


A  giggle giggle for dear
 

Edward Lear
He wrote rhymes 
without reason

I hear

A  rules he dispensed.A  rules he dispensed.
He despised common sense
A nd thought gic to be

 
insincere.









EYE COLLECT

At the beginning of the 21st century 
the Carnegie Museum in Pittsburgh 
acquired a large selection of my work. 
I used this largess to acquire a modest 
collection of art, which I then donated 
back to the Carnegie Museum in 
PPittsburgh. A satisfying symmetry. 

Artists are magicians, alchemists who 
turn paint, ink, words, and marble 
into beauty. Some are charlatans and 
others are poets, most are addicted to 
express. 



TRA = ART = TRA = ART

TRA is the spontaneous combustion of 
inspiration as real event, expression 
expressed.  It is free of the barnacles of 
history, the vulgarity of its value, and 
the fulfillment of its potentiality. The 
lluminosity of Magritte’s imagination 
is not bound within the four corners 
of his canvas. 

I dislike large paintings 
or photographs, size and shock 
overwhelms the viewer with its vacuity. 
I like intimacy, secrets, the romance of
thetheater.  It is affect not effect.



The essence of art is the effect it 
produces on the viewer, one does not 
need to own the work. 

True art produces an atmosphere that 
we enter, it floats freely. There is 
sometimes a conceit of pride 
in possession of shin possession of show-off collections.

You do not possess art, art possess you. 



David Hockney 
Henry Seated with Tulips, 1976





Can you imagine I once owned a Braque 
cubist print titled FOX?

I admired the cubists because they 
completely abandoned centuries of 
rules that defined art; perspective, 
chiaroscuro lighting, totally abstract 
shshapes and images with a new vocabulary. 





“And so then when I bought it...and I 
could hold it...I think that goodness that 
he [Paul Klee] felt, I felt. That’s
transferrable...that’s the intimacy
pleasure.

I’ll talk a lot about intimacy because
ththat’s theonly thing I’m interested in,
everything else is noise.”

-DM











Lucian Freud 
is a painter’s painter,
the last great artist 
in the grand tradition.

He was the heir 
to Genius. 







Morandi’s infinite subtle variations of tone and 
volume are like Rubenstein playing Chopin. 

Giorgio Morandi, 
Still Life with White Objects on a Dark Background, 1931

















DE CHIRICO IS MY HERO

In 1915, Giorgio de Chirico drew a 
line on a piece of paper describing a 
Surrealist city. Over one-hundred 
years later I see this raw idea in the 
sketch and am touched by his gesture, 
the disquieting strangethe disquieting strangeness of a new 
place. 

I now speak de Chiricoian 
with a bad accent.




















