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Learning to Draw/A History 

 

Twin Towers 

 

Get rich. Be rich. Get rich. Be rich. 

 

 

Before September 11, I’d see those Twin Towers every time I left 

my house on 4th Street and walked to the corner of 5th Avenue. I’d 

see the towers directly over the large tree that holds its own 

on the other corner of 5th Avenue. After September 11, I wondered 

what would it have been like if Frank Lloyd Wright’s “The Mile 

High Illinois” had been built on the same location? A mile high.  

 

Wright wanted his conception, his new city, to enter into the 

future with organic forms, calculations that would parallel the 

wind. Think of it. Open a window, walk out onto a cloud, find 

your Genii, the sky’s the limit.  

 

After September 11, My “Learning to Draw” takes on the scent of 

buttercups, Daisy chains, wetting my bed. I had not wanted to 

refer to my childhood or use any autobiography in “Learning To 

Draw.” I had wanted it to be as secular a document as a drawing 

is. But childhood has a narrow brain. Hit it and your ego 

becomes a punching bag.  

 

I remember leaving a Lyons Corner House with my parents in 

London during the Second World War. We went into the basement of 

a church. The minister had all of us sing. When the all-clear 

sounded and we returned to the street, Lyons Corner House had 

been hit. The firemen where looking amongst the rubble for 

bodies. A number of houses had come down. Only one staircase 

remained standing. Its banister and steps didn’t have a scratch 

on them. 

 

Why was that staircase still standing. Why amongst everything 

that had come down, why one staircase. My ego foraged for 

something that it could believe, something that I could 

comprehend. The ARP and St.Johns Woods ambulances where there. 

Tea was being served by a young woman. No one was crying. 

Firemen were looking amongst the rubble for bodies. There were 

colors and smells, fire, silence and smoke. 

 

Aeroplanes were coming back from a bombing mission. One of them, 

a Spitfire, tipped its wings and the silence was broken. My 
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mother began to cry. My father took my hand. A young girl who 

had been standing close to me smiled. So did her mother. Her 

father asked: do you know where the nearest bus is. They began 

to follow us. And the six of us turned our backs on something 

that had become sculptured. A memory that stands after 

everything else has fallen.      

 

Pause 

 

I show you a conventional palette. A thin board with a hole at 

one end, and on this palette are laid out different whites. 

White: the opposite of black. White. I never want to shock. I 

want to squeeze the heart and remind us that there is still a 

shudder in us. Maybe the same shudder we saw in medieval 

paintings. White: there is the white that stays all the way in 

the background and there are the others: the ones that move all 

the time; the ones that take to the corners; the ones that show 

warmth; the ones that remind us that apples, lemons, and 

potatoes are food. I don’t have to take to the pallet--the small 

bed, a bed of straw--to feel the surreal. As my tongue hits my 

palate, the roof that houses my tongue becomes wet. Olive. Peace 

be with you.  

 

Pause 

 

I’m sitting on my bag waiting for a car to come along. I look 

up. Clouds, changing metaphors, highway obstacles. “Here boy, 

read this” he said fifty years ago at Black Mountain College 

when I was sixteen Charles Olson gave me Arthur Rimbaud.  

 

 

Pause 

 

March 2001. Our house in Brooklyn is being renovated.  Martha 

and I move into the top floor of our daughter and son-in-law’s 

house in Jersey City, New Jersey. The space is too small to 

paint in. I put a table in the corner by the bedroom window and 

draw miniatures in mixed media for Arthur Rimbaud’s Drunken 

Boat, Illuminations, and A Season in Hell.  

 

 

Some children know they are homosexual when they are four years 

old. Some know they want god. I knew I wanted art. Sometimes, 

not all the time, knowing can be important. Olson and Rimbaud 

are sitting on the edge of the table swinging their legs. I will 

not be able to write. I will not be able to paint. I will lose 
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what I have. Homage, I am about to begin a series of drawings 

for Rimbaud’s letters. Get rich.  

Be rich. Get rich. Be rich. 

 

I’d take the Path train to The World Trade Center. Walk through 

the concourse to the R train and take it to Brooklyn. Check the 

house out. Meet with Sean the contractor and Marshall the 

designer.  

 

We moved back into our house July 30th. The house was still being 

worked on and it was another month before the stove was working. 

In fact, workers were still in our house in September when the 

stench of burning metal and gas drifted in from the The World 

Trade Center.  

 

The Twin Towers had replaced the Statue of Liberty. They were 

capitalism’s welcoming committee. Everyone, no matter where they 

came from, was welcome. Get rich, be rich,stay rich. Poverty’s 

face is ugly. It is also sick and has learning problems. There 

are good guys and bad guys, good girls and bad girls. It’s too 

hard to think anything else. It’s too difficult to think what it 

would be like to be without possessions. No possessions, no 

self-worth. Not to have money. It’s too difficult to think of. 

What would it be like if everyone had as much as you. If no one 

was considered less than you.  

 

 

I insist light abstracts the smallest thing.  

 

And because I believe this I believe the miniature is as 

powerful as a mural.  

 

Pause 

 

She was a little girl and she lost her father, and her mother 

never found her. Her mother went into the rubble with a man she 

didn’t know and they fucked. Neither of them said a word. When 

they were finished they didn’t say goodbye. They had tried to 

repeat something that was familiar, something that they had done 

yesterday. Everyone during the war repeated something they had 

done the day before. It was that way. But very few committed 

suicide. It wasn’t that it wasn’t done. There wasn’t a thing 

that wasn’t done. In between the rows of potatoes and carrots  

in the victory gardens flowers grew. H.D. was writing poems. 

Dame Mira Hess was giving open-air concerts on the piano. Vic 

Oliver was on the radio cracking jokes and playing his violin. 

Graham Greene was an air raid warden and spotter, and everyone 
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carried a gas mask. The concrete pavements exuded faith. We were 

right and we would win.  

 

September 11, 2001. Tod Thilleman and I were in his car. We were 

looking for a lumber yard that could cut some boards for 

shelving that I needed in my studio. We could see a huge plume 

of smoke over lower Manhattan. Fourth Avenue in Brooklyn was 

crowded with people who had walked over the Brooklyn Bridge and 

were going home. Some had remembered to take their brief cases 

and coats when they left downtown Manhattan. Every one of them 

had acquired a mime of their own, a partner to walk and hold 

hands with. Through the white dust that covered their faces, 

shock showed its contempt for their fears. Which one of them 

would have sex before or after tomorrow’s breakfast. Who would 

jack off. They had survived but their survival had cost them. 

They looked at themselves in the mirror. Mirror, mirror on the 

wall, do I look as I did yesterday. And what will I look like 

tomorrow? 

 

We deceive ourselves. We know what we look like. We know the 

size of our own souls. And we know that everyone else knows.  

 

These young Moslem men committed suicide not because they had 

faith but because they had lost their faith in ever winning. By 

killing themselves they would never again have to contend with 

modernism, democracy, equal rights for women. They crashed into 

the Twin Towers believing they would be rewarded, and go to 

heaven. There they would be greeted by virgins and never have to 

face the hell they had left behind. They would never have to 

smell the stench they had created.  

 

The Egyptian I buy my Lotto tickets from was frightened. He 

wasn’t sure how the neighborhood was going to treat him. After a 

few days he relaxed, no one was blaming him, and I don’t think 

he received any threats. He goes back to Egypt every year with 

his family. He wants his children to know where they come from. 

His children are American kids. Noisy, well-fed and sassy. 

 

Andrew Crozier phoned from England wanting to know if we were 

all right and had Martha’s ride to work been jeopardized by the 

happening. Her sister Charlotte phoned from California. Her 

sister in-law called from Denver. There were Emails, phone calls 

from Australia, Slovenia. My cousins in England, Malcolm, Renee 

and Penny, did not phone. Ted Enslin phoned. I had nothing to 

say. I was angry I had nothing to say. We were both angry. The 

Moslems want the twelfth century and the fundamentalists in this 
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country want the eighteenth century. Pick your poison. None of 

them want what is contemporary.  

 

 

 

We paint from memory  

those things that are  

nearby even though  

the realism of your  

portrait dissolves  

I squeeze your heart  

and feel jealousy 

 

Richard Serra’s dog is barking at me. He says, “Richard is not 

mean. He doesn’t beat me or kick me.” I tell the dog, “I know he 

loves you. I know he is not a mean man, a cruel man. He is not a 

sadist. He is an artist and I love his sculpture.”  

 

But I don’t agree with him, and that’s my dilemma. How can I 

love his work. I am unable to agree with him. He insists on 

purity. And purity is the curse of the twentieth century. He 

wants nothing to do with disparate things, unruly things. And 

having said this I still admire his nerve, his reduction, his 

conservation.  

 

After September 11, My “Learning to Draw” takes on the scent of 

buttercups, Daisy chains, wetting my bed. I remind myself, I had 

not wanted to refer to my childhood or use any autobiography in 

“Learning To Draw.” I had wanted it to be as secular a document 

as a drawing is. But childhood has a narrow brain. Hit it and 

your ego becomes a punching bag.  

 

Pause 

 

Casper David Friedrich, the nineteenth-century German painter, 

is standing next to Rothko who is seated with his back to me. 

Both men face Rothko’s painting. Jim Dine’s bathrobe is floating 

like a cloud over the city. His heart is pounding. He is looking 

for his mother. She is missing. I see my mother. She too is 

looking at the Rothko painting. She has her back to me, she 

always did. She defined her borders years before I was born. She 

never relented. She never wanted me.  

 

Rothko’s edges are glowing, and from underneath the paintings’ 

surface magic crackles. Rothko’s spaces have to fight Rothko’s 

colors because his spaces are forever being pushed in a side 

side down and then it’s the colors that are being pushed to the 
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rear. The shoulder of the three Blues retrace the edge. Green 

keeps trying to catch Orange. The intellectual yellow sun sets 

over the city.  

 

Be careful not to go too far to the rear of a Rothko painting. 

There is no air there. Stay there too long and you will 

suffocate. You will choke as he choked when the three Blue 

shoulders retraced the edge. Green keeps trying to catch Orange. 

Red slowly dissolved and the intellectual yellow sun sets over 

the city. Forsaking trees for automobiles, Rothko ate a hot dog 

as he passed the vegetables for sale on the sidewalk. 

 

Oh muse that walks between our legs   

Have every word dismiss the unnecessary.  

Have every argument find a word. 

Have every word find an argument.  

Oh muse that walks between our legs  

Deplore the word deplore the argument.  

Oh muse that walks between our legs   

Have every word dismiss the unnecessary.  

Have every argument find a word. 

Have every word find an argument.  

Oh muse that walks between our legs   

Have every word dismiss the unnecessary.  

 

Manet and Franz Kline are crying. David Hockney is crying. The 

animators and the cartoonists and their comics are crying. 

Philip Guston is shaking his head. The towers have imploded, and 

there are heaps of rubble. More than Guston’s junkyard can 

tolerate. There is so much to internalize and process. Why did 

America turn its back on all the events that had taken place in 

the Mid-East leading up to this huge happening. This happening 

that wasn’t an Art Happening outdid all the Art Happenings of 

the past century. A cast of thousands couldn’t have accomplished 

what those two planes did. Two planes crashing into the Twin 

Towers have shown the whole world that everyone is vulnerable. 

Not just Americans, but everyone in the world is at risk. 

 

Rothko remains sitting. He never takes his eyes off his 

painting. Casper David Friedrich remains standing. Both men have 

their backs to us.  

 

It was not easy being Casper David Friedrich. He preferred the 

twilight, the night. Daylight bothered him. He was a romantic 

smitten by an abstraction that lived in him but was not of him. 

The spiritual has a home of its own. It doesn’t need his body. 

It can have a meal, drink a beer, and get into its own bed. But 
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depression has no home of its own. It ate off of his plate and 

sucked off of his beer. Depression looked at him when he was 

painting. It looked straight at him and he had no assurance that 

it would go away.  

 

In the late forties it’s not reduction or simplification but 

Rothko processing the realization that the Psyche is figureless. 

And Psyche having been burdened with many sufferings is reunited 

with Cupid. When they make love, Flesh is Untitled, Blue 

maintains its solidarity, Black quivers and resists temptation. 

Gray has no equivalent. Plum and Purple, Green and Brown. Like 

Casper David Friedrich before him, Mark Rothko turned his back 

on something very basic. Neither artist saw a future where they 

could in good conscience fully participate. With brilliant 

foreboding each man establishes an independent evaluation of the 

past. 

 

In 1983, I painted a baseball manager with his back to us. 

He’s looking at an empty field. He’d grown up in a small town 

and knows nothing about farming. Baseball had brought him to the 

big city. As a pitcher he’d played for fifteen years on four 

different teams. He’d been a good pitcher, everyone respected 

him. Baseball was all he knew. He depended on it. When he 

stopped pitching he was hired as a pitching coach and three 

years later he became the team’s manager. All he wants is two 

more years, then he’ll retire. He isn’t sure what he’s going do 

after that. But he knows he won’t be playing catch with his 

grandchildren. He’ll have to turn his back on the game.  

 

There’s a horizon line with an ambiguous colored sky coming as 

an afterthought as afterthoughts do. After the rainbow had 

finished telling him nothing is what he thought it was, the 

manager’s hands go into his back pockets. He’s lost a lot of 

games, and he doesn’t want to lose any more. He wants his team 

to play without error. He hopes that his team will tower over 

the city that he loves.   

  

Get rich. Be rich. Get Rich. Be rich. 

 

It was not easy being Casper David Friedrich. There is no 

summer, no heat in Friedrich’s world. His men and women turn 

their backs and face the twilight, the night. Daylight bothered 

him. He was a romantic smitten by an abstraction that lived in 

him but was not of him. Friedrich may have been the first 

painter to recognize that this abstract other self could be 

painted. Wood, sunset, twilight, the gods who live in trees, 

birds and the backs of the ones you love.  



 8 

 

Friedrich took this abstraction by its hand and manipulated it 

into his being, his soul, his internal doubts into the 

sublimations and shadows that must have haunted him. Nature that 

does not sing sang into Casper David Friedrich’s ear and all the 

troubles he could never rid himself of overflowed like paint, 

insisting that independence come before night, winter, spring. 

Turn left, turn right, childhood has a narrow brain. It is 

overfed by too much information. Friedrich lost his mother at 

the age of 7. The gods who live in trees, birds, and the backs 

of the ones you love sang into young Casper’s ear and he became 

a craftsman, a maker of surfaces. At the age of 44 he became a 

husband, a father at 45, and four years later, at 49, his second 

daughter was born.  

 

In his self portraits he could be as practical as bread. He 

doesn’t show how smitten he was. Yellow, red, twilight 

penetrates the roof of Friedrich’s house. In architectural 

clarity his lines hold the mean. He never drew the back of his 

own head. When he paints or draws men standing and looking out 

to sea he always has them wear an outlawed hat. The men wear 

medieval garb, a hat revived by radical German students in the 

wake of the Napoleonic Wars. Friedrich ignored the 1819 royal 

decree that forbade this dress. The staunchly patriotic 

Friedrich painted his figures in the Old German costume until 

the end of his life.  

    

Pause 

 

Writing about the towers, the Second World War, and death hasn’t 

been easy. I did so much want to keep autobiography out of 

“Learning To Draw”. I think I used “I” just twice in 100 pages 

before I began this section.  

 

I intend to break all the sections up when I am finished and 

have one continuous verse. That in itself is going to take some 

doing. Because, like a drawing, my lines cross other lines, 

other painters, other poets. H.D., D.H. Lawrence, and William 

Carlos Williams, Thomas Hicks and Thomas Jefferson. I have Big 

Harp and Little Harp, Benjamin West and Walker Evans. I can’t 

forget Bryher, Freud, and Rothschild. And don’t forget the ocean 

that laps against both shores. Richard Serra understands that 

one. I know he does. Serra’s Torques are grounded in space as a 

luxury liner floats in water. A lesser artist would tell you 

more, would be more literal as to where the curves and walls 

begin and end. But Serra has a different kind of ambition. His 

ambition is art, pure and undamaged. 
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The second printing of my book Warp Spasm came a week ago. Much 

sooner than I expected. The cover color is a little off. Selby’s 

blurb is on the back. It’s strange but of late more than one 

person has said what Selby says about me in his blurb. He says 

Basil King gets lost in his paintings. 

 

Get rich. Be rich. Get Rich. Be rich.   

The family’s row house is comfortable and is situated in a 

residential area that is appropriate to their income and status. 

Their one car is garaged in a local indoor parking lot. They 

lack for nothing. And after supper, after the children have gone 

to bed, the couple drink a few glasses of wine. Then they go to 

their bedroom, and sometimes they don’t turn off the light.  

 

On September 11, she didn’t phone her husband. She left her job 

to pick up the children from school. They had had a nanny for 

the children. A nice women who had children of her own. When the 

children came of age the husband and the wife both agreed that 

they needed the company of other children. The nanny was 

dismissed and the children were enrolled in a private school.  

 

At home there was one message on the answering machine. Every 

day her husband came home at the same time, he never phoned. She 

was about to push the button on the answering machine when the 

doorbell rang. One of the children yelled, “I’ll get it.” Her 

husband came into the kitchen. She gave him a cup of coffee and 

passed him the milk. His hands were shaking and he had a hard 

time drinking the coffee. She waited for him to say something. 

He didn’t say a word. She knew he’d come in his pants. She 

didn’t say anything. They have been married for ten years.  

 

He’d seen men and women taking advantage of the confusion. He’d 

watched them stealing everything they could carry. Watches, 

female underwear, Coach House bags. He’d watched and he’d done 

nothing. He’d forgotten his coat and briefcase in the office. He 

gave up the idea of trying to get them.  

 

Melding into the crowd he walked across the Brooklyn Bridge 

wondering if his secretary was okay. Had she gotten out. He’d 

forgotten her children and her husband’s names. He realized he 

couldn’t phone her because he didn’t know where she lived, and 

he began to cry. He said his wife’s name out loud. Then he 

remembered his children and to himself he said forgive me and he 

began to fantasize.  
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He wants to paint his wife green. He wants to paint his 

children, his house and himself green. He wants her to 

understand that he isn’t deferring to the dead when he wants to 

repaint the house green and eat $1, $5, $10 and $100 bills for 

breakfast. He wants her to know that he has always been afraid 

of flowers. Of those who dislike flowers, like Mondrian, and 

those who adore flowers, like Gaudi. He’s afraid of them. He 

wants his wife to know domesticity is the wildest.  

 

Get rich. Be rich. Get rich. be rich. 

Rothko’s paintings “Black on Maroon” with their selection of ten 

commanding colors resembles a wall that interprets every Jew’s 

emotional angst. Rothko remains sitting with his back to us. His 

concerns are ancient. Justice, Beauty, Intellectual Fortitude. 

Maroon’s starkest Black depresses a beautiful surface.  

 

In front of Rothko facing his painting a group of young men have 

their backs turned towards him, and as they pray they chant 

their disapproval. Democracy distributes wealth. Modern life 

gives equal rights to women. Democracy destroys purity and 

initiates disobedience.  

 

The young Jews who are praying have no feeling of kinship for 

the young Moslems who committed suicide. They should. They also 

believe the modern world is a sin. A place where Satan thrives 

unchecked. The orthodox Jew and the orthodox Moslem do not see 

that purity runs next to Satan’s side. Always watching, always 

aware, the two of them cannot exist one without the other. Brown 

and Black in Reds. Satan relishes his position. He has Moslems, 

ideologues, and artists wanting to destroy him. Moslems have cut 

him up into little pieces; ideologues have tried fire and 

brimstone to eviscerate him. Rothko covers Satan with blankets 

of oil paint hoping there will come a time when Orange, Wine, or 

Gray or Plum would saturate his veneer and destroy his false 

blessings. 

  

Pause 

 

Rothko was ill when the horizon line refused to yield divide and 

guide him as it had always done. He felt betrayed. His surface 

had become a Trojan horse that released unbearable monsters. No 

color could appease them and they pecked at him as if he were 

the lowest barn yard runt. Rothko committed suicide.  

 

Casper David Friedrich turned his back on modern life. The 

orthodox Moslems, Jews and Christians turn their backs on modern 

life. Every one’s ego is in crisis. 
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I insist light abstracts the smallest thing. And because I 

believe this I believe the miniature is as powerful as a mural. 

 

Get rich. Be rich. Get rich. Be rich. 

 

Walking over to Donna Cameron’s house a few weeks after 

September 11th I passed one of the churches on Seventh Avenue. 

The fireman’s casket was being carried to the hearse. I began to 

cry. I wasn’t crying for him, I was crying for the mother I 

never trusted. I was crying because I’d hated being in Halifax, 

Canada and having to relive some of my childhood. 

  

Halifax, Canada is full of monuments. To the fisherman of 

Glouster,Mass. To the sailors who ran the German Wolf Packs’ 

gauntlet during the Second World War. To the dead of the 

Titanic. Halifax sent two cable ships, under the charter of 

White Star Line, and recovered 328 bodies, 150 of which are 

still buried there. And the Halifax Maritime Museum commemorates 

the Halifax explosion. The explosion occurred December 6, 1917 

when the French steamship “Mont Blanc” and the Belgian steamer 

“Imo” collided in the harbor. Nineteen hundred people were 

killed instantly, over 9,000 injured, many permanently. Two 

thousand of them were made blind by flying glass. 

 

The Maritime Museum has a documentary made in 1939 showing 

English citizens boarding ships to take them home. I didn’t wait 

to see if my mother and I were in the movie. We had been on one 

of the convoys and we had been torpedoed. We were fortunate. We 

were put into a life boat with a lot of other people and picked 

up hours later. In Halifax I felt sick not because we had been 

torpedoed, but because I remembered. A few weeks before we left 

Detroit for Halifax my mother let her sister, my aunt, wash out 

my mouth with soap. I had wanted the three-quarter violin that  

was perched high above on the top of a bureau. I put chairs 

together and climbed up and got it, and then my aunt told me I 

couldn’t have it. I can’t remember what I said. I was four years 

old and I wanted to play the violin. I wanted music. I remember 

I wanted music. 

 

I have fought death for as long as I can remember. Having had 

to, my ego has learnt to forage for small, not always delicate 

things. Thousands of drawings and over four hundred of my 

paintings are in storage. I am, as my ego says, an independent. 

I paint when I want. I write when I want. 

 

Pause 
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In the early 1960s, John Manning asked me if I’d like to team up 

with him on a contract to paint and hang signs for the Big 

Apple, a chain of supermarkets. Most of the markets were outside 

of Manhattan, on Long Island.  We’d arrive before the store 

closed for the night with templates, wooden letters, large 

cardboard apples with aisle numbers on them, our brushes, and a 

large nondescript bag filled with crumpled paper. We dragged 

this bag as if it were heavy. The stores usually closed at 9 

p.m. and the manager would let us out the next morning at 7 a.m.  

The freezers had peculiar music--low, demanding--they were as if 

from another planet, and John and I were disturbed by them. 

Chickens, pigs, and cows. It was painting by numbers. We had 

templates, instructions, and premixed colors. We applied all 

this to the white walls. Then we’d take a break and decide what 

meats and canned goods we were going to put into the now empty 

bag. A week’s provisions for our families.  

 

One night we were to paint a huge basket of eggs. We made three 

different whites which we distributed Albers-like. Some eggs 

came forward, some went back.  About a week later, we got a 

call. The manager of the store was getting complaints from 

customers who said when they looked at that basket of eggs they 

got dizzy. The manager didn’t know what was wrong--but we’d 

better fix it fast. One coat of white and safety was restored.  

 

Pause 

 

Death has recently taken fourold friends: Jack Rice, Fielding 

Dawson, Pete Voulkos, John Wieners. I’d known all four of them 

at Back Mountain College. I didn’t know any one who was killed 

in Viet Nam. I don’t know any one who was killed at the World 

Trade Center. I’ve known people who were killed in car 

accidents. Artists who were killed by the chemicals they used in 

their work. Friends who were killed by cancer, heart attack, 

illnesses, and old age. People you love have strokes, they 

drown. People don’t only die from illness and war. They die from 

loss, and their hearts break.  

  

She had photographs of him in his fireman’s uniform on the walls 

of their bedroom. She thought he was handsome and the uniform 

turned her on. She loved going to bed with him. He had strong 

hands. He wasn’t afraid of her, and she wasn’t afraid of him. 

The children knew this. Their house exuded a sexual generosity 

that made many of their friends nervous. They talked about her 

getting a job. But he had odd days and hours at the firehouse 

and she wanted to be there for him when he came home. In all the 
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years he’d been a fireman he’d never gotten as much as a scratch 

on the job.  

 

He hadn’t come home and she was being told by the Mayor and the 

press that he was a hero. She’d never thought of him as anything 

but a fireman who did his job. It was a week after the 11th and 

her mother had come to stay with her. What was she going to do. 

She slumped and her mind wandered. Did the Moslems who had flown 

the jets into the towers have wives. What were their mothers and 

fathers feeling. She straightened up. Why should she give a shit 

about what their wives and parents were feeling. She hated all 

of them.  

Pause 

 

In 1983, I didn’t know Casper David Friedrich. I knew Rothko. I 

knew he grieved. His horizon lines never had beautiful nudes 

stretched out smiling. His horizon lines were always devoid of 

human likeness. He would never allow himself to paint a deformed 

figure. His layered surfaces are monuments to bitter times.  

 

Loss and gain can’t be measured in a Rothko painting. We have to 

settle for his color and our self-hate. Each day the news 

reports more killings, more death.  

 

Justice has had her breast covered over. How can we win?  

 

The surreal knocks.  

 

 


