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Benjamin Buchholz

Blog: not-quite-right.net

Omdurman Moon

before it rises low and full and red

over the dust-bone roads and rundown

sixties architecture of each ministry

a moment of dalliance, dark

as the many go and come and pass

over swells and hollows, the rutted

tik-tik pavements, the shunted fruitseller stands
a silence ennerved, a silence of restlessness
then shining across stained-leaf balconies
turned inward over wrought-iron stories

thrown high, smashed mirror of temple and brickwork
on slow lover Nile, an ibis in the reeds.

Omdurman Morning

cup in hand coffee black two inch

armored glass window blending Omdurman and |
heavy Panjero, a betrayal, fucking them over

for oil so the diplomat may ride in dieseled prophylaxy
where is the glint, the wetness and humming,

the secret place on the stairs where the legs

of an old man and his cane merge into Meriotic
plain speaking | mistook barbed wire and glass
fragment, blown open windows, hung

with plastic bags for petals and dust sheen

on faience, mistook the flat banked tepid
shithole with mis-riveted rusting watercraft
decaying pylon bridges for a lover

this is the way with mornings after

the calm and churning splendor in our veins

a cataract, a revolution of the dancer’s hips
turning into the grasp of a dictator.



Boarding to Juba

no longer much English

climbing toward the Bahr e-Jebel

the sea of mountains where two

Niles begin through gates, perfunctory
x-rays, as if, well, the metal

in man’s pocket is more matter

than his heart, the dialects

of Mehdi elliding, losing consonants,
clicks here, quick patter, an aloneness

new to me, pushing in line, losing identity

| carry two thousand in US cash

and cannot help feel the hands

on me, the shoulders, hips, the seminal
sweat, cardamon, burning, sweet animal
no care, they don’t notice

a white man among them, old man
shaking as he presses against me

steel cane, hooped lip, some tribe

the feeble insatiable shaking, carrying

a loaded bag | widen my shoulders

as we press into an aluminum hulk

old wings, mis-riveted rust, he does not
thank me for my mistaken space

George’s

expatriot everyone fruitfly
sweet banana drunk in louvre
overhead inpatriot gathered

a demarcation Saint Athor’s
renegades one trackless
providence north will not love
come in come in from the dust
George has rum and ginger beer
George has mondiale

George has flat screen

the boy with the blown off foot
will bring you your food

then study his finals

by diesel floodlight

Juba Witchdoctor

within my plexiglass security

my driver told me, when | asked

the name of the mountain
witchdoctor

a thunderstorm boiled up

from the nameless swamp of Sudd
trail-less swamp, to stand guard

over a shanty metropolis

tukil huts thatched amid

bombed-out colonialism

the original sort, no new

fangled American oil-for-aid

but Thompson-gun against Dinka
and Masai, Gordon on the Nile

the actual place, the actual

these people, with skins like something
poached, jewels, and smiles, all
independence, what happens

when the Che Guevaras among them
| see them leaving Catholic, their
cowboy hats and flashing teeth,

new suits, now become Deputy
Ministers of Forestry? What happens?
| hire a boy to guide me up

the mined trails on the sun-side

face of Jebel Aghadour, the witchdoctor
himself, so that | might look down
from the place where big artillery

had been shot, look down

on a thinner Nile, fresh from Rift
destined for swamp, with heady,
lusty, sweltering man on its haunches.
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REVIEW BY GRADY HARP

Martin Greenland

Imaginary Landscapes:
Painting As Realization

VVHEN IS A landscape not a landscape, an evocative place not a
real space but instead a matter of fiction? Studying the verdant valleys
and mountains and hills of British painter Martin Greenland provides
the answer: the artist may give the impression that the poetic images
are en plein air observations and executions of the English
countryside, but these paintings are the result of a mixing of his
memory, of his construction of imaginary conversations with nature,
and of his communication with his muse — Nature.
“painting is a blind man’s Or as the artist states, ‘My painting has always stemmed from
memory and imagination. | largely work in the landscape tradition
i i though | still don’t consider myself to be a landscape painter. | try to
pl’OfESSIOI’]. He palnts not what make my work a very delicate balance between the believable, based
very much upon the seen, and the unbelievable, which is about the
he sees, but what he feels, [ 1d o e magined
: Greenland was born in Yorkshire, studied at Nelson and Colne
What he te”S hlmself abOUt College in Lancashire and completed his formal training at Exeter
. ) College in Devonshire. Surrounded by both the seacoasts and the
what he has seen. Pablo Picasso verdant hills and streams of these areas imprinted in Greenland’s
mind, creating a visual matrix of reference for the thoughts and
manipulations of memory and imagination he creates with brush on
canvas.

Awakening Land 36” X 24”
. g ¥




“l dream my painting,
and then | paint my
dream.”  Vincent van Gogh

Given this history of submersion
in the beauty of the countryside of
England, it is not difficult to
understand how Greenland’s
painterly vocabulary is so richly
informed by landscapes that even
though he does not recreate a
specific place as his titles for his
paintings often suggest, these
remembered locales bloom as
elements in his paintings. An early
painting Rich, 1989 illustrates the
manner in which Greenland creates.
Full of symbolism there is an old hen
house on the left produced from
charcoal renderings and then
painted from memory, a secured
hatchet as a symbol of a tool just as
the bull stands for latent animal
energy while the stone lion suggests
restrained animal energy, and in the
midst of this is a retreating nude
male suggesting the natural freedom
the artist wished to express. ‘I
wanted a work which was about
natural freedom, a landscape which
was about the human, not as a
citizen, but as a free spirit. Since first
coming across Camus at college, |
have found a natural affinity with his
existential, anti-authoritarian ideas,
and my paintings were (are) an
attempt to express those thoughts
visually.’

Similarly in the painting Waiting
for Hugo, 1992 Greenland
responded to an idea or rather a
collection of responses to the
Hurricane Hugo of 1988 across the
Atlantic from his home, creating a
stormy atmosphere of lookout — the
bronze lion (suggesting England) is a
sentry figure as is the other bronze
human figure (the artist) - on guard
beneath the blowing American flag.

Greenland’s later works are
more purely referencing ideas
imagined from nature alone. Into
the South, 2009 the focus is on the
distant clouds through which the sun
sends beams of illumination. ‘I live in
the north of England and we look
south into the noon sun to a land
which is softer, more prosperous,
more influenced by London. Itis a
bittersweet thing. Where | live is
extraordinarily beautiful and | have
no need to be anywhere else yet |
once lived in the south and | know of
its charm, and London is so
demanding.” The Flood, 2009
suggests a more narrative painting:
the initial idea stemmed from a small

Rich 60" X 72”

“Painting is the most beautiful of all arts. In it, all sensations are condensed,
at its aspect everyone may create romance at the will of his imagination,
and at a glance have his soul invaded by the most profound memories...
Like music, it acts on the soul through the intermediary of the senses...
hearing can only grasp a single sound at one time, whereas the sight takes
in everything and at the same time simplifies at its will.” Paul Gauguin

Waiting for Hugo 45” X 54” poetsandartists.com 13



The Flood 60" X 48"

“Every production of an artist should be the expression
of an adventure of his soul.” William Somerset Maugham

Into the South 36” X 48”
B L RV e
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“Things keep their secrets.”

Heraclitus

photograph of a flooded English landscape
seen by the artist as something beautiful, soft,
benign instead of an image of natural trauma.
His painting suggests the flood is a past event
and man in his need has learned to cope:
boats become the ready means of
transportation and the standing bodies of
water are safe harbors. Yet just above the
horizon line is a created floating idea — a
dirigible?, an airborne boat? We are reminded
that the artist creates these paintings from
imagination and manipulated memory.

In Greenland’s words, ‘I am inventing my
own places, places | want to see, to be in. |
feel it so much that it feels like sculpting the
landscape. It seems natural that the rich
collage of texture which | am compelled to
respond to, the tough trees, the hardy
bracken, the sheen or froth of water, the hard
rock and its slab like faces should make me
paint in a much more thorough way. | also find
| am drawn to painting quarries, usually
abandoned, and | am still trying to analyze
what it is that attracts me to the ruins of life.’
Perhaps his words are best illustrated by the
paintings Primitive Landscape, 2008 and
National Park, 2007, both works that
suggest impeccable observation painted en
plein air if we did not remember that everything
the artist creates is an amalgam of memory
and desire and fleeting moments of mutable
inspiration.

Of Awakening Land, 2010 the artist
states that we the observers are at liberty to
imagine what the landscape may be about.
‘Liberty, to wander, to change, to invent, to
believe is fundamental to my work, to my life. It
is an abandoned place, pillaged and then left
to nature to re-establish. Here is this quarried
place where junk still lingers. Someone quite
recently has built a fire but there is no one
there now.’

In 2006 Martin Greenland was awarded
First Prize in the coveted John Moores
Exhibition of Contemporary Painting, the most
important prize for painting in the UK if not in
Europe. That prize painting was Before
Vermeer’s Clouds, 2006. The artist’s only
comment about the meaning of this serene
work is that it is basically a vision of a possible
heaven. And that surely is a place that cannot
be observed directly, perhaps summarizing the
magic of Greenland’s artistry.

“If you could say it in words
there would be no reason to
paint.” Edward Hopper

TOoP: Primitive Landscape 36" X 48”
CENTER: National Park 48” X 60”
RIGHT: Before Vermeer’s Clouds 48” X 60”




Freya Manfred

SPEAK, MOTHER

| = Maryanna in the Morning

“This is ridiculous,” she mutters, from her bed,
where the portable radio blasts NPR. “Eighty-nine!
Pointless. Incomprehensible. Why have | lived so long?”

She’s not in pain — we’ve asked.
Her suffering is over, at least for now.
Her doctor is alert to her circumstances, and mostly kind.

She walks, swims, and shops with a grocery cart.
And nothing — nothing! — is wrong with that sterling brain,
sharper than her three children put together.

Suddenly she stands in the doorway, leaning on her cane,
shaking the black handles of the red Chinese purse
we gave her, the one she loves.

“Which one of you turned down the heat?”
We hurry to set it back at eighty-five.
“Sorry, Mom! We forgot!”

“Let’s hope you’re sorry,” she says, turning back
to her bed, where, once again, we hear her whisper
in the darkness, “Ridiculous. Unfathomable.

And what have | accomplished?
It all goes so fast and then it’s over,
and nothing — nothing’s been done.”



[l - Maryanna in the Afternoon
| open the window while mother builds
her arm strength with the physical therapist.

“Pll run out to get your prescriptions,”
| tell her. “Back in an hour.”

When | return, mother’s hunched over a bowl
of steaming soup wearing a heavy sweatshirt, the hood

shadowing her wild white hair and sharp gray eyes.

“I’'m wearing my warmest shirt
and eating this soup because I’'m freezing!”

| hurry to shut the window. “I’m so sorry! | forgot!
Was the crank too hard for you to turn?”

“Of course not. | can close it anytime | want!
| left it open to teach you a lesson!”

“Everyone makes mistakes. | said | was sorry!”

“l heard you! But | thought you might
finally learn something if | left it open.”

“I've learned I’'m doing the best | can!”

“We’ll see about that,” she says.

poetsandartists.com 17



[Il - Maryanna in the Evening

My daughter says | should write about my life.

Who does she think | am — some hypersensitive scribbler, full of hope?
No one knows me that well. | don’t know myself!

And | can’t imagine any of it being of interest to anyone.

| was born into a family of Slovaks. Grampa ran the Saloon.

| was his favorite. He pushed me in my stroller to see the trains.
My hard-working father ran our truck farm. | hated him,

partly for mother’s sake. My brother and | found her passed

out on the floor after he beat her, his bottles still under the bed.
She worked all day on the farm and took the bus to the city

to help her immigrant family negotiate their new American home.
She was the first woman to graduate from St. Catherine’s in St. Paul,
and her family felt she’d married beneath herself, an ignorant man.
Two of my brothers lay in their graves before | was born,

and my younger brother, George, died in a motorcycle accident

at sixteen, a month before | married. George and | had the
highest grades in our high school classes, and | had straight A’s
at the University, where | contracted TB, went to the sanitarium,
and met my smitten writer husband on a Gurney in an elevator.

He was sicker than | was, and he nearly died like the rest of his
thirteen roommates, but he was brave, and forced the adhesions
in his lungs to break by climbing only the highest hills.

We bought an old gray house overlooking the Minnesota River,
surrounded by oaks, pines, maples, a fruit and vegetable garden,
swarms of iris and peony, and blood-red roses on a white trellis.
My part-time work took up the slack for a writer’s income,

and we had three children, who became the best part of my life.
We worked hard for decades, but lost our dream house to debt.
After more than thirty years we divorced, and | spent my days

and nights alone, with sickness and good health, sadness and songs,
and a few new friends | still cherish. And now, my last home:
where old women bend over their walkers, moving slowly along
silent corridors. Some know me, but most have friends and family
who visit, living and dead, real or invented. One woman carries

a doll and says it is her baby. Another shrieks like a startled swan.
And my daughter wants me to write about this?

It’s too much to imagine.

Why don’t you ask her to write it?

| guarantee you won’t understand a word she says.

Something about fate and hard work and love,

and mothers, and the measureless universe.
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Suzy Smith

Website: www.suzysmithart.com

Facebook: www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=100000023176672&ref=n
Blog: suzysmithart.blogspot.com
Gallery: www.modernisminc.com

Collectors : Howard Tullman collection
Dreyer’s Grand Ice Cream Corporate Art Collection

Kaiser Foundation Art Collection

Nordstrom Corporate Art Collection

[

HI call my work contemporary realism. | feel | have been very much influenced by American culture, and
having grown up in the 60”s and 70’s, seeing my dad’s pinup calenders, and Playboy magazines. My current
work focuses on the figure, specifically the nude, including a “famous” painting in the background, as way of
paying homage to some of my favorite artists throughout history.”’ Suzy Smith

& -
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Prudence Peiffer

Practical Advice

When they ask, Do you want bottled or tap?

Say: Tap. Who cares if it tastes like metal soap,

When you can take your boat out on the reservoir?
When they ask, Do you want aisle or window?

Say: Window. Who cares if you can’t get up until you land,
Flying through scooped cloud ranges, blinking mines?
When they ask, Do you take this man?

Say: | do. Who cares if he doesn’t reach the hum of
your blue fire, chatter marks, pine-needle forest?

When they ask, Do you feel happy?

Say: Yes. Who cares if you gathered glass too early from

the waves? How else to know the edge of days?




Sam Rasnake

Enharmonics

depth, delicacy, and display
— Glenn Gould, 1955

All extremities of a will to do

and be find their own way among
the fragments of glove and chair
and dread.

There’s a perfect edge
to knowing.

Such a delicate tapping
of fingers, such transcendent abandon
to song.

The fragile thread of self
to other holds seam as long as it can -
and then the tearing free — so much
to mean beyond the words.

A coat,
a scarf worn just so in the wind’s last
measure of solitude, an Aria played
as if the mind were a slow curve of sky
to nothing.

The trees and water go on,
while the melody stills to silence.

poetsandartists.com 25




26 poetsandartists.com

Everything a performance. No repetition, no connection outside.
Everything an otherness. Outside a repetition of water land and
sky. Everything a stone with nothing left. Nothing ever before

could sound like this, could be this, so why do that? Find another
moment, another fire to connect with. Everything a performance.
And while he’s playing, I’ll let you know what my mind is since

just now my mind is — Variation 25 - his with no space between
whatsoever, no separation because of time, tape and speaker,
or things as arbitrary as life and death immortal unspeakable

inimitable but now no more tape. A digital file, then point and
click. I’'m writing words on the page | could not to save my life
have anticipated — some wandering herd crossing a plain and for

the first time seeing a mountain but having no way to process it.
It justis. Leave it at that. Let the music rest. Lift your fingers
from the keys, and rest. A moment, a sprinkle of shade, a path

no one walks. Now walk that. The music is the delicate seam
of beauty, the rare unspeakable truth that will not be resisted, and
I never do. Another reminder of the frailty, of the chance | had

mistaken for my life or what others so close to the music might
have thought they knew. So go ahead, so go ahead feel the notes,
feel the melody that swallows you whole. There was silence — but

only for a moment, then the force of God maybe, | couldn’t say,
moved the troubled waters while | played. Who will sing now?
In the recordings | play on - into all the dark years and more —

note after flawless note — to find sense where there is none. No
way to explain what the music means or how | drift on melody -
a blot & staff between lines in the treble clef, slipping to stillness

with something to say but no itch to speak, so | sing, and cannot
stop. The body’s threads of nerve and loss find their perfection
in possibility — in the apostrophed silences | never want to end.



Tell me again how much you will miss
the music — with its halls and windows,
its doors and cabinets.

Morning drifts
the lake — a mist to rub the eaves with
greatness.

Tell me what will become of
the world you have made.

And tell me
the cost, if you can, if you remember —

Tell me if you feel it in the swaying of
your head toward the final notes,

lifting
both hands like beautiful wings — dropping
your head. A long prayer to black silence.

Aria da capo, 1981
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Mixed Metaphors

Water slips over rock at night,
and this room gives good light bulb

Spiders walk over my tongue

Pen scratches across paper pool
their ink to examine a heart’s
capacity for thought, or at least

for waiting long enough
to be boiled in pudding —

the soup du jour

and glasses poured -
We sit down to feast

as if time were serendipity —

a colony of ants, their soldier
instincts a fester in the brain,
march toward the slow river,
cutting leaves of soft jungle
for sailing, and make

their passage



The Heron, Standing

On the creek’s thin bank, past the bridge

to the bottling plant, grass still brown

with winter, the heron stands on one leg,
gazes out of this suburbia five hundred miles
east towards a blue-gray sea that spreads
open the huge blanket of its otherness.

And I’'m thinking he can’t help but look

for there’s nothing left for him but gazing.

| would like to know what vision must flood
his brain like a love that beds its hook deep
into your living and won’t let go no matter
how hard the push or pull until it’s done.
That’s a love to die for, such a sweet sting.
That is the love this heron must know.

When | return, hours later, he’s still there,
standing, but on the other side of the bridge,
his pose a question of beauty, a question

of the heart’s terrible geography.
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REVIEW BY GRADY HARP

Intimate Conversations
betweeen Artist And Canvas:
The Paintings of

Ursula O’'Farrell

SO VERY OFTEN the artists whose works demand
our attention, whose canvases seduce us with not only
pigment choices and facility with brush strokes with the
energy of symphony conductors, but also with seemingly
occult messages and ideas begging to be shared and
understood — controlled passion ready to connect to the
vulnerable eyes that stand before it — often such artists
harbor memories of life trials, healed somehow in the
expressive conversation with the canvas. Such is the
history that Ursula O’Farrell brings to her paintings.

O’Farrell’s childhood was imprinted with parental
figures whose histories are worthy of Freudian fantasies:
her father was obsessed with order from both his status
as a military officer and his commitment to the Catholic
dogma while her withdrawn mother lived in the dark
memories of child abandonment and sibling death in
Revolutionary China. O’Farrell rebelled and escaped into
art studies only to marry another painter artist who
imposed his restrictions on her creativity, preventing her
from pursuing her dream, finally ending in divorce,
leaving her a single mother caring for their three children.
Free to return to her art she rapidly became known as an
artist of immense promise, a promise that has been
fulfilled.

All of these bruises, these challenges to expression,
can be found in her radiant canvases, works that now
have a recognizable flavor and style of paint applied to
canvas with harsh brush strokes seemingly smeared into
place with huge brushes, palette knife, and even her
hands. In O’Farrell’'s words ‘In my figurative paintings |
seek to present life as | know it, especially the many
complex relationships and situations that are part of the
human experience. Gestural strokes with brush and
palette knife create thick textures and bold colors that
similarly reflect and capture the fluidity and intense
emotions that are part of life’s chapters and evolutions.
Generally | start without any preconceived notions,
applying the paint and turning the canvas until | find the
rhythm within the painting that resonates with my own
life experiences.’

ABOVE LEFT: Inward Stillness oil on canvas 60" X 48”
LEFT: Mother and Children oil on panel 48" X 48”



ABOVE: Waiting | oil on canvas 48" X 72" b
RIGHT: Exuberance oiloncanvas 48" X 48"

Ursula O’Farrell has been honored
by those who align her as a descendent
of the Bay Area Figurative School of Art,
one of the most influential art movements
in this country begun in 1951 when
Abstract Expressionist David Park entered
a figurative work in an exhibition, a
decisive statement that aroused at first
the shock and then the near plagaristic
incorporation of the figure into the
previously abstract work of the artists in
the San Francisco Bay Area. Those First
Generation Bay Area Figurative School
artists were David Park, Richard
Diebenkorn, Elmer Bischoff, Wayne
Thiebaud, and James Weeks. The
movement grew in interest and public
popularity, creating the ‘Bridge
Generation’ that included the artists
Nathan Oliveira, Theophilus Brown, Paul
John Wonner, Roland Petersen, Frank
Lobdell, and subsequently the ‘Second
Generation’ artists — Bruce McGaw, Henry
Villierme, Joan Brown, and Manuel Neri —
many of whom studied with the First
Generation. This famous movement
continues now with a ‘Third Generation’
with artists such as Christopher Brown,
Roger Hermann, and Ursula O’Farrell
among others. The aspects of the these
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“Painting isn’t an aesthetic
operation; it’s a form of magic
designed as a mediator between
this strange hostile world and us,
a way of seizing the power by
giving form to our terrors as well
as our desires.” Pablo Picasso

artists are bonded by a melding of
abstraction and representation allowing
recognizable forms to blend into abstract
arrangements of both organized and fluid
spaces defined by lush color, particularly
illuminated by the unique light special to the
Bay Area.

While the elements of style that
created this art movement are palpable in
the impressive paintings of Ursula O’Farrell
and though she is comfortable with the
mantle of her painterly inheritance, this
uncommonly mature artist is pushing
forward, finding new information, new Tempest Mooon oil on canvas 48" X 48"
dialogues between the opposing realms of
abstraction and representation. The manner
in which she builds her near architectural
matrices that seem to mutate into figurative
subjects is clearly her own: many artists in
this format will begin with the figure and
extend color washes peripherally, gradually
moving from representation to abstraction.
An O’Farrell painting is clearly an O’Farrell
painting, not a derivative amalgam of ideas
other than those stemming from her own
pigmented choreography.

Examining the canvases of Ursula
O’Farrell reveals a preponderance of the
female figure: her recent exhibitions have
focused on women in her works. In Mother
and Children, 2011 and in Visitation,
2010 and in Tempest Moon, 2009 the
dialogue is feminine communication, while
in Inward Stillness, 2007 the artist
appears to be defining her personal space.
But the manner in which she presents the
male figure makes a strong statement of
isolation, as in her 2010 work Exuberance:
the single figure of a man is contained or
controlled by the severely geometric
boundaries of the space around him -
room-like, yes, but with psychological
implications that may mirror her childhood
memories of her father.

O’Farrell is able to create narrative
paintings from her facility in incorporating
the figure with the surrounding organized
space. In Le Jeux (The Game), 2009 and
in Waiting I, 2010 the multiple characters
are involved in a specific story, as though
the representational aspect of her craft is
taking prominence.  But what makes
O’Farrell’'s paintings so absorbing is the
passion with which she dances with the
spaces of her work, whether in dealing with

Homage to Elmer oil on canvas 48" X 48”
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Homage to Nathan oil on canvas 54” X 72" Le Jeux (The Game) oil on canvas 48" X 60”

Visitation oiloncanvas 48" X 60”
“Painting is only a

bridge linking the
painter’s mind with
that of the viewer.”

Eugene Delacroix

the figurative portion or the
atmosphere that defines the
figure. She is able to make
the colors of silence
shimmer and the palette of
action explode with her
deftly  applied painted
synergy.

The mark of a secure
artist is the ability to express
roots and Ursula O’Farrell
not only emulates her
connection with the Bay
Area Figurative Artists, she
has even created painted
tributes to her spiritual
teachers: Homage to
Elmer (Bischoff), 2011 and
Homage to Nathan
(Oliveira), 2011. Her
intimate conversations with
her canvases have clearly
established her as a sentinel
for a potent vanguard for art
in the coming decades.
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Steve Halle

Dreams Under the Wrack
of the New Empathy

i want to push
my body
into the gulf

b/w death & wealth,
weld the breach
w/ hell’s torch,

& recoil,

to marvel over

the riches my dear-
th has willed, wiring
time to my end

breath, ghost beads
of work sweat,
piquancy of arm-

pit concocted
from the wild

abscess of the image-
engined cod-
e-scape: my hope

(double-click)

meanwhile arrayed,
an elite (be

still me) argues

plans for game creat-
ures in a season-




al kill, schemes
for which flow-
ers i choose

to cede to wilt

amid the biology
of iron’s leaching b-

loom & hours whiling aw-
ay brown bloods coagu-
late in a dead-

ened forest, refuse-

full, beneath finger-

nails or among

an irradiated desert

i now wield,

overtaxed in the unrest
of sleep’s caustic we-
ald, i inhale a moon-
scape, devour

the code of unfolding no-
ise & regurgitate:

a dwale

i spot weld

to a familiar

taste indus-

try lucid dreams, dim-
ensions of was-

te (page load time) analy-
tics the elite we recre-
ate :: weregild : world.
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Jessica Burnquist

Yield

When the password

Becomes poetry, and serves

To unlock the rigorous schedule of one
| do not recognize, it is time

To pull over entirely.

On the day students decide to rail against

My voice because | have become another voice
Telling them what to do, | arrive home to find

A fourth book by someone-not-me resting
Confidently below bills and reminders—

A creative assault on what feels loosely tethered.
Later, a new friend marvels at my ability to balance
And now my axis is undone. Can you please

See this whirling and name it Over?

Is it that | am not strong enough to pause
Detached for a regular breath of words--
Because who affords that? How can | afford that?

60 East has become the daily mantra

At least variables of sky promise something
New in the horizon. | want to clarify myself
To myself but | am littered with tasks
Tumbled and tossed carelessly

Onto this black stretch of unfolding road,
white dashes—Morse code.




Ted Vasin

Website:

Gallery — 101/exhibit:

Blog:
Facebook:

Twitter:

www.tedvasin.com
www.101exhibit.com
www.tedvasin.com/blog

www.facebook.com/tedvasinfanpage

@TedVasin
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Tools of the trade:
oil, canvas, video, photography, graphite, acrylic, pastel,
photoshop, mixed media, bronze and whatever else |
can get my hands on

Galleries:
Torch Gallery, Amsterdam http://www.torchgallery.com/

Aeroplastics Contemporary, Brussels http://
www.aeroplastics.net/

Process:

My process now hinges upon closely observing
individuals | want to use as models for discovering
something about our shared experience. | drag them
into the studio to photograph them — attempting to find
gestures that are somehow revealing of both our
exterior and interior.

Then it’s intuiting what combinations of gestures and
media will join successfully. Lightbox photo-
constuctions, paintings, drawings, or video.

At that point it is an inexplicable push/pull to find the
balance of parts, to focus the experience, and to explore
the meaning of the medium itself as it relates to our
understanding.

Recent Publications:

Decadence Now! Visions of Excess.

Otto M Urban.

Arbor Vitae Publishing in collaboration with Pro Arte
Society and with the support of the Czech Ministry of
Culture, to accompany the exhibition at Galerie
Rudolfinum (Prague, Czech Republic). 2010/2011.
ISBN:978-80-87164-60-0

Kunstmuseum Bern/Zentrum Paul Klee (Bern,
Switzerland)

“Lust and Vice — The 7 Deadly Sins from Durer to
Nauman”.

Hatje Cantz. 2010/2011. ISBN:978-3-7757-2647-4

Kunsthalle Krems (The Olbricht Collection) (Krems,
Austria)

“Lust for Life & Dance of Death”.

Wolfgang Schoppmann, Hans-Peter Wipplinger. 2010.
ISBN:978-3-901261-46-6

Das Abenteuer der Wirklichkeit

(Realism — The Adventure of Reality).

Kunsthalle Emden, Kunstahalle der Hypo-Kulturstiftung
(Munchen),

Kunsthal Rotterdam. 2010. ISBN:978-3-7774-2421-7

Darley, Esther. “Terry Rodgers.” Kunstbeeld (The
Netherlands).
February 2010 (review/reproduction).

Desaive, Pierre-Yves. Flux News (Belgium) January 2010
(review/reproductions).

Galler, Baudouin. “Terry Rodgers at Aeroplastics.”
Le Vif-Express (Belgium). January 22, 2010 (review/
reproductions).
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éTemr Rodgers. .

I am fishing in the soup of contemporary confusion to
make some sense of our shared vulnerabilities. Sorting
through our mediated fictions to get a feel for the
language with which we attempt to comprehend the
world. And playing with various forms of imaging to
convey some idea of how we experience this ever-
changing and mostly imaginary life.” Terry Rodgers
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Underwriting the Future
oilonlinen 68” x 84”
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4,

| am not a pair of ragged claws.
| am wings in water,

light light that tastes

of vanilla buttercream,

dulcet silky notes

blue.

And when the saxophone grays
a byway | will go

handbagged and

free-shoed

prettied-up and hot.

5.

How hair does that.
How the bell

signals.

How the dogs puddle.
(I puddle no

more.)

How the metal newsbox

slinks its way into next week.
How | ache for the Dalai Lama’s
achelessness.

How | guffaw my mind.

How | sear, sear—

a brand, a toe, ringless,

no ink on skin—reverse sign.

(A city pocketed.

A pocket trembled.
What you ate for lunch
there

in a poem,
gap-toothed

and shrill.)

How the chin leads the man.

How a certain geometry in the face does.

How the breeze tickles ravaged pores.
How | am sparrowed.

Fluff-feathered. Bread-

pecked.

How habit points outward
when the heart is within.
How the day gets muddied.
How mudslides fill a year,
disasters unnatural.

How the words go from right
to left, lying to the page.
How the trees all know and |
always forget.

How you lemon me.

How | refuse the sour.

How | split the bitter

though | have tasted

much.

How fear sits grandly
armchaired and remote-
controlled —settled.

How the fear.

How | say no.

How | push past.

How | lick salted fingers.
How lungs expand.
How it fills me

with too much. (Can’t
the sparrow feel

its enormity?

Can’t the wind forget?)

How | swagger this pen
across a page of investigations.

How the things we don’t know fill
all gaps and cracks.

How sidewalks ride

up, buckling under toes.

How sneakers wager and lick and kiss.
(Always the lips,

always the mouth

cavities.)

How—what was that

again?

How sanity is a pretty

plug, a giggle, a
break.

How the old man snaked
his neck to see what

| was reading.

How the kid carted

toilet paper in a red
recyclable bag.

How the scent of Noxema
on skin tickles

decades past.

How sleep wants more
than it should have.

How the caned woman
one-foots with

her roses home.

How choice is

chemical.

How.
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