
 

I sand the surface of my sculptures until the eye detects no aberration in the surface. I 

erase and redraw the curves of a Tangle over and over until there can be no other possibility. I’ll 

spend an hour on a leaf in a painting of weeds to make it right. I will spend untold hours 

“rewriting” so that certain things cannot be seen. For if they were, they would be distractions. 

Ever notice that you do not notice the parts of your body until they hurt? 

The Tangles are mesmerizing journeys of Line. In almost every case, each is comprised 

of a single line. Each begins as an erratic scribble, then is subjected to logic. My logic. There are 

rules imposed yet violated for the rules that govern one aspect are at odds with those of another. 

At first glance, it’s a ball of string, a tangle of yarn, the elapsed photo of a swarm of gnats. Yet, 

follow the line and your eyes go fast, then slow, over the falls, into the wading pool, long-

luxuriant, short-tight. No stops. 

The Weed paintings appear to be totally different from Tangles, yet once again my intent 

is that you find delight in the little things, whether in the painting itself, or in the weeds growing 

in the cracks of a sidewalk. See how rich your world is, not the nostalgic bucolism of escape – 

but the infinite pleasure of seeing what’s before you. 

My sculpture adds a new dimension. Though it incorporates aspects referred to in 

Tangles and Weeds, mainly the infinite sanding to make a surface just so, a new element 

emerges, that of relationship. Many of my sculptures are about how one form relates to another, 

and, in my own mind, with intimacy. Place two stumps next to each other and, alas, lovers. 

 

 


