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 BY  TERRINGTON  CALAS

Christenberry: Poetry & Time
WILLIAM CHRISTENBERRY 

“Memory is a Strange Bell”
Ogden Museum of Southern Art

New Orleans, LA

There is a land that resembles you, where everything is beautiful, sumptuous, qui-
et, and authentic . . . where life is sweet to breathe, where happiness is wedded 
to silence.  There we must go to live; there we must go to die . . . A unique land, 
superior to other lands, as art is superior to Nature, where nature is reshaped by 
reverie. ―Charles Baudelaire

IN THE DICTION of photography, no one has offered a more pre-
scient or more soul-searching vision of the Deep South than Wil-
liam Christenberry (1936-2016).  His work penetrates culture and 
history, but remains profoundly personal. A career-spanning retro-
spective, “Memory is a Strange Bell,” organized with uncommon 
finesse, was presented by the Ogden Museum of Southern Art.  

REFERRING TO CHRISTENBERRY as Southern says nothing.  
He was not merely Southern; he was essentially so.  He seemed 
to epitomize the very condition.  Among other things, he was 
drenched in reminiscence.  He was a dreamer.   And, as an artist, 
he made his dreams plausible.    He also prompted dreams within 
his viewers.

 When you first examine a collection of Christenberry’s 
signature photographs―featuring the characteristic motif of a lone 
building set in landscape―one reaction is this:  suddenly, the rick-
ety country stores and old churches of Southern youth are recalled 
as objects of surpassing beauty.  Their physical decline and prosaic 
forms have vanished.  And what’s more, they seem to narrate a 
blissful revision of time and fact.  Somehow, Christenberry’s cast 
of oddly aloof structures―shot forthrightly, with utter lucidity―
conjure a kind of Southern arcadia.  You perceive a long and idyllic 
past.  And the automatic response is wistfulness.  
  Yes, this description practically defines nostalgia.  But 
the feeling you get is immediate and brief―a diverting prelude, 
unavoidable in the face of images weighted with sentiment and 
suggestion.  With sustained viewing, however, there is a far richer 
experience:  not nostalgia, but the spectacle of a complex aesthet-
ic terrain.  Soon, the frank authenticity of the images seizes you.  
To look at those unmannered facades is to be coshed by unlovely 
facts:  contorted cladding, fallen joists, leaning pillars.  In a photo-
graph like Coleman’s Café, 1971, the realism is such that it deletes 
all fantasy.  Instead, you see an aching social emblem.  Now, the 
dire truths of human loss―generations of human loss―come to 
the fore.  Christenberry’s authenticity makes that manifest.
  The surprise, however, is the way he engaged the real-
ism.  He robed it in a consistent lyrical tone.  And this suggests 
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WILLIAM CHRISTENBERRY:  Coleman’s Café, Greensboro, AL, 1971, dye-transfer, printed 1981. Courtesy of Hemphill Fine Arts.



a different sort of fantasy―one that verges on pure aestheticism.  
This is the special character―and benison―that sets Christenber-
ry’s work apart.  The photographs are visual poetry.  For a formal-
ist viewer, they need no narrative.  With shrewd pictorial structure, 
each building is taken out of itself and, in a sense, becomes an 
abstraction—both connected to the past and not.  On the one hand, 
we know these buildings.  They stand as archetypes in the South-
ern imagination.  And, to be sure, they tell stories for many of us.   
But, simultaneously, Christenberry’s  design exerts its own phe-
nomenal power.   In effect, it creates images of almost autonomous 
form―approaching the realm of pure aesthetic sensation.  
 Seen this way, each work is a private emblem, a distilla-
tion of a private looking-back, and it needs only to be a beautiful 
enigma.   The antecedent of this, though oblique, is French Sym-
bolism, the nineteenth century movement that prized evocation, 
subjectivity, and hermetic imagery.  Christenberry, perhaps sub-
liminally, took on the Symbolist task of creating an aura around a 
recollected object―not very unlike poet Stéphane Mallarmé’s “ne-
gated object” ―an aura imbuing it with exceptional bearing.  You 
perceive that aura in every Christenberry image.  Set in near-fault-
less compositions, his ravaged buildings seem as magical―and as 

inscrutable―as a Morandi bottle, or Wallace Stevens’s blackbird, 
or a Baziotes primordial form, or any other Symbolist descendant.  
In  his photographs, Christenberry contributed to the American 
line of the tradition.  
 And yet, his “pure form” is not entirely pure, not truly in-
scrutable; it discloses a certain poignancy, a yearning.  The classic 
works in the Ogden exhibition may register as poetic gems, pri-
vate presences; but the feeling in them reaches you.  They become 
less private.   Christenberry’s profound attachment to his topic, 
the South―the complex and changing South―is inescapable.  The 
pictures, while deceptively simple, utter a great deal about history 
and society and time itself, but chiefly they speak of love―a life-
long love of place.  And they speak of dispossession.  In the photo-
graphs, consider the forsaken spirit of the settings. It’s pervasive.  
Despite their external grace, these pictures are painful to view.  
 The artist’s method, which seems a gingerly summon-
ing of the past, goes a long way to mitigate the laid-bare emotion.   
Christenberry’s formal ingenuity, his “artist’s eye,” was peerless.    
With the lens, with stance and composition, he ignited memory, 
and maneuvered it—glazing and burnishing it.  But never to ex-
cess.  No photographer was ever more discreet in his treatment of 
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WILLIAM CHRISTENBERRY: Coleman’s Café, Greensboro, AL, 1980.
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a  subject.  His “burnishing” of the past is just enough, at times 
almost negligible.  A poetizing is more felt than actually seen.  
You sense that he coaxed the tenor of a recalled moment, not its 
relic.  The favored buildings are mostly ramshackle, and they re-
main ramshackle; and yet, they are exalted.  Granted, structures 
like these have long been victims of routine photo-manipulation:  
ideal for tonal dramatizing and for urging an image toward false 
poignancy.  But not for a moment do you see such vulgarity in 
Christenberry’s work.  The mystery is how so plainspoken a style 
could provoke such an affecting outcome.  
 It has to do, perhaps, with Christenberry’s subjective in-
vestment.  The disused vernacular building was his madeleine, his 
memory trigger.  And the photographs are about him.  That be-
comes clear when viewing a single image, and clearer still when 
you stand before a related series:  a chosen building rendered again 
and again, chronicled over decades.  The images are suffused with 
emotion―emotion coupled with a controlled hauteur.  This effect 
is worthy of Edward Hopper.  But Christenberry’s singular thrust 
is not the familiar Hopperian desolation.  In large part, it’s tender-
ness and longing.  Those repeated images signify affection made 
complex by memory and history:  time wielding its force.   Seen 
together, the photographs intimate the artist’s reverie of a select 
past, a poetic cosmos― perfectly gratifying and perfectly lyrical―
but, at the same time, ambiguous.  Is this an instance of a man 
going home for revived pleasure, or to discover final truths, or for 
redemption?  A reverie is an abstraction―and a filtering veil.  A 
dream.  And that is precisely what a certain brand of serious art 
should elicit.  Christenberry’s complex dream reaches us via his 
art; and further, it’s strength alerts a dream of our own. 

THE DREAM THAT charges Christenberry’s work is extraor-
dinarily Southern.  Its earmarks are evident:  a blanketing air of 
reminiscence, the powerful sway of home, and, it would seem, a 
notion of the rural South as a kind of Eden―perhaps flawed and 
mysterious―but a cherished Eden nonetheless.   In interviews, he 
often touched on his sentiments in this regard.  “This is and always 
will be where my heart is,” he remarked to Robert Hirsch in 2005.  
“Everything I want to say through my work comes out of my feel-
ings about that place—its positive aspects and its negative aspects 
. . .  It’s a love affair — the place is my muse.”   He spoke also of 
the “haunted landscape” and in 2011, of his faithful, decades-long 
revisits to beloved subjects, recording them over and over,  “ . . .  
every year until sooner or later they are gone.”  
 That “haunted landscape” was Hale County, in west-cen-
tral Alabama, the same region portrayed during the Depression by 
James Agee and Walker Evans and published, in 1941, in their 
seminal Let Us Now Praise Famous Men.  Christenberry was born 
in Tuscaloosa, in 1936, and spent summers in Hale County, where 
his grandparents were farmers.  In his imagination, and in his heart, 
those summers retained a binding hold.  And his entire oeuvre was 
impelled by the experience. 
 Christenberry moved to New York City in 1960, later to 
Memphis, and, in 1968, to Washington D.C.; he settled there and 
taught at the Corcoran School of Art over 40 years.  While in New 
York, he met and befriended Evans, whose work he admired.  It 
was Evans who encouraged him to take his photographs seriously.  
At that point, they were small prints, taken with a Brownie and 
intended as references for painting.  Evans called them “perfect 

little poems.”  According to Christenberry, Evans disdained color 
photography, but remarked that the Brownie’s “lack of sharpness 
makes the color just right.” Christenberry would continue to use 
the Brownie, and, after a time, move on to larger-format cameras.  
The Ogden’s installation clarified the progression expertly.  And 
part of the show’s importance was its assertion of the abiding pow-
er of those early prints.   

CHRISTENBERRY’S KEY IMAGES, as I say, can be seen as em-
blems of a place and time honed by memory — emblems whose 
evocative force turns viewers to a state of idyllic contemplation.  
He was, in effect, a provoker of reverie.   His formal instrument for 
this was classicism—an iteration of classicism, which, to a degree, 
pays homage to Evans’s famously poised aesthetic.  You see it in 
the restraint and clarity and visual economy that mark everything 
Christenberry did.  There is also his unfailing yet singular rigor, 
a kind of easy precision.  I say “easy” because the precision is 
shaded with artlessness.  His structuring of a composition seems 
instinctive.   You imagine him before a subject, getting it right in 
one or two shots—no laboring over absolute balance.  And yet, a 
unique balance makes itself felt.   And this leads to something very 
much Christenberry’s own:  a serenity, a calm that verges on the 
spiritual.  Many of his pictured buildings, not only the churches, 
are imbued with this.  
 At the same time, Christenberry’s classicism shows itself 
in another way, not unrelated.  His photographs possess a distinc-
tive quality that suggests an appeal to art history.  It’s a quality ev-
ident in countless religious works of the Quattrocento: “the mon-
umental.”   It describes a form, often a human figure—or, in this 
instance, a building—which has been exalted by art:  recast to look 
majestic, imposing, enduring.  Thus, through this idea, a shanty 
might assume the nobility of an ancient temple.  In Evans’s black-
and-white photographs from the 1930s, there are moments of this 
sort of transformation.  For Christenberry, however, it became a 
constant—virtually a trademark.   And, significantly, he enhanced 
the strategy.  Working over a generation after Evans —and in col-
or, and from the outlook of a Southerner— he set forth a unique 
objective.   In his art, you perceive not only the classical exalt-
ing of a subject; you perceive a genuflection.   This personalized, 
near-religious effort produced some of the most eloquent images 
in American photography.  In a special sense, they are reverent 
portraits, perhaps sacred. 
 The incongruously august Warsaw, Ala., Aug. 1974 is a 
good example.   Immediately, you pinpoint the pediment.  It serves 
to ennoble a painfully derelict façade.  And there is more to that; 
it’s a question of judgment and pictorial structure.  Christenberry 
selected a moment when the pediment was raked by sunlight, urg-
ing conspicuous shadows.  This created a cogent result: the clas-
sical pyramidal motif asserting itself ―and imparting a general 
devotional tone. 
 Equally august―and a truly extraordinary image―is 
Coleman’s Café, 1980, the eleventh in a series spanning the years 
1967-1996.  Here, you’re struck by another compositional ploy, an 
obvious and simple, yet decisive one.  The building is centered.   
This was habitual in Christenberry’s practice ―fool-proof and 
demonstrably classical.  But in his hands, it’s hardly strict.  For 
many artists, including Evans, the centering tactic often delivers 
self-trumpeting design, an art about symmetry itself; and their 
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pictures fairly groan from calculation.  Christenberry’s approach, 
by contrast, is tonic.  It feels insouciant, as if the pictorial accord 
merely happened, offhand.   It eases you in.  There are extraneous 
elements―barrels, leaning posts, a jutting roof-line―to lessen 
the rigor.  But, ultimately, Christenberry’s structuring―the final 
look―is patently harmonious.  And this advances his meaning.  
The ailing building seems almost haughtily temple-like.   Again, a 
pediment dominates.  And, again, Christenberry exploits sunlight 
to underscore it―sunlight and extreme darks.   Despite its hag-
gard surface, the pediment registers golden and stately against the 
earthy greens of the forest.  In this instance, the religious evocation 
feels total.
 Christenberry’s temperate, forthright take on classicism 
is one key to his effectiveness.  But one should not minimize the 
aspect of control―however diffident―in these photographs.  The 
Bar-B-Q Inn, Greensboro, AL, 1971, another emblematic work, 
is presented with the expected candor, but that candor muffles an 
important combination:  the near-symmetry and the precise angle 
of the lens.  Christenbery’s vantage was crucial.  This was true 
here, in this piece, and certainly in Warsaw, Ala., Aug. 1974.  An 
inch or two, up or down, would greatly modify the feeling in these 
pictures.    In Bar-B-Q Inn, the angle insures a strange yet unmis-
takable dignity.  We often think of such subtle shifts in terms of 
their significance in portraiture, notably “persuasive portraiture.”  
An example might be August Sander’s depictions of Weimar Ger-

man “types.”   Often, his slight but critical shoot angles helped 
signify―and perhaps determined―the types.  In Christenberry’s 
Bar-B-Q Inn, as in other works, his pondered viewpoint elevates a 
lusterless scene to sublimity.  Chiefly, he compels you to look up 
to ―to revere― that sharply shadowed, classical molding.   
 In this work, as usual, Christenberry’s adjusted symme-
try―emphasizing the diagonal of the post, the stronger diagonal 
of the awning’s shadow―frees the eye.  You see the subject, really 
see it: the building in all its raw truth.  Keeping the classical no-
bility at bay encourages you to feel, perhaps as Christenberry felt.  
And yet, retaining a measure of that nobility suggests veneration.  
This wrecked building declares itself both real and, arguably, sa-
cred.
 William Faulkner, who in adolescence, began as a poet―
and continued to write verse while becoming the greatest Ameri-
can novelist of the 20th century―defined poetry as “some moving, 
passionate moment of the human condition distilled to its absolute 
essence.”   He noted the poet’s singular task of conveying human 
poignancy in concise terms.  A part of poetic force is concision.  
When Christenberry rendered simple, stopped moments in the life 
of a treasured relic, he was revisiting a personal shrine.  You envi-
sion him there alone.   And you detect discreet melancholy in every 
image.  Witnessing the decline of his shrine, you also perceive, 
perhaps, a leaning towards Thanatos: Christenberry, the poet, 
beckoning memory and uttering the truth about time and home. q

WILLIAM CHRISTENBERRY: Bar-B-Q Inn, Greensboro, AL, 1971, Dye-transfer, printed 1990, Courtesy of Hemphill Fine Arts.



 BY KATHY RODRIGUEZ

Identity and Disconnection
Esperanza Cortés

“Arrested Symphony”
Jonathan Ferrara Gallery

New Orleans, LA

Meg Turner
“Here and Now”

Contemporary Arts Center
New Orleans, LA

 “I AM.” It’s an ancient, glorious, and difficult mantra. 
 I was struck with it in mind as I walked from Jonathan 
Ferrara Gallery with two painting students after viewing works 
by Esperanza Cortés in her solo exhibition “Arrested Symphony,” 

and “Here and Now” by Meg Turner at the Contemporary Arts 
Center – a solo show reiterated in a new form in New Orleans from 
her Master of Fine Arts thesis at Columbia– about conceptions of 
identity.  
 The students accompanying me engaged in a variety of 
friendly banter, getting to know each other in the first two weeks of 
class, as I drove them back to school. I thought of the awkwardness 
of learning about someone new (as the practice of being a carpool-
er always does for me).  That process of creating familiarity and a 
recognition of another’s identity has a lot to do with establishing 
sense of self. The awkwardness leads to personal identification and 
awareness. 
 In an online article for The Times Picayune/The Advo-
cate, John D’Addario addresses the theme of identity in Turner’s 
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 MEG TURNER: Truck Fem, 2019. Silkscreen. 22” x 30”. Courtesy of the artist.
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work in the context of three other concurrent shows at the CAC.  
Mickalene Thomas’s individual works, and in her collaboration 
with Carla Williams and Lee Laa Ray Guillory, explore black iden-
tity. Video by Akosua Adoma Owusu uses the iconography of hair 
to symbolize aspects of African identity. These shows are indisput-
ably linked in their ventures into establishing self.
 However, the two shows I consider in this article, in their 
disparate use of media and subject matter, share a similar thematic 
“through-line,” as D’Addario remarks.  Turner’s primary medium 
in her exhibition is photography, specifically tintypes, a method 
akin to the daguerreotype in that it makes a direct positive, but 
with less expensive materials – of course, expense is relative.  She 
depicts members of the LGBTQ community, personalizes the sub-
jects because of their singular environments, and emphasizes her 
friends’ buoyant personalities; in doing so she offers an intimate 
gaze into their lives.  But can the gaze of the disconnected viewer 
be truly empathetic? 

 Cortés’ sculptures pull from personal history as a moth-
er and a friend from a postcolonial standpoint.  Bejeweled clay 
forms, modeled from Sculpey, mesh icons of European takeover 
and the blood diamond and mining industry with an approachable 
substrate easily fired in an oven.  This material is maternal – chil-
dren and mothers use it together, and Cortés relied on it as a single 
mother without access to ceramics and kilns when her daughter 
was young.  Cortés, like Turner, pulls from a broad swath of both 
contemporary and historical cultures, touching them with personal 
narrative to produce evocative work. 
 Turner’s multimedia installation spreads into three di-
mensions from the series of small-scale tintypes to CMYK screen 
prints of specific subjects arranged in linear or grid-like fashion 
along the walls of the second floor of the CAC. In the midst of 
this narrative of portraits is a full-scale installation of a roadhouse 
massage parlor/gas station/bar, which cannot be entered.  The door 
is locked.

 MEG TURNER: Installation, 2019. Contemporary Arts Center, New Orleans.  Photo courtesy of the artist.
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 The locked door may be a way of talking about how iden-
tity is within – a way of stating one’s self can’t be entered without 
permission. With this in mind, our gazes into this world are indeed 
barred.  This idea is exclusive, though, and Turner seems more 
interested in opening up a world that proliferates in this city.  The 
tintype, in its achromatic palette, has a documentary aspect that is 
akin to photography in general.  This bubble in the world is alive 
here, queer and gorgeous.  
 Turner was making tintypes at University of New Orleans 
before she started there in the Master of Fine Arts program.  Turner 
began learning the photogravure process as well.  The chemistry 
of the etching and the precision of the images give respect to the 
subject matter.  The tintype, a unique image, affords the subject 
an appropriate singularity and individuality. It is accessible, much 
like the mid-19th century frenzy over daguerreotypes democra-
tized the subjects of portrait and landscape while still maintaining 
the concept of “originality.” They represent what Walter Benjamin 
called in his essay, “The Work of Art in the Age of Mechanical 
Reproduction,” “the last time the aura emanates from the early 

photographs in the fleeting expression of a human face. This is 
what constitutes their melancholy, incomparable beauty.” Turner 
engages in the “cult of remembrance” identified by Benjamin in 
his writing.
 Neon and moving text like the deconstructivist messages 
of Jenny Holzer, proclaiming “God Hates Borders,” “God Loves 
Consensual Boundaries,” “Loves Gay Porn,” may sound ridicu-
lously redundant in this city’s context.  We love the flamboyant.  
However, the real issue behind this is still keenly national, and it 
is imperative to be addressed.  Like the artists of the Neue Sach-
lichkeit in Weimar Germany, Turner reveals an underground and a 
deeply personal connection to it, and verges on the political rami-
fications of showing this kind of imagery.
 Cortés’ work involves a personal history from the death 
of a loved one. It is represented in a duo of cracked clay hearts and 
in the chains that suspend them from the ceiling. She also refers 
to the trauma of those enslaved in the gem mining industry.   The 
iconography of sparkling jewels belies the extreme hardship used 
to find them. 

 ESPERANZA CORTÉS: Arrested Symphony, 2019. Installation View. Photo Courtesy of Jonathan Ferrara Gallery.
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 One work that specifically points to this concept is Sus-
pended Thoughts. An amalgamation of chains, amulets, and jew-
els, it protects the talismans ensconced in a visual web – them-
selves icons of protection. But Cortés text reveals the underbelly 
of their beauty.  The work creates a striking contrast between the 
two opposites, and makes a case for the stringent constraints of 
identity.  The iconography of sparkly chains in this context makes 
a difficult allegory for the violent practices used to obtain them.  
 Another work, La Dorada (translated: The Golden), com-
bines a dark mask with a gold chain emerging from its mouth. It’s a 
second example of the same kind of content.  Whether the chain is 
serving to choke the close-lidded face, or being spit out in protest 
is unclear.  The illustration of the design of the chain on the pedes-
tal appears to refer indirectly to the khamsa, an image of a hand of 
protection.  Dualities proliferate in the show as a whole.
 Cortés’ is a heartbreaking show.  However, heartbreaks 
may be beautiful in the ways they allow one to heal. She confronts 

conflict in her work, but also gives face – sometimes literally – to 
the family and friends that have informed her own narrative.  Like 
Turner, she is identifying a reality that goes unnoticed, is affect-
ed by discrimination, is sometimes outside of the law, and is pre-
cious.  “I am” is inevitably informed by experience and awareness 
of what lies outside oneself, at that same time as being a powerful 
declaration of one’s interior worth and presence.  q

 ESPERANZA CORTÉS: La Dorada, 2017. Clay, brass beads. Photo Courtesy of Jonathan Ferrara Gallery.



 BY MARIAN S. MCLELLAN

What is Our Reality?
MARY LEE EGGART 

 “Novena”
DEBRA HOWELL

“Witness”
LeMieux Galleries 
New Orleans, LA

INDEPENDENT OF ALL things rational, we live our own reality.  
Out of absolute necessity, we are the sole occupants of the physical 
body apparent to those around us.  As a result, artists find ways to 
interpret the layers of life through which we all must journey.
 Two artists at LeMieux Galleries, Mary Lee Eggart and 
Debra Howell, independently continue their explorations of Na-

ture’s insistent and inextricable role in human being.  Eggart, a 
Baton Rouge artist, chooses a prayerful pursuit that is aptly placed 
in LeMieux’s intimate entryway, with her grouping of nine colored 
pencil and watercolor drawings fittingly called “Novena.”  Cov-
ering the expanse of LeMieux’s central area are Howell’s surreal 
pigment prints of manipulated interiors, collectively entitled “Wit-
ness.”  Individually, Howell’s photographs bear titles related to 
Greek mythology, especially as related to agriculture, memory and 
witchcraft.
 In a lecture at Baton Rouge Gallery given in conjunction 
with an oeuvre similar to the works in “Novena,” Eggart assert-
ed that she has had an ongoing interest in medieval art and that 
she is in agreement with St. Francis of Assisi, the 13th c. patron 
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 MARY LEE EGGART: Novena to St. Moses the Black for Non-Violence, 2019. Colored pencil and watercolor. 12” x 12”. Courtesy of LeMieux Galleries, New Orleans



saint of ecology and animals, who believed that we must respect 
Nature’s flora and fauna.  In keeping with this belief, Eggart, a 
former instructor in cartographic design at LSU, depicts lush flora 
intertwined with birds and bees throughout her modern day illumi-
nations.  
 A novena is a type of prayer that requires the worship-
per to offer prayers over a period of nine days or nine hours as a 
correlation to the nine days that the Apostles and the Virgin Mary 
prayed between the Ascension and Pentecost Sunday.  Certainly, 
Eggart’s nine offerings are carefully descriptive of the beauty of 
her subjects, and her petitions are sure-sighted. With the ostensible 
accuracy afforded a botanical or ornithological illustration, Nove-
na to St. Moses the Black for Non-violence presents a visual feast 
that includes a pair of ground doves, a smattering of Carolingian 
knots, the yellows of dandelions and irises, and even some arum 

lilies. Novena to St. Gobnait for the Bees pays homage to the con-
temporary plight of the all-important honeybee.  In what is perhaps 
Eggart’s least embellished drawing, we see the bees at work on a 
honeycomb accented by the flowers of their labor.  Interestingly, 
St. Gobnait was an Irish female saint who became a beekeeper and 
is purported to have used honey for its healing powers.  Novena to 
St. Teresa of Calcutta for Humility and Compassion is eye-catch-
ing due to the bright reds of the cardinals and grandiose violets and 
snapdragons.  
 Speaking of St. Francis, one is reminded that his vow of 
poverty was a result of his belief that possessions come with the 
burden of having to keep them safe from theft and other harm.  
Debra Howell’s series of photographs maintain a subdued, cool 
palette, devoid of possession save for the palimpsest of human 
presence, the newest residents being New Orleans vegetation. 
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 MARY LEE EGGART: Novena to St. Moses the Black for Non-Violence, 2019. Colored pencil and watercolor. 12” x 12”. Courtesy of LeMieux Galleries, New Orleans
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 Mnemosyne and Demeter and Hecate are both domi-
nated by green chalkboards that still bear the words of optimistic 
schoolchildren who perhaps anticipated a return.  The abandoned 
classrooms have become artificially organic.  The floor of each is 
carpeted in grass with a lone tree standing sentinel.  Mnemosyne 
is the goddess of memory, while Demeter is goddess of agriculture 
and harvest, and Hecate the goddess of witchcraft.  In both photo-
graphs, roots hover and obscure symbols abound, but the alchemy 
appears in limbo, perhaps a reference to the unresolved aspects of 
post Katrina New Orleans, in particular, the uncertainty of a place 
for children to attend school amidst an unending shuffling and up-
rooting.  Continued emphasis on this dilemma appears in sever-
al of Howell’s photographs, including Cultivar 3.  Here, a vacant 
classroom’s only inhabitants are a ceramic owl and an oak whose 

roots float above a small marble slab.  The message is pointedly 
clear, the young tree cannot take root due to selective cultivation, 
hence the title.  
 Both Eggart and Howell address a need for change in 
human circumstance.  Eggart’s work is filled to the brim with a 
beauty that is overlooked and at risk of being stolen by indiffer-
ence.  Howell’s empty spaces lie in wait with remnants of hopeful 
messages by schoolchildren who will never return.  Fostering a 
future happens with awareness.  q

 DEBRA HOWELL: Demeter and Hecate, 2019. Pigment print. 36” x 36”w. Courtesy of LeMieux Galleries.



 BY CHRIS LEWIS

Not Dead Yet

NO DEAD ARTISTS 2020 
International Juried Exhibition

Jonathan Ferrara Gallery
New Orleans, LA

NO DEAD ARTISTS, the International Juried Exhibition by Jon-
athan Ferrara Gallery, held August - October 2020—has a long 
tradition of bringing new and interesting work of varying media 
and style by artists (well-known or otherwise) to the forefront.  
Of course, in the beginning the focus was on New Orleans art-

ists (specifically, those who were alive), and in later years it went 
on to become a national—and then international—event.  Now, 
far beyond its origins, yet local to the core, the exhibition serves 
as a “springboard for numerous artists; leading to national press 
coverage, recognition, gallery representation, and acquisitions by 
museums and other prominent collections.”   
 Last year’s iteration presented just over 40 artworks, by 
fifteen artists, and seemed (understandably) muted, and perhaps 
introspective, considering that since in its many previous years it 
has also served as a much anticipated social event that coincides 
with Art for Arts Sake.  Undoubtedly this important aspect was 
missed. Still, entries came from locations across the United States, 
and others from Argentina, the UK, Cuba, Austria, and Costa Rica.  
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SONYA FORT: Entangled, 2020 Digital Print on Hahnemuhle Photo Silk Baryta 9h x 12w in. Photo Courtesy of Jonathan Ferrara Gallery, New Orleans



 
 Artemis Antippas presented an endearing measure of 
time, love and belonging, entitled Us (me, mom, yiayia), (2020).   
Three neon tubes of subtle, nuanced bends, each bearing common 
resemblance but slight differences, apart from their colors  (red, 
green, and purple-blue (as neon colors go) are centered and set on 
a deep navy background.   At first glance a viewer might deduce 
the forms are not the same but that they must be related.  Antippas 
explains that the shapes are the prideful profiles of three genera-
tions of family noses: her grandmother’s, mother’s, and her own.  
Her identity speaks proudly of her lineage and heritage, and this 
humble sentiment might encourage the similar self-reflection of 
her viewers.
 
 2020 also brought about the introduction of the vibrant 
New Orleans photographer Trenity Thomas.  In his print On the 

Way (2017) reside all things excellent about effective low-light 
photography.  Thomas allows the darkness of night to envelop two 
streetcars captured en route, nearly side by side but offset.  They’re 
delineated by trace bits of errant and inherent light:  detached, 
glowing white orbs of the streetlamps, colored traffic lights, and 
the headlamps from the streetcars themselves (emitting an odd 
greenish hue), accompanied by a solitary automobile, also preced-
ed by its own glowing orbs. Light is boldly reflected by the rails 
below and the conducting wires and ghostly palm fronds overhead.  
The composition has a resulting grace and symmetry that opens 
out like wings of a mayfly in the night,  stretching beyond the pic-
ture plane.
 
 The photographer Sonya Fort presented her print entitled 
Entangled  (2020): a deeply rich, consuming self-portrait taken 
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TRENITY THOMAS: On the Way, 2017.  Photographic print, 30w x 20h in.  Photo courtesy of Jonathan Ferrara Gallery, New Orleans.
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while sheltered in place during the Covid-19 pandemic. It’s an in-
timate close-up. In recline, she peers out from thick, braided locks 
of dark hair that could be a security blanket or prison bars.  She 
seems to rise from, then fall back into the black background. It’s a 
complex moment, teeming with wounded emotion: fear, doubt.
  
 Adrienne Brown-David’s painting Poppy (2019) feels 
as natural as outdoors.  In it, a young black girl wearing a crisp 
white dress with red sash—seeming to imagine the subject of Ma-
rie-Guillelmine Benoist’s Portrait d’une négresse when in her ear-
ly life, perhaps intended, or by coincidence.  But here, we know 

of the girl, her name even.  Her dress, her impossibly singsong 
whimsical pose that can only be made by a child in wonder, is 
pure innocence.  Under an inviting, cool blue sky, fields of yellow 
and green zigzag where she walks and are open and spacious and 
neat and seem to lead to and away from a solitary house, nestled 
deep in the background before the treeline, where there’s a work-
ing tanning rack just outside.  In the moment, one may feel an urge 
to reflect upon how big the world can be beyond its edges. Maybe 
there’s a possibility of just leaping off, into winged flight, free to 
see it.  Yet, Brown-Davids subject walks in shadow—less free, 
than confined.

ADRIENNE BROWN-DAVID: Poppy, 2019. Oil and hand embroidery on canvas, 48h x 24w in.  Photo Courtesy of Jonathan Ferrara Gallery, New Orleans, LA
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 Lauren Mabry’s sculpture Glazescape (20.01)  (2020)  is 
one example of her excellent ceramic pieces that blur the line be-
tween kinetic and static, sculpture and painting:  free-flow forms 
that literally drip with airy runs of color—white, blue, green to 
orange, and yellow, then red and black  —resulting in temptingly 
wet, satisfying puddles that seem to be forever pouring in goopy 
quantities.  The action is unique and the colors give Mabry’s works 
a welcome, uplifting feel.  A viewer may naturally covet one.  All 
the movement causes the series to feel like works-in-progress, but 
each piece couldn’t be more complete.  The eye is ever invited 

to follow along with the subtle inside-outside curves and deduce 
whether these humorously intentional “accidents” will continue or 
eventually cease.  And will there be a mess to clean up?  The works 
are an interesting look at the effects of time, whimsy, and excess, 
frozen together and preserved as a sort of comfort food of art.
 
 

LAUREN MABRY: Glazescape (20.01), 2020. earthenware, slip, glaze. 8.50h x 10w x 4d in.. Photo Courtesy of Jonathan Ferrara Gallery, New Orleans



 BY MARIAN S. MCLELLAN

Time Warp

JOHN AHEARN 
TOM BURCKHARDT
Arthur Roger Gallery

New Orleans, LA

UNLESS IT’S OUR own, we have a fairly good vantage point of 
the human form.  When it is our own, we tend to not really see the 
physical self as others see us. Which is perhaps one reason humans 
never seem to tire of looking at other humans, as if for affirmation 
of existence, while it lasts.  This affirmation is even better when 

human likeness is distilled by such means as photography, paint-
ing, sculpture, or some face driven entity. 
 But, what happens when human representation is accu-
rate to the point of bodily detachment, like some sort of afterimage 
akin to ancient Egyptian funereal encaustics, or to the extremity of 
Norman Rockwell? Such is the feel of Bronx-based John Ahearn’s 
plaster reliefs at Arthur Roger Gallery.  
 Using his Bronx neighbors as models, Ahearn and his as-
sistant Rigoberto Torres, do life casts of their subjects, finishing 
them off in plaster and local color, figuratively and literally. Some 
of the high relief pieces are busts while others are full torsos, some 
fly solo while others come in pairs, but all have a dated, Sixties 
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 JOHN AHEARN: Kimberly. 2003. Acrylic on plaster. 22” x 14 1/2” x 6”.  Photo courtesy of Arthur Roger Gallery.
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feel, like folks we might see at a drive in picture show or in a 
John Waters’ film.  If we really want to get carried away with vin-
tage, we might even unearth Ancient Greek and Roman sculptures 
which historians insist were embellished with paint over marble. 
Ahearn’s splotchy painting technique adds to the antiquity. 
 Back to the Bronx, a time warp unto itself, home to the 
archaeological finds of the New York Botanical Garden, Yan-
kee Stadium, and a whole lot of people from which to choose. 
Ahearn’s subjects run the gamut of Americana and lend compari-
son with Norman Rockwell’s matter of fact depictions. Rockwell 
was quoted as saying “…if it wasn’t an ideal world, it should be.” 
Ahearn’s array of Caucasians, Latinos and African Americans all 

appear upbeat and vary in age from prenatal to senior citizen but 
that sense of disconnect prevails.  Perhaps it is due to the apparent 
self absorption of Ahearn’s characters—we are not their center of 
attention. 
 Represented as torsos in acrylic on plaster, Kimberly and 
Juanita and Carlos appear lost in the thought of their ages: Kim-
berly is a little girl in yellow gingham with folded arms, while the 
mature Juanita cradles her pregnant belly. The acrylic on hydrocal 
bust of Chakima (Light Purple) presents a young woman in fad-
ed purple t-shirt looking over her shoulder. A study in hindsight, 
Chakima’s hair is pulled back along with the inference of arms 
behind back. 

 JOHN AHEARN: Juanita with Carlos. 2009/19 Acrylic on plaster. 33” x 18” x 11”.  Photo courtesy of Arthur Roger Gallery.
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 Looking back is the very nature of portraiture, the image 
we see now is not the one of tomorrow. Immediacy is secondary 
to posterity. However, in the oil on linen paintings of another New 
York artist, Tom Burckhardt, surface fastens the onlooker to the 
present. Evoking the Constructivist’s tenet that “art should reflect 
the modern industrial world,” Burckhardt’s Ice Tower and Semi 
Circa, both from 2019, are explorations into the mechanics of 
blues and reds, respectively.  There is a sense of play in both, in 
the manner of invented shapes begging comparison with recogniz-
able ones, what the gallery refers to as pareidolia. A departure from 
the stylized paintings is the wall of framed, ink on paper draw-
ings from Burckhardt’s “Black Monochrome” series. Offering an 

equally formal, though more intimate approach to image-making, 
the drawings were Inspired by friends’ studios that flooded as a 
result of hurricane Sandy.  The black and white drawings on brown 
paper depict a severe geometry of stacked stretchers and canvases, 
relieved by Guston-like lines of water, thus separating the enormi-
ty of the situation with the lyricism of the present.  q

 TOM BURCKHARDT: Black Monochrome (Shoes). 2016.  Ink on paper.12 1/2 x 19”.  Photo courtesy of Arthur Roger Gallery.



 BY JUDITH H. BONNER

Inventing Acadia

 JOSEPH RUSLING MEEKER: After a Storm: Lake Maurepas. 1888.

 “Inventing Acadia: Painting and Place in Louisiana”
New Orleans Museum of Art

New Orleans, LA

AN EXHIBITION AT the New Orleans Museum of Art, billed as 
“the first major exhibition featuring Louisiana landscape painting 
in more than forty years,” should be of interest to all Louisiana 
residents, whether native born or those who have adopted this state 
and adapted to its culture, history, geography, and environment. 
Inventing Acadia: Painting and Place in Louisiana exhibits 90 

artworks, including paintings, drawings, basketry, and sculpture. 
The term “Acadia” is loosely interpreted here as including all geo-
graphic areas of Louisiana, including the North Shore. The earliest 
exhibition at NOMA, which took place in 1974, featured the land-
scapes of Richard Clague (1821-1873), including paintings and 
drawings. A number of Clague’s works are seen in this exhibition.
 In truth, the present show is second to the collaborative 
effort between NOMA and The Historic New Orleans Collection 
in 2009.  That exhibition, Louisiana: Where Land Meets Water 
featured 88 objects—including 73 Louisiana landscape paintings, 
books, and pottery drawn from the holdings of both museums. 
Public interest stimulated a subsequent exhibition, although small-
er in number, of Louisiana landscapes at the First Baptist Church 
in Covington.
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 The exhibition presently at NOMA differs in the larger 
size of paintings, as well as its inclusion of several national and 
international artworks that place the development of Louisiana 
landscapes in context. These include an 1847 scene, Forenoon, by 
the “Father of American landscape paintings” Asher Brown Du-
rand (1796-1886) and a circa 1865 bronze figure of a Woman in 
Reeds (Undine) by the notable French sculptor Albert-Erneste Car-
rier-Belleuse (1824-1887). 
 Environmental and industrial issues are a running eluci-
dation throughout the exhibition labels. The show traces the rise 
of landscape painting in nineteenth-century Louisiana beginning 
with a pair of landscapes of Nicaragua by French artist Judah Le-
Vasseur, who lived in New Orleans from 1837 to 1842 and whose 
work was among the first images of Central or South American 
made by an American-based artist. These two paintings by LeVas-
seur, which show a man being rowed by Indians in a large body 
of water, emphasize the exploration of the wilderness as an “un-

touched tropical paradise waiting to be discovered, conquered, and 
colonized.” With this initial impression, the exhibition continues 
to develop the concept of exploration of the Louisiana terrain, par-
ticularly its mysterious swamplands.
 As an introduction, the show presents works by antebel-
lum painters known to have painted Louisiana wetlands, includ-
ing two French-born painters and an Irishman: Toussaint François 
Bigot (1794-1869), Alfred L. Boisseau (1823-1901), and Robert 
Brammer (1811-1853). One of the first landscapes, Bigot’s 1848 
view of Alchapalia in the Atchafalaya Basin is reminiscent of the 
many scenes of American explorations with Native Americans. 
Here Bigot shows a group of seven adult Indians and two babies 
grouped around a campfire; nearby is a cat, a dog, a goat, a deer, 
and a horse, as well as an alligator and a snake. In the foreground 
water are snags and floaters, while in the distance is a keel boat. 
Curiously, Bigot also documents the basketwork of the natives, for 
he depicts seven different types of baskets near the group.
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GEORGE DAVID COULON: Spirit of Louisiana. 1894. Photo Courtesy of the New Orleans Museum of Art.



 Irish scene painter Robert Brammer’s Mississippi Pan-
orama, painted between 1842 and 1843, appears much like the 
backdrop for a theatre scene with a small island with trees in the 
center of the river, sailboat in mid-ground, and a steamship in the 
distance. Two men on shore appear to watch the sailboat, a seated 
fisherman and a man who stands with his rifle upright and resting 
on its butt. This early introduction of figures in a landscape is an 
element that occurs in a number of later nineteenth-century land-
scapes. One of the Europeans who decided to explore American 
vistas, Brammer remained in this country. In addition to his land-
scapes of Mississippi and Louisiana, Brammer is also known to 
have visited Indiana and Kentucky. Records indicate that he was in 
New Orleans in 1842, and is listed in the city directories until his 
death in 1853.
 Barbizon painter Pierre Étienne Théodore Rousseau’s 
(1812-1867) Swamp in the Landes (after 1844) is included in the 
exhibition for his influence on late nineteenth-century Louisiana 
landscape painters. Rousseau’s work was rejected by the Paris Sa-
lon for its lack of a classical subject and its thicker application of 
paint—which was then considered unconventional. Undeterred, he 
often exhibited his work in the Salon de Refusés along with other 
artists whose paintings were declined by the official Paris Salon. 
Rousseau’s desire to draw directly from nature is at the heart of 
much Louisiana landscape painting. In this landscape his broad 
textural brushstrokes create a tactile sense in an otherwise minimal 
composition showing a marshy foreground with a few trees and a 
sandy beach at the horizon line below a cloudy sky.
 An 1847 painting by Alfred Boisseau, showing Louisiana 
Indians Walking Along a Bayou has a lengthy exhibition history at 
NOMA. Not only does it document native inhabitants of this re-
gion, it inspires a narrative as the figures stretch, single-file, across 
the scene. At left, an Indian man walks along with his gun on his 
shoulder—a visual statement of the weapon that notably provides 
protection, but his and his family’s sustenance and garments—and 
his eye looking at the viewer. His son walks in his footsteps, hold-
ing a spear. Two women walking behind them are bent forward in 

order to support the weight they carry upon their backs, the older 
woman bearing supplies, while the young woman behind her car-
ries a papoose. The social status of the family is apparent in the 
line-up across the picture plane, with the virile male hunter first, 
followed by his young son, and then the older women, and the 
child-bearing woman falling last in place. This painting was one 
of three that Boisseau exhibited at the 1848 Paris Salon.
 A number of woven baskets are exhibited nearby, in-
cluding examples from the Chiti, Choctaw, Coushatta, and Ataka-
pa-Ishak peoples from mid-nineteenth century to 1920. These util-
itarian objects feature different motifs that represent water sources.
 Similar to Boisseau’s landscape, an 1860 painting by 
John J. Antrobus (1831-1907), A Plantation Burial, also has a doc-
umentary narrative, although this scene documents local funeral 
practices. The narrative, however, is only partially decipherable as 
the slaves gather around the coffin in a wooded area. The slaves’ 
clothing reveals their status on the plantation, from field hands to 
household servants—with the felt top hat of a house servant being 
thrown on the muddy earth next to the broad-brimmed straw hat of 
a field worker. Some of those present appear more grief-stricken 
while others are more reserved. One man at center, his arms held 
upward, serves as the minister for the service, while others turn 
their faces or hang their heads in sorrow. In a clearing in the left 
distance, the pink-tinged sunset reflects on the Mississippi River 
and underscores the practice that the slave burial took place only 
after the day’s chores were completed. 
 Nearby a man with red hair and red beard stands near his 
horse. Is this the overseer or is it the artist, who was known to have 
red hair and a red beard, represented in the role of overseer?  At a 
respectful distance in the right hand appear the owners of the plan-
tation, Governor Tilghman Mayfield Tucker and his wife. Tucker, 
who was the governor of Mississippi from 1842 to 1844, owned 
Cottonwood Plantation in North Providence, Louisiana, where this 
burial scene is taking place. Curiously, the 1860 painting also doc-
uments Governor Tucker’s death, for he died in the year before 
Antrobus finished this painting.
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ROBERT SELDON DUNCANSON: Uncle Tom and Little Eva.

THEODORE ROUSSEAU: A Swamp in the Landes. 1844.
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 Richard Clague, who was born in Paris to wealthy Lou-
isiana parents, still reigns as the name most associated with the 
Louisiana Bayou Painters. Having painted in the Barbizon for-
ests southwest of Paris, Clague introduced the European esthetic, 
which espoused a truer representation of the wooded areas and 
countryside, which he interpreted with broader brush strokes and 
heavily laden paintbrushes rather than a smooth finish. Clague’s 
paintings, rendered in dark greens and earth colors, often focused 
on the firmer grounds in rural areas rather than simply focusing 
on bayou scenes. His hazy atmospheric paintings, which feature 
fishermen’s shacks and hunter’s cabins—often shown near ponds 
or other bodies of water—also introduced the manner of featuring 
a distinctive live oak tree draped with Spanish moss. 
 Three landscapes from the early 1870s, all amplifying the 
new sense of naturalism associated with the Barbizon paintings, 
are mounted adjacent to Clague’s drawings, including a Batture 
Shanty. A view of a Fisherman’s Camp is linked with environ-
mental movement, at that time emerging in France and was exhib-
ited in the 1853 Salon, along with a painting by Rousseau. Back 
of Algiers, which parallels the development of Louisiana’s levee 
system, is one of a number of paintings that illustrate the custom-
ary structures of people living around rivers and other waterways. 
Clague’s sketches not only document Louisiana, but his travels 

with French diplomat Ferdinand de Lesseps in 1856-1857, under 
the sponsorship of Napoléon III, in search of the source of the Nile. 
The trip, which had similarities to the Mississippi River Delta, was 
hazardous and the majority of the team did not survive the trip.
 As mentor to the Bayou painters, Clague’s circle is also 
well represented in these galleries, with Marshall J. Smith (1854-
1923), William Henry Buck (1840-1888), and Charles Giroux (b. 
1828). The latter painter frequently painted scenes of Bayou Têche 
in the heart of Acadiana. He also worked with his friend and stu-
dent, Blanche Virginia Blanchard (1866-1959), with Blanchard 
painting in the landscapes. Three of her landscapes are seen in this 
exhibition.
 Blanchard is one of only three women whose artworks are 
included in the exhibition, the other two being sculptors in what 
was at the time considered a man’s field. Both are represented with 
marble works. A circa 1854 bust of Medusa by Harriet Goodhue 
Hosmer (1830-1908) features snakes forming a crown with two 
snakes extending from Medusa’s hair to the base to form a curving 
line that terminates in an intertwined knot below her bare breasts. 
This work by Hosmer, who is known as the first professional wom-
an sculptor, does not classify as a landscape, but merely draws an 
earth creature into the composition.

EVERETT B.D. FABRINO JULIO: Life Along a Louisiana Bayou. 1877.



 Edmonia Lewis (1844-1907) is represented with a poi-
gnant1874 figural work, The Marriage of Hiawatha, portrays the 
couple standing together as though pledging themselves to each 
other, although his wife and children would later be killed by a 
rival tribe. Lewis’s inclusion is also notable in that she was the 
first sculptor of African American and Native American descent 
to achieve national and international recognition. Her full-length 
figure of the Iroquois Indian Hiawatha, standing with his wife, 
was thus a natural choice. Hiawatha would become well known 
through the 1855 poem “The Song of Hiawatha” by Henry Wad-
sworth Longfellow.
 Robert Seldon Duncanson (1821-1872), an artist of Afri-
can descent, painted a scene from Harriet Beecher Stowe’s novel. 
Duncanson shows Uncle Tom and Little Eva in a moment of con-
versation, with her hat thrown on the ground behind him. He sits 
in the shadows while she is shown in bright light as she points 
upward.
 St. Louis artist Joseph Rusling Meeker (1827-1887) is 
represented in the exhibition with a number of misty luminous 
paintings of bayous, some with warm sunsets reflecting on the 
waters. Meeker, who served on a gunboat during the Civil War 
and executed innumerable sketches of the swampy terrain, drew 
inspiration from these sketches for the next two decades. These 

paintings had an appreciative audience then, which continues to 
the present day. His 1884 painting of Evangeline was inspired by 
Longfellow’s 1847 epic poem, “Evangeline: A Tale of Acadie.” 
This theme also inspired a number of artists through the nineteenth 
century, and several of these paintings are included in the exhibi-
tion.
 Naturalist-landscapist Henry Chapman Ford (1828-
1894), a New York native and founding member of the Chicago 
Academy of Design, moved to California and became known for 
his paintings and graphics of the missions. His keen eye for na-
ture brought him to visit Louisiana swamps before he located to 
the West Coast. His 1874 painting of Water Lilies and Spanish 
Moss is comparable to lush landscapes being produced by many 
of the resident artists. Like Brammer, Ford’s palette, with its light 
blue skies and green carefully delineated green foliage is similar 
to that of George David Coulon (1822-1904). Everett B.D. Julio’s 
(1843-1879) Life Along a Louisiana Bayou, painted in 1877, falls 
somewhere between, interpreting the landscape with light blue 
skies and dark greens and browns in the trees, moss, foliage, and 
marshes. Cows and goats populate the land in foreground, while 
a man in a tented pirogue poles his way through a bayou and two 
men in a skiff laden with logs ply the waters in the distance.
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RICHARD CLAGUE: Back of Algiers. c 1870-73. Photo Courtesy of the New Orleans Museum of Art.



 In Mother Louisiana, a large circa 1850 painting by 
Italian artist Dominico Canova (1800-1868), he portrays an alle-
gorical seated Madonna nursing a child in her lap with five nude 
children around her skirts. This pyramidal cluster of figures is set 
against a backdrop suggestive of the Louisiana landscape.
 In Coulon’s 1894 painting of the allegorical figure of the 
Spirit of Louisiana, the young woman is central to the composi-
tion, although she is depicted as though she is set within a lush 
landscape. A garland of pearls, flowers, and foliage are intertwined 
in her long wavy tresses. She clasps her white robe around her in 
a gesture of decency seen in classical portrayals of Susannah in 
her bath. Except for the warm skies, Coulon’s 1887 painting of 
Bayou Beauregard, St. Bernard Parish at sunset is typical of his 
hazy atmospheric landscapes painted in a lighter palette than the 
Barbizon-inspired landscapes. A single boatman stands in his pi-
rogue and appears to be at a standstill. It is important to note that 
Coulon painted this work at the time of his son’s exploration of the 
Atchafalaya Basin, George Joseph Amedé Coulon (1854-ca.1922) 
published 350 Miles in a Skiff Through the Louisiana Swamps in 
1888, illustrated by photographs he had taken during his journey 

the previous year. In those images, the younger Coulon posed his 
subjects as though frozen in a moment of inactivity.  
 The installment of a large-scale photographic panorama 
in the Great Hall introduces visitors to the exhibition. Contempo-
rary artist Regina Agu, who visited many of the historical sites of 
the landscapes, illuminated the scenes with dark green swamps be-
low light blue skies—typical of the palette of many of these land-
scapes.
 In many ways this exhibition complements the recent 
tri-centennial commemorations of New Orleans and the literary 
considerations of the swamp in Southern writing. The paintings 
look to the ever-present relation of water and land that occupy so 
much print today. Furthermore, the exhibition reflects the history 
of NOMA in many of the early shows of the Isaac Delgado Muse-
um of Art with their strong local and regional focus. This exhibi-
tion is not to be missed.
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JOHN ANTROBUS: Plantation Burial. 1860. Photo Courtesy of the Historic New Orleans Collection / New Orleans Museum of Art.

 q



 BY MARIAN S. MCLELLAN

Palette Noir

MICKALENE THOMAS
“Femmes Noirs”

Contemporary Arts Center
New Orleans, LA

FACE IT. ART gives us a tangible taste of what it means to be, 
like a reflection of ourself in a place we least expect. Life is unpre-
dictable-we want to make sense of it all. Hence, art. The mode of 
conveyance can be by way of book, film, canvas, or even a living 
room if you happen to be standing on Camp Street just outside 
the Contemporary Arts Center. Peering through the broad expanse 

of the CAC’s windows, you might wonder what the colorfully 
patterned furnishings punctuated with obligatory potted plants 
are doing in an art exhibit.  From outside, the scene  appears as a 
showroom to be viewed but left untouched. Once inside the CAC 
we find yet another fanciful living room toward the back, this 
time partially surrounded by a 2-channel video Do I Look Like a 
Lady? What we were viewing outside was actually one of two Liv-
ing-Room Tableaux in Brooklyn-based Mickalene Thomas’ multi-
media “Femmes Noirs.” And of all things, we can have a seat upon 
the patchwork patterns, the better to assimilate Thomas’ versatile 
range that covers much of the CAC’s first floor, in fact, most of 
the first floor. There’s a pop-up installation in the atrium, Femmes 
Féroces, that’s a collaboration between Thomas and Material Life, 
a retail concept shop.
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 MICKALENE THOMAS: Courbet 4 (Marie Centered), 2011. Photograph. Contemporary Arts Center, New Orleans.
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 MICKALENE THOMAS: Living Room. Installation.  Contemporary Arts Center, New Orleans.

 “Femmes Noirs” is not a quick read, nor is Thomas. After 
viewing the CAC’s “Femmes Noirs” I learned of the artist’s com-
mission to design a handbag for the Dior Lady Art project.  For 
the handbag, Thomas said her inspiration came from “love, life… 
pain.” That just about sums up human effort, at least when done 
in earnest. A placard that introduces us to “Femmes Noirs” elabo-
rates that Thomas’ “work celebrates the diversity and complexity 
of Black female identities as she tackles issues of inequality and 
representation, filtered through a queer, feminist lens.” There’s a 
lot to take in, but Thomas’ message is clearly not subtle.  In fact, 
her oeuvre is unabashed and remindful of Pussy Riot’s take on 
feminine values in a world of female exploitation.  But, where-
as Pussy Riot is oftentimes contentious, the better to start a riot, 
Thomas’s work doesn’t come off as angry. Rather, it embraces the 
strength and cool finesse of Black women with unrelenting gusto, 
color, lots of glitter, and patience.

 That is a noteworthy aspect of an artwork, patience, 
encouraging and allowing the viewer time to ‘get it,’ even if the 
topic portrayed is not one lived by the viewer. Subdued lighting 
throughout “Femmes Noirs” enhances this notion. The first Liv-
ing-Room Tableaux invites us to linger and partake of the strategi-
cally stacked books by notable writers like Ntozake Shange, Toni 
Morrison, April Sinclair, Maya Angelou, and Alex Haley. The sec-
ond Living room installation with the 2-channel video, Do I Look 
Like a Lady? (Comedians and Singers), also includes books, but 
this time the footage of performers such as Josephine Baker, Nina 
Simone and Moms Mabley, grabs our attention. An accompanying 
placard informs us that Thomas grew up admiring “Black wom-
en who defied racism and oppression to become cultural icons.” 
Thomas doesn’t let us forget how innovative and influential these 
women were, and still are.
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 MICKALENE THOMAS: Portrait of Aaliyah, 2018. Contemporary Arts Center, New Orleans.

 History plays a large role in Thomas’ work.  Paying hom-
age to Courbet and ethnographic photography are two large black 
and white polaroids in antique frames.  Courbet #4 (Marie: Cen-
tered) is a nude torso of Marie whose confident gaze catches ours. 
Although the photograph is contemporary, the feel is of the past. 
We in corporate America lose touch with feeling and sense of self.  
In “Femmes Noirs,” Thomas highlights the self of Black women 
with portraiture, painted and photographed. In the darkened room 
of the polaroids are two collage paintings inspired by Romare 
Bearden. The fractured, Cubist Portrait of Marie, rhinestones, 
acrylic and oil on wood in gilded frame, depicts the subject’s face 
in blues against a painterly, floral backdrop of browns. Blending 
the present with ancestry, the subject’s face is partially abstract like 
an African mask and partially realistic.
 Tucked-away in the very back of the exhibit is je t’aime, 
a 2-channel, black and white film.  A pair of large, juxtaposed 

screens independently feature closeups of Thomas and her lover 
Racquel Chevremont.  The two filmed one another nude. Says 
Thomas of the piece, “It’s how two lovers are seeing each other, 
the lover’s gaze of desire.” Je t’aime, complete with sound, lasts 
20 minutes, 44 seconds.
 “Femmes Noirs” is an exposé of Thomas’s impressive 
output and spans several years of work. If one searches the inter-
net for Thomas, Le déjeuner sur l’herbe: Les trois femmes noirs 
from 2010 will undoubtedly appear. A feast for the eyes, Le dé-
jeuner measures 120 x 288 inches and is fashioned from rhine-
stones, acrylic and enamel on wood. In place of Manet’s three, 
fully-clothed males, Thomas gives us three poised Black wom-
en outfitted in Seventies attire, staring at us like the Mod Squad. 
Overflowing with ornateness that keeps us looking, Thomas splic-
es, layers and juxtaposes the rich fabric of Black women through 
the ages.  q



 BY MARIAN S. MCLELLAN

Fire and Brimstone

LILLIAN AGUINAGA 
DAPHNE LONEY 
“In An Instant”

Pop-up: Suis Generis
New Orleans, LA

IN THIS THE year of our pandemic, love and hope can seem 
in short supply with geysers of hate and frustration bubbling up 
across the country.  Whether out of indifference, despair or dis-
illusionment, the possibilities are endless, many among us have 
looked the other way, in part because we could.  But now humanity 
across the globe is besieged by a common suffering that brings us 

together as it tears us apart. Covid-19 has exposed the good and 
the evil on numerous levels and has changed the way we see one 
another and the way we partake and make art in the 21st c.  Recent 
works by dissident artist Ai Weiwei directly confront the Covid-19 
crisis with pieces as simple as surgical masks printed with pointed 
words and imagery, and as immersive as panel discussions at the 
London-based How To Academy. 

On the home front, local artists Daphne Loney and Lillian Aguina-
ga present us with a reactionary tale to our sordid state of affairs.  
“In An Instant” comprises the metaphorical paintings of Loney 
and Aguinaga in this Salon style Pop-up exhibit at the Bywater 
restaurant Suis Generis where a percentage of sales will benefit 
House of Tulip, a nonprofit created to provide safe housing for 
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 LILLIAN AGUINAGA: Ignite and Suffocate. Acrylic and metallic gold on canvas..
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the TGNC community. “In an Instant,” the title of one of Aguina-
ga’s paintings, is especially apt these days. In an instant everything 
changed, people lost their way of life and some their very life. 
For gregarious New Orleanians, socializing came to an abrupt halt. 
However, the out of doors became even more inviting and locals 
took to the natural wonders of the city. The names Edward O. Wil-
son and Dacher Keltner might not appear in art history books, but 
the two scientists have focused at length on humankind’s attraction 
to the flora and fauna about and beyond us, which they refer to 
as biophilia. In fact, Keltner is noted for his study of the science 
of awe at the University of California, Berkeley.  What the world 
needs now is awe, even if it comes with the fire and brimstone 
allegories of Loney and Aguinaga.

The element of fire drives Aguinaga’s modern day goddesses who 
defiantly hold single matches drenched in a color scheme of dark 
purples and reds.  The acrylic and metallic gold on canvas paint-

ings are from her “Let it Burn” series and were created, according 
to Aguinaga’s statement, “in response to the current affairs of 2020 
– the pandemic and the opposition to human rights movements…
Through my own experience, I’ve learned that sometimes things 
have to burn to ashes in order to clear a path for new beginnings.”  
The largest of the series, Vilomah, was inspired by the killing of 
Ahmaud Arbery, a twenty-five year old black man fatally shot ear-
lier this year while jogging near his neighborhood in South Geor-
gia.  The white perpetrators were ultimately charged with felony 
murder due in great part to his mother’s efforts. Vilomah is a San-
skrit word often used in reference to a parent’s loss of a child. 
Vilomah is dominated by a classical bust of a black woman in the 
foreground triumphantly bearing a lit match. Just behind her is the 
backdrop of swirling reds of fire. Aguinaga’s smaller Ignite & Suf-
focate juxtaposes a before and after pairing of a lit match alongside 
the same feminine hand that holds a smoldering match.  We can 
assume the deed was done.

 LILLIAN AGUINAGA: Vilomah. Acrylic and metallic gold on canvas. 24” x 30”.



33

 But things are not always so resolved nor so apparent.  
Loney’s artist’s statement expresses that through her series of wa-
tercolors she “wanted to begin exploring the idea of hiding in plain 
sight whether it is to manipulate for evil reasons or to survive and 
what is the difference? Do we walk around everyday surrounded 
by people hiding their true selves?” Known for her menagerie of 
mythical creatures, in two and three dimensions, Loney’s deftly 
executed watercolors at Suis Generis are at once beautiful and dis-
turbing, depicting animals burdened by human error. The feeling is 
that the watercolors are illuminated pages from an adult fable, with 
Loney’s anthropomorphized animals reflecting a kindred emotion-
al history. 

The protagonists in Loney’s watercolors are limited to a wolf with 
recurring roles as perpetrator and victim, a sheep who has seen 
better days, and a rabbit unable to see anything due to a blindfold.  

As with Loney’s other “In an Instant” titles, Wolf in Sheep’s Cloth-
ing – Portrait reads in unison with the image and is reminiscent of 
Barbara Kruger’s message-oriented ouevre. Wolf in Sheep’s Cloth-
ing – Portrait gives us a better view of Wolf in Sheep’s Clothing 
– Full Body. The Portrait version beguiles us with a wolf cloaked 
in sheepskin despite the sheep’s head appearing as vibrant as the 
impostor wolf. Wolf in Sheep’s Clothing – with Blue Sky reveals 
that the flank of the sheep-draped wolf has been pierced by an ar-
row. In this rendition, blood spews from the wolf’s mouth, not the 
sheep’s, the implication being that the sheep is actually unharmed. 
Wolf in Sheep’s Clothing – Full Body stands out due to its emblem-
atic poetry that exceeds representation. 
 
Implicit in both Loney and Aguinaga’s paintings is the overriding 
message that healing will come when all voices unite.  q

 DAPHNE LONEY: Wolf in Sheep’s Clothing - Portrait. Watercolor.



 BY TERRINGTON CALAS

The Ogden’s 2020 Salon
LOUISIANA CONTEMPORARY 2020

Ogden Museum of Southern Art
New Orleans, LA

LAST YEAR’S “LOUISIANA CONTEMPORARY,” at the Ogden 
Museum of Southern Art, was a special event, not only because of 
the rewards the exhibition provided, but because it actually hap-
pened.  For many, it was a year of personal misery, and, for all, it 
presented our nation and the world in a state of unspeakable loss 
and social upheaval.  Artists, like everyone else, were broadsided.  
How does one think and create―or simply function―during such 
a time?   
 Against the grievous backdrop, and in some instances re-
sponding to it, 363 artists submitted works to the Ogden’s 2020 
survey of Louisiana art.  Fifty-five works were accepted and put 
on display. 

THREE BRIEF POINTS IN COMMENT.  First, the Ogden is to 
be congratulated for sustaining a vital tradition.  The salon-style 
exhibition―a non-theme, open competition―is a rare bird these 
days.  We’ve been reminded again and again that the form itself 
is inherently flawed.  Such shows usually generate a smorgasbord, 
a visual cacophony that diminishes the force of individual works.  
And obviously, they take more than a little curatorial wizardry to 
install with any success.  But, as a service to artists and the view-
ing public, the open exhibition is invaluable.  There is no denying 
the benefits of themed shows:  intellectual insights and aesthetic 
lucidity, among others.  And frankly, we often prefer them.  But the 
salon display provides information impossible to gather from the 
gallery scene alone:  a credible sense of the contemporary cultural 
pulse.  
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DAVID ARMENTOR:  American Flag at a Used Car Dealer, 2020. Archival pigment print, 40” high.



 Second, despite the difficulties of installation, the 2020 
edition was managed remarkably well.   Of distinct interest―
and a distinct pleasure―was the separate gallery of mostly ab-
stract works, presided over by Luis Cruz Azaceta.  It offered a 
much-needed oasis of cohesion.  And the main gallery, despite its 
necessary flood of imagery, felt more of a piece than ever before.   
This large room, whose controlled lighting and space permits 
manageable viewing, also revived, as it often does, the question 
of numbers. A standard, and obvious, proposal to the organiz-
ers:  consider the unpleasant decision to curtail the very size of 
the show.  A much smaller count―with some artists represented 

with two or three pieces―would allow works to breathe, to assert 
themselves.  And, if selected prudently, the smaller group would 
disclose, with some clarity, the prevalent themes, if any, and, more 
important, the instances of extraordinary quality.
 Curtailing the number has another advantage.  It might 
prevent the circumstance of artists being relegated to the mezza-
nine, that zone of harsh, unforgiving light.  The space is an archi-
tectural triumph, but many works, usually paintings, are under-
mined by it.  Artists who have commented on this mention not only 
the light, but also the pass-through feel of the area. 
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LUIS CRUZ AZACETA:  CRISIS 3, 2020. Acrylic on canvas, 70.25” high.  Courtesy Ogden Museum of Southern Art.
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 A third point, regarding the selection process:  The Whit-
ney museum’s Biennial, the most prominent salon-style exhibition 
in the nation, is usually selected by a small committee.  In these 
days, when artistic pluralism continues to be the norm, that ar-
rangement seems preferable.   The Ogden’s 2020 survey, however, 
effectively refuted that assumption―at least, for once.  In guest 
juror René Morales, there seemed to be a genuine understanding 
of various aesthetic impulses―that and a welcome affinity to our 
unique region.  But it is folly to expect such good fortune every 
year.   In most cases, a juror―even one with the most far-reaching 
tastes―will have her/his predilections.  Within a committee, those 
predilections can be advantageous.  They suggest a deeper grasp of 
specific styles or mediums.   
 Perhaps the ideal committee, as the Whitney’s history has 
shown, consists of one or more such visiting specialists, along with 
a curator from the museum itself.   Our own salon―and that is 
what Louisiana Contemporary has become―might benefit from 
such a plan.  Worth emphasizing: the importance of a local com-
mittee member, someone energetically alert to the art of New Or-
leans and Louisiana―the Ogden’s curator.

STAND-OUTS.  The 2020 exhibition seemed to confirm today’s 
continuing attachment to direct pictorial intelligence, and a vague 
disenchantment with theory-obsessed art.  Conceptualism takes a 
back seat to pure aesthetics.  Thematically, much of the work was 
linked to social or political concerns; given the moment, that was 

anticipated.  But never were we denied the display of artistic prow-
ess.  And there was quite enough of it in evidence―much of it in 
rather traditional mediums.  A short list:  paintings by Luis Cruz 
Azaceta, Rose McBurney, Keith Perelli, and Monica Zeringue; 
photography by David Armentor; sculpture by Mitchell Gaudet.
 In Armentor’s American Flag at a Used Car Dealer, the 
flag is made of streamers―in effect, reconfiguring the design.   It 
appears in dramatic contrast against the night sky.  This is a chill-
ing photograph and perhaps a sobering and necessary one.  Our 
noble banner has its connotations, and, in the popular imagination, 
so do used car dealers.  That Armentor opted for a nocturnal setting 
is especially noteworthy.
 Monica Zeringue, our maestro of neo-surrealist imag-
ery, again proved her command with Steady Now, a composition 
whose painterly technique is nothing less than Manet-worthy. It 
is rare now to witness such fluency and ease with the brush, not 
to mention a keen grasp of the tricky near-complementary color 
harmony.  In this canvas, she proves, further, that pictorial conun-
drums―the way a painted image can seize you with carefully pon-
dered ambiguity―are at the heart of the best figurative art today. 
 In Bring It to the Table, Rose McBurney’s backlighted 
figure, a woman carrying a dish―perhaps to a neighborhood gath-
ering―affords suggestions of sinister doings.  She moves amid 
so many brooding black-greens.  It’s easy to assume the familiar 
“false surface” meaning in such a painting:  lovely gardens and 
lovely ladies may not be what they seem; and, of course, nor might 

ROSE MCBURNEY:  Bring It to the Table.  Acrylic on wood panel, 28.5” high.
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their very culture.  But beyond that, we have the flourish of Mc-
Burney’s brushwork and her exquisite palette.  This is lushness 
reminiscent of Fairfield Porter, but suave and far more controlled.
 Keith Perelli’s Tears is a forceful work of bold―not 
to say dauntless―emotionalism.  He presented a realist, “tear-
streaked” portrait, poignant yet vaguely stoic; and had it installed 
with an actual vial of clear liquid.  The painting avoids falling prey 
to sentimentality by virtue of two things:  Perelli’s dazzling verisi-
millitude, and a whelming sense of utter earnestness.
 Cruz Azaceta’s CRISIS 3 is nominally abstract but full 
of representational allusions―most significantly, a cast of stylized 
human figures―all depicted in some measure of agitation or ten-
sion or implied anguish.  The image is pure drama.  And pure trag-
edy.  And Cruz Azaceta submits this in a fiercely taut construction, 

the sort of design that implants itself in memory.   The result is, to 
date, probably the most persuasive pictorial utterance of our social 
moment.  And, faced with the figural metaphors, it is no exaggera-
tion to derive a force and outrage on the order of Guernica.   
 Gaudet’s Morta Mantle is irresistibly elegant, evoking 
a gold lamé gown of the art deco era.  You can almost picture 
it sported by some lanky, café society Parisienne.  But, in fact, 
the piece is hardly an emblem of high-life frivolity.  It is indeed 
a gown, but one constructed of thousands of assault rifle bullet 
casings.  The work is intricate and daring and, for our time, a glit-
tering indictment.  This is New Orleans, at times a city of glitter 
and elegance.  But that is hardly a full description.  We know why 
Gaudet’s Morta Mantle was the centerpiece of “Louisiana Con-
temporary 2020.”

MITCHELL GAUDET:  Morta Mantle, 2020.  12,830 spent AR-15 casings, stainless wire, antique dress form; 72” high.  Collection of David B. Workman.
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RAINE BEDSOLE
“Water and Dreams”

Callan Contemporary Gallery
New Orleans, LA

RAINE BEDSOLE: Circe, 2020. Steel, fabric, paint, plaster glass. 60h x 93w x 16d in. Photo courtesy of Callan Contemporary.

IN HER LATEST offering at Callan Contemporary, Raine Bedsole 
brings viewers into a space that rests between exhibition and expe-
rience. Hanging scultptures were installed on the walls and  from 
the ceiling: some like vessels resembling simple, most delicately 
fragile boats.  If they were instead floating upon still water, the 
slightest ripple would usher them gently forward.  

 The works vary in size, and are meticuluosly crafted 
from materials specifically chosen for each piece. They appear 
in various states, from righted (even strong), as in Circe, to kee-
ling-over to capsized, such as Achilles, or Passage II.  For some, 
their fabric ties are thick, heavy, and colored with deep organic 
reds, or lighter watery blues. Certain tokens—earthly reminders 
like bells, sea shells, glass drops or crystals, or other three dimen-
sional forms—may be attached.
 The shadows intentionally cast across the floors and walls 
are mysterious and seem to link some of the objects like a web, 
maybe to show that there’s unity, connection, in this place. The 

 BY CHRIS LEWIS

Impressions: Four Exhibitions
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RAINE BEDSOLE: Beacon, 2020. Steel, fabric, antique italian book pages, wire, lead, citrine. 68h x 24w x 24d in. Photo Courtesy of Callan Contemporary.

spiraling form Beacon hanging prominently in the center of the 
room, constructed with its own thick, red draggings, recalls the 
story of the Tower of Babel, which solidly brings together the idea 
that this condition of striving and suffered consequence affects us 
all.
 Artist as storyteller, helping others to learn and recall 
through rt (a fundamental tradition upheld since Lascaux). Kin-
dly, and virtuously, Bedsole points out that some of the  deeper 
mysteries we face have been pondered and lighted upon for many 
generations, each with its own version to tell. Humbly, Oars are 
offered, colorful wooden, fabric-wrapped, decorated with nails, 
crystals, glass, antique maps and text, as tools or as evidence  that 
we’re not without aid.

 WALLACE MERRITT
Landscape Photographs

Cole Pratt Gallery
New Orleans, LA

WALLACE MERRITT IS a New Orleans based photographer, 
whose latest works featured recently at Cole Pratt Gallery. His 
photographs are often studies of nature, architectural elements, 
and the human form, composing quiet visual narratives in black 

 Your take-away is your own.  Much as we can never share 
a dream.
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WALLACE MERRITT: Martins (Jean Lafitte National Historical Park and Preserve). 2018. Archival pigment print. 5.8” x 5.8”. Photo Courtesy of Cole Pratt Gallery.

and white prints.  His work softly opens to wonder and mystery, 
as he explores the relationships between his subjects. Sometimes, 
deeper meanings are revealed, confirming the comfort we have in 
knowing that sentiment, and the human heart, can provide just the 
right amount of understanding.
 In their circular frames, the overcast bright greys and 
dark forms work to create a kind of spherical effect that gives each 
piece a subtle, natural movement.  Tree branches and reeds might 
wrap all the way around.  Birds may follow an endless migration 
as told by Martins (Jean Lafitte National Historic Park and Pre-
serve).  The mysterious marble that is Guerengeh Canal (Arabi, 
LA) shows a thick fog settled along one of the town’s several wa-
terways – but it could just as easily be an image of a distant world, 
if seen through an orbiting telescope, or a different eye, perhaps.  
Saw Grass (Bayou Sauvage National Wildlife Refuge) is two parts 
thick, textural mop, twisting and clumping, encroaching, soon to 
take over and fill up the remaining one part empty space – though 

TRENITY THOMAS
“Louisiana Contemporary 2020”
Ogden Museum of Southern Art

New Orleans, LA

some of us know well that the setting, in actuality, is a vast wilder-
ness, varied and alive, under a seemingly endless sky.  
 These lyrical contrasts offer guided tales of wistful sub-
jects and provide opportunity to observe and ponder greater stories 
of natural harmony and balance.  As poetic reminders, the photo-
graphs are thoughtful and offer their unique, timeless moments to 
be experienced and absorbed in silence, together, with the artist.

ONE OF MY favorite photographs of the year, Trenity Thomas’s 
Teenage Summer, was featured in the Ogden Museum’s “Louisiana 
Contempoarary 2020.”  While part staged, part quantum chaos, the 
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WALLACE MERRITT: Sawgrass (Bayou Sauvage National Wildlife Refuge). 2018. Archival pigment print. 5.8” x 5.8”. Photo Courtesy of Cole Pratt Gallery.

frame captures a used burgundy minivan parked open, in some lus-
cious green grass perhaps in a park somewhere, over-packed by a 
seemingly unaffected group of friends or family (or both).  It looks 
like summer, and it’s not a place for the claustrophobic. Social 
distancing, in fact, is the farthest from anyone’s mind. Maybe they 
are traveling together. Somehow a ball is in play. One member of 
the group (the driver?), confidently lounges, outstretched from the 
sliding doorwell to the grass below, in a white t-shirt and loose fad-
ed blue jeans, her red glasses dangling from a front belt loop and 
her phone resting on the floor close by.  She’s obligingly paused 

with the van, just long enough that a legible representation of the 
moment could even be possible.  There are so many questions but 
the subjects really couldn’t care less about any of that.  
 Near the end of the exhibition’s run, the Ogden held a vir-
tual panel discussion, moderated by museum director William An-
drews.  In attendance were the 2020 juror René Morales, juror Da-
vid Breslin from the previous year, as well as several represented 
artists. “Therapeutic” was a common theme overheard during the 
discussion.  People needed this art, this gathering.  That the Ogden 
was a supportive friend during this period of common isolation 



JOHN STANFORD
Landscape Paintings
Cole Pratt Gallery
New Orleans, LA

JOHN STANFORD’S LATEST exhibition at Cole Pratt Gallery, 
of landscape paintings with oils or acrylics on canvas, is another of 
his trademark offerings that many have come to love. He explores 
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TRENITY THOMAS: Teenage Summer, Archival pigment print.  Ogden Museum of Southern Art.

was just the thing to help folks involved create new ties but also to 
revive and revisit existing connections that could have otherwise 
faded, in ways perhaps we already know. Consider the aftermath 
of Hurricane Katrina in 2005.  Back then, a stubborn disconnect 
persisted between artists and their audience:  one struggled with 
very complex ideas and emotions to explain others, who had not 
much (if any) direct experience with what transpired.  Naturally, to 
many, the result was ultimately a bit of imagined fright, of “what 
would that be like?”—whether or not they “got it” from the bits 
and pieces they could glean from the many stories.  It was hard.  
Truly, the continuing pain of that time is one thing some in the art 
world are still processing today.  In contrast, the current pandem-
ic affects all, rather than a single people in a single place. Here, 
Louisiana Contemporary has shown how vital it was to bring folks 

together, so they can relate, share feelings, hear stories, and come 
to terms with this undeniable condition.  As a result of this effort, 
our art serves us in one of the grandest ways it is meant to—as 
honest expression of matters of heart and mind that can’t easily be 
explained or demonstrated in other ways.



locations such as rural backroads and hillsides; or along coastal 
estuaries, tributaries, streams and marshes, or sandy dunes near 
the shoreline – some in the early evening or in morning settings, 
those times between dark and light before the sun begins or ends 
its day, when softly colored light bathes everything with its chosen 
hue.  Lines of vegetation provide borders from one area to the 
next, giving some of the works a depth that continues to far away 
distances, where thinner, darker lines tell of the horizon, and give 
loft to beautifully colored, contemplative skies.  The works often 
feel pastoral, quiet, introspective, and solitary. They tell of beauty, 
and the raw, directness of nature.
 Stanford and his work embody classic Romanticism and 
demonstrate that great movements don’t just come and go.  Indeed, 
some hallmarks of that era: the return to past ways, the yearning 
for nature, the revival and utilization of technique, displaying the 
artist’s own emotions and experience above all else – all are man-
ifest in such a way that the viewer might begin to feel a bit of 
nostalgia for some of those very things we sometimes come to ca-
sually overlook.  His serene depictions of those wild places readily 
satisfy a craving for adventure and freedom – which also becomes 
subject and theme.
 Landscapes like these, especially of the plein air style, 
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JOHN STANFORD: Tidal Flow. 2019. Oil on canvas. 24 x 30”. Photo Courtesy of Cole Pratt Gallery.

appropriately match the very rawness of the setting, and really 
have a way of capturing the spirit of a moment and the place itself 
– with that wonderful tactile quality of the texture of the canvas 
appearing from underneath the strokes of an inspired brush and 
the ebb and flow of the thickening and thinning waves of paint.  It 
can be trance-inducing.  As moments go, those very few between 
stages of light and color of a hastening morning can be most diffi-
cult to capture in any medium.  The artist not only does that well 
but somehow transports us to the place, where quiet merges with 
beauty and one can begin to sense the sweetness of nature as if 
there, with the waters, the soil, and the grasses. Stanford’s paint-
ings seem to welcome us to this quiet place where we can stand 
as individuals, alone as the artist was, when they were created. In 
ways that do quite the opposite of challenge us we’re invited to 
step away from our now and enjoy a moment of stillness that has 
plenty of room and time for each of us.
 This is most definitely about the art, the making, and the 
long, fine tradition of a particular use of the mediums and  tech-
niques – and that classic, eternal pursuit of nature.  Stanford cap-
tures it all.  His work is as direct as can be.  Otherwise the feeling, 
the effect, would be lost.  Which could be the point, and a gift, 
from the artist.  q



 BY MARIAN S. MCLELLAN

Resolute Statements

LOUISIANA CONTEMPORARY 2019
Ogden Museum of Southern Art

New Orleans, LA

THE OGDEN MUSEUM of Southern Art’s 2019 “Louisiana Con-
temporary” greets museum goers with a brief line excerpted from 
one of poet Terrance Hayes’ sonnets included in his book of seven-
ty sonnets “American Sonnets for My Past and Future Assassin.” 

“…I mean to leave 
A record of my raptures…” 

 Juror David Breslin states the passage came to mind 
when selecting the 44 works by 23 artists for the Louisiana Con-
temporary out of the 364 entrants.   Given the strength of Hayes’ 
book of sonnets in relation to the resultant exhibit, one is tempted 
to include the sonnet in its entirety, but one will refrain from such 
temptation and merely suggest a reading of the particular Ameri-
can Sonnet for My Past and Future Assassin that includes the pas-
sage.  Hayes wrote the seventy sonnets in response to the current 
presidency and the socio-political climate of race and gender.
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 SARRAH DANZIGER: Fen and Jake in Their Garden, 2018. Archival pigment print. 22” x 30”w. Collection of the Artist.
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 TOM O’BRIEN: Chris.  Charcoal on paper.
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 RACHEL DAVID: Covetous, 2018. Hand-forged, formed and fabricated steel. 20” x 22” x 30”. Collection of the artist.

 It is significant when a literary passage garners as much 
interest as the visual musings it is intended to support.  Curious-
ly enough though, the poem from which the passage is excerpted 
does keep things in check.  And although entries came from across 
the state, Breslin, the DeMartini Family Curator and Director of 
the Collection at the Whitney Museum of American Art, only 
chose works by artists from the likely towns of Lafayette, Baton 
Rouge, Metairie, and of course, New Orleans.  In fact, only two 
of the selected artists are from Baton Rouge, and one is from La-
fayette.  Furthermore, much of the work in the 2019 “Louisiana 

Contemporary” appears traditional in the sense of safe art, art that 
succeeds in presenting a resolute statement but avoids tension and 
the inherent risk.  
 Many of the selections are figurative, including three 
archival pigment prints by New Orleans-based Sarrah Danziger.  
Danziger’s Fen and Jake in their Garden, winner of First Place, is 
beautifully staged and richly colored in the manner of Rousseau, 
while Metairie-based Ruth Owens’ oil on canvas Good Family de-
picts a plein air family snapshot using a camouflage technique.  
Tim O’Brien, another New Orleans artist, is represented with one 
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 CARLIE TROSCLAIR: Window Dressing, 2019.

of the few drawings, perhaps the only drawing depending on how 
one defines drawing, in the “Louisiana Contemporary.” Reminis-
cent of Diebenkorn’s abbreviated studies, O’Brien’s Chris is a 
charcoal on paper study of a seated male nude.  
 There are moments in “Louisiana Contemporary” where 
a fresh sense of improv occurs.  Represented with two pedestal 
pieces fashioned from hand forged, formed and fabricated steel, 
is New Orleans-based artist Rachel David.  Originally from Mary-
land, David’s Covetous won Third Place and stands out for its 
playful litany of squiggles and splats like music on a page.    Cov-

etous strongly recalls sculptor David Smith’s poetic landscapes.  
Harking back to the days of Frank Stella if Stella had gone off-
script, are the two mixed media paintings of New Orleans artist 
Luis Cruz Azaceta.  Of the two, Opioid Crisis is the more resolved.  
In addition to a hard edge geometry of rectangles painted in bright 
magenta supplanted by white, gray and black, Opioid Crisis chal-
lengers the viewer with synthesizing lines created from wire.  Lest 
the viewer forget, Azaceta embellishes the surface with actual 
band-aids and pill container.
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 Process and content blend well in the attractive yet enig-
matic works of three more New Orleans artists.  Carlie Trosclair’s 
rust-colored Window Dressing, made of latex, hangs like a curtain 
of skin shed from a brick façade, while Ben Depp’s pigment print 
on cotton paper, Pelicans in Scofield Bay, conveys the essence and 
mystery of flight.  Interestingly, Depp, an independent documen-
tary photographer, focuses on environmental issues and has been 
funded by National Geographic Society.  Using recycled materials 
to create oversized gris-gris are Kristin Meyers’ two entries.  Mey-
ers’ brightly colored He Dances and Systema are tightly-bound in 

twine, literally poking fun at the viewer with items such as hooves, 
helmets, boxing gloves, and even a nicely wrapped rifle.  Talis-
manic, though on a much smaller scale, are the two hanging pieces 
by Baton Rouge artist Clare Samani.  Bearing some resemblance 
to the inscrutable manipulations of the Pakistani-American artist 
Huma Bhabha, Samani’s unlikely mix of fabric, ink and ceramic 
conjure-up the dainty Slick.

 KRISTEN MYERS: He Dances.



 BY JOHN MOSIER

Counterpart:  
Thoughtful and Timely

IN A SOMEWHAT spooky coincidence, Counterpart (2017-
2019), a twenty part series created by Justin Marks, was screened 
a little before the start of the Pandemic.  Spooky because the series 
involves just that: a global pandemic that resulted in the deaths of 
millions, and relevant, because the side that suffered is convinced 
they know who started it, wants revenge, 
 The series was almost entirely shot in and around Berlin, 
which gives the series a distinctive visual signature.  It’s the oppo-
site of the gritty aridity of Walter White’s Albuquerque in Breaking 
Bad or the sleaziness of Tony Soprano’s New Jersey (The Sopra-
nos).  The word that comes to mind is stylish.  
 But it’s also austere, and surprisingly empty.  Historically, 
the city never had the teeming multitudes of Paris or London or 

New York.  Anyone who reads Theodor Fontana, the great novelist 
of the city (and of the late nineteenth century) comes away with 
the impression of a small town that gently merged into the rural 
countryside of Brandenburg.  Despite being the capital of a major 
power, Berlin was in many ways still just a small town.  Although 
that was exacerbated by its situation after 1945, it remained stub-
bornly as it was when Fontana wrote—and this despite Hitler’s 
attempts to transform it.
 That is to say, in cinematic terms, it’s a great location, and 
it’s always been curious that this was never exploited by filmmak-
ers, not even in Germany.   The cinematography, with its emphasis 
on shades of gray, sharp angles, and empty spaces, is not only vi-
sually interesting, but it reinforces the sense of alienation, of men 
and women whose inner selves have been so molded and shaped 
by their mission that the situation they find themselves in is also a 
kind of groping for a true identity.
 The casual viewer, or the cineaste who looks down at se-
ries made for television, will probably be surprised, and not only 
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On Cinema

From the TV series Counterpart (2017)

COUNTERPART 
A television series by Justin Marks 

__
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by this; because the series begins in medias res, lures the viewer 
into thinking it’s some kind of science fiction tale, then quickly 
morphs into an extremely complex story of spies and intrigue that 
makes John le Carré’s Tinker, Tailor, Soldier, Spy (particularly as 
it was adapted to the cinema by Tomas Alfredson in 2011), look 
simple minded. But the plot, although fascinating in itself, is really 
just a vehicle for raising profound questions about identity.  
 Actually, there are some respectable literary precedents 
for doing this, the most notable being Joseph Conrad’s The Secret 
Agent and Friedrich Dürrenmatt’s The Judge and His Executioner, 
while the German director Reiner Werner Fassbinder had used the 
sub-genre for somewhat the same ends in The Third Generation 
(1979).  But the idea of a television series doing this is pretty star-
tling.
 All the more so because it takes time for the real issues 
to develop.  Basically, the key question is simple: to what extent 
is our character, or self, innate, and to what extent is it shaped by 
our environment?  The philosophical version of the Nature versus 
Nurture argument, which, as one scholar observed, was greatly de-
bated in the twentieth century before Hitler came along and ruined 
it.
 The question is complicated, and Counterpart doesn’t 
provide the viewer with simple answers.  Moreover, tales of spying 
and foreign agents seem almost by definition to tax or even tease 

audiences, so what is actually a serious and intellectually fascinat-
ing part of the story is easy to miss.
 One reason is that the beginning of the story makes it look 
like some kind of curious work of science fiction.  The premise is 
simple but fantastic.  The series is set in the present, but we learn 
that in 1987 a scientific experiment in East Germany accidentally 
resulted in the creation of two parallel earths.  They’re connected 
by a portal in Berlin, the traditional locus classicus of post-1945 
spy stories.
 As time has passed, the two earths have diverged—which 
creates both the conflict and the foundation for the philosophical 
part.  The two maintain an uneasy relationship, and each has a top 
secret agency that handles all the contacts.  So for viewers who 
like to see an artist mixing genres, Counterpart is fascinating aside 
from any other qualities.
 Wisely, the science-fiction element is confined to the split.  
In all other respects both worlds are like ours: weapons, dress, ve-
hicles—we’re in a familiar environment, which allows viewers to 
concentrate on the story without being distracted or confused by 
gadgets or special effects
 How we learn the back story is that a low level employee 
in the agency on our side, Howard Silk (J.K. Simmons) is abruptly 
summoned by Peter Quayle (Harold Lloyd), who’s in charge of 
something called Strategy.  Quayle has gotten in touch with him 

J. K. Simmons and Olivia Williams as Howard Silk and Emily Butron-Silk, from the TV series Counterpart (2017)
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because Silk’s counterpart on the other side has come over with a 
disturbing revelation regarding a secret plot to infiltrate sleepers—
secret agents who are simply waiting for a signal to commit some 
sort of mayhem.  Who they are, what their purpose is, how to find 
them and stop their aims, is the vehicle for the plot.  
 The exposition necessary to understand what’s going on 
is well crafted, which is definitely important, because the action 
is extremely complex, to the point of being confusing, since each 
of the main characters has a counterpart, a double, played by the 
same actor.  
 The Howard Silk on our side is a harmless clerk who ad-
mits he has no idea what his job actually is, but his wife Emily 
Burton-Silk (Olivia Williams) is a high level employee in House-
keeping, a name appropriated from Le Carré to mean counter in-
telligence, i.e., finding enemy agents who’ve infiltrated the agency.  
When the action begins, she’s in a coma as the result of being hit 
by a car.  Like almost every other detail in Counterpart, there’s 
more to her initial situation than it seems.
 The other Howard Silk also works for the agency on the 
other side, but both he and his wife are in Housekeeping.  They’re 
also divorced.
 From their first meeting, it’s clear that the two Howards 
are radically different.  The result is an interesting challenge: one 
actor playing two people who are the same physically, have the 
same background, but who have . . . diverged.  Because the How-
ard in Housekeeping is self assured, sarcastic, and contemptuous; 
his whole attitude: you people don’t know what’s going on, but 
you better find out—and quickly.  We assume that he’s a killer, and 
we’re right.  He also thinks his counterpart is a sad case, is openly 
contemptuous.
 He also has a plan: he and his counterpart will trade plac-
es, so he can work with the security people on our side to learn 
what’s going on.  The notion of an unsuspecting man who is caught 
up in a web of intrigue and mayhem was first used by the novelist 
Eric Ambler and then picked up by Hitchcock, and it’s a clever 
way of unfolding the story.
 Our Howard’s experiences on the other side are probably 
for most people the first indication of the serious nature of the sto-
ry.  He is incarcerated in a mysterious and sinister prison, “Echo,” 
where he is experimented on by Yanek (James Cromwell), who is 
obsessed with the notion that our environment shapes our charac-
ter.  Or, in other words, if you put enough pressure on Howard the 
clerk, he will turn in to Howard the professional operative.
 Yanek has his own troubled past, his own personal agen-
da. Beginning with the fact that he was in the lab when the earths 
split.   His colleagues—and their counterparts—are excited by the 
potential of the accident: who knows what great things they might 
be able to accomplish with twice the resources, twice the brain-
power?  
 The result is a cautionary parable about science and sci-
entists, since by the point when we learn this part of the back story, 
we know that in some way a virus was let loose on the other side 
that decimated their population, resulted in the deaths of tens of 
millions.  Counterpart was released before the Pandemic, but this 
is an aspect that gives it a troubling relevance, since the other earth 
blames ours for the virus, and that has in turn led to the formation 
of a secret group dedicated to getting revenge. If Yanek can trans-
form Howard he can justify his own behavior.

 We’re a good ways through the twenty installments as we 
see all this, and although we’ve gotten glimpses of this mysterious 
group, certainly come to respect its power—and the frustrations of 
the Housekeeping unit, it’s only now that we see what the group 
has done, understand their absolute ruthlessness.
 There’s a certain unity here: the plotters, like Yanek, be-
lieve that you can transform human beings by controlling their 
experiences, and we’ve already seen the frustrations of and dead 
ends of the spy catchers on the other side.  If your sleeper really 
is the person he or she is pretending to be, carefully prepared and 
molded to serve your cause, how can you find that person?  Per-
haps more importantly, who can you trust?
 But at the same time, since we’re talking about human 
beings, the situation is very messy (to use the technical term).  In 
a world where everyone has a perfect counter part, if you met your 
other, their choices, their lives and loves would exert a powerful 
attraction on you, because those choices, or desires, would also be 
yours.  
 Why are we who we are?  Why aren’t we different?  A 
different question from pondering if our lives are already worked 
out, that no matter what we do we will come to the same end.  This 
last was the subject of Krzysztof Kieslowski’s Przypadek (Blind 
Chance, 1987), where regardless of his decisions, the central char-
acter made, he ended the same way. 
 But the situation here is much more sophisticated.  The 
other Howard sees in his counterpart’s stable marriage to Emily 
part of a life he lacks, and he’s attracted to her.  Why shouldn’t he 
be?  She’s like her counterpart, only different.  And the other Emily 
see sees in her counterpart a relationship with a daughter that she 
was denied, see a side of her husband that in her marriage was 
absent.
 The pattern is woven throughout the series, plays an im-
portant role in the decisions the characters have to make.  As the se-
ries develops we see how the sleepers have been brainwashed—as 
children—learn of the vengeful fanaticism of the people in charge 
of the plot.  But being on our side exposes them to temptations, as 
they become their other, realize what their life might have been.
 Although this theme is always bubbling away under the 
surface, it’s subtle enough that it doesn’t distract us from the sto-
ry.  Moreover, the main character, the Howard Silk on our side, is 
forced to confront a much more disturbing possibility: that deep 
down, he’s just like his counterpart: a killer with a ruthless disre-
gard for his fellow human beings.
 But then at key points in the story, the other characters are 
confronted with analogous dilemmas.  This is one of the elements 
that makes the series much more interesting than a simple spy 
hunt.  But as we learn more about the split, we learn that this prob-
lem was there from the very first, in the torturous life of Yanek, 
who was unable to withstand seeing how his other (on our side) 
had the life that he’s been denied.  So the germ of the issue—to 
what extent do different experiences produce different people—is 
present from the very start, and it becomes increasingly prominent 
as the series progresses.
 It seems likely that most people, at some point in their 
life, wonder how their lives would have been were it not for 
some event, whether an accident or the result of a choice, or, as 
Kieslowski suggests, just blind fate.   The difference here is that 
almost all the characters have to confront that directly, at some 



point as the story moves to its conclusion.  So these are hardly 
abstractions: they are very real issues that the characters struggle 
with.  
 The answer to the question of which view is correct is 
fundamentally ambiguous.  In the course of the story, our Howard 
Silk is subjected to all sorts of torments and tests, but at bottom he 
only adapts just enough to survive, remains who he is.  But then so 
does his counterpart.
 On the other hand, one of the other chief characters chang-
es dramatically as a result, and many others are either changed or 
tempted.  This is one of those stories that’s easy to spoil by saying 
too much, and for it really to work, the viewer needs to experience 
the revelations as true surprises.
 The viewer needs to pay close attention, simply to keep 
abreast of the story, since Simmons and Williams are playing two 
different characters.  Although there are a good many other char-
acters, those two together with Quayle (Lloyd) and his wife Clare 
(Nazanin Boniadi) are the characters who hold the series together. 
 One of the little remarked advantages of these multi-part 
series, which are basically serials, is that the actors spend enough 
time with their characters to do justice to them.  Although that 
doesn’t necessarily happen, it certainly is true in the two best and 
most respected examples of the genre:  Tony Soprano (James Gan-
dolfini) in The Sopranos and Walter White (Bryan Cranston) in 
Breaking Bad, are the anchor points, as is the case here with Sim-
mons and Williams.  

 Simmons manages what is no mean feat: to play two 
sides of the same person in a way that is a constant reminder of 
both the differences and the similarities.  Williams has a less de-
manding role: for the first part of the series “our” Emily is in a 
coma, so we only see the other Emily.  But since both Emilys were 
in housekeeping, it’s not surprising that as she slowly recovers, her 
character is closer to her counterpart.  
 Still, both cases require the actors to put a good deal of 
thought into their dual roles, and one of the strengths of the series 
is the level of acting.  Even the characters without counterparts on 
screen have had to develop their roles with a good deal of thought, 
because once we leave the fantasy world of OO7, people who 
work for secret government agencies all have double personali-
ties—they’re both ordinary human beings and secret agents of one 
sort of another.
 A great part of the enjoyment of watching Counterpart 
is seeing how it unfolds, and there’s a point at which analysis de-
stroys that.  “To dissect is to kill,” is how William Blake put it,  So, 
having pointed out how this is a complex and fascinating tale of 
spying and intrigue, and how the basic philosophical issue emerg-
es, how it is always present, lurking around, and how there’s no 
simple solution, let us leave it at that.
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Sara Serraiocco as Baldwin, from the TV series Counterpart (2017)
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 BY STEPHEN BACHMANN

Proust and Plague

Someone, hearing that I felt unwell, asked me if I was not afraid of catching the flu 
which was raging at the time; another benign person reassured me by saying: “No, 
it is the young people who are vulnerable, people of your age are no longer at risk.”

--Proust, TIME RETRIEVED

***

 SOME PARTS OF the world have imposed lockdowns in 
hopes of dealing with the international coronavirus pandemic.  In 
my part of the world, Rousseau’s world, i.e., Savoy, now part of 
France, a severe lockdown was imposed for some ten weeks;  it is 
not clear how much it will have to be revived, or when, or where.

 Lockdowns give one an opportunity to read a lot of those 
multi-volume works of literature which one has been waiting to 
read, e.g., IN SEARCH OF LOST TIME, SHADES OF GREY, 
etc.  The point of this essay to explore why SEARCH might be a 
good choice for a long lockdown; and indeed, why after reading 
SEARCH, one might be well prepared for the next lockdown.
 The question boils down to why IN SEARCH OF LOST 
TIME might be worth the bother of reading.  And indeed, slogging 
through one Proustian sentence can be considered an effort in its 
own right, if not an irritating bother.
 In any case, the answer to the question of the worth of 
Proust begins with the main title of his entire work, and ends with 
the title of the last volume of his entire work.
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 In English, Proust’s entire work is now known as IN 
SEARCH OF LOST TIME.  But the title in French is A LA RE-
CHERCHE DU TEMPS PERDU, and the key word here is recher-
che.  In French chercher means to search; and when “re” is placed 
in front of chercher, one gets rechercher, i.e., research, just like 
English a “re” added to “search” creates “research”.  The point 
is that A LA RECHERCHE DU TEMPS PERDU might better be 
translated as ON RESEARCH INTO LOST TIME.  Such a trans-
lation echoes Mme Curie’s 1904  publication of  “Recherches sur 
les substances radioactives,” i.e., “Researches on radioactive sub-
stances.”  Whether Proust had Mme. Curie in mind when he in-
vented his title is open to question, but the degree to which Proust 
wanted his work to be seen as scientific investigation is clear.  In 
RECHERCHE, Proust repeatedly speaks of his work in terms of 
research and experiment, and he parallels the work of the writer 
to that of the scientist.   Proust insists that his proposed truths be 
accepted not only as poetic truths, but moreover as scientific fact, 
objective reality.   
 But what is Proust searching for, or what does his re-
search work tell him?
 The title of Proust’s final climax volume is LE TEMP 
RETROUVE. This suggests that if Proust’s whole novel is about 
(re)searching for Lost Time, the task is fulfilled in the action indi-
cated by the word retrouver.  The dictionaries provide many op-
tions for translating retrouver, including find, regain, remember, 
recover, retrieve, join, restore, trace, rediscover, recall, recapture, 
track down, etc.  Thus LE TEMP RETROUVE  has been translated 
as TIME REGAINED, or FINDING TIME AGAIN.  However, I 
prefer the translation TIME RETRIEVED.  The word “retrieve”  
calls attention to the particular sort of retrouver which Proust envi-
sions, viz., a process of actively finding Lost Time, engaging Lost 
Time, and getting hold of Lost Time – and indeed, possibly (re)
creating it.  The critical point here is that this is an active process: 
one simply does not, in more passive fashion, simply stumble onto 
Lost Time. In French, retrouver can refer to people meeting each 
other – but even in that case the active, and mutually engaging 
aspects of the phenomenon should be acknowledged and appre-
ciated.  But the ultimate point is retrouver does not mean tripping 
over or blundering into something, it means engagement, requiring 
conscientious action on the part of the retriever.  (Cf. the retriever 
dog, who does not blunder, but who tracks down.)
 For the purposes of his quest, what is Proust thinking of 
when he considers the act of retrieving?  It might help to begin by 
clarifying what he does NOT consider to be retrieving.
 For example, REMINISCING does not qualify as retriev-
ing.  Jogging one’s memory to “retrieve” happy moments may 
prove pleasant, but Proust makes it clear that this is not what he 
has in mind: 

Of course we can prolong the pageants of voluntary memory, which engage no 
more of our powers than leafing through a picture album. Thus, for example, the 
day when I was going to visit the Princess of Guermantes ... I had lazily browsed 
through images at my choice, sometimes the Place de l’Eglise in Combray, or the 
beach at Balbec, as if I were providing illustrations for each day by flipping through 
a notebook of watercolors taken in the various places where I had been; and where, 
with the selfish pleasure of a collector, I told myself, in so cataloging the illustra-
tions of my memory: “All the same, I have seen beautiful things in my life.” …  It 
had not been the same with the three memories which I had just had, and where, 
instead of getting a more flattering idea of   my self, I had, on the contrary, almost 
doubted the current reality of this self. Like the day I dipped the madeleine in the 
hot tea…

 DREAM CHASING does not qualify as retrieving: 

Well, perhaps it was also because of the marvelous games that Dreams play with 
Time which had fascinated me. Had I not often seen in one night, in one minute 
of one night, times far away, relegated to these enormous distances where we can 
hardly distinguish anything from the feelings which we felt there, fusing with us  at 
full speed, blinding us with their clarity, as if they had been giant aircraft  instead 
of the pale stars which we believed them to be, making us take back all  that which 
they had contained for us, giving us emotion, shock, and clarity due to their  im-
mediate vicinity;  and which, once we have wakened,  seem to have recovered the 
distance which they had miraculously crossed; do they not bring us to the point of 
believing - wrongly, by the way - that they were one of the methods for retrieving 
[retrouver] Lost Time?

 “APPRECIATING” LIFE does not qualify as retrieving, 
at least if one conceives of appreciation at a level of minor enrich-
ment. In his exasperating HOW PROUST CAN CHANGE YOUR 
LIFE. Alain de Botton, writes:  

In SEARCH OF LOST TIME . . . [is] a practical, universally applicable story about 
how to stop wasting time and start to appreciate life (9) [e.g.,] “how to live life 
today,” “how to take your time,” “how to suffer successfully,” “how to express 
your emotions,” “how to be a good friend,”  “how to open your eyes,” “how to 
be happy in love,” “how to put books down” (vii) … it would be more accurate to 
describe the madeleine as provoking a moment of appreciation rather than mere 
recollection.  (144-145).

 The reference to the madeleine, of course, refers to 
Proust’s famous moment when he tastes a little French cake which 
he has dipped in tea, and suddenly, he experiences flashbacks to 
his childhood.  But a reading of Proust’s narrative of this experi-
ence indicates clearly that something more than mere enrichment 
is involved: 

I carried to my lips a spoonful of tea, where I had moistened a piece of madeleine. 
But just as the sip, mixed with the crumbs of the cake, touched my palate, I shud-
dered, attentive to the extraordinary thing which was happening in me. A delight-
ful excitement had invaded me, isolated, giving no notion of its cause. Instantly it 
rendered the vicissitudes of life indifferent to me; its disasters, its brevity, illusory, 
in the same manner that love operates, filling me with a precious essence: or 
rather, this essence was not in me, it was me. I had stopped feeling mediocre, con-
tingent, mortal….  And I begin to wonder what this unknown state could be, which 
brought no logical proof, but only the evidence, of its bliss, of its reality, before 
which all others vanished. I want to try to make it reappear… And suddenly the 
memory appears to me. This taste was that of the little morsel of madeleine which, 
on Sunday morning in Combray (because those days I did not go out before Mass), 
when I was going to say good morning to her in her room, my Aunt Leonie offered 
me, after soaking it in her infusion of tea or lime.

 What Proust is discussing is bliss, rapture, overwhelming 
ecstasy.  In her recently published AU REVIEW, TRISTESSE: 
LESSONS IN HAPPINESS FROM FRENCH LITERATURE, 
Viv Groskop, comes closer to the mark: 

This is the big takeaway from Proust: Never mind youth, never mind nostalgia. 
The real joy to be found in life is in the moments when we forget ourselves and 
are involuntarily transported back to another time and place. It’s an extraordinary 
trick of time travel that we visit upon ourselves without meaning to and that we 
can’t do by concentrating. It’s something that happens when it happens, without us 
being able to influence it. He celebrates the moments when we are taken outside 
ourselves without meaning to be...  he encourages us to be aware of involuntary 
memory. To experience involuntary memory—suddenly, unexpectedly, without try-
ing to remember—is one of the most joyous things that can happen to us. … Proust 
is on a nostalgic time-traveling quest where his present self travels backward and 
his past self travels forward, and somehow they meet in the middle. This fusion of 
time is what gives life meaning. It’s a deeply felt understanding of what frustrates so 
many of us in this life. Does anything really matter? How do we know if it matters? 
Does what we do affect what happens in the future? This is what joy is for Proust: 
reconciling the fear of loss with an understanding that nothing is ever completely 
lost. (41-43, 53)
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 The good news is that Groskop understands that ecstasy 
is involved here – though she may not reach Proust’s allusions to 
the dissolution of the self and the discovery of another self (not to 
mention the degree to which Past and Present intersect with one 
another).  Additionally, she gets the point that Proust believes that 
he has found the meaning of life, but it may not necessarily derive 
from the argument that life has meaning because nothing is ever 
completely lost.  (Nietzsche once argued that EVERYTHING re-
turns, ETERNALLY: he claimed he did not want the suffering to 
be lost;  how do we feel about the notion that death camp experi-
ences might in some form endure forever?) 
 Groskop’s appreciation of Proust falls a little short, which 
is evidenced by her absurd remark that in RECHERCHE “There is 
no real plot and no real ending” (48)  Actually, the “plot” of Proust 
is pretty clear:  It is about a person who wants to become a writ-
er; but who realizes that if he is going to write, he ought to have 
something to say.  At the end of the book the author tells us he has 
finally found something important to say; and then he sits down to 
write his book so he can say it.  (At this point the reader is led to 
return to the beginning of RECHERCHE, so perhaps Groskop is 
right when she says it has no ending.)
 The plot of RECHERCHE involves its author’s “re-
searches,” researches into Lost Time, and how to retrieve Lost 
Time.  If one understands the results of Proust’s researches, one 
can appreciate why one should bother reading him  - and indeed, 
that is part of his point, because, unlike many authors, he is clear 
that he should simply shut up and sit down unless he has some-
thing really, really important to say
 Following Groskop, one might say “Hey, I’ll just take 
those fortuitous joys, if I have a few moments of intense ecstasy 
during the course of my life, that will be enough for me.”  Indeed, 
the whole theme of Goethe’s FAUST is that one might expect and 
require only one of them…

***

That was in the winter of senior year.  Then in the spring something happened to 
me.  Yes, I remember.  I fell in love with James Tyrone and was so happy for a time.

—Eugene O’Neill, LONG DAYS JOURNEY INTO NIGHT

***

 But Proust might dismiss the preceding as looking for 
snapshots in a photo album. A closer analysis of Proust’s concep-
tion of retrouver suggests what more might be involved. Proust 
explicates this process in his discussion of his encounter with three 
trees in Hudimesnil in GIRLS IN BLOOM, the second volume of 
RECHERCHE:  

We came down towards Hudimesnil; all of a sudden I was filled with that deep 
joy which I had seldom felt since Combray, a bliss… I had just seen, behind the 
backroad we were following, three trees …  I felt they were familiar... I  looked at 
the three trees; I saw them clearly; but my mind sensed that they were shrouding 
something which it had not perceived, as if it were one of those objects placed 
just beyond our reach… It quite seemed that I should be doing this now. I had 
recognized that this was the sort of joy which requires, it is true, the utilization 
of a working intellect…  This joy, the object of which I could only sense, I had to 
create it myself; I had experienced it only a few times, but with each occurrence 
it seemed to me everything else meant nothing; and it would be only by attaching 
myself to that reality alone would I be able, finally, to start a true life… Soon, at a 
crossroads, our carriage abandoned them. It dragged me away from that which I 
believed to be the only truth, that which made me truly joyous, it intimated my life.

 In other words, one may experience an initial thrill, but 
for Proust the joy is only partial.  There is more to be had.  But to 
get that more, more work is required.  As he says, he has to create 
the joy himself; and this is done first, by acknowledging the pres-
ent joy; but next, one must ascertain the past instance which the 
present instant arouses, and that requires efforts of creation and 
recreation:

One condition of my work as I had conceived of it earlier in the library was the 
deepening of the impressings which I first had to recreate through memory... 

 The inner book of these unknown signs ... no one could help me to read it with help 
from any set of rules, because this reading consists of an act of creation where no 
one can stand in for us, or even collaborate with us…

Sounding the depths of the past in oneself includes the intellectu-
al work of translating them into something apprehendable for the 
intellect:

But the recreation by the memory of impressings which must then be deepened, 
illuminated, and transformed into equivalents for the intellect, was that not a 
condition, almost the essence of the work of art as I had conceived it earlier in the 
library? ...

…in order to communicate these impressings, to write this essential book, the only 
true book, a great writer does not, in the usual sense, invent it, since it already ex-
ists in each of us, but the writer must translate it. The duty and the task of a writer 
are those of a translator…

For Proust this brings one into the arena of creating art, which in-
cludes two more critical items: first, the ascertainment of the rela-
tionship between between the past instance and the present instant; 
and then securing means for articulating it:

An hour is not an hour, it is a vase filled with perfumes, sounds, projects and cli-
mates. What we call reality is a certain relationship between these [present] sen-
sations and those [past] memories which surround us simultaneously - a relation-
ship which eradicates a simple cinematographic vision, which is quite far removed 
from the truth which it claims to limit itself to – it is a unique relationship which 
the writer must retrieve [retrouver] to link forever in his formulation of the two 
different terms. While one may have indefinitely succeeded in describing the objects 
which were in the place, the truth will commence only at the moment when the 
writer will take two different objects, present their relationship (analogous in the 
world of art to that which is the unique relationship of causal laws in the world of 
science) and enclose them in the necessary rings of a beautiful style…

When one performs this, Proust claims that one is tapping into 
eternity, a world beyond time, and that part of the self which can 
tap into that eternity also participates in that  world beyond time: 

... the bliss which I experienced did not derive from a purely subjective tension of 
the nerves which isolates us from the past, but, on the contrary, from an enlarge-
ment of my spirit which reformed and updated the past, and gave me - only for a 
moment, alas - an appreciation of eternity…

in truth, the Being who had tasted those impressings tasted that which It held 
in common with a former day and the present, in that they all existed outside 
Time; that Being appeared only when, by one of those identifications between 
the Present and the Past, It could find Itself in the only environment where It 
could live, enjoy the essence of things, which is to say, outside of Time. This ex-
plained why my anxieties about my death had ceased at the moment when I had 
unconsciously recognized the taste of the little madeleine, because at that mo-
ment the Being which I had been was an extra-temporal Being, a being outside 
time, and, consequentially, unconcerned over the vicissitudes of the future… 



…a bit of Time in the pure state. The Being who was reborn in me ... this Being 
feeds only on the essence of things, only in them will It discover Its sustenance, Its 
delights. It languishes in the observation of the Present where the senses cannot 
render it to Itself, in an account of a Past which the intellect parches, and in expec-
tation of a Future which the Will builds with fragments from the Present and the 
Past, and from which it excises their reality, retaining from them only that which is 
appropriate to the utilitarian, narrowly human end which it allots to them. 

The reader with some knowledge of philosophy might appropri-
ately recognize some Platonism here.  Proust believes in an eternal 
world beyond surface appearances, which one can ascertain with 
the right attitude and a good work ethic. Proust once listed as a 
“hero” his teacher at the Lycee Condorcet, Alphonse Darlu, who 
was a Platonist.  And during the time he was trying to figure out 
how to proceed with RECHERCHE, Proust wrote in one of his 
notebooks: “Should we make it a novel, a philosophical study, am 
I a novelist?”
 To summarize at this point, the work of retrieving time 
does not involve happenstance.  Perhaps the initial encounter with 
Lost Time might involve, if not require, a bolt of grace; when the 
encounter with an instance of the present unleashes an eruption 
from the past:

But once a noise is heard, once a scent is sniffed, it becomes new, both in the Pres-
ent and in the Past, real without being current, ideal without being abstract; and 
immediately the permanent and usually hidden essence of things is liberated, and 
our true self which has seemed dead (sometimes for a long time, even though it was 
alive) receives the sweet food which is brought to it. A minute freed from the order 
of Time is recreated in us, we sense the human being freed from the order of Time. 
And when we understand this we become confident in our joy, even if the simple 
taste of a madeleine does not logically seem to contain the reasons for this joy; 
we understands that the word “death” makes no sense for us; situated apart from 
Time - how can we fear the future?

But again, as we have seen, Proust insists that creative work must 
follow that initial epiphany: it has to be sounded, evaluated, inter-
preted, and translated. 

***

The important thing
Is to pull yourself up by your own hair

To turn yourself inside out
And see the whole word with fresh eyes

--Peter Weiss, MARAT/SADE

***

 But now that one understands that plot and goal of Proust 
– the work of ‘retrieving’ Lost Time – to what degree does that 
really justify bothering with Proust?
 There are aesthetic grounds. The first perhaps involves 
simply watching Proust explicate his philosophy.  Plato used fic-
tion to illustrate his, and so does Proust.  Plato and Proust are long 
reads, but they are literary, they are aesthetically stimulating, and 
they do have an argument to make.
 If one does not appreciate Proust’s literary turns and phil-
osophical positon, one may still, ala Groskop, adopt a version of 
his conclusion.  He does claim that there are certain special joys in 
life; and even if one does not believe that such involves participa-
tion in an eternal sate of being, one can still enjoy the pleasure, if 
not the thrill, of experiencing an intersection between the past and 
the present.  

 And indeed, investigating WHY such intersections hold 
such power for the individual can deepen one’s appreciation of 
experience.  Proustian moments do hold the potential for guiding 
one into profound senses of what life holds in terms of romantic 
love, family love, natural beauty, and aesthetic transport.  Yet hon-
esty requires that this Proustian exploration might also confront 
one with issues of loss, humiliation, and other experiences which 
might sometimes better remain suppressed in repression.
 The preceding justifications for engaging Proust may still 
strike some as insufficient.  Aside from the question of how inter-
esting one might find the viewing of a philosophical demonstra-
tion – or the invention of sentences - there remains the question of 
whether the philosophy demonstrated really can or does “change 
your life.”  In one sense Proust is saying “Wait around for a hand-
ful of thunderbolts – that’s all you’ll get, and that will be enough.  
And if it’s not enough, try translating that stuff into art, that will 
keep you busy.”
 In a fundamental sense, Proust’s argument cannot be an-
swered, because it appeals to justification beyond reason.  One ei-
ther has those experiences which contain the intensity to convince 
one, or one does not.   It is the weight of the experience itself which 
convinces, not “rational” argument.  As Nietzsche writes, “Honest 
things, like honest men, do not carry their reasons in their hands 
like that.  It is indecent to show all five fingers.  What must first be 
proved is worth little.”
 Yet Nietzsche leads to one other factor which might pro-
vide some additional support for Proust; and that is his assertion 
that what we get from a philosopher is not what the philosopher 
says, but what we can learn from his methods.  To this point I 
would cite the sentences which I think are the most important for 
summarizing and understanding Proust:

 The greatness of true art … was to retrieve [retrouver], to seize again, 
to make known to us, this reality which exists far from where we live, a reality which 
we allow ourselves to disregard more and more, as the conventional knowledge 
which we substitute for it takes on more thickness and impermeability; we greatly 
risk dying without having known this reality which is, simply, our life, the true 
life, the life finally discovered and clarified, the only life, therefore, genuinely lived, 
this life, which, in a sense, lives at every moment in all men as well as in the artist 
... the style, for the writer as well as for the painter, is a question not of technique, 
but of vision ... 
 This work of the artist, to seek to perceive something different - under 
matter, under experience, under words - is the exact opposite of the work which 
we do when, each minute, we live diverted from ourselves; vanity, passion, intel-
ligence, and habit, also accomplish this in us, when, in order to deny our true 
impressings, the former heap on top of the latter the classifications and practical 
goals which we falsely call life. In short, this complicated art is the only living art. 
Only it articulates for others, and makes us see ourselves in our own life, that life 
which cannot be “observed,” whose observed appearances must be translated, and 
often read backwards, and painfully deciphered. That work which our vanity, our 
passion, our spirit of imitation, our abstract intelligence, our habits, has done, 
that is the work which art will defeat, art is the march in the opposite direction, 
the return to depths, where that which genuinely existed lies unknown to us, 
where we will track it down…

Aside from what we have already discussed, Proust here points 
out the degree to which Habit and the requirements of practical 
life push human beings into becoming Pavlov dogs when it when 
it comes to perception and desire.  It gets worse when one  con-
siders the degree to which “normal” life is defined for us by the 
advertising industry which postulate consumption as the supreme 
happiness.  (This does much to motor the economy of course, but 
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there may be more to life and buying and selling, and deriving 
one’s joys from things sold by others.)  
 Too often, contemporary humanity lives in a state of cli-
ché, it perceives through cliché, it appreciates through cliché;  and 
as a result it restricts itself and contains itself through cliché. The 
task of the artist when she makes art is to push people pass these 
boundaries.  Yet even an “ordinary citizen” could actually take a 
page from Proust’s artist’s book by trying to clear through all the 
garbage and crap which has been placed in his head by habit and 
society; and reach down further to sense experiences from life 
which might actually prove more rewarding and which in actuality 
involve more humanity. This can and should be pursued on a dai-
ly basis if one wants to live a life beyond a program imposed by 
drudgery and drudges.   One may not always trip over a landmine 
which explodes into a Proustian rapture, but does one secure a 
richer array of what living has to offer,  
 This project involves not only a sweeping away of in-
ternal garbage so that one can better ascertain and appreciate the 
“outside” world.  For Proust it is less a matter of “outside” than it 
is a matter of the outside AND the inside:  

…every impression is double, half-engulfed in the object, extended into ourselves 
by another half, internalized, which only we might know - we scurry on to neglect 
that internal half, that is to say, the only half to which we should be attaching 
ourselves; and we take into account only the other half which cannot be deepened 
because it is external, and will not cause us any fatigue

 The “inside” part is, for Proust, the more important part, 
and what one explores with Proust is an exploration of one’s inte-
rior self:

[the readers of my book] they would not be my readers; rather, they would be the 
readers of their own selves, my book serving only as a kind of one of those magni-
fying glasses, like those which a Combray optician would provide to his customers 
- my book, giving them the means to read inside themselves.  So that I would not ask 
them to praise me or to blame me, but only to  tell me if I had been correct,  if the 
words which they read inside themselves were indeed those which I wrote

***

I am a cosmonaut of inner space.
--Alexander Trocchi 

***

 All the above can be done within the quarters to which 
one is confined during a pandemic; and it can be done when any 
lockdowns are lifted.  Such efforts can consume time, but they are 
not a waste of time, because as Proust would argue, they constitute 
the only time in life really worth living.
 Moreover, not all of these adventures require that heavy 
a lifting. Outside of RECHERCHE, Proust suggests that one can 
derive satisfactions from popular songs:

Detest bad music if you will, but don’t despise it… The irritating refrain, for in-
stance, that any refined and well-trained ear will immediately refuse to listen to, 
has been the repository for the riches of thousands of souls, and keeps the secret 
of thousands of lives, for which it was the living inspiration, the ever-ready con-
solation, always lying half-open on the piano’s music stand—a source of dreamy 
grace for those lives, and an ideal.    Those arpeggios too, or that “re-entry” of 
the theme, have aroused in the soul of more than one lover or dreamer an echo of 
the harmonies of paradise or the very voice of the beloved woman. (DAYS, 127)

And there is Christmas:  

And while little by little Christmas has lost its truth for us as an anniversary, it has 
at the same time, through the gentle emanation of accumulated memories, taken on 
a more and more living reality, in which candlelight… the smell of its tangerines 
imbibing the warmth of heated rooms, the gaiety of its cold and its fires, the scent of 
tea and mimosa, return to us overlaid with the delectable honey of our personality, 
which we have unconsciously been depositing over the years during which—en-
grossed in selfish pursuits—we paid no attention to it, and now suddenly it sets our 
hearts to beating . . . (Letter to Marie Nordlinger, January 1899)

In my PROUST FOR BEGINNERS, I have provided a laundry list 
of some of the items which might assist or trigger one in sounding 
the depths of reality and one’s self, including:  a ray of the setting 
sun; book binding; breakfast coffee; noon in the sound of bells; 
mornings with the hiccups of central heating; the distant sound 
of an aeroplane; the outline of a church steeple; the warbling of a 
thrush; a smell in a deplorable wooden villa at the seaside; eating 
light-coloured grapes; the taste of dark, spiced messes of stewed 
fruit, in hotel rooms with dusty furniture; a bathroom of wet soap, 
eau-de-Cologne, mouth-wash, and sunlight; the smell of railway 
cars; the sound of limping, echoing bells’; the fragrance of roses; 
washrooms and roads from which we can look at the sea…
 Yet below the rigorous level of Proust’s artist, even down 
to a tyro’s laundry list, some effort will be required, even if only to 
remember and sing These Are a Few of My Favorite Things. Such 
requires some work.  It is kind of like dealing with a pandemic, at 
least from a European perspective.  You have to do some work be-
fore you can get back to enjoying semi-normal life.  An American 
whose mind has been utterly determined by cliché may not even 
have a clue as to what should be done, and what might be recov-
ered, rediscovered, or retrieved...

***

Whom the gods would destroy they first make mad
--Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, “The Masque of Pandora”

***

We may well say that the hour of death is uncertain, but when we say this, we 
represent this hour as being situated in a vague and distant space; we do not think 
it has any connection with the day which already begun and may mean that death 
- or its first partial clutch on of us, after which it will not let go - can happen in 

this very uncertain afternoon, this afternoon, where our plans for each hour have 
already been planned in advance…

--Proust, THE GUERMANTES WAY
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June 6th 2021;  Reading Room: Francis Almendárez: “Reconcili-
ation in the Search for Home” (multimedia, performance), through 
June 27th, 2021.

ARIODANTE GALLERY, 535 Julia St. (524-3233, www.ariodan-
tegallery.com).  In May: Myra Wirtz (paintings), Suzanne & An-
gelique Juneau (jewelry), Jerry Hymel (crafts), Jax Frey (La-
gniappe); June: Cheri Ben Iesau (paintings), Jewelry by various 
artists, Sandra Maher (crafts). Tim Maher (Lagniappe);  July: 
Sergio Alvarez (paintings) jewelry, crafts, & lagniappe by various 
artists; August:  Amy Sartin Carlisle (paintings), Lisa Normand 
(jewelry). Gary Schiro (crafts), Nancy Susaneck (lagniappe); 
September: Duane Spencer (paintings), Rocsean Spencer (jew-
elry), TBA (crafts), Joan of Art (lagniappe).

A GALLERY FOR FINE PHOTOGRAPHY, 241 Chartres St. 
(568-1313, www.agallery.com). Pigment prints by Ben Depp, 
now through September 1st, 2021. 

ACADEMY GALLERY, 5256 Magazine St.  (899-8111, www.
noafa.com). Student Exhibition 2021:  May 29th - July 30th.  
Opening Reception Friday, June 4th, 5 pm - 7 pm;  Annual Art 
Fair:  June 5th, 9am - 3pm;  Summer Registration ongoing, 
Summer Classes begin June 7th - July 30th.  Fall Registration 
begins August 16th.  Faculty Exhibition Opening Reception 5pm 
- 7pm August 28th;  Fall Session begins September 13th, 2021.

ANTENNA GALLERY, 3718 St Claude Ave.  (298-3161, www.
antenna.works). Jill Frank: “Celestials” (photographs), May 8th - 

COMPILED BY CHRIS LEWIS

Calendar

SHAWNE MAJOR: Copacetic, from the exhibition “Misdirection,” at Arthur Roger Gallery, on view through June 19th.
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BRUNNER GALLERY, 215 N. Columbia St. Covington (985-
893-0444).  Rick Brunner, Sculpture and Furniture Designs.

CALLAN CONTEMPORARY, 518 Julia St. New Orleans (525-
0518), www.callancontemporary.com) Sibylle Peretti: “Love-
Land” (mixed media glass sculpture) Through June 27th.

CAROL ROBINSON GALLERY, 840 Napoleon Ave. at Maga-
zine (895-6130, www.carolrobinsongallery.net).  “Homage to 
Notre Dame: two years after the fire” (new work in oil) by Jack 
Maxwell opening April 15, 2021. “Spring Offerings, A New Year 
Of Art” a group exhibition through Spring 2021.

ARTHUR ROGER GALLERY, 432 Julia St. (522-1999, www.ar-
thurrogergallery.com). @432: David Halliday: “Quotidian Life”.
(photography) May 1 - June 19; Shawne Major: “Misdirection” 
(assemblage) May 1 - June 19; “Black Beauty” (group exhibition, 
TBA), August 7 - September 18; @434:  Nicole Charbonnet: 
“Pictures of nothing” (paintings), May 1 - June 19 2021.

BARRISTER’S GALLERY, 2331 St. Claude Ave.  (710-4506, 
www.barristersgallery.com). “Be water, my Friend.” -Bruce Lee 
Jun-fan.  The gallery, with best wishes, is closed.

BOYD SATELLITE, 440 Julia St. (899-4218, www.boydsatellite-
gallery.com).

KATIE RAFFERTY: Found Geometry 2, 2021. Oil/Mixed Media/Canvas, 40” high, at the Cole Pratt Gallery.



SIBYLLE PERETTI: Banks of Long River, 2021. Kiln formed glass, engraved, painted, silver paper applique. 60” high, at Callan Contemporary, New  Orleans.

GALLERY 600 JULIA, 600 Julia Street, (895-7375, www.gallery-
600julia.com). May 1st: Linda Lesperance “Cultural Connec-
tions”;June 5th: Mitch Overby “Pastures amd Paddocks”;  July 
3rd: Larry “Kip” Hayes & Linda Esperance;  August 7th: Carol 
Hallock; September 4th: Sean Randall.

GEORGE & LEAH MCKENNA MUSEUM OF AFRI-
CAN-AMERICAN ART, 2003 Carondelet St.  (323-5074, www.
themckennamuseum.com). Due to COVID-19, the McKenna Mu-
seums is closed.  The museum is currently accepting bookings for 
2021.

COLE PRATT GALLERY, 3800 Magazine St.(891-6789, www.
coleprattgallery.com). Isabelle Coppinger (wall sculpture), 
through May 29th; Katie Rafferty (paintings)  June 1 - June 26th; 
Leigh Suggs (paintings) Ocotber 2 - October 30th.

COLLINS DIBOLL ART GALLERY, Loyola University, (861-
5456, www.loyno.edu/dibollgallery/). 

CONTEMPORARY ARTS CENTER, 900 Camp St.  (210-0224, 
www.cacno.org).  “ISOLATION / CONNECTION: Teen Life in 
the Time of COVID”, (local teens, group exhibition) through Sep-
tember 26th.
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JENNA  AL-FOUZAN:  A Working Mind, 2021.  Acrylic on canvas.  
At the Contemporary Arts Center.

KIM  HUYNH  TRUITT:  Masked Baby, 2021.  Linoleum print. At the Contemporary Arts Center.
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GOOD CHILDREN GALLERY, 4037 St Claude (616-7427, 
www.goodchildrengallery.com).  “The Sleep of Reason” Curated 
by Tony Campbell and Mat Vis, May 8 - June 6, group exhibi-
tion featuring: Luis Cruz Azaceta, Blake Boyd, Dan Charbon-
net, Generic Art Solutions, Dane Hansen, Regina Scully, The 
SLURGE, Nina Schwanse, Nari Ward.

HISTORIC NEW ORLEANS COLLECTION, 533 Royal St. 
(523-4662, www.hnoc.org). “Pieces of History: Ten Years of Dec-
orative Arts Fieldwork”, through September 5; “Dancing in the 
Streets: Social Aid and Pleasure Clubs of New Orleans”, (histor-
ical photography) through June 13; “French Quarter Life: People 
and Places in the Vieux Carré”, (paintings) September 8, 2020 to 
September 1, 2021. 

ISAAC DELGADO FINE ARTS GALLERY, 615 City Park Ave.  
(671-6377).

  
JONATHAN FERRARA GALLERY, 400a Julia St.  (522-5471, 
www.jonathanferraragallery.com).  Ruth Owens, “Be Kind To 
Yourself” 1 April -  29 May 2021; Carlton Scott Sturgill “Life in 
Bloom” 1 April -  29 May 2021; Rewa:  “i’je awel’le: A Beautiful 
Journey, A Safe Journey” (Nigerian Contemporary Artist), June 3 
– July 17, 2021; Joshua Edward Bennett “Seers”  (gallery pre-
miere) June 3 – July 17, 2021;  Trenity Thomas (new photographs 
- gallery premier) July 21 – August 28, 2021; Jenny Day (new 
paintings and ceramic sculpture - Santa Fe-based contemporary 
artist) July 22 – August 28, 2021; 25TH Annual No Dead Artists, 
International Juried Exhibition of Contemporary Art September 1 
– October 16, 2021.

LEMIEUX GALLERIES, 332 Julia St.  (522-5988, www.lemieux-
galleries.com).  Open Call “And Now For Something New, VOL 
3”, April 12 - May 22, 2021 (for view in July/August 2021 ) “Plac-
es I Remember”, A Group Show, May 1-June 26, 2021.

REWA: ofu obi | One Love, 2021. acrylic and ink on canvas. 48” high, at the Jonathan Ferrara Gallery.
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ESTHER HOVERS: False Positives, Overview H, 2015-2016. Archival Pigment Print.  At the New Orleans Museum of Art. 
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LONGUE VUE HOUSE AND GARDENS,  7 Bamboo Rd. (488-
5488, https://longuevue.com/events/).

LOUISIANA STATE MUSEUM CABILDO, 701 Chartres St. 
(568-6968, www.lsm.crt.state.la.us).

MARTINE CHAISSON GALLERY, 727 Camp St. (302-7942, 
www.martinechaissongallery.com).  Elizabeth Chapin: “Banish-
ment of Solitude” March 6, 2021 - May 29, 2021.
 
NEWCOMB ART MUSEUM, Tulane University.  (865-5328, 
newcombartgallery.tulane.edu). The museum is reopening to the 
public May 22. Laura Anderson Barbata: “Transcommunality,” 
through October 2nd, 2021.

NEW ORLEANS MUSEUM OF ART, City Park.  (658-4100), 
www.noma.org).. “Ancestors in Stone”, (west african stone ven-
erations) on view through August 1st, 2021;  “New Photography: 
Create, Collect, Compile”, on view through June 6th, 2021;
“Atomic Number Thirteen: Aluminum in 20th-Century Design” 
(objects) on view through April 17th, 2022; “Arte Sacra: Roman 
Catholic Art from Portuguese India”, on view through June 20th, 
2021; “The Pursuit of Salvation: Jain Art from India”, (devotional 
objects) on view through May 15th, 2022; “Selections from the 
Collection of Dr. H. Russell Albright”, (photographs), on view 
through July 4th, 2021; “NEW at NOMA: Recent Acquisitions in 
Contemporary Art”, on view through June 26th, 2022; “Oriental-
ism: Taking and Making”, (19th-century paintings, photographs, 
decorative arts), on view through January 2nd, 2022.

CURTIS STEWART JAUNSEN:  Halstead Bayou.  Oil on canvas. 30” high, at the Carol Robinson Gallery. 
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GRETA VAN CAMPEN: Looking toward Monroe Island, 2021.  Acrylic on panel. 11 1/8” high, at the Octavia Art Gallery, New Orleans .

NEW ORLEANS PHOTO ALLIANCE, 1111 St Mary St. (610-
4899, neworleansphotoalliance.org).  “Sunshine Prints”, 2021 
Spring juried exhibition, (photographic work created through pro-
cesses involving exposure to direct sunlight.)  Through June 27, 
2021.

OCTAVIA ART GALLERY, 454 Julia St.  (309-4249, www.oc-
taviaartgallery.com).  Betsy Eby: “You are the Sky”, (paintings), 
through May 29th;  Rahm Carrington: “Uniform 300”, (photo-
graphs), June 5 – 26, 2021;  “WOMEN REPRESENT” group ex-
hibition, July 3rd - 31st;  Alia Ali: “Patterned Paradigms”, (multi-
media) August 7 – September 18, 2021.

OGDEN MUSEUM OF SOUTHERN ART, 925 Camp St. (539-
9650. www.ogdenmuseum.org).  Teen Intern exhibition, “Coming 
of Age” Through May 31st;  Sheldon Scott: “Portrait, number 1 
man (day clean ta sun down)”  (performance film) through March 
20 – August 22, 2021; Roland L. Freeman: “PORTFOLIO”, 
(photographs), through September 5, 2021; “Outside In, Improvi-
sations of Space”, The Ceramic Work of MaPó Kinnord, through 
July 18, 2021; “Preservative Force” Recent Acquisitions to the 
Collection, through August 22, 2021; “BUILT” Sculptural Art 
from the Permanent Collection, through July 25, 2021.



MAPÓ KINNORD and LIN EMERY, a collaboration .  At the Ogden Museum.
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SOREN CHRISTENSEN GALLERY, 400 Julia St.  (569-9501, 
www.sorenchristensen.com). Currently, by email, phone, or video 
appointment.

STELLA JONES GALLERY, Place St. Charles, 201 St. Charles 
Ave.  (568-9050, www.stellajonesgallery.com).  The gallery is cur-
rently available by appointment only. Call to schedule. Georgette 
Baker “Do Remember Me”, (narrative collage) through May 31.  

STEVE MARTIN STUDIOS, 624 Julia St.  (566-1390, www.
stevemartinfineart.com).

THE FRONT, 4100 St Claude Ave.  (301-8654, www.nolafront.
org). Room 1:  “Southern Solidarity Fund RAISER”;  Room 2:  
“Watching Palm Trees Swirl A Sickening Pattern Past The Glass”, 

Curated by Rosalie Smith ( features Howie Alison, Lee Deigaard, 
Malcolm Peacock, Keysha Rivera, Rosalie Smith, Bruce Q 
Williams); Rooms 3 & 4:  Sara Madandar “Let Us Believe In...”  
(life size mixed media portraits).

THE NEW ORLEANS ART CENTER, 3330 St. Claude Ave.  
(383-4765, www.theneworleansartcenter.com) POP-UP ART 
EXHIBITION May 28th, 2021, 6-10pm Opening, “Where Land 
Touches Water” At the Global Green Building 5400 Douglas St. 
in Holy Cross.

UNO-ST. CLAUDE GALLERY, 2429 St. Claude Ave. (280-6410, 
www.finearts.uno.edu/gallery.html).     q



LAURA ANDERSON BARBATA: Intervention Indigo, from “Transcommunality” on view at Newcomb Art Museum.

Newcomb Art Museum

On View

Laura Anderson Barbata



NEW AT
RECENT ACQUISITIONS IN CONTEMPORARY ART

ON VIEW THROUGH JUNE 26, 2022

NEW at NOMA spotlights contemporary 

art recently purchased or gifted to the 

museum, focusing on works by BIPOC, 

LGBTQIA+, and female-identifying artists.

Keith Duncan (American, b. 1967), Grambling 
State University Drum Major 2, 2020, Acrylic on 
wallpaper mounted to canvas, Museum purchase, 
P. Roussel Norman Fund, E-2021-14.1, Courtesy of 
the artist and Fort Gansevoort © Keith Duncan

www.noma.org
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