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"Whoo," she gave a barricaded smile. "They can do it, can't they? But, 
Lucy honey, we gots to consider the source. Look around you at these men. 
Ain't never had to axe thyselfs one real question. They start out, they 
a little boy baby with a congratulations in they didies. They don't got 
to wonder much (like us). They start out like being a state-ment. They 
never gots to question nothing. Gliding, like. They born -- they name's 
already signed down at the bottom of the deed. But, Lucy? They the real 
losers. Those of us as had to start everything for ourselves, as has woke 
up ever day with questions right in the bed with us -- 'how to get through 
it,' why to get through it' -- we done turned ourselves flat into 
somebody. We our own best answers, we a tribe of answers -- we self-made." 

-Allan Gurganus 
The Oldest Living Confederate 
Widow Tells All 

Ana's fascination: 

the silence of trees 
the silence of women 

if they could speak 
an unconditioned language 
what would they say? 

- Daphne Marlatt 
A.N.A- Historic 



statement n. 1. formal account of facts. 

-Oxford Dictionary 

What is a fact? (f)act. The f stop of act. 
a still photo in the ongoing cinerama. 

-Daphne Marlatt 

When i began this project two years ago, i came to it with no 

specific idea or theory, and my practical abilities were limited by narrow 

experience. i did bring a lot of useless emotional baggage, however, 

including a lack of self confidence and negativity about my work which was 

compounded by the art education i had received up until 1989. This was 

a typical art education, art history was a history of male practitioners, 

and all my studio professors, save one, were men. i felt generally 

embarrassed about my work. This, of course, did little to assist me in 

articulating or even knowing what it was i wanted to express. What i 

hoped to do in the two years that i was in Saskatoon was to work towards 

something which would lead me to a place where i could be capable and 

whole. 

One of my first difficulties was summoning the confidence to do 

anything at all, as is witnessed by my early journal entries of that 

period. 

Oct. 1, 1989 

Bad day. Put the canvas on the floor, put some Pollock on it, drew on it, 
stood it up and gessoed over it. Looked at Kitaj for compositional ideas 
and came up blank. Poisoned myself on sugar ... 

Oct. 9, 1989 

Went to the Mendel, other people's finished solutions always look so easy. 
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Oct. 11, 1989 

I am paralyzed. There seem to be either infinite possibilities or none. 

My experience of being convinced of my inability is, of course, not 

at all uncommon for women, who are trivialized from birth in this culture. 

Some reasons for our collective "failure" are articulated by Tillie Olsen 

in her essay "Silences". Olsen speculates about why there are so few 

women writers and her ideas and suppositions easily fit the visual arts 

as well, 

How much it takes to become a writer. Bent (far more common 
than we assume), circumstances, time, development of craft - but 
beyond that how much conviction as to the importance of what one 
has to say. one's right to sav it. And the will, the 
measureless store of belief in oneself to be able to come to, 
cleave to, find the form for one's own life comprehensions. 
Difficult for any male not born into a class that breeds such 
confidence. Almost impossible for a girl, a woman.' 

i was lucky. i had been given critical support by this University which 

had approved of my previous work, had accepted me into the program here, 

and had rented me a studio space in which to work. This was to be the 

first space i could ever call my own. That i was expected to produce 

something there encouraged me to try my best. 

I got onto a plane. I checked the ticket to find out my 
destination, what I thought had said Calgary actually sof 
Newfoundland. 

I asked Anne if I could get my job back at the Glencade Pharmacy 
and she said no I had been replaced.2

mine) 
1Tillie Olsen, "Silences," Women's Voices. (1990): 535. (Emphases 

2A11 of the italicized portions in this paper are from dreams i had 
during this two year period. They are not in chronological order. 
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My next obstacle was feminism itself, for even as recently as 1989 

there were some feminists who still felt that painting was too tied into 

patriarchy for women to be able to practice it with integrity. Painting 

was perceived to be a male tradition and for many feminists involved with 

scripto-visual text work, any activity connected to painting was, at best, 

suspicious. This suspicion had turned into a rejection of painting and 

what was considered to be progressive and radical was work which was 

critical, fragmented, and often intentionally ugly. This configuration 

of ideas is articulated in Carol Laing's article, "How can WE speak to 

painting." She described painting in the 70's as being 

cast as incapable of political effectivity. Painting, it was 
said, was too contaminated and still too much at one with its 
patriarchal high art history to be a viable medium, especially 
for women.3

These ideas about painting became a stumbling block for me and i yearned 

for an opportunity to paint which did not conflict with my feminism. In 

involving myself in painting, i wanted to be neither reactionary nor 

politically incorrect from my feminist standpoint, and i fully agreed with 

Laing who goes on to say, 

Too bad that, just when women finally had access to painting and 
were even beginning to construct a history, albeit an incomplete 
one, painting suddenly dried up as a possibility for practice.4

So, not only was my history as a woman in the structures of the 

patriarchal world an obstacle to overcome, but inside my own chosen group 

there were also doubts as to the validity of what i was doing. 

3Carol Laing, "How can WE speak to Painting," C Magazine. March 
(1990): 21. 

4Laing 21. 
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(and what if our heads are full of other people's words nothing 
without quotation marks.)5

I have been swept out into the middle of Sylvan Lake, 
I am on a raft paddling frantically towards shore. 
I know that the raft is impeding me but I am afraid 
to let go. 

I am on a large motorcycle with many electrical extras. 
I ride down the road and when I reach the exit I am 
confronted with a barrier of sorts made up of children's 
toys with little red flags on tables. 

Not only did i want to paint, i even wanted to include the human body as 

part of my study. i was aware that this was problematic from the feminist 

perspectives and in early 1989, i had a profound, but diffuse, unease 

about it. i knew that by painting the figure i became involved in a 

history of art that was defined by the male practice of depicting women's 

bodies, often nude, as passive subjects. But any thinking and i had about 

"representation", at this point, remained unfocused. So what was i to 

paint and how was i to paint it? Prior to coming to Saskatoon the work 

i had done and the artistic choices i had made were vague, and i remained 

uncertain as to my direction. In my early painting i attempted to 

construct narratives through the juxtaposition of objects and figures. 
'74 

Often these narratives evolved out of my daily experience, and these 

paintings were an attempt to design a meaningful whole, to tie together 

the fragments of my life as i tried to make sense of my world. Initially, 

upon arriving in Saskatoon, influenced both by local painters and by the 

spectacular countryside i had just ridden my motorcycle through, 

5Daphne Marlatt, A.N-A. Historic. (1988): 81. 
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attempted to paint a large landscape. This project failed because of my 

inexperience in using paint in a very loose, very abstract way, (a way i 

felt was demanded by the landscape), and because of my being confined to 

a studio located above a freeway. This led to a re-entrenchment of my 

previous methods: i returned to what i had always done before, painting 

the figure with composed objects. This time it was much more difficult, 

though, because my life (the events from which i drew my materials) was 

now chaotic and unsettled after a 2,000 mile move. As well, i had placed 

myself under a pressure to produce something really good (i wanted to 

prove to the University that they hadn't chosen the wrong person) As a 

result of worrying about the human figure, and because of the strain of 

attempting to produce mysterious juxtapositions of objects, i decided to 

turn to direct observation. Painting from direct observation had, 

discovered, several advantages. i could improve my technical and 

observational skills and i didn't have to think too terribly much: all 

i had to do was respond to what was in front of me. How easy it now all 

seemed. As well, i hoped to convey something important without banging 

people over the head with it. 

One of the reasons i had hung onto the idea of painting for so long, 

despite its reputed political incorrectness, was that, for the most part, 

i found scripto-visual text work uninteresting to LOOK AT. i also 

resented its tone. As a viewer i always felt either lectured at or spoken 

down to, and as a visual arts practitioner i was still holding out for a 

better way. In this i came to agree with Francis Bacon who, in a 1975 

interview with David Sylvester, talks about narration and storytelling in 

his paintings. 
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D.S. Why is it you want to avoid telling a story? 

F.B. I don't want to avoid telling a story; but I want very, 
very, much to do the thing that Valery said - to give the 
sensation without the boredom of its conveyance. And the 
moment the story enters, the boredom comes upon you.6

This boredom, of course, had been my experience. For my intense desire 

to make meaningful paintings which said something resulted in paintings 

that were deadened by my "thinking". i hoped that by dropping my agenda, 

and trying actively not to portray anything, that other meaningful ideas, 

or objects, or juxtapositions, might arrive on their own, coming out of 

my direct observations and my meditations with paint. i, of course, 

recognized that i was again on dangerous ground, because this 

transcendental approach looked very un-intellectual in the era of 

deconstruction! 

So i avoided both the "problem" of the figure and the "problem" of 

thinking too much by painting objects and arrangements from direct 

observation. i nagged myself that this work was dumb because it wasn't 

necessarily about anything in particular. But it was active in another 

sense: it was an engagement with my world through the medium of paint and 

this is important to do too. 

i still wanted to paint the figure, though, and i eventually returned 

to this pursuit with the encouragement of another woman artist. It was 

Allyson Clay, a visiting artist from Simon Fraser University, who 

encouraged me to return to my study of the figure and she recommended that 

i look up the work of Lucian Freud, a British painter whom she felt i may 

be interested in. Her encouragement was enough for me to go ahead without 

6David Sylvester, Interviews with Francis Bacon. (1975): 65. 
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looking at Freud at all, and i decided to paint self portraits. The 

choice of self portraiture was also a result of my experiments in direct 

observation. The easiest and most available figure to observe, of course, 

was my own. This was not, at the outset, as easy to do as i thought it 

would be. i was embarrassed about this activity, because i was looking 

at myself intently in a mirror, and not only was i looking at myself, i 

was also painting my own portrait. This felt like a terrible complex of 

conceits for someone who had made self effacement a general rule of 

conduct and who despised and distrusted any compliments that came my way. 

i had always resented the imposition placed on women to continually and 

obsessively worry about their appearance and, although i subjected myself 

to this activity, i resented every minute of it because i felt coerced and 

compelled into it. 

In order to make myself more comfortable as a model i went out and 

bought props, clothes, and hats to wear for painting my portraits in. 

However, i remained very shy about the work itself: i mean, who paints 

self portraits in oil on canvas these days? 

I was in bed smoking and as I puffed away someone came 
to the door, I told them to wait and I put the pipe and 
ashes under the bed and asked who it was. I couldn't 
hear who it was - I pressed against the door - and I 
held on. 

I was in a classroom we heard the rumbling of tanks 
coming down the hill I thought we would be safe in the 
classroom until the tank started banging at the back and 
I knew it would crash through. 

After painting several self portraits in costume my new courage failed and 

i searched out references to Lucian Freud's work. Observing Freud's 
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work through reproductions, i decided to set myself up in the various 

poses he used for his self portraits so that i could paint myself in those 

positions as well. In effect, his work became the prop that the clothes 

and hats had formerly been for me and, although i was now "naked" in my 

self portrait and without disguise, i was under Freud's protection. For 

by using the same size canvas, by attempting his coloration and by trying 

his thickness of paint (something which i never achieved), his method 

became my new "clothing." 

I walked towards Sylvan Lake. I was about to enter the 
water but I could see shards of glass glittering everywhere. 
Finally I found a spot where there were just ripples in 
the sand. I put my foot in someone else's footprint and 
sank deeply down. I looked to the shoreline to see if 
anyone had seen. 

i spent a long time doing self portraits as well as portraits of 

other people. i stopped looking at Freud as much because i began to think 

his influence had become too great (it was okay to be influenced but not 

so much that everyone noticed!). i eventually stopped confining myself 

to portraits; i painted interior views of the studio, still life, and all 

the traditionally honoured subjects of oil painting. In retrospect i see.

that i was investigating and wrestling with the medium of oil painting 

itself, as well as with all of its traditions of subject matter, in 

attempts to find out for myself what i wanted to do with it. As an 

investigation it remained, at least initially, a largely experiential one. 

Except for the technical development of paint application, i stayed mostly 

uncritical of what i was doing. i did not want to struggle with, or 

intervene in, the content of my work and i remained happy to paint the 



same subject matter that my art historical male ancestors had painted, 

anticipating the same pleasures and what i thought might be the same 

rewards. i knew that if i thought too much, that this would colonize and 

reduce my activity and i wanted to do as much work as possible. Thinking, 

i thought, would stop the painting. 

The awareness that i was wrestling with inherited male influences 

arrived late. i had long remained ignorant of the fact that the "given" 

subject matter of our culture is inscribed by a male power structure. 

And so all encompassing was this structure for me, that it was only after 

a year of work, and only after i noticed a photograph of paintings7 in an 

art magazine (Fig. 1), that i realized that i had been trying to insert 

my work (my self portraits) into an established canon, albeit an old 

fashioned, out of date canon. For example, i looked at Titian and Goya 

and not David Salle, well i looked at David Salle too, but i didn't think 

he had as much to offer as Goya! To be honest, i had been deliberately 

avoiding this "knowledge", afraid that it would interfere with my ability 

to paint and i hazard a guess that my revelation at this time only 

occurred because i had become comfortable seeing and thinking of myself 

as an artist (after all i had painted myself as one enough times). The 

magazine photograph depicted a number of paintings, all portraits, all 

placed together, salon style. Their arrangement inspired me to mentally 

place all my paintings on a wall and the mental image of this formal 

arrangement allowed me to see my work clearly for the first time. 

7i recently searched out this photograph again to have it reproduced 
for this paper. i was surprised to discover that the salon style wall of 
paintings i had remembered was actually an orderly wall of framed portrait 
photographs. 
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Fig. 1. Parachute Magazine No. 61 January 1991. 20. 

Mentally "seeing" all of my self portraits together i wondered about my 

motivation for this work. Why did i paint self portraits at all? i have 

already mentioned the practical answer, direct observation of the 

available person, myself, but there were other reasons which i began to 

probe further. Self portraiture by artists using the medium of oil paint 

is a very old practice. By painting my portrait, picturing myself with 

a palette, paints, and in a painting costume, i was making a grand 

statement to myself - (you, too, are an artist and here is the portrait 

to prove it). The exercise of painting my self portrait over A over 

again became a personally profound action for it confronted the self 

effacement to which i had continually subjected myself. By putting myself 

forward i was denying everything destructive and negative that i had been 

taught to believe about myself. (Drawing attention to yourself is a 

dangerous thing to do, it can only lead to a fall.) 
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And what subjects should i depict? What do you do for a past if you 

'are white, relatively new to the continent, and rootless?8 The only 

subject matter that is indisputably mine is my face, my body, and the 

space that they momentarily inhabit, and the only history i have is one 

which i choose to make up. 

The real history of women, Zoe says, is unwritten because it 
runs through our bodies: we give birth to each other.9

I was breastfeeding and the milk turned into white paint. 

I'm in a washroom, I start to LEAK COLOR from all of my 
orifices, blue from my vagina, green from my mouth. 

Not only were self portraits and portraits of other people confined 

to the rich, to the famous, and to certain artists, they were also largely 

confined to men. All of the self portraits that i knew were the portraits 

of male artists. Not once in five years spent in a faculty of art did i 

hear the names Frida Kahlo, Gwen John, Anna Maria Schurman, Sofonisba 

Anguissola, Artemisia Gentileschi or the many other women that have been 

disappeared from HIStory. So it was amusing as well as shocking for me 

to realize that the history i had been trying to paint myself into was 

male history and the faces i was aligning myself with were the faces of 

men. Although painting self portraits was a healthy intervention into my 

years of imposed invisibility, i had to recognize that my choice to work 

in this particular way had forced me into locating myself in a tradition 

8Margaret Atwood. 

9Marlatt, 131. 
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which has always been defined in male terms, a territory where, 

'historically as well as now, women are discriminated against. i had been 

in collusion with the establishment canon and had accepted the imposition 

of "given" subject matter. 

This understanding was reinforced by the work i placed in the 

graduate student show in February 1991 (Fig. 2). 

v.4 

SA 

Fig. 2. Installation View, Gordon Snelgrove galley, 
U. of S. February 1991. 

Seeing the works outside the studio for the first time and hung on a 

gallery wall, the linearity of their installation, the general coloration 

(depressive and grey), and their determined seriousness became factors in 

furthering the questions that had begun to formulate when i saw the 

magazine photograph which prompted me to mentally put all my work 

1 
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together. At no time did i think that the exercise of doing self 

portraits was wrong, but i started to ponder the assumptions that 

underpinned their construction, and to question why i had positioned 

myself the way i had. 

The changes i then made were quite conservative. i wanted to break 

the formality of the portrait by introducing bright color and by using 

masks: i now wanted to make fun of, and have fun with, what i had 

previously treated as a serious topic. i wanted also to break up the 

"stare" which has such an intensity in the self portraits, and this is why 

i used the masks. i was determined to make happy self portraits, to think 

about humour after having witnessed my morose, staring face hanging in a 

public arena, and i now believed that there must surely be more facets to 

my work than the mood and feeling of my paintings in the graduate show. 

i did adjust the self portraits. i painted with bright color. i 

made funny faces and, wanting to break down the cold staring of my own 

eyes, i wore masks. i also began to look closely at the format of 

traditional portraiture and this began with a "how to" book entitled 

Painting Women's Portraits. This book helps analyze the problems in 

visualizing the portrait and offers assistance with posing and 

composition, as well as tips on the use of clothing and props. Technical 

advice with respect to lighting, color, painting procedures as well as 

step by step demonstrations by a number of male artists, is also included. 

What was important for me about this book was that it clearly indicated 

a set program ot poses for the women subjects. The poses taken up by the 

women in the illustrations in the book were so obviously fabricated and 

could so quickly be read, for example, as "society wife" or "grandmother", 
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that it became clear to me that these poses were tools used by the male 

artists to enhance the readability of their end product (Fig. 3). And 

what these artists wanted to show was the position these women held in 

society. The women in these paintings represent something outside 

its 

Fig. 3. William F. Diaper, Mrs. John Hart, 
Painting Women's Portraits, Singer, 1977, 15. 

themselves, and that representation is something that these women are 

coaxed into. The postures that these women assumed are not real, or 

natural, or inevitable, and i began to realize that what i had always 
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taken to be a true representation of women was actually an artifice 

created by the culture makers, who are men. This was reconfirmed for me 

by the artist Cindy Sherman, whose work from 1978 reveals the fabricated 

stability of gender. 

I 

4Ne 
;,eol 

Fig. 4. Cindy Sherman, Untitled Film Still #17 
Schjeldahl, 1984, 38. 

As if in direct opposition to the women depicted in Painting Women's 

Portrait's, Sherman challenges the idea that there might be an innate, 

unmediated female sexuality. "She exposes the fiction of a 'real' woman 

behind the images that Western culture constructs for our consumption in 
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film and advertising media.1110 Sherman forces her viewers to be aware and 

to question the representation and convention in which women are displayed 

by taking up these poses herself in elaborate disguise and staging. 

Sherman's own identity remains hidden. These are not self portraits, 

because Sherman uses herself to present the construction of representation 

that women live within. Sherman's identity remains hidden in her critique 

of women as a subject under the gaze of patriarchy. 

Constrasting Sherman's work to the work of male artists in Painting 

Women's Portraits it becomes obvious that, although the women are 

supposedly represented as individuals (they are named and their features 

are painted), their individualities are effaced by their costume of 

representation as Society wives. These women exist only as symbols of 

wealth and privilege, and as beautiful pictures for their husbands to gaze 

at and boast of. 

Sherman's critique was vital for me. It was important to come to 

terms with the visual forms i had been using and the representations that 

they make. Out of this critique i have become aware that the visual 

langauge i use has been appropriated over centuries for the purposes of 

expressing a male language of male ideas, and that certain power 

relations, those in which males wield influence over females, are 

inscribed in the visual language we all use. We have inherited /his 

visual language not only as subject matter, but as the usually 

unquestioned, often unacknowledged, "given" of this culture.11 Sherman's 

'°Whitney Chadwick, Women, Art and Society. (1990): 358. 

11Annette Kolodny, "Dancing through the Minefield: Some Observations 
on the Theory, Practice and Politics of a Feminist Literary Criticism." 
Women's Voices. (1990): 548. 
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and other women's efforts to dismantle this "given" idea of representation 

and subject matter, and to show that the category "woman" is created and 

a fiction, are powerful insights into the workings of our culture and its 

visual symbols. This work also dismantles the idea that there is a 

unified, rational, and autonomous subject. It is through this critique 

that it became obvious to me that women have not been involved in the 

production of this given, legitimized language, language in this case 

being the visual forms used by artists in depiction. Women have been 

disallowed an active participation in the production of this language: 

we have been denied our own traditions and our own development of symbolic 

meanings with which to interpret our world. 

As a painter, i am constantly aware that there is little hope that 

i can create a language for myself that is free of all the associations 

connected with centuries of patriarchal domination. What i want to do is 

to employ some of this language even as i respect and accept the 

contemporary criticisms of it. What is lost in both Painting Women's 

Portraits and Sherman's work (and i have intentionally chosen two 

extremes) is the potential to operate between the two polarities in full 

awareness of both: women artists seem to remain either trapped in a 

language not of their own making or within work that is a critique of that 

language. Acknowledging this, i want to establish myself between thetwo, 

between the predominant language and the contemporary critique of that 

language, whilst still availing myself of the potentials of painting. 

Although painting's accepted language has been created by the culture 

makers who are men, this does not mean that it does not have potential 

which i can use for my ever-evolving discoveries. Painting is a medium 
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which i do not want to use in order to critique mass media representation. 

One of the strengths of painting is that it does not enter into a 

competition with a network news broadcast. Painting is a critique of the 

ideological and generalized claims of the mass media simply by its 

existence. In its practice as a careful, cumulative, experimental 

discipline, painting remains exactly what the mass visual media are not, 

a way of specific engagement with the world. 

We are never loose from our bodies and the re-embodiment of our 
experience of that world - its delivery from the merely 
conceptual, the unfelt, the second-hand of the rhetorically 
transcendent - is what painting offers.12

Painting cannot change the world and it should not necessarily attempt to 

do this; its audience, after all, is a very small and a very privileged 

one. To think that painting has the power of political transformation on 

a large scale would diminish what it does, or can do, that is, affect a 

personal transformation in the artist and give its small audience a 

portion of the artist's lived experience. So i have arrived at a three 

pronged desire, to recognize the language of painting and where it evolves 

from (Patriarchy), to be aware and critical of that language, and to 

foster what painting itself has to offer, which is a private, meditative, 

and potentially transformative engagement with the world. 

This, then, has to be translated into actual work, actual painting, 

and what i began to work with was the book Painting Women's Portraits. 

i decided to follow the advice in the book literally, especially with 

reference to the choice of poses. i decided to depict myself in a pose 

chosen from this book to discover how forced (and how painful) these 

12Robert Hughes, Lucian Freud Paintings. (1987): 8. 
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positions actually area Within the same painting i decided to paint an 

additional portrait in what i would consider a more natural position or 

i would choose props more suited to me, protective work goggles instead 

of pearls for example. In effect, i was availing myself of two choices 

within each painting, two options of clothes, of props, and of position. 

There was, then, more active awareness and a more determined element of 

critique than in the earlier self portraits although i still used the 

traditional substances and materials of oil painting. 

In another project i have made a self portrait out of paintings of 

parts of my body. This work walks a fine line between a critique of the 

conventions of representation and my decisions to employ those 

conventions. i began this project after reading Susan Sontag's "A Woman's 

Beauty: Put Down or Power Source?". Here Sontag states: 

Women are taught to see their bodies in parts, and to evaluate 
each part separately. Breasts, feet, hips, waistline, neck, 
eyes, nose, complexion, hair and so on - each in turn is 
submitted to an anxious, fretful, often despairing scrutiny. 
Even if some pass muster, some will always be found wanting. 
Nothing less than perfection will do.13

In visually dissecting my body and analyzing myself in small pieces i 

participate in the detestable language of violation spoken by advertising 

and pornography. But i am also responding to, and participating in, an 

activity that i have been taught to do; that is, to constantly evaluate 

my body to see if it meets cultural expectations. This work that i am 

doing, then, is in very real danger of replicating the language of 

oppression and, as such, remains constantly close to utter failure. My 

intervention into this language of subjugation is that i include all of 

13Susan Sontag, "A Woman's Beauty: Put-Down or Power Source?", 
Women's Voices. (1990): 360. 
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my body, such as thumbs and armpit hair, not just the parts that have been 

eroticized by the mass media, such as breasts, thighs and buttocks. As 

well, instead of being just body parts, parts of anonymous women 

dislocated and displayed on highway billboards, i have collected these 

parts together and instead of being anonymous, they are an intensely 

personal collection. For all of the parts are mine and i have painted 

them through my own observation, slowly, patiently, quietly, and 

privately. 

In both these projects, then, the double self portrait and the body 

parts piece, i am attempting a careful movement between a use of male 

cultural forms and a condemnation of some aspects of those forms. Along 

with the building of a critique, i continue my respect for the painting 

language which i do use, because it facilitates the expression of my lived 

experience in the greater world. 

In this delicate dance that i propose for myself i am in no haste to 

reach any concrete conclusions. For i realize, especially now, when i am 

becoming more comfortable and more capable, that i must remain wary of the 

temptation to believe that i have arrived at any sort of solution. i 

recognize that i must remain open to changing how i look at my work and 

i must be ready to forgo any particular understandings of it that i 

currently hold dear. And most of all i do not want to be involved in 

creating another canon, a feminist canon of painting in which i would 

propose to myself and to others a correct reading or try to establish a 

correct method of proceeding. The painting i am going to do and the 

contribution i want to make to a feminist painting project is one that is 

playful in its pluralism and agile in its acceptance of all locations and 
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kinds of struggle and respectful of the activity that does take place. 

i want to remain aware that no medium or method or discourse is better, 

or more worthy, or more valuable than any other and it is perhaps this 

knowledge that i will keep while everything else i have learned will 

continue to be challenged in my struggles to come. 

I am on my motorcycle, my brakes stop working, there is a piece 
missing. 

• 
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