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My personal life has undergone a lot of change in he last year and a half – exactly the time since my last exhibition with Froelick.  Knowing I had the present show scheduled made me wonder how these changes might affect my art.  I was frankly – worried and unsure of my possible direction.  I also wondered how those who followed my work would react to any drastic turns I might take.  Would the fact that I – a middle-aged, queer man, known for doing very directly queer art – had fallen in love with, moved in with, and planned to marry a woman, cause me to do different art?  To my own surprise – and a certain amount of relief – it doesn’t appear I’ve changed course at al; at least for now, I seem to be swimming in the same “artistic” direction,  In the present exhibition, I feel that both series bear that out.  

Still does it explicitly, from the very title.  I wanted to say that I still find the best expression of my aesthetic in the representation of male beauty.  Even my usual objectification; if you will, the beautiful thing that is often a young man.  It’s my continual longing after beauty – the hunting, the collecting – not any reflection of an actual life, mine or what theirs would be.  It’s the desire to represent that moment of flowering, that moment of exact ripeness.  The capture, the illusory possession.  I also wanted to find the stillness, the quietude, that the Greeks could carve of a perfect marble youth.  Or a Renaissance painter would claim for a rippling, blonde goddess.  That calm recognition of one’s physical appeal.  That (nearly) unconscious self-admiration:  “Behold, I am beautiful!”

The series Galerie des Modes is one I’ve wanted to do for a long time; I love the history of clothing.  At one time I studied and hoped I might become a fashion/costume designer.  But I realized I only wanted to design the “fun stuff”.  The leading lady’s wardrobe.  I wanted to be Adrian at MGM.  Egret-feathered hats and bugle-beaded negligées.  White fox furs.  Claret-colored velvet and real lace.  Embroidery.  And yards and yards of spangled tulle – do I seem like someone who’d be happy designing drab little peasant costumes?  Well, do I?  So this is my compromise/revenge.  These pieces are meant to evoke the engraved and hand-colored fashion plates of the nineteenth century.  The basic trends of one hundred years.  With a few (perhaps expected) alterations.
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