted for the size of something he wanted.
And... finally I said, “Let’s make it out of mud.” He had the model of his building there, sitting
on the table of his office. He said, “Mud?” I said, “Yeah, clay.” “It won’t last.” Of all the
materials in the world, the oldest, the most durable, the only thing that lasts under water... the
oldest thing man has is made out of mud; and this guy says, “It won’t last” in front of his--- you
know. And I said... Finally I looked at his building, and I said, “What is this made out of?” He
said, “Bricks. That’s for lasting.” (laughter) So much about architects who know where bricks
come from. And I tried to tell him that his bricks were made with straw; and I was going to
make mine at O-2 or 1... He said, “But the public won’t buy it.” Now this has been an ongoing
thing about mud for a long time; and out of the West Coast came a man who believed in it so
strongly... and started a rage about mud. And that’s Peter Voulkos. He has—He’s practically
revolutionized the whole idea of using clay. Now... there is a little confusion... about... tonight;
but there’s a big confusion about tomorrow. (laughs) But right now, at this point, all of you that
are here... Peter is going to demonstrate... mud, at two o’clock tomorrow in the Sculpture
Courtyard.

Question: (unintelligible)
Introduction: That’s a firm commitment, Peter. Otherwise I cut off—I won’t say anything nice

about you again—not tonight. Now... I’d like to—before we start, we have a group of students
here from the Portland Art Institute. (Applause)



Speaker: Wait a minute. You said it was going to be easy. (unintelligible) And it’s got mud on it.
(laughter) And I love this. Can you hear me. (clears throat) I’ve got laryngitis; and last time I
gave one of these it was the same thing. Every time I have to do this, now I’ve got...
laryngitis—no, no. (laughter) Well, anyway, no, actually this film is not too much about mud;
it’s about... I don’t what it said—OH, it deals mainly in... large... well... outdoor sculptures, I
guess; but it’s a very—Did you get it to work all right, though? Did you get it all spliced
together? Was it chopped up a little bit?

Comment: I don’t know—

Speaker: Oh, well, we’ll find out. No, but then... this is a film we made about ten years ago...
because we ran out of mud. I mean this—no, actually, about the mud, absolutely true, you
know... That’s what... The way I found it, I... came from Montana, and I was... driving around
up in the mountains one day and... I got stuck in the mud. (laughter) Well... it was all right,
because—But I had this woman with me that wasn’t supposed to be with here—or the other way
around... and hell, I went bad—It (unintelligible) in the mud. (unintelligible) What is that?
Gumbo? Gumbo, yeah. That’s... I was going to get the—get my car out... and he had to come
out and pull me out with horses, or something. But anyway, when I got this woman home; and
then I left real fast, but—Well I thought it was my sister at first, but it wasn’t. You know, but
anyway, there was this mud all over this truck... and then somebody said, “That’s clay...” And I
said, “No, it’s mud.” And—what’s clay? I didn’t know what clay was and... he... said,

“Well... you can make stuff out of it.” I said, “Yeah, what?” “Ashtrays, and things, you know,”
so... I started making ashtrays... (laughing) I was selling those ashtrays to... restaurants around
the town up there in Montana, you know... and... Of course, there was only one restaurant, and [
owned it. (laughter) Well I had to buy the damn thing, ‘cause... they owed me... for all these
ashtrays. That’s how I got started, you know... And so I was in the restaurant business for a
long time. (laughter) And...I got all these goddamn... (unintelligible), but... restaurant business
per se... (unintelligible) And that was about making... This is about bronze, actually. Now it’s
about being... about... about art, actually... no, or whatever it is. I don’t know what that is,
either, so... it’s about... It’s a very lineal sort of a film... a bunch of vignettes... It’s like... Well,
it’s like... finding those... You know I made him a naugahyde sofa. Have you ever tried to
make a naugahyde sofa? (laughter) Well, hell, I went out—I said, “Where the hell did you find
those naugahydes? What’s a nauga?” (laughter) But he didn’t answer. But (unintelligible 060) a
little tiny animal; and... sort of—a little bit bigger than a rat, or something. I think they come
from New Zealand. (laughter)They were kidding. Every place I went, has it got leather. No...
it’s naugahyde. Man, I said, “What the hell’s a—What’s a nauga look like?” (laughter) So...
that’s hard to believe, you know; but then you have to take all these naugas, and... sew them
together... then stuff them; and then he’s got his big sofas out of it—You put them in hotel
rooms and things like that, so that—(laughs) (laughter) So I have... you know... So, I said,
“Well, nauga hunting all the time.” And they used to take them out of that song; it goes, “How
much is that nauga in the window?”” (laughter) All rightie... to tell you the truth... Did they show
the film yet? Oh. (laughter) No, this is about Dad. You guys... You can sit down back there.
No, I’m not going to show it yet. No, I haven’t got to—I’m supposed to lead up to it; and I don’t
know how the hell I’'m going to do that. (laughter) Well... see, this is a film...film.
(unintelligible) That’s... I did a lot of bronze in—well, metal... work, you know, back in...
What year was that?... Sixty—Oh, from *69 to’75, somewhere... 1975... And... I... Yeah,



this... Yeah, that’s—I have to paint my hair grey so that...I... Yeah, see that—That was when I
was about twelve years old or so... But... there’s a—I used to do a lot of those... commissions,
(unintelligible) I can’t stand to do anymore... (laughs) I... so I went back to working in clay...
which I’ve been working on for quite a few years, you know. And... Well... I stared out... I
was going to say I quit working in that, anyway. Anyway I started out to be a painter; and it was
easy to paint (untranscribable negative noise) (laughter) I... You know, I wanted to be a
painter... and... I think they told me I was too dumb to be that too, so... they... When I got
stuck in the mud up there, right.... Everybody wanted me to go and dig up mud for them...
and... so, as I say, I got turned to that. But I painted a lot in between. And I’ve been thinking of
going back to painting again, because... when I’'m working in clay... has almost that same kind
ofa... feel, by that kind of a quality, the quickness that I have to have. I didn’t—When you’re
working on those big things like that, you know it’s two or three years later, and you think, what
the hell am I doing? You know. You’re wasting your time... Mainly I’d steal around, and... oh,
yeah, gets you sick... That’s how I lost my voice. You know, no... Yeah, see. Somebody put a
big ingot in my mouth one day... (laughs) and squashed my tonsils. Now that’s a thing... You
know what—You already know what you’re going to make. I mean, you make one of those
machete things, you know, and then you... take that down to City Hall; and you line up... you
know and say, “Oh, here’s my little thing. There’s old Joe’s thing there that (unintelligible)”
Well, hell, I was unlucky; I got it that time, you know... Say, everybody—Well, so everybody
came... over to my place and we had a party for a year... spent all the money... and they wanted
it; they’d come over... They’d say, “Hey, Voulkos, when you going to bring the thing over? Is
it--?" “Oh, that’s right, I’ve got to finish it, don’t I?”” So then I’d spend another couple of
years... to finish it, or they’d come and... you know... do so and so. So... that you already
know what you’re going to do... It was kind of interesting at first, though... There was a lot of
pleasant surprises... ‘cause you really don’t know what you’re going to do ‘cause you’ve never
been there yet. So as soon as you get there, and you know what you’re going to do... you have
to go back the other way sometimes.... It’s more or less like going north to get south... What’s
that... Yeah, sort of like that. But... And after you do it several times you—it’s damn boring
because... it’s very methodical; it’s open... you know... it’s a lot of... whole process oriented...
You have to make the molds... and then the rubber things, and... cast some wax, and then... put
them in plaster and then... lose the wax; and so on and so on. Right. (laughs) Yeah, and then....
Then you tear it all apart; and there’s this big piece of bronze (unintelligible) inside there. And
you—Well, together... he makes that big thing. Well, hell, that takes a long time. And well,
after a while you get damn bored with that, doing that, so... you want to do something quick, so
you... pick up a piece of clay again; or you take some paint and smear it around... And as soon
as you hit that, your response, you know it, you can just sort of dance around with it. But that
damn steel, you can bang your head on it, bang your head on it... (laughter) nothing ever
happens.... Yeah, that’s why I had call in my friends, so they can get over there and bang on the
damn thing—That’s a jazz musician—he make—he’s a—he made it—turned out to be a good
drummer... banging on my sculptures. And when I tried it, well... they said, “Why don’t you
take up the guitar....?” So, well, hell. So, yeah, “You mean you don’t like my drumming?” He
says, “Hell, no. Don’t do it at night either. (laughs) You’re waking up the whole neighborhood.”
Then “why don’t you (unintelligible),” he said. (laughs) I said, “Well, why don’t you go to hell.”
(laughs) So (unintelligible) Well anyway, I’'m working on a... I’ve been working in clay for
about... I don’t know, I don’t know... thirty or thirty-five years, I don’t know. Ah... let’s see...
ever since [ was about ten years old—no, five years old. I was some years old. (laughter)



Anyway the... But now—now and then, what he’s got to—I don’t want to look at those slides,
(laughs) ‘cause—No, you’ve got the wrong carousel; you’ve got the one... that... Try another...
There’s a...big... blue—Where’s that carousel have gone? Those—Those are the ones that my
mother sent up; they had a deer on a—"‘cause that—that was that mud I was telling about, you
know, that mud... and... this bottle... (laughs) clay bottle that had a deer drawing on it, so I gave
it to my mom.

Question: Is it bronze or clay?
Speaker: Uh... let’s see. What do want, clay or bronze or--?
Comments: Clay. Clay (etcetera.)

Speaker: Aah, well all right. What about the restaurant? There’s a picture of that nauga there—
(unintelligible) that one that’s in... Milwaukee.... That’s the—Oh, yeah, (unintelligible)
(laughter) His—Well, see... the reason I show this... is it’s pretty—it shows several at one time;
and that way it (unintelligible) it faster. This is a... yeah, what is it? It’s just like it says... It’s a
floater balloon that’s... responsivich... and it was from 1984 to 19...95. (laughter) Yeah, no, it
was—Anyway, this traveled to about... oh, four places... a few years back, and... it represented
about thirty years of work. Well, I mean, it didn’t... Well it was... whatever we could find; and
I found a lot of them still buried in the mud. I mean, a lot of people had thrown them out... They
had to dig them up again. That’s what they do; I mean the whole history... of mankind’s all
written in clay anymore. You know... you dig up these pieces of... brick... and mud; and they’ll
stand up forever. But... you put a... try to put a piece of sculpture in front of that police
department, it ain’t gonna last very long.... (laughter) Oh, yeah, no you just keep going on
these....

SLIDE

And... this is... Well, they’re in no sequence. I’ll just... (unintelligible 150) Well, this is a... --
I don’t know what it is. (laughs) (laughter) That was a—That was a real—That was a group of
real early things. And the other one, not that one...

SLIDE

Oh, yeah, right here. There’s a—See, there’s the one of the deer... Isn’t that nice? The one on
the left... And that was that dug up quite a (unintelligible) It’s called the... a local clay.
Whatever, I don’t remember. But this is a group of (unintelligible) I did... I was still in school
when I did them, back in the... late 1800’s.... (laughter) Well, anyway, it was about there.
(laughs) I was more concerned with... oh, the idea of—just the formal aspects of form, you
know, the objects—very object-oriented; and, you know... dealing with... what kind of looks
good, you know, or what I thought looked good. But...I mean I didn’t have... This is what I
thought looked good, you know. This is not very—This is not very good, anyway. (laughs)
Anyway... so I went from that idea... later on to what—what’s ugly. So... I made real ugly
stuff... and, you know, they was... This is that sort of idea. They said, “Why don’t you make
something nice... or good?” And I said, “What the hell’s that? It’s gotta have a small foot, and



drew around it, sort of like it’s going up like this.” I said, “The hell... I mean, you can get a
balloon.” (laughter) You know and then they... And then I was working on that... And then I
said, “Well, that’s just it. You know, you go to school... I see, oh, he’s got to have this nice
curvy line, you. You know... look at the boomerang.” Then I looked at boomerangs, and
then... Gee, I didn’t want a boomerang. Anyway he—“Look at that boomerang,” he said. I
carved his log. It took me all year to carve it. And there was sawdust all over—turned my
(unintelligible)—great big tree; and (unintelligible) the mud. I carved that damn thing, and... it
looked like a big propeller, (laughs) is what. Then I just kept whittling away; and then it was
down to nothing. And then I... left all the... all the—whoops—chips of... lying on the floor, the
basement floor of the school... and I didn’t have—I flunked ‘cause it had nothing; what I had
was a great pile of chips... And I didn’t have nothing. Well, this is some... These are... This is
about... 1960. Now it’s going to turn more to the color....and the idea of color on the form...
the disjunctive... aspects of color... on three-dimensional form.... Because when you fire the
clay... it’s not like painting... You’ve got the glaze on there... then it fires out; and then you
have to—if you want to change it, you’ve got to wait—You’ve got to wait another day for the—
to run to the kill... (unintelligible) fire.... So you’re left for a day or so... sorting it out to see if
it’s the right color. And it never was... (laughter) ‘cause how the hell do you know, you know?
If you put green on, light green, it (unintelligible) out red... (laughter) So I said, “That’s the
wrong color. (unintelligible) Yeah, of course, I don’t like it.” I said, “What? Put a color on your
(unintelligible).” What’s that? Well, if you want—Why don’t you put red on it, but then take
that blue glaze over there! (unintelligible ) be red? Oh, Christ! Then I went back to painting,
you know. (unintelligible) painting on the damn things... and then they said, “Aah, that’s not
true to forms of his... He has... You can’t paint on those. You’ve got to fire it on.” So I got
fired. (laughter) So I started using these (unintelligible) on her, so you know you could at least
put the color on, and there it was. Well, like I say, I was interested in the... (unintelligible)
aspects of color and line, so I fooled around with that... and the emotional qualities of what the
color would do, you know, and... so, instead of having to throw them away in the trash... I
found out you could paint on the damn things, and use that—you know, you knew that; so I
started doing that. Well... you know that didn’t—and so I ended up with a whole room full of
those... (laughter) and so I said, “To hell with the color; I’ll make them all white.” This is all
white; that’s far out... but see but somebody already did a white... what? They all say, “a white
painting.” I said, “This is not a painting at all; this is a white nauga!” (laughter) (unintelligible)
It would make a nice sofa; it’s got four legs already. (unintelligible) ...influenced by... What’s
the guy’s name... (snaps fingers)... starts with a “p.” Oh P, oh, no—Picasso! That’s who it is.
(laughter)(laughs) How in the hell’s he doing (unintelligible)... and... Paul Klee... and... by
Matisse... and they’ve done me a lot.... Giacometti, and... and Grandma Moses, of course. No,
this is by... (laughs) It was my mother... who said, “What the hell you doing up there? I thought
you were going to be a lawyer.” (unintelligible) I think I am... She didn’t even know what I was
doing. She says, “What’s all this stuff all over your clothes?” It was a lot of dead nauga. I said,
“Nauga.” And I told her, and she chased me out of the house with a broom; and I didn’t go back
for about a year. And... I told her—I told her I was taking pottery over there, and she says,
“What? Pottery!” She just (unintelligible) She’s yelling me, “You mean you’re going to make
pots and pans?” She goes, “I mean, your father was cooking all his life; and here you come and
tell me you’re going to go to school to make pots and pans. Get out!” You know, it was that
hot. (laughter) Then I got a job in a foundry, I believe... you know, in the dry clean—you know
in a foundry. Well... you can keep going on these.



SLIDE

This is a little later on.... I wanted to be a surgeon. Hell, they all (unintelligible). And I fooled
around with that idea for a while, and I’d use these as models, you know... to these naugas I cut
into them... (unintelligible) You know and... I was putting out a little... well, I was using more
clay anyway. They became heavier and heavier; and then... all these characters would come
around, and here’s one of them says, “Gee, that’s expensive. What do you do? Charge by the
pound?” And of course. (laughter) The heavier it is, the more it’s going to cost. (unintelligible)
of gold, of course it is. Any bottle of gold’s going to cost more to begin with ‘cause it’s heavy...
s0... they started buying it. And you know, then I said, “What the hell,” and went and bought a
bunch of mud for that, so... finally some of them brought it back, because I guaranteed them
they’d like it.... And then I knew—I change my name now, every once in a while. These are...
oh about 19... 65; yeah, ‘65’s—or maybe four; and these are all black.... I did a whole series of
black pots, all these black pots in black glaze, ‘cause somebody told me black was beautiful; and
I agreed; yeah, it’s my favorite color. So I didn’t have to worry about that damn red turning
blue, and the blue turning pink... Jesus! (laughter) Hell, it was all going to be black!
(unintelligible) And that damn—that white stuff that... some of that... one of these
(unintelligible, possibly naugas) was all black and white. So I did that for a year. You might as
well go some with it; and I did that series of plates. I started those about... oh, about ten years
ago now... and I’'m still working on that.... I still can’t make a plate, you know, that—I keep
making them and making them and... every once in a while I think maybe I’ve got one going
pretty good; and then all it once it slips away from me. I worked myself up to the year... oh,
about 2030; and I still haven’t got a good plate. And... go about 2000 years, and... the year
1200... Whoops, that’s a little... (unintelligible) plate. Anyway, these are... a lot more of them.
See, they just (unintelligible) round. There’s a museum down in Milwaukee; and they’ve
(unintelligible); and... the crowd goes around, you know, looks in there and says, “Jesus God,
look at that. Yeah!” (laughter) They come down here and (unintelligible) ...say, “Hey, what’s
that? Isn’t that good?” Guy says, “I don’t know.” (laughter) So I get it both sides, see...
(unintelligible) Yeah, well you always went in a museum you could only see one side of the
thing; and everybody looks inside of the museum and said, “What’s the other side look like?”
He says, “I don’t know....” You know that? You don’t know what the other side looks like. It
might be... oh... secret notes and things. So... well, I don’t know. Sometime I think they should
turn the building around. Sometimes I think they did. (laughs) But anyway... these are... very
early—These are things I did... just right after I left school. I had the—I did my Master’s degree
in... well, I’d quit painting then, so then I got so turned on to working in clay there I decided to
do that. And... then I went up there and they said, “Well, you have to have a... a thesis or
something... What do you think? You’ve got write out something, tell us what you want to do.”
And I said, “Well, hell, I just want to make pottery.” So they said, “Well, you can’t do that; I
mean... you’ve got to tell us exactly what it is.” I said, “I don’t know what it is.” “Why don’t
you (unintelligible)?” I said, “What does that mean?” (unintelligible) I said, “Hell, I don’t know.
(unintelligible) I didn’t have any idea what the hell they want... So... But you had to something
specific, you know, like something to do with pottery, like maybe the... alpha beta cord
relationship as it relates to the pulling of a handle... (unintelligible) to the firing of a bean pot, or
something like that. (laughter) So, I said, “Well, shit, I don’t know... I just want to make things,
(laughs) the bigger the better.” They said, “Well, (unintelligible) I said, “I mean, I want to make



things with /ids on them.” “Lids,” they said. “Hey, that’s great.” Oh, hell, you’ve seen the lids
all over the—so it was a year (unintelligible) and so, hell, they said that’s great; so I made... aah,
I tried to make all kinds of lids... and I ended up with all these things with lids on them.
(laughter) Yeah, so I said, “You put (unintelligible) dirty laundry, haven’t you?” Bud always
says, “Yeah, that rattler lives in there and everything.” And he and I opened up a big one the
other. There was an old nauga in there, even. (laughter) So yeah, it was all sort of moldy, and
there’s all... this herd of (unintelligible) is... mollified. And you can throw it like a dart...
(unintelligible) through there. There’s a little hole and you squeezed him out and he died—and
he froze up like a dart. This thing keeps moving on me.... (laughter) Well, this is... all right. I
spent a lot of time at sculpture... I don’t know, well... then they said, “Well, your pottery’s got
(unintelligible);” and I said, “Oh, well, I never get tired of making that.” I says, “It’s not...
pottery any more, is it?”” So then they said, “Well, it’s not sculpture.” I said, “Hell, yeah, it ain’t
got no hole in it.” They said, “Well, yeah, (unintelligible) Hey, he’s making sculptures... so he—
“Then you go to put in a... pottery show, and it’s sculpture. So then they—I’d say, “Well, no...
sure it has a big lid.” (laughter) So then they said, “Jesus.” It has a big lid...” so... I’d get both
sides, see. Yeah, and I’d paint them and put them in the painting show; and... get all kinds of
prizes for painting and... “What the Hell’s that?” “Well, it’s a big lid; it’s a painting.” “Oh, it’s
okay.” So... it’s called a painting. (laughter) “I don’t what the hell’s that,” I said. I said...
“That’s a football holder, yeah...” (laughter) “It’s a football...(laughs) (unintelligible) So
anyway that... So (unintelligible) “Why you put that black on it?” “Put it on so it sort of look
like art.” So it’s a... arty football holder, you know? Very heavy. It’s so damn heavy that... I
got more money for it. I was going to put it on a nauga, and have a... football to the
(unintelligible) piece. Well, I might as well take the next one.

SLIDE

Have I got any more? Is that it?
Comment: Yes.

Question: How big is this?

Speaker: How big? It’s bigger than a football. (laughter) That’s... Yeah, it’s bigger than—It’s
bigger than a breadbox. It’s about that big.... Yeah, there’s a lot of sizes of it.... Well, that’s
about... That’s about that tall... Yeah, about that tall. (unintelligible) Everything was around
forty inches... and I figured that I don’t know (unintelligible) medium high is four-forty; so I got
more money; and after a while I sold it by the foot... but... see. And then they... were about
forty inches; and then they finally got up about this high.... It was slightly higher than I am. Oh,
and then they’d shrink down slightly lower (unintelligible) in my kill—‘cause my kill, the size of
my kill is like that, so... (unintelligible) you won’t fit in there. (unintelligible) And... they’d...
Well, that was a comfortable size, ‘cause my arms were that long... See, like that...
(unintelligible) That there... oh... that’s a... Pepsi... (unintelligible) 1958... or so. I know...
’57! Close as that... ’57. Jesus, that was a long time ago. Yeah. And then I made that—grew
that tree... (laughter) That was about... had an old... (unintelligible), so he said, “Take this
damn seed here.” “What is it?” “I don’t know.” “It’s sort of fuzzy.” He said, “Put it in a glass
in a window in the kitchen, with toothpicks in it, and the damn thing’1l make a tree.” (laughs)



And the damn thing was up there; and it got bigger and bigger and I couldn’t find the sink...
(laughter) and... it finally—it used to just travel around with the stuff... (unintelligible) of a coat
rack there, like that... and... it’s... Some the naugas used to play on the tree, you know—
There’s one back there now; I can see it. (laughter) (laughs) Oh, there’s his eyes. And a big
black jar... and things. I don’t know... That’s a plate about...that...as much as I have here.
Then, you know, so I started working on these flat forms. And... well, flat shapes, I guess. 1
never could figure out if they were forms or shapes. Oh, yeah, they had forms—that’s what they
did—forms and something else when I went to school. Yeah, they didn’t define it, so... then
when—so then I wouldn’t be confused... between shapes and forms, that is. (unintelligible) ... a
thing about form, a totality of forms. I said, “Yeah, but what about that girl walking down
there?” I said, “That’s a shape.” “Oh, yeah, well it looks like a form to me.” I said, “All right,
now get your mind out—Get back to work here. Get back on the wheel...(unintelligible) maybe
you’ll dig out mud again.” Okay, that’s a plate. (laughs) This is... These are... glazed—they’re
glazed sculptures, and they’re fired in the field... with those slips and on goes—the color’s put
on... and... then fired and then fired as... the painting—The thing didn’t work as a painting; it
didn’t work as anything. But then when it didn’t work as anything was when I liked it. Ifiit
worked as something, I said—It was—There was always—It was lacking something. So it had
to look like nothing; and when it looked like nothing... I could forget about it for a while...
because... if you knew nothing... it was nothing it was okay. That’s a six by six... painting.
That was... Most of them were six by six or... some of them by nine... That’s a lot of... That’s a
1958/°59... It was a lot of... oh... acrylics and sand, vinyls and... oh, lacquers... and real heavy.
I kept piling on sand, then throwing paint on it, piling (unintelligible)...it. I mean they’re so
heavy... then move, so I had to burn ‘em. (laughter) Then I (unintelligible)—and they wouldn’t
burn either; I mean.... (unintelligible) (laughter) All right, now, you know... they lay them down
and make rugs out of them. But anyway, that’s... some of things I work in. Well, I don’t know.
I start looking at paintings now... and at that time they were real difficult; and I’m sure they still
are now; but... it was kind of nice to just sit there, and... you know... there’s the gesture of
putting paint on a canvas; and that actually was pretty nice. And like I say the gesture of moving
a piece of clay, and it’s moving around... and feeling it... was a hell of damn good sensation;
it’s... It comes to me once in a while. But it sure as hell didn’t come to me all the time; and it’s
only after working at it thirty-five or forty years... I begin to feel it a little-- I began to feel a
little bit of... not control, but... a... I had a real dialogue going with it. I don’t want to control it;
I just want to be able to talk to it. And it has to talk with me; it does that a lot too... on a good
night.... (laughter) I lay down (unintelligible) But... you know... I like that I... and just touching
it, and it’s going to move, so you’ve got to move with it. So, you know... if it’s the last dance
you’ve got to start dancing backwards... That’s another six by six. And... in the studio I paint
up with—I’d put clay into the medium... and make it doughy just like heavy paint or... it could
be a thin clay. Then I’d smear it on... an built it up—These damn things weigh about two
hundred pounds... (laughter) You can see how bad it—I had a hell of a time with it; and if they
weighed much less than that, it means I didn’t work on it very long... And if I didn’t work on it
very long, was in hurry, had to go someplace, you know, you forget to finish it. Back in those
days they had a lot of white paintings. They’d paint around the edges a little bit, and then... they
had to run down and see the bar... and they had a party down there every afternoon. Well
sometimes forget to go home.... Then... three or four years later they have a show... and it’ll be
all white paintings with a little stuff up in the corner... and you could tell with his art it wasn’t
finished. And he never got back to it from the bar. So (unintelligible) have these white paintings



around. Sometimes I even spent all the time in the bar. And (unintelligible) think I was wise,
and said, “Let’s paint them all black.” That means they’re really heavy into it? Why isn’t—
These are some more—these are recent plates... that I haven’t seen... This is in the last year.
These are all wood-fired in a Japanese-style kill not too far from here.... You know, where is it?
In New York. I friend of mine built a kill— Can I have a drink? There’s apple juice. Now these
are... These are all about twenty-two inches. I’m starting to use about... sixty-five to seventy-
five pounds of clay to start. And... I work on them where I’m then... and then we take them up,
and... just look at them. He’ll look at them, and he’s... He’s an artist; and... he (unintelligible)
He does a lot of the firing. He sets up the firing and... you know, programs the way the fire’s
going to go through, and what it’s going to do. Sometimes even he’s right. Most of the time he
(unintelligible). So well, these are... you can see these... deposits of ash. There’s no color put
on the glaze; these are all done with the wood ash... and it depends on how much ash is there...
the velocity of the fire and where in the kill and so forth; and... how the ash is going to come
down or not come down on the piece. Now you see there’s not much ash on it; but it didn’t
develop the color, just... the reduction in the kill, and a slight bit of ash. And I drew those lines
on with... inlaid them with copper oxide... before they were put in (unintelligible) Oh... (drinks)
That was (unintelligible)

Question: How large are they?

Speaker: How large? Yeah, they are. Oh, these are about twenty-two; and they fire out about
twenty-two inches. Well, in fact, I’m probably going to be making some tomorrow—or tonight.
(laughter) I’ll show you how... providing my arm’s all right. See this arm here... I’ve got this
tennis elbow... from... playing tennis. And... it’s working out. You know, I was playing tennis
for years. (unintelligible) See, these are... They’re about... They’re all about—They start with
seventy-five pounds of clay anymore. And of course you lose the water, so that’s about—Oh,
what do you lose? About thirty percent? And then they shrink... They’ll shrink some. Then
they lose the water plasticity, and then they... they lose their chemical water which isn’t very
much; and it turns into like a brick... Then it goes into a big round brick. Well, you know, a
colored big round brick with... kind of hard to put it together ‘cause... it’s got all these little
pieces got to go... around the edge... And so you’ve got to use a potter’s wheel that’s sort of
jaggedy, looks like a diamond... That’s what you call a diamond-headed wheel. These
(unintelligible) were in Hawaii... Hawaiian, that’s—See now, see this is... that yellow color is
the ash—the ash flying around a kill... and landing on there... and got hot to... melt, then it
deposited on the melt; and... it turned that... iron yellow color. So... you—and there—There’s
(unintelligible) to putting out those greens and blues... ‘cause here’s the smoke... and... the
iron-bearing clay.... See the... See that—what do you call it?—reduction. So the reduction
mean it... now all the oxides that around, they’re (unintelligible)... reduced to their metallic
state—stages then, from the outside forms. And they go from... that to that, you know? Can
you understand that? (laughter) I don’t either; but that’s what he told me. And then he said
something about alpha going to beta quartz. And I always thought that was a sorority or
something, alpha beta, and it’s... with the Tappa Theta.... This was a (unintelligible) art piece
about like... that... That was—(unintelligible) It was a dead nauga. That was about... These are
all in the last couple of years.... I haven’t seen these slides before; I don’t know whose they are,
you know. (untranscribable sound) (laughter) That’s... See it’s got all the pinks; and... see—do
you see where that little—down on the bottom there on the left—where the crack is—That’s



where it was sitting on its edge in a kill in a sand in the center; and then the fire was whipping
around, and it was coming back, and leaving us all this heavy color in there... and it go that
weird pink, and some weird blues and greens there I’d never seen before in my life. And you
look at that and say, “Yeah, I know what the color of that is. I’ve never seen it before.” And you
haven’t. There’s no way you can get it. So that’s (unintelligible) ‘cause that’s the only way you
can get it, so now you’ve seen it, because... you’ve got it. And you might not get it again
though. Geez, you all dead, I’'m done. (untranscribable sound) (applause) That’s enough of that
crap. But anyway, have you got any questions? Oh... you’re not Suzanna. (laughter) All right.
You want to know... about naugas... and then here I’m selling franchises... if you want to buy
naugas... and I’d sell you nauga food and all that... You’re going to have a lot of nauga hides, if
you want to buy a franchise.... (unintelligible) (applause)

END OF RECORDING
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