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Artisty Quarantine With Their Art Collections provides a snapshot of the
intimate relatiaship between antist-collectors and their prized works of art. Much
like any remote workers, these individisals have been forced to contend with the
challenges of isolaton from not only thesr friends and colleagues, bat from much
of the pourishing cuttural richness thar museums and galleries provide, With the
shsence of an ability to conpect with new warks, o 10 retur to Esmiliar pieces m
public collechions, artists were afforded the opportunity to reconsider their
relationship and appreciation of works in their own collections — and through this
exhibitron, o share these works with a wider public.

Shaws of arist collections have a long and ssoried history, but what makes this
exhibition special is the beosder cultural and political context. In earfy days of
2021 when the plans for this exhibition were lasd out, we imagined the end of the
pandemic was in sight. Vaccines were being rolled out, museums were beginning
10 open, and a sense of optimism gnipped the country. Following the summer
preceding the exhibition, several new and more dangerous vanants of the corona
virus have emerged. and lockdowns have been reintroduced m many countries —
affecting countless lives, as well as our ability to enjoy public life worry-free. As
the exhibition approaches its close, the US is steadily marching toward the grim
midestone of ane million deaths attributed to COVID-19.

With this backdrop front of mind, many of us are snll working remotely. Missing
our colleagues, we find it difficult 10 engage in many aspects of civil life, While 1t
has been a pleasure enjoying these many tressured works, 1 find myself looking
forward to the close of the exhibition in a mater of days, when [ can retumn the
works 10 the homses of their owners 0 that they may apgain provide solace -
whatever may come in the days ahead

Paul M. Nicholson
Director Martin Are Gallery







Artists Quarantine With Their Art Collections

This exhibition developed out of 2 year-long series of articles 1 produced for Hyperallergic.com
beginming in May 2020. In March of that year, as the enormity of the COVID-19 pandemic was
becoming clear, it occurted to me that | was reading new, discase-related meanings into anworks
thsar had been in my life for years. Onemovmng\lo&mgupftomanews stary | was reading
about the overburdened funeral services industry in New York City, my glance happened upon a
panmng featuring a o of shadowy figures standing next 10 an enomous automobile. In that
inszant, | saw lhc met not as me Tolling gangsters ['d always taken them for, but as undertakers
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| was starthed to realize that, concli d by of the pand 1 hawd
spontaneously assagned entirely novel contemt to lhe work. The pamung s meaning had shifted w
meet the pi A kind of situational ificance had crept in - the invaluntary

projection of this reshape], perceptually and cogmnwly rewired beholder.

We know that nwach of what a work means to a given viewer is subjective. “Every good wark
shoald have at least ten meanings.” according 10 Walter De Marin. Clearly, some meanings
might be Iatent — revealed by the course of events, shaped by the pressure of circumstance.

Were others experiencing the same thing? | asked around, focusing my polling on fellow artists
whao live with the work of others. Some of these artists 1 know well; some only slightly; many,
not at all. 1 asked them: fr the consext of the COVID-19 pandemic, do you fook af your persomal
coltectbon differenily mow, and which works e partcalar? Is there ane that expeclally resonfes
with yow i this weird, frighsening rime? Amd does it take on mew meaning”?

The responses were published scnnllv in vau'allcr[m: com over the course of a year, (They are
srchived athatps:‘hyperallergic.com ine-with-theit-art-collecnons’). This
exhibition is derived from that prolccl Tlmun: case studies in the instability (and
imexhaustibility) of meaning in wocks of ant, attesting that such fluidity may be a soarce of
distress, or of delight.

Many | ssked 1old me thar their perceptions were essentially unchanged — that the works they
live with seemed “timeless,” untouched by the historical context, Fair encugh - But in the
oppeessive tedium of that first quarantined year, works tha surpeised, delighted, or otherwise
engayed the viewer in unfamiliar ways imterested me more

The project’s premise emerged from conversations with my wife, Gelab Peon | thank Thomas
Micchell: at Hyperallergic.com for his many valuable editoral suggestions and enthusiastic
suppon of the project. Paul Nicholson, the Martin Art Gallery's curator, warmly received my
propasal to translate the online progect into a physical exhibition and was mstramental m
organdzing it, and this catalogue, I'm deeply wrateful 10 the approximately 150 artists whose texis
and images constituse the series, from which thas selection of artworks and is derived

Stephen Maine






Anagard
untitled
pen and ink on paper (2017)

Antonins Wiriadjajn (New York City) This sketch of a man with an Indopesinn deum for a
head has been in the background of every video call I've made duning the pandemic Feathers
sprout out of his buttoned-up suit as he sits on a swing made from a gamelan. His fiet are
winged. like J shadow puppets. A ¢ d noga (dragen) peeks out from behind his seat,
und Teaves and flowers i the shape of i garwds (cagle) wrap around his shoulders

1 2ot this sketch from street artist Andres Bussianto, better known as Anogard. His stencils
pepper Youvakarta, the arts capital of Central Java, as well as a small farmmg village just cutside
of it called Geneng. That village was badly hit by s devastating earthquake in 2006, A young
Anagaord revitalized Geneng by painting newly built buildings' base walls with murals. He
persunded artists such as Swoon (Caledonia Curry) to add their own street art over the vears and
soan the arca yained international fame. The murals brought in tourism and revitalized the
village.

1 was supposed 1o retum to Indooesia for research in the summer of 2020, bat the day I was w0
pick up my visa from the consulate. New York went into full lockdown. A year ago, when [ first
walked through Geneng. hopping from mural to mural between rice paddics. [ couldn’t believe
that this marmage between traditional life and street ant could exist It was born out of a
catastrophe that killed thousands and left a g illion people homeless. The two cultures
still have cocasional quarrels. Onee in a while, a farmer paints over one of the murals without

permission. And sometimes a street artist 1ags a wall that wasa 't meant for tagging. But fooking
at this illussration— a study for a Targe mural in Geneng — in my tiny New York City apartment,
1 have fasth thas despite how hard this virus will divide us, we can become moee united through
art mxi compassion,






Anonymous
untitled crazy quilt
unspecified fabric (nd)

Jodi Hays {(Nashville. Tennessee). | collect fabrics and wextiles. My interest is in rurl culture
and handiwock, and their nssociations with the body. Over 20 years ago, 1 bought this “crazy
quilt.”™ It was in rough shape, so the dealer practically gave it to me. In grad school 1 pinned it to
my apariment wall. Here in Tennessee, | slung it over n sofa,

The “crazy quilt” style blends improvisatioonl piccework and grid-based composition. This
particulor quilt is less impeoy, more gnd. The ecra top dominates the overall effect, silk threads
dangling loose. | have always envisioned the maker a tight-lipped Victorian New England
Protestant. There is no fabric in the quilt that | associare with the Amerscan South, such as cotton
in the form of gingham and seersucker. The oatside border is made of picced cigar nibbons (so
my Mom says) laid together to form diagonally striped patterms on pot-quite-square fabric
supparts. The intenior pieces are jeweled tones of corduray and silks punciuated with colorfully
embroidered dogs, crosses, moeons, ssars, flora, wheels, and arrows

In carty quarantine, grateful 10 be safe and healthy, | answered the collective call to stay home
and 10 make use of the long days. Organizing the studio, 1 folded stacks of fabrics, lacewark,
crocheted doilies. towels, letter jackets, and quilts. My working and living spaces benefired from
this anxious process,

In May, | became curious about the quilt's stracture, seams, and batting. | carefully separated the
quilt top from the paper-bag-tinted backing. The comoded threads disinteyrated with the shightest
foroe, revealing my favonte feature: floml linen edging, two mches wide around a cruddy and
stunnmg linen-colored flannel batting with printed pink stoipes.

Sometimes paintings are discovered. Object becomes material, Rosie Lee Tompkins said of ber
patchworks, “1 hope they spread a lot of love ™ In the slow days of unease, the quilt was a wver |
feel the love






Andrea Belag
Cello
oil on wood panel (2018)

Judith Linhares (Brooklyn, New Yokl In these long imdoor days, the tendency towsrd
reflection is pretty much endless. I'm fortunate 1o have friends 1o talk to on the phone, paintings
1o make, and a big, light place 10 inhabic. My walls are stacked high with works by artist friends.
1 really like showing my collection to visitors — it is almost like sharing & family album. The
works have been acquired over a Lifetime and represent so many diffevent time penods. ways of
making things, ways of thinking about things, and the comradeship that is the armise-to-artist
workd

| sometimes wonder: what is art fos? Lately I've been drawn to a small oil painting on wood
panel by Andrea Belag. When | chose the painting, | said o Andrea, "It looks like cello masic,”
meaning it has low tones and they arrive in a minor key, The values are close in range with the
exception of o cold pink swath running at a slight diagonal. The reds. greens, and bloes are on
the dark side. [ have been looking st this painting und receiving relief like a cool drink on a hot
day

The way I see this painting hasn't changed from my spontancous first reaction, bat in our new
reality my need to see it has changed. The painting seems to hold and expeess the feelings | have
but can’t fully experience because my vigilant survival mode stands in the way. This painting is
not designed or premeditated; it has the sense of armiving in one spontancous act, the strokes of
paint drifting down in slow motion, transparent over the somewhat visible wood suppont | see
what 1 crave in this painting: timelessness, and connection 1o a lyrical but somber range of
feeling.






Merwin Belin
Love 3
collage (2015)

YVincent Ramos (Venice, Californin): Until recently, Mecwin Belin's “Love #37 was Iying flat
on an old stereo receiver in the living room, perched on top of a sturdy pile of art catalogs. It had
been there since late last year when be gave it to me. Metwin's a generous guy and a close
colleague. We bond through a shared passion for collectng. His piece is a reflection of that
mpalse a collage consisting of just two found objects from the same time, vet from another time
— from a penod, like today, of socal. cultural and pohitical upheaval

¥ 'y

I've kooked at it a lot lately, always ssking mysell the same questsons. Does 1S messape still
resonate 50-plus years later” Did n really, even then'! It has yet 1o be decided, in our
contempotary Amersca, whether love still sctually conguers all. It isn't Jost on me either that
even Sonny and Cher ultimately parted ways.

As [ write this we are in the throes of deep change. A viccine is coming. Govermmental power
shifting. Many more Americans are dying. My continued attraction and embrace of Merwin's
gesture seems sanplistic, naive, and altogether quaint under these difficult crrcumsiances. Two
pileces of dime-stoce ephemera meant for the trash heap of history, here juxtaposed and displaved
i & handsome box frame, can’t possibly be the map out of this chaos. Of can 17 To me, the
message of the work is clear. And ultimasely that clanty reveals its deep complexity. in both
action and meanimg. | continue (o mmagine o space where our mdividual and collective decision-
making, as they relate 10 the current moment, are driven by acts of compassson — not only
towards our own (and that could mean many things ut the moment), but towards everyone. We
are all pow intimately familiar with what happens when it is not

A few months ago, | fisally hung “Love #3.7 1Cs placed mear the spot where my wife now works.
Like many educarors, of course, she finds berself teaching from home. | don’t think her second
grade studems can see it from 1beir vaniage points, but it’s there. And the beat goes on,
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Todd Bienvenue
Stop
oil on canvas (2014)

Helen O'Leary (Sauate College, Pepnsylvania): [ saw Todd Bienveoue's painting, “Stop,”

on Instagram early in 2016 and reached out 1o trade. | read it as valnerability under miack and
knew I needed to own it 1t spoke to my younger self, this shot-up stop sign with its broken
language, riddled with bullet holes and malignant harm, Rusty, perforated, yet still articulate, it
summed up both brutahty and resilience for me.

The painting moved with us from room o room and it became our visual thermometer for the
political, economic and personal emotions of the moment.

Now “Stop” sits propped up on the medicine cabinet in the bedroom. It has boen many things
these kast few months — o posteard to our plague, a plea for calm. Lately, my reading of the
work has flipped, like a8 camem obscura image, and leads me to think that the brutality is

not in the bullet holes but rather the signage, and in the erasure of this word is a moment of hope.






Angela Dufresne
Tree House Dwellings with Couple in the Snow
oil on panel (2008)

Christopber Kuhn (Los Angeles, California): This painting by Angela Dufresne has always
been a mystery to me 1live i the sunshine of LA, and the snowy scene conjures a glmpse o
unother warkd. The treebouse structures seem fantastical. The violet blue tones of the landscape
seem unreal. And of course, what's that naked lady doing there?

The naked women m Titian's (or Giorgione Titian"s) “Pastoral Concert™ and Manet’s “Luncheon
on the Grass”™ may be equally enigmatic, but ot least I'm not left wosryimg aboat whether they 're
gomg to et frosthate,

Thas impiied vulnerability has only been smplitied m aur current age of sociaf isolation. The
nude's repction to the presence of the figure approaching from the right now reads as more
urgent Her hand seems to command the other figure 10 stop s this some unwanted visitor” A
threat?

Just as every passerby and chance encounter m our daily lives has become a risk to be mitigated
if pot avosded completely, so 1 imagine ber telling the istedloper to keep a proper distance.

And where's her mask?

This paisting i o respite. In the beat of summer, | escape into the wintery cool, As a painter, |
rezosce m its painterly bravado,

But our new reality 15 inescapable. She has d from society in perfect solitude, and yet the
threat of an asymptomatic edber has found ber — well dressed 1 wintery gear, prepared to
weather the storm. What's kefi but 10 escape up the spiral statrcase o the mtenor of the cabin®

There's a fire. She’ll be safe and warm. She can wagh hee hands (again®).

Hopefully the mtruder won't come followmg after. Maybe just drop the yellow package at the
door and leave. Contactless delivery. Now that's soothing






James Elaine

Bloodlines #4

ballpoint pen ink and
bleach on cardhoard (nd)

Howard Schwartzberg (Brooklyn, New York): While in quarantie, as | look at the antworks in
my house, | am discovering that the pleasure of living with them, and the importance of the
personal connections many represent, have only strengthened. As [ spend more time with these
pieces, mostly creared by artists friends of mine, their bonesty and restorative power has been
further validated. This is especially the case with the drawing “Bloodlines {#4)" by artist and
curator James Elaine, which hangs in a corner of my hiving room.

In this small work, rexd lines are drwn in a repetitive, meditative manner. James's efforts to
correct what he perceived as uncontrollable ink flow from a np-less hallpoint pen resulted in the
ink creating o serum resembling various sones of blood. The orderly, vertical direction of the
lines always helps to calm my focus

Much of James's work alludes to life, death, decay, and renewal, During this stressful and
unpredictable time, the lines in this drawing have become more viwl than ever. They are the
lifelines or connections we have with others, whether through heredity (blood), or through the
relationships we develop with friends, lovers, colleagues, and associates thar we at times take for
granted, but when in need depend and rely upon. They represent everyone’s struggle with
sdentity and survival in the face of life’s challenges

While the drawing's meaning has not changed. its purpose and my neexds have. As we navigate
through the current volatile social and political enviromment, its poignancy reveals to me, even
more, the fragility of our existence.






Danny Ferrell
After the Game
oil on canvas on panel (2016)

Mark Joshua Epstein (Ann Arbor, Michigan): Danny Ferrell’s painting “After the Game™ was
the first picce | bought after moving into our place in Michigan, in the fall of 2017 The
apartment was new o us and | was wildly homesick for people, for art, for everything | had
never met Danny but had followed his work closely and 1 found the combination of the forlorn
and the erotic in this piece to be imresistible. This painting is so many feelings wrapped up in one
luscrously painted pair of gym shonts, left — or flung, or dropped — either on purpose or by
nccident in a field at sunses. Where is the owner of these rumpled mesh shorts? Are they with
someone else who is also shorts-Jess, rolling around in the grass? Being a rapturously unsporty
Kkid, it felt good to own this image, and 1o bang 1t in the bedroom 1 share with my hushand.

I see Danny’s paioting when | wake up each moming. It hangs directly in my line of sight when |
open my eyes, but maybe pow 1t feels different. Now the shorts have become a stand-in for me,
or for us — alone, discarded, exposed — but it remains such n beautiful soene 17 1 have to be
discarded, let it be in the beautiful green space of this painting 1 notice the sky more now than |
used 10—~ that last light fading, the slippage of time caught for a moment and forever,






Seth Michael Forman
Asleep Near Litchfield
oil on panel (2013)

Steve Greene (Collinsville, Comnecticut): My wife and 1 bought “Asleep Near Litchfield by our
good friend Seth Forman in 2085 1 love this little painting. 1 is a fitthe more whimsical than
usual for Seth, and not as disturbing. A black bear, his eyes squinting i ecstasy like a happy pet,
spies on a Rip Van Winkle-like character. 1f not for the hirsute bermit’s Crocs and running
sharts, thes might be n lost painting from the Renaissance, with its stylized boulders straight from
Gratto, the distant idyilic farm, the careful layers of glazes. The figures, rocks, trees and sky
mterfock m 2 very satisfying way

When you live with an artwork, you enter into a relatonship. The artwork stays the ssme, but
you grow, you change, and you view it differently, Can a work of art also evolve over ume?

S hing in this pamting | 10 change over the course of 2020, 1t’s as if Seth made a new
painting sbout Hving under lockdown ime afler the pandemic started, m which he cleverly
mimscked “Asleep Near Litchfield"— subject matter, style, composition — then ked mto

aur home and switched the two pamtings. Now it seems [am living with a coded version of my
old painting

This tew version i3 a portraat of me, even though it's not o very good likepess, 1've fallen adeep
and I'm vulperable and I'm isolated and | can’t wake up. 1 dream that everything is fine. | dream
of the farm where I grew up. (This doesn’t look like my childhood farm, but that's okay, Seth
has never seen ) | dream that we are at peace with nature. that it's not something 1o fear, thar &
bear creeping up this close 15 pesfectly natural, | sleep and dream for 3 long, long tme, Time
stands still, and the days and weeks come and go.

What | want 1o know is, after the pandemic s over and | can get wgether with my friend Seth,
can | iave my old pamting back? Somebow | don't think 'l ever see i agam.






Suzan Frecon
untitled
Drawing (2004)

Dan Devening {Clucago. Hlinois): Around 2004, | was directing the visitng artist lecture seres
for the Deparument of Painting and Drawing at the School of the An Institute of Chicago where |
have been a faculty member since 1988, Duning the fall semester, the renowned New York
painter Suzan Frecon accepred my imvitation o come speak 10 our students and faculty. Suzan's

waork d that ab in painting can communicate fully, free of external subjects
while still assertively creating meaning, 1on and expen Her deep roots m the history

of et medium, the extensive knowledge of prements, materials and processes, and ber ever-
developing research into space and light place her at the forefront of comemporary painting.

Many weeks after her visit and the outstanding talk she gave to our community of artists, | was
surprised and defighted to receive i package in the mail from Suzan. The envelope contained i
small watercolor, sent with a note of thanks for the time she spent i Chicago and the dinner |
bosted 1 her honot. This beautiful linrle piece, like many of her works on paper, holds delightful
evocative power. Slightly mate, bur animated nonetheless, the shape suggests both a thing and »
place. Simple and efficient, it is n perfect example of the weight Suzan’s work can hold even
when scale is reduced and the image stmplified. The story of bow this psece came into my life
wngd its mevedible beauty, makes it an mmp part of my coll

1 received the work more than 15 vears ago. what and how it communicates changed
dramatically during the height of the COVID pandemic. Like most people, | was in lockdown for
several months during 2020, Making work, teaching and living entirely within the confines of
my bome radically altered the way | saw many of the works m my collection. This small piece
by Suzin Frecon began to look bess like an exph character ambling freely along, and more
like an anxious beast, pushing sgamst the tight space of the picture plane. Claustrophobse and
constraived, the negative space lived up 1o its name by closing in on and shutting out any
possibitity of relense. The drawing began to mirror my sense of how this crisis affected all of us
psyvehologically and ionally. Despite this shghtly darker read, this work never lost any of its

evocative power; 1t anly b more d arxd







Pauline Halper
Head
oil on canvas (2007)

Courtney Puckett (Holmes, New York): Pauline Halper's panting, “Hesd " 15 as wetrd and
frightening as the moment. | have lived with this painting since 2007, just before Pauline moved
from Brookiyn to Northern Califomia. In her Brooklyn ssudio. there was an assortment of
skeleton paintings to choose from. This one was the most confrontational, pameed at human-
scale, At the time, it seemed benevolent and benign — playtul, It was a cartoon of a cliche of aur
insides, | love the three kayers: bone, flesh, and aura Right now, | see the skull as more simster,
staring straight at me with a gant grin, unmasked. 11°s unsetthing, a contemporary vansas withouat
all the fuss of symbols of consumption, wealth, and greed. The rawness of Pauline's work ss its
strength and is what draws me to it over and over again through the years, She centinues o pamr
things, people, and landscapes from the inside out






Donald Locke
One Hundred Years of Brer Nancy
Mixed media on paper (1994)

Carl E. Hazlewood (Brooklyn, New York) Thas mixed-media work oo paper, “One Hundred
Yeurs of Brer Nancy,™ 15 by the lste sculptor, parster, and innovative ceramicist Donald Locke
(1930-2010), Locke was boen i the former British colony of Guyana, as | was His education
and istemational career ok him to London and then 1o the US on a Guggenhetm fellowship. He
5 one of those Black amists (whose lineage 15 decudedly maxed-race) being retneved from the
edges of colomal empire and the international an world, His neglected life's work s finmally
being acknowledged as essential 10 the dussemmation of a local-accented modernism before and
after mid-20th-cemury. Aside from my bedroom. Locke’s sculpture can be found m institnstions
such as the Tare and the Victoria and Albert Museum

1 had plans for my time i iselation. I'd sssumed life wouldn't be too much different from my
normal quiet routine. But the weeks flew by from ene Friday to the next in numbing succession
with nothing dove. Each day | sat and stared at this pamting. The absuacted subject matter
concerns the West Afscan trickster god, Anancy. He presents himself s a spader, and the
Atlantic slave trade spread his influence and lus edifying stocies throughout the Canbbean
archipelago. | discovered in the painting's dark matrix collaged images of an actunl spider, 8
tropical forest, and gleaming Brancusi-like heads

1'd been worrying about the oppeessive cloud of our Covid-19 situation, and my place &s a Black
nbstract armist in troubled political and social times. This small painting however, reminded me
that Anancy’s symbolic web of Afro-influence is all-pervasive. from Africa 1o Euwrope to
America. Locke’s black-and-white painting has les me see that a work may or may not be
directly social or polirical in an sctivist way to have caltural value: it is always necessary and
nffective for its humanistic and aesthetic potential Providing this subtle spirit-poetry via music,
dance. fiction, drama. and literature is a thing only WE can do. Expanding from the here and
now, art is forever — or can be. Realizing this bas helped me begin working agnin.






Gordon Moore

Division

latex and potassium ferocianide
on photo emulsion paper (2016)

Lauren Henkin (Rockland. Mame) 1 first saw Gordon Moore's work in an exhibition at Berty
Cuningham Gallery i 2014 The show included paintings and photo emulsion drawings. Both
were compelling, but the drawings struck a chord There is o lushness to the yrounds -
beawifully printed photographs toned in warm vellows and grays — which, combiped with
marks of ink and govache, suggest a velvet canvas scorched by electncity. It was as if the artist
hnd formed a wire sculpture and then tracked its slow progress of shad king acrass a
concrete surface, his hand creating furcated markings of time passing

Quarantine has forced on me a strange relationship to time. One moment is filled with reflection
and pause; the next, a casual glint of thought tossed into the wind, Mon-day, Tues-day, Wednes-
day are no more. Al that remain are dey and might.

One of Gordon's drawings hangs on the wall beside my desk, | see it whenever | look up from
my computer. Throughout the day, [ can see how light engages the work, [n the morming, the sun
buovs the light areas of the drawing. At night, the dark tones recede deeper into space

The drawing has replaced my clock. 1t's a beautsful and needed remmder that tme can be
measured nat by seconds, hours, or days but by marks, tone, and depth






Stephen Mueller
untitled
acrylic on canvas (2004)

Mary Jones (New York City): Stephen Maeller (1947-2011) is m my bubble He was there before
COVID-19 and will be there long after. | keep his work clase to me IRL and in reproduction at the studio,
This painting 15 from 2004 and 1 bought it about four years later from his studio on Little West 12th
Street, [ consider 1t both a trophy and a muse and it woukd certainly be in my arms if this place were
suddenly ablaze.

The painting has two parallel objects — a silh of a Buddhist torso, Hattened with a diamond patsern,
and a stripad oval Both float serenely forward from shightly diagonal washes of an unfolding spectrum of
pure colors. Deep space, deep consciousness, geometry, and 2 light touch. How he keeps i beeathing sull
has me hypootized. and | intend to stay camped in its spell.

As thas stifling stretch of quarantine time extends ixlefinitely, my relationships take on new dimensions
— mandatory boundaries necessitate new ways to keep us communicating and vibrant to ooe another. 1
want my relationships 10 survive the pandemic. Although tech can bea v effon foe
the pleasure of staving involved, | often have nothing to sy, but nevertheless unleash the chat

that s, 1 its essence, a ritualization of lenging, a refusal o let go. There are people that | mass so much,
and since | can't see of touch so many of them, the boundarses between those who have left us and those
who are lodged i a Zoom sereen begins 1o dissolve, and in that space |'ve remembered visits 10
Stephen's studio with renewed clarity.

‘The end of Litle West 12th was still surprisingly undeveloped when be was there. and it was excitimg just
10 eocounter this small relic of the old ity of the 1970s. The building seemed shuttered and uninhabsted.
I'd always check his address a few times before pounding on the door, and never failed 10 be surprised
when he opened 1t The entrance was dark and small, with a ghmpse of his bedroom on the right, where &
meditanon rug lay on the floor, then o the kitchen and his mble. Incense, tea, and great music were
always part of the experience. Sitting with him over tea, be would smoke and 1'd use the time o
overcome, 1o the best of my ability, my overwrought fandom and my needlessly 1o1al intimidation of
Stephen. Then came the work. The reom was square with high ceilings and a central skylight. Extra
pasntings were always stored out of sight. Everything visible was new, in progress, in the light. These
were paintings beaming their magic as i they'd just landed from outer space, with codes and wace
memonies for psyelic survival.

Or &t least that's what my painting of his seems to be emitting to me, as | watch it from my couch






Mike Olin
Chinati, Spider 2
oil on canvas (2012)

Elisa Lendvay {Poughkeepsie, New York): At the beginnmg of the pandemic and guarantine, |
moved Mike Olin's painting, “Chinati, Spider 2.7 to & pew spot in our entryway where we could
see it better. The vintage wallpaper's dashed crimson zigzag patterns almest resemble the
motions of a heart monitor and highlight some of the subtle details in the painting, such as the
striped pattems in the spider’s kegs. It s kind of funay there, and soaehow the spider ts at home
— a patsern maker in a landscape of fading pattems.

This full-frame, rough-hewn arachnid is a totemic force of strength in a time of disorder. With its
archaic associations — creator, destroyer, weaver of illusion, weaver of healing power — the
spider is a yaide to enduring one’s present reality.

The spider’s form fills the space. The legs reach out to the edges and comers and structure the
composition. Wispy brushsirokes with bits of brown, orange, and yellow imply motion and
rexture, Muted washes of deep blues laced with almost glowing lighter shades surround the core
and left Jegs. Floating ephemera and u few mica sparkies carch the Fght like dewdrops, Two thin
sticks emerge, leg-like — they are glass shards, part of an enameled costume jewelry butterfly.
There are layers of fabeic and a playing card, peeling but sealed with paint.

The spider is medding into the background while emerging out of it, as if it is coming out of the
wallpaper and i and out of the pamting. Is it headed to a horizon beyond, or is it sitting on a
rock or precipice, looking onto a subterrancan landscape?

In this quarantine, we too are embedded within these walls, emerging in and ous of the
background “Chinati, Spider 2,” hung in its entryway nook, protects us. Inwerestingly, real
spiders seem to be more drawn to this spot than anywhere else in the house. We have to escort
them out the front door 1o new horizons,






Hanns Schimansky
untitled
ink on paper (2013)

Power Boothe (Harwinton, Connecticut). OF the anwoeks 1 live with, this drawing by Hanns
Schimansky stands out because of how it engages me in thinking about the complexities of
freedom. 1 acquired it from the 2013 exhibition, Lines + Spaces, curated by Jobn Yau at the
Joseloff Gallery (at the Hartford Art School. University of Hartford). Hanns flew m from
Germany 10 speak about his work at the opening. He reflected on his expericnce of living in East
Germany before the fall of the Berlin Wall in 1989, He said the East German police would
periodically arvive unannounced to search for the subversive artworks they were sure they were
going to find in his stadio. OF course, they were surmoundex by subversive drawings but they did
nut have the eves to see them. They walked away — “No subversive drmwings bere”

For this work, Hanns performed an act of freedom when he firse folded the approximately 157 x
187 paper into smaller and smaller rectangles. When he opened it back up, the perfect symmetry
of the oniginal surface was broken. This is not unlike what happens when life begins: the
symmetry of the egg is broken ar the moment of fertilization and the zygote is formed - an
nsymmetnical entity that will mosph into a living, self-determining creature. Hanns painted the
back of this paper with black ink. which then seeps through the tears in the cracks of the folds w
reveql the grid At the same time, it creates random blotches of ink on the front side of the
drawing,

Now the illusive gnid becomes the arena for the free act of play and invention; the drawing
becomes a dance between wildness and The initial broken symmetry invites a drawn
response, and each line mvites another. 1 never tire of watching this drawing come 1o life. Hanns
makes decisions that make me laugh. | see the human spirit unbound. This drawing is thrilling.
The space of freedom that it opens up speaks o a core sense of imaginative possibality that, of
course, no secret pobice could fathom,







Roman Signer
untitled
photograph(1996)

Odili Donald Odita (Philadelplua, Pennsylvania). My wife, Emanuelle. and | got this print by
Rowman Signer as a gifl from Emanvelle’s late mother, Manuela, who acquired it from the antist’s
stadio in the mad-1990s. Apparently, it is an unage of the aftermath of an avalanche in the
Appenzell region of Switzerland. | always thought it was an awkward gift 1o receive. Since
Roman Sugner was a friend of my wife's family, and Emanuelle had known him since she was
litle. [ woald have thought that her mother nvight have goren us something more iconic from
Roman. In any case, his print has traveled with us on every move we've made — from Brooklyn
to Tallahnssee, to where we live pow in Philadelphia.

Initally. | felt this gift was a tongue-n-cheek commentary on our masriage as a potential disaster
zone, but over time it has become fixed in my mind as a survivalist piece. It gives me the feeling
that no matter what storm happens within that space. those two posts will always be ssanding
together.

During the Covid-19 pandemic, this imperative certamly rings true. 1 never thought | would
experience something as historically significant as this in my lifetime. The pandemic has forced
in me a heightened sense of responsibility — simply, that of the survival of myself and my family

| believe that coronavirus s real. [ believe it kills people, all people. yet 0% more black and
brown than others. 1 do not believe that it is an infringement on my rights 10 be told 10 wear o
mask; on the contrazy, I believe that wearing a mask is giving common counesy to other people.
It is out of respect for others that 1 will follow throagh on my civic duty as a citizen and o human
being 1o wear ane. Plam and simple, 1t's abour survival, and ultimarely, it's about surviving
together






Paul Torres
3rd St. Promenade, Santa Monica
oil on wood (2018)

Gina Beavers (Newark, New Jersey). A piece by Paul Torres hangs on the wall sbove my desk,
salon-style with 2 bunch of other warks. | found Paul’s plece on his Instagram page. ['d been
following his account for & while, loving lis paintings, his style yeminiscent of Ousider
Americana and Tom of Finland. His characters and scenes always appear burnished and
highlighted, glowing in the dark. His figures are often hustiers, pimps, bikers — streetwise
figures almost always depicted outside. in broad Western landscapes

The peece | bought from Paul &= called “3 St Promenade, Santa Monica™ from 2018 and shows
four people going about their day on a busy street, with a strip of ocean. the sun and a palm trec
i the distance. It reminded me of the day | had gone 10 Sants Monica as a tourist, where it felt
like a St. Marks Place on the ocean. This was like 10 years ago. We spemt our time walking
around the beach and trying on novelty sunglasses and ended up at a local vegan place (1 was
vegan at the time) and then a fancy hotel down the beach for a drink (1 used to drink).

The vibe of that strip of Santa Monica we visited was undeniably marginal: people who were
homeless, people who were strung out on drugs and many people selling odd goods just to get
by. The bright California sun and the sound of the waves did its best to sofien the scene, but it
was a place where many vulnerable people made their home right sext to fancy botels and high
rents. Not unlike New York, where the divide berween its wealthy and its poosest is just as grear,
und highlighted during the pandemic.

Quarantined, T found myself looking at Paul’s painting and its figores sith a concern | hadn't felt
before. Whas had happened to them? How had they fared during California’s multiple waves of
the virus? | think before all this [ looked at the peopie in his painting and thought they were
mdependent and making their way, they had dignity and parpose. | still feel that but an even
greater force has overtaken that understanding: how to survive in the face of an Adminstration
that cares about its people even less than we thought, and a broken healtheare system incapable
of providing equal care to the most valnerable among us?



Jim, if you choose to accept, the mission
_is to land on your own two feet.

L o



Carrie Mae Weems

Jim, if you choose to accept, the mission
is to land on your own tweo feet

Gelatin silver print (1989)

Letha Wilson (Craryville, New York): This Carrie Mae Weems gelatin sitver print is from an
edition 1o benefit Artists Space, dated 1988-89, a year or two before she finalized her renowned
Kitchen Table Senes. [ remember so clearly the first time | saw this piece back in 1998, and
immediately was in love with it [ find it beautiful, poignant, touching, filled with layers of
meaning and information, historically important, culturally and personally rich, | worked at
Artists Space for seven years, and as my going-away present in 2005, | chose this pant,

During COVID-19 quamntine we began some hame renovations, so 1 temporarily 100k it off the
wall and placed it on the mantle above the fireplace where it has remained since. 1 quite love ot in
this location at the center of our home, above the warmith of the fire, and surrounded by
sentimental and random objects Thave collected and kept

The work speaks to struggles - political upheaval, personal tragedy, systemic ractsm, a global
pandernic, financial strans, an unclear future The mission is there, even if impossible: to get
through this experence intact, 1 persevere m spite of what the waorkd throws at you. To have the
staming to continue following one’s convictions, working toward goals. And 1t 15 o clear how
ahead of ber ime Ms, Weems was i creatimg this work.

However, 1 can't belp but find it bopeful As if the person & on the precipice, summing up the
courage, through sips of wine and the haze of cigarette smoke, 10 take the next step, though 1t
may be a tough road abead. The white glowmng orb of the kitchen lamp 15 5o engrossing to me. It
provades the way out, perhaps? Centening the scene, scothmg, mviting, steady

1t"s funny how art can contain s much on its own, and also be wrapped up in bow it amived in
our lives, or when it first awoke us o 1ts meanmgs. 1 have appreciated this exercise to reflect on
my own relationskip with this particular prece, and bow art can be a part of your life m so many
ways, and change over time wath you.
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