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Painting for me is a process for suspending disbelief. It is a relatively safe and humorous trip off 
a cliff and back again, a way to acknowledge the seriousness of a situation before gravity pulls 
you into tragedy. My new work - maybe more than ever - is deeply beholden to current tragic 
realities, and histories as well. It is said that history repeats itself, or that those who do no not 
learn from history are doomed to relive it. Were the peasants casting away all concerns in order 
to drunkenly dance and celebrate life during the Black Plague of 1348 so very different from the 
pandemic deniers of today? How different was the caste system that afforded the aristocracy a 
safe, exclusive way to ride out the pandemic from contemporary class systems that shield those 
in power from taking on the debts of their utter negligence and greed?  

Looking back in history for what remains relevant to the present consumes my creative thoughts. 
While working on my painting titled, “Herd Immunity,” a term I find both frightening for its 
deadly implications, and yet somehow reassuring for the stability it promises, I kept revisiting a 
scene from Werner Herzog's documentary film, “Caves of Forgotten Dreams.” In the film there’s 
a discovery that one of the drawings of a running animal on the wall deep within the caves of 
Lascaux, considered to be 30,000 years old, was actually proven to be re-drawn atop another 
existing drawing. It was a re-freshening of the original drawing, a careful retracing line for line, 
utilizing the exact same materials to tell the same story. The only major difference between them 
is that there was a period of 5,000 years between the two versions. Fortunately my painting 
process is a little bit faster, and although the specifics of the stories seem new, I’m not 
doing much different from artists of the past. 

And then there are the Hummels: figurines of (v)olktale, prominent little propogandas, adored by 
perhaps oblivious tourists of then-Nazi Germany. Often depicting childhood as a playful, 
innocent act of adulthood, these figurines situate themselves in our current American context as 
skewed representations of the truth. Accountability for evil and wrongdoing is unknown to these 
dancing and saluting babies, that remain cultural artifacts for a herd that was simply following 
orders.  

Searching the past and worrying for the future seems unavoidable when grappling with a deadly 
out of control pandemic, an economic collapse, and deep social divides along racial and political 
fault-lines. Ladies and gentlemen, this is your Greek God Janus speaking, I’ve been looking at it 
from both directions, and you are going the wrong way! We seem frozen in place right 
now, trapped like a bug in amber, with our former selves caught up in what might as well be 
ancient history. Like the old Roadrunner cartoons, when Wile E. Coyote hangs in mid-air after 
running off a cliff, we hope to avoid tragedy by choosing not to look down.


