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Performance Art, as it moves through time and space, has the immediacy and
vital presence to evoke a powerful imprint on memory.  Indeed, Performance
Art,  like  life,  is  but  a  memory.    In  essence,  humanity  is  a  construction  of
memories.  It is our capacity to remember vast amounts of information, as we
move from one ephemeral moment to the next that makes us each unique
spiritual beings.   And if we do not remember, there are always libraries and
museums to .jog and enhance the path of our recollections.   In the museum,
a favorite painting can be visited weekly, daily, hourly.   Before the modern
age, part of the function of the artist was to bolster memory by creating true
permanent likenesses in commemoration of the ephemeral: a flower in bloom,
Helen of Troy or the Boston Tea Party.

Contemporary life is an inundation of changing images.   Living in the
eighteenth  century  (or  any time  before),  one  would  have  seldom,  if ever,
traveled more than seven miles from one's birthplace.  Imagine the profoundly
intimate  familiarity  one  would  have  enjoyed  with  landscape.    In  contrast,
human  memory  at  the  beginning  of the  third  millennium  is  clogged  with
prosaic likenesses to be  experienced again and again,  churning in endless
reruns.   What can artists do amid such banality, and what reason is there for
them  to  merely  record  life  when  life  has  been  so  effectively  digitally  re-
mastered?

Contemporary artists either embrace the chaos of inundation or reject
it by turning inward.  Andy Warhol was an avid commentator/commemorator,
Tackson Pollock an introspective visionary.  Pollock envisioned a new kind of
painting that was so free from representation and commemoration that it was
almost  completely  ephemeral.    His  paintings  are  a  record  of the  fleetingly
ephemeral  heroic  act  of  creation,  albeit  a  failing  record.    An  archivist's
nightmare, like fifty-year-old pressed flowers they are paradoxically turning
to dust.

Performance artists are transient operators.   More than anything, they
seek  the  ephemeral  creative  moment,  the  sacred  memory  immune  to
digitalization.  Over the past decade and a half, Sue Carman and the artists of
774c C¢£Z7cz7rfz'c Cz.7ic/c (C4£4¢7cfz.c is the correct spelling), have successfully joined
forces to create an astonishing sequence of ephemeral images to be consigned
to the core of memory.   The rich iconography,  sound and texture of these
extraordinary  performances  penetrate  the  consciousness  and  continue  to
reverberate long after the final curtain.

Here,  at  last,  is  an  opportunity  to  see,  to  visit  and  adjust  to  their
individual, more concrete declarations.   In addition to paying homage to the
diligence and fortitude of the artists of  714c C¢£4¢rcfz'c Cz.7ic/c,  this  exhibition is
an authoritative testament to the vigorous power of art in Detroit.  In this, the
three hundredth anniversary of the city, we can reflect proudly that painters,
sculptors, photographers, filmmakers and performance artists are flourishing,
adding significantly to our cultural welfare.

4
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"Should1go,orshould1stay?"-meaning:should1stayhereoradvancetoNew

York?  It is a conundrum that plagues artists living in Detroit.  The artists that
comprise  714c C¢£4¢7icfz.c Cz.7ic/c chose to stay.   Paradoxically, their choice to
remain - to linger,  skulk and loiter -  could not,  at the time,  have been
conceived as a decision to shun the avant-garde, but certainly the curi-
ously idiosyncratic character, which marks their art, makes it all the more
compelling.

ffi®w FT®  §ELSffiw§WH  A§  AN  ffiffiasFT§§FT  in HW®  NEGAH§WE W§EW§:

Industrial  rustbelt  icon,  hockey  town,  Mofo~7¢:  Detroit.    Not  even  on  the  main
highway -Toledo claims that honor,  straddling Interstate 80,  New York beckon-
ing one way,  Chicago the other.   In their uncouth self-inflicted isolation,  sulking
Detroit  artists  are  pathologically  incapable  of throwing  anything  away  or envi-
sioning anything new;  instead,  they fester like  pack rats  in a mire  of bitterness,
harboring un fulfilled desires,  taking refuge  in melancholic narcissism.

Manhattan,  an  oblique  salon  where  .artistic  expression  has,  on  the  one  hand,
devolved into a pathological collection of inane, hybrid, spasmodic snapshots of
contempt, and on the other, constructed an aloof, conceited Modernist academy
of  professionalized  auteurs.     This  cynical  assembly  of  enfants  terribles  and

grandees has successfully annexed the general public from any meaningful rap-
port with contemporary art.

These two caustic views,  exaggerated though they may be,  hint at the ebb and
flow of desire and loss affecting artists working in Detroit,   Great artists require

great audiences  and the greatest audiences in the world inhabit New York City.
But Detroit artists  have  the  great  advantage  of living  the  life  of visionaries,  for
were  they  to  be  replanted  in  New York,  were  they  to  ¢„j."c  and  undergo  that
crucial metamorphosis from visionary to elitist,  they would lose the greater part
of their integrity.   Is this too harsh?  Without elitism, the art world's infrastructure
would  crumble.    Think  of Tan  van  Eyck.    He  was  afforded  the  possibility  of
becoming the single most important visionary artist of the fifteenth century largely
because of the patronage of the Duke of Burgundy,   Within the elite sanctum of
the court van Eyck's art flourished to rise above the clumsy and mundane,  initi-
ating a new epoch, a new language for painting. Yet, think of Vincent van Gogh.
Never part of any elite sanctum, his visionary, revolutionary paintings still fever-
berate and astonish one hundred years on.



EBETER®iF  AIN'T  N®  NEW W®HREL€

New York is the center of the art world.  Lament or deny it, the statement is true.
Detroit is a province (in all things except in the manufacture of cars and the
occasional success of its sports franchises).  The choice is to celebrate its provin-
ciahsm or abandon it - move to New York or stay put, living vicariously through
art magazines, half believing that, yes, Detroit is part of the global village, or
really stick it out without any reservations.  The tnith is that this regionalism is
what makes Detroit art unique. The chief reason that  714c C¢£4¢7rcfz'c Cz.7ic/c
has succeeded, both as performance artists and artists in their own right,
is  encapsulated in their choice to work it out in the rustbelt.   Younger
Detroit artists may see Detroit only in relation to not being New York,
but members of 7%c C¢£4¢7icfz.c Cz.rc¢, for the most part, by living and working
here successfully, have essentially outgrown the problem.   They have a
sense of their own history in a city that has a history worthy of reflection,
with a world-class art museum and quorum of highly respected contem-
porary art spaces.

FTENE  ®NEL=V  peffi®HBEmEEN

The only problem with Detroit, apart from those political in nature, is that it has far
too few collectors.   More than anything, a credible visual arts community needs a

population rich in art collectors.   For their part, artists must have enough humility
not to be so aloof that they shun the general public.  The art mandarins must make
the expansion of patronage a top priority, because what Detroit requires more than
anything are larger audiences and a more evolved fabric of corporate and munici-

pal largesse necessary to make it a truly viable place for artists to flourish.

HhiE  GRE©ELff ifB

In  1985 a group of Detroit artists began a collaboration
uniting their disciphies in the act of making performance
art.   They were an unlikely group; not all welie painters,
there were sculptors, photographers and filmmakers.  Nei-
ther were they a single sex collective.   There were also
significantdifferencesinage,ethnicityandrdigiousaffilia-
tions.  Some had full-tine jobs; others led a hand to mouth
existence, barely surviving off the sale of their art.  There
werealwaysdiscussiousaboutwhethertheyshouldmake
a hving to make all or make art to make a living.  On the
surfaceitseemedunliledythatsuchamiscellaneousgroup
would gel into  777e Ccz*bcz#c*fo CG.7icle, the leading couaha
rative perforrrmnce art entry in the region.

HELHH  ELcaHffiHBEife

In the ealy days,  77Jc C2zzi4enedf C¢.7if\¢ was something of a
social club.  The hub in those years was the Atlas building,
a former furniture store on Gratiot across from the Eastern
Market.   Several members of the group lived there in the
waren of artist's lofts.   The hub within the hub was Sue
Carman's studio.

A]1theperformancesby77JcGzz4enedcCz.7r¢havebeencon-
ceived, written, directed and underwritten by Sue Carman.
Over the years, the cycle of these sprawling works (which
seem to follow a gestational pattern of about three years)
have transformed her successive living spaces into theatri-
cal nurseries, given over in their entirety to whatever per-
formance is in progress.   Paintings, drawings, wan hang-
ings, costumes, props and fixtures become the backdrop
of her studio landscape.

Carman is a painter.  Her paintings depict a world close to
ours, but it is a s4]qpGt^o%#  a world in which orchestrated
desires are played out ritualistically with a sort of absurd
comicliestraintagainstthevastnamelesscycloramaofaflat
ndlky tundra.  These silent paintings of flying, dancing and
sleeping figues are the source of her performance aft.  If
herpaintingsaretherootofconception,hervigorousdraw-
ings convey the chattedng monologue of her ideas.  They
revealthemselveswithvividurgencyasunmlystoryboards.
Her drawings and paintings present a formidable body of
work.  They stand alone requiring no bolstering validation.
That she should have the desire to make performance aft
aboveandbeyondherworkasapainterdefinesthebrcadth
andmagnitudeofherpowerasavisunlartist.Andbeyond
au this, what is tnily remarkable, given that artists are notcr
riously reticent about anowing other activities to encroach
upon their art, is the fact that Sue Carman has soucht out

and persuaded a credible group of artists to give up their
time to help fulfill bervision.

No  performance by  7%c Gzchenedf Cz.7z:¢ can be  reviewed
without fust examining the pivotal role of Sue Carman's
fihnmaking.  If her paintings are gestation pcols, her films
are the nascent voice of her vision.   Before each perfor-
manceisstagedworkbeginswithafilm,whichwiueven-
fuallyfunctionasthecentlalentitywithintheperformance.
In rmny respects, the films are more grounded in reality
lha either Carman's paintings or performances.   In the
fihrs she wields greater control than elsewhere; not that
elsewhere  she  is z¢arz77zfro&zZ    Her  performances  have  a
spontaneousvigorbomofcollaborationandherpaintings
exercise the brio of direct painterly expressiveness.  In her
filus she is methodical and vigilant.  Each scene is carefully
assenfoled and shot.   She takes full advantage of the cut-
ting room.  invariably her films have a vital musical com-
ponent that often forms the narmtive vertebrae.  The films
are short, succinct and convey a riveting whinsicality, not
unliketheconvictionencapsulatedwithinanarresteddmaqu
emphaticaITy recalled upon awakening.   The success of
her films, which have won several awards, owes much to
her joint conaboration with Jeff Bloomer.  Bloomer, a fel-
low acoupant of the artistic buirow on Gratiot in the early
days, is an award winning independent filmmcker in his
own right.   Over the years, Bloomer has couaborated on
direction, set design, shooting and editing.  Bloomer's cre-
ative  instinct and scrupulous technique  have permitted
Carman's vision to remain seamlessly intact.

The  performers  in  the  early  films,  particularly  Carl
Demeulenaere,EdFragaandHollyBranstneractedwitha
self-possessed theatrical aloofriess.   Their somnambulistic
movenentsgavethefiinrsanairofremote,unsededother-
worldliness.  This disquieting sense of alienation was not
transferred to Carrrm's next body of work.   The subse-
quent fihms used the narlatve incantation of their more
buoyantly engaging soundtracks to engender a sense of
blithe mischief.   Carman's most recent film bubbles with
exuberance and idiosyncratic high spirits.   Cheerfully fo
cusingontheetiquetteofdining,inaseemingivunending
dolly shot, down an apparently infinitely long extended
table, Carlnan's posse explores table dynamics. This piece,
conceived in storyboard form on an equally long scroll of
paper, not unlike the Bayeux Tapestry, caries the same
allegorical richness as her paintings.    And, of course, al-
ways at the center of these filmed sequences is Carman
herself.  For it must be said that ultinately, whether in the
embodinentofpainting,filmorperformance,theseworks
are hagments of Sue Carman's besieged psyche - a con-
sciousness caught in the rapture of elegant grace,  small
intricate Viennese pastries, and resigned Armenian Othc+
doK rectitude.
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Sue Carman:  yo24 cz7ie fbe Ce7'zJero/£be Tyo7i#,  2001, oil on canvas, 48" x 48"

ffiELi E  EBELffi¥ERE§
diHELE=  BEL®®hiEHit
Adamant, arch and somewhat fanatical, Jeff Bloomer is
strictly a backroom boy; were it in the offing,  despite
certain  macabre  proclivities,  the  presence  of his  own
corpse on stage would cause him considerable distress.
Jeff Bloomer  expresses  himself most  clearly  through
the  machinations  of film.    Although,  it  must  be  said,
that despite his  circumspection,  in private,  he  is glee-
fully damning of anything vague or superfluous.    On
his best days, Bloomer is an irreverent puritan.  He can
laugh with cheerful cynicism one moment, and scream
in outrageous disgust the next.   Bloomer revels in the
contrast of black and white, even in choosing his ward-
robe of black outfits, with the occasional addition of a
white  summer shirt.    Indeed,  in appearance,  he  pos-
sesses  the  air  of  an   07'zt;e//¢.cz7?  visionary.     Bloomer's
films,  invariably  shot  in  stark  chiaroscuro,  project  a
gloomy apocalyptic view of the world.   His wasteland
outlook,  which is  actually more  of an  ¢.7?/oofa,  is trams-
formed into intricate stop action animation sequences
that explore themes of betrayal and redemption.  Murky
doomsday backdrops and sordid decaying interiors are
the  777G.se e7? sce7?e of his vision,  and they are the work
of a perfectionist.  In recent years, his cinematic revela-
tions, comprised of obsessive, painstakingly crafted sets
and props,  have overflowed into the creation of intri-
cate  sculptural  constructions.     These  extraordinary
boxed-in artifacts present machinery and anatomy in a
state of ongoing decay and reveal an ominous fascina-
tion with entropy.   Conveying the same invocations as
medieval morality plays, these new works intone and
confine, within a compressed space, a sense of remorse
and atonement,  perhaps for the underlying infamy of
the twentieth century.   Their desiccated compartments
function as contemporary reliquaries, reminding us that
we are not so very far removed from our ancient, earthy
past.   Recalling  15th c.  panel paintings,  Bloomer points
an  allegorical,  accusatory finger  at the  obscured base
of human nature.

EN® ELeeEL;V   EB HRAN§FTmvI E ffi
Holly Branstner was a constant and devoted player in
the  early  and  middle  years.  Her  pale  platinum  phy-
sique, invariably mute, would float across frame or stage
with  a  particular  trancelike  aloofness.    Branstner  is  a
panel painter.   Her work recalls the  introspective,  de-
liberateness  and  northern  aesthetic  of  the  work  of
Cranach,  Drtler and Grtinewald.   The  chief vehicle  of
expression  in  her  paintings  is  the  figure.    Her work
reveals  the  exquisitely painted  body  placed  against  a
background.  Recently she has worked exclusively as a
portraitist.    Her  chief  focus,  invariably  topographical
rather than formal, is refined and realized in the explo-
ration of the  head,  shoulders  and hands  of the  sitter.
Often, the taut surface tension in her paintings is sup-
ported and enhanced by decorative, carved frames re-
calling  German  Expressionist  wood  block  printing.

These frames, also made by the artist, stress the iconic
authenticity of the work.   Her backgrounds, while not
as crucial as the scrupulously, analytically rendered flesh,
are  a  significant  component because,  clearly they are
not meant merely as  passive backdrops.   The  settings
in her paintings  are  essentially depictions  of weather.
These,  often acute,  swirling meteorological conditions
are employed as devices, enabling the sitter to be jux-
taposed  against an intensely vibrant palette.   Swirling
lemon yellows and cadmium reds vie with metallic Prus-
sian blues, enveloping the pale translucent skin tones,
thereby amplifying the sitter's schism from the surround-
ings.  This provocative shift, from object (sitter) to ground
(landscape),  is what cleaves these powerful paintings
from their Teutonic origins, transforming them into pow-
erful contemporary statements.  Not all Branstner's paint-
ings hint at this reverberation between sitter and ground.
Her cooler paintings place the figure neutrally against
frigid z4¢.7?Je7scczpes, amid the fenestration of an icy, north-
ern skyline.   Regardless of the weather, there is some-
thing  aloof  about  the  demeanor  of  the  women  in
Branstner's paintings.   This introversion, this reticence,
perhaps alludes to the absurd,  contradictory tightrope
that divides objectivity from sycophancy across which
all  good  portraitists  must  traverse.    The  tendency  is
amplified when Branstner paints a self-portrait, a theme
for which she exhibits a considerable propensity.   Her
visage never betrays  one  scintilla  of vulnerability and
in some of these paintings she is rendered with closed
eyes.    The  effect  is  startling  and  curiously  beguiling.
By denying us her eyes, the very thing we desire from
a portrait - the realm of consciousness - is withheld and
we are left wanting.  These brooding, meticulously ex-
ecuted paintings, crafted with utter devotion, encapsu-
late a deep conviction that the refined, dignified mortal
image is the necessary vessel to convey the uniqueness
and authenticity of the human spirit.

`                                                             .                     _```_``

Joyce  Brienza  is  another  performer,  not  a  star  turn,
not a brooding prima donna, but a good all-rounder.
She has appeared in both films and performances, often
in proximity to her friend, Marilyn Zimmerman, whose
playful  enthusiasm  ignited  her  latent  exhibitionism.
Brienza was trained as a painter, but if someone were
to challenge her identity, she would concede with alac-
rity that her work imposes few boundaries.   Certainly
she is a drawer, but she cannot merely leave it at that.
A fiddler and fusser, she hems and haws until a sense
of resolution  is  achieved.    There  is  a  supposition  in
her  work  that,  actually,  it  may  7?ez/er be  completely
finished.   This  does  not imply that it is  z/77/3.72isbecz;  it
implies that Brienza could well stumble upon one of
her paintings after twenty-five years and add a bit more.
Brienza works in layers.   If she could not do so,  she
probably would not work at all.   These  layers,  veils,
or skirts,  as they have been called,  are the result of a
visceral constructive method of concealment and rev-
elation.  In this process of cZ7iessc.7?g-#P, which has much
in common with the additive processes and incanta-
tions in the creation of a fetish,



Jeff Bloomer, I/7?JG.£Jec7, J998, oil, wood, found objects, taxidermy,15" x 15"
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Brienza can never have a complete inkling of how these
works will progress.   What interests her initially is the
stimulation of embarkation.   A new work might begin
with a doodle -a comic fragment from popular culture.
Next might come a sequence of artful outlines.  Brienza
works sequentially in lines, like writing on lined paper.
She works in stripes, frieze upon frieze,  one band on
top  of  another.    Only  the  briefest  set  of  regulations
hi5hd s,Ivay.. begin with something recognizable, drayj.it,
paint it,  pummel it,  seu) it,.s.motper ,it in lay?rs Of h`y-
bridity cnd use every Possible color_ (€K€epit the.rrru:ky
ones).   Pure primary color is tinted slightly with white
and used to isolate separate forms, rather like mid twen-
tieth century maps, where  sovereign states  are  distin-
guished by the  presence  of no  two  colors  appearing
contiguously.    It  might  be  construed  from  these  de-
scriptions of color and sewing and friezes of fabric, that
these are pretty pictures.   They might float and dance,
there may be the suggestion of olive oil and southern
warmth,  but  they  are  not  merely  decorative.    These
works,  with  all  their  complex  post-feminist  significa-
tions and pop cultural iconography, are powerful nar-
rative statements.   They also have a compelling narcis-
sistic  streak.    They  speak,  like  all  good  painting,  be-
tween the  lines,  between the  layers,  by gradually re-
vealing their deeper associations and meaning, and they
do so with verve and conviction.

®AFffiELEBEENEEL#ELENffiEERE
Perhaps  the  most  devoted  member  of  777e  Cczzb¢7.cf¢'c
C4.rc/e is Carl Demeulenaere.   The appropriate place for
Demeulenaere  is  under  a  powerful  spotlight,  glowing
slightly, center stage.   He wears the finest costumes and
receives the loudest applause.   Offstage he is reflective
and chooses his words carefully.   Like Ed Fraga, he has
survived as an artist chiefly from selling his work.   He is
aware  of the  sacrifices he has had to endure.   A bach-
elor, Demeulenaere travels extensively, applying for resi-
dencies and retreats, returning to Detroit to brood over
his future.  The term bachelor is arcane, but apt; there is
something of the old world, something of the gentleman
about Carl Demeulenaere.   The color drawings, seldom
bigger than 4" x 5", that comprise his work are painstak-
ingly produced over long periods, mostly after dark.  As
his name  suggests,  he is  of Flemish ancestry,  and con-
sciously or not, his work exhibits a powerful connection
with 15th c. Flemish painting.  Essentially, Demeulenaere
is a miniaturist.   His principal subject matter is the male
portrait.  His drawings are flawlessly beautiful.  He would
take issue with this latter description.   He is constantly
attempting to improve himself, and he uses his art as the
chief barometer of his  success  or failure.    Not content
with making drawings of exquisite quality, Demeulenaere
makes plans, years in advance, to build complex instal-
lations as reliquaries for his jewel-like miniatures.  These
constructions, when realized in their full, yet restrained,
grandeur,  with  their  gothic  arches  and votive  candles,
have  an  ecclesiastical  dimension.   The  male  images  in
his drawings (it is almost impossible to tell whether they
are  drawings  or  paintings)  convey  either  goodness  or
wickedness - the poles of being.   When conveying the

former,  they  do  not  necessarily depict  sacred persons,
but  rather  are  iconic  in  the  sense  that  male  beauty  is
held as sacred.   To describe them purely as homoerotic
would devolve them into mere sexual entities.  Although
they encapsulate a rumor of desire, they emanate more
eloquently  a  sense  of self-sacrifice.    What  they  imply
through their meticulous execution is a sense of moral
acumen, a very high standard where discretion and ab-
stinence  are  the  paragons  of virtue.    These  works  are
chivalrous acts emoting with resolute nobility that there
is honor in being a man.   The majority of his drawings
fall   into  this   category.     Occasionally,   however,
Demeulenaere delves into the world of infamy.  Perhaps
in   doing   so   he   is   subconsciously   exhibiting   a
deconstructionist bent.  By privileging virtue, he is aware
of the imbalance he might be spawning.  Instead of sup-
pressing wickedness, he addresses it head on by depict-
ing an ignoble profile, a weak chinned nave, an arche-
type of vanity.  In a recent drawing he apparently chose
to  depict himself in full  narcissistic  folly,  robed  in  red
with rouged lips.  As expected, Demeulenaere earnestly
keeps himself in check.

ffi®SE  ffiffi  EBE§ELm©®WEffi
Many of 77)e CczZ:bcz7icJG.c C3.7.c/e 's performances have taken

place at Marygrove College,  Detroit,  under the watchful
eye of Rose E.  Desloover.   Almost all of the artists in the
Cartharctic  Circle  have  shown their work  at Marygrove
Gallery where Desloover is director.  As far as the perfor-
mances are concerned,  she is behind the scenes in pro-
duction.   Desloover's expertise, like that of Sue Carman,
is  in  bringing  people  together.    While  she  might  unite
artists  in  earnest  collaboration,  her art is  set  apart from
that  of the  rest  of the  circle.    Essentially  conceptual  in
nature,  her work speaks  an entirely different language.
This  begs  the  question:  what  is  the  language  of  77?e
Cczfbczrcz£.c CG.7ic/e.? There are some common strands; their
work is generally figurative, and while it is not objective,
it is intrinsically realist in its formal presentation.   Funda-
mentally  autobiographical  in  nature,  their work  is  tem-
pered by a sort of surrealistic intensification.   Their work
may be idiosyncratically personal, but the disclosure, veiled
with surreal augmentation, stops short of total exposure,
as if such frankness would be too tactless and immodest.
However,  their anecdotal anguish is powerful and reso-
nant.    This  czcZ doc descriptive  summary becomes  awk-
ward when applied to the work of Christine Hagedorn,
Rick Vian and Michelle Stamler, but certainly their work is
closer to the others than that of Rose  Desloover.   Only
Nelson  Smith's  use  of text  bears  some  resemblance  to
Desloover's work, but it is brief and passing.   It might be
a perverse suggestion, but Desloover's work, which ex-
udes a profound and comforting sense of order and con-
trol,  is  at  heart  concerned with  containing  chaos.    Her
work is essentially about the presentation of text, but once
the text has been singled out, framed and offered for pe-
rusal,  what do the bare words say?   Actually the words
appear as  fragments  of text or in the  form  of linguistic
riddles.   Desloover catalogues these fragments by genus
and  genre;  birds  of a  feather  are  classified,  listed  and
stored.   Desloover is a religious compiler of lists.     In
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recent  years,  for  instance,  she  has  been  fascinated  by
the whimsical,  sham names  of household paint colors.
The cunning copywriter who invents these confection-
ery  nouns  does  so  to  titillate,  to  incite  us  to  buy.
Desloover  appropriates  these  morsels  and  catalogues
them  with  dutiful  conceptual  devotion.    The  resulting
austere  presentations  hint at the  capriciousness  of lan-
guage.  From a structuralist perspective, words are noto-
riously  slippery  and  inconstant.    In  her  grids,  shelves
and  structures,  Desloover  attempts  to  hammer  them
down.  Structuralism informs us that words bear no physi-
cal relation to things they describe.  Word/signifiers, when
read aloud,  produce  an acoustic  sound image,  but the
concept suggested by the word/image is a purely arbi-
trary  association.    For  example,  the  words,  Po"cze7 &
Z?/z4e,  when  put  together  summon  in  the  mind's  eye  a
light dusty blue, but they can only do this when placed
in tandem, because Poowc7e/, alone, does not suggest pale-
ness  -  put Poe"cze/ with  g%77 and  you  have  something
dark  and  dangerous.    Ultimately,  such  groupings  are
absurdly  specious.    All  is  chaos,  but  Rose  Desloover
captures  these  random  associations  and  linguistic  slip
ups, and documents them with soundless, obsessive or-
der.   Consequently her work has a refined quietness,  a
sort of official comforting authority.  It invites us to read,
to  whisper  and  to  make  the  official  linguistic  connec-
tion.

"`

In the milieu of 777e Cczfb¢7.CZG.c CG.7.c/e, Ed Fraga has been
a  skillful  performer.    On  stage  he  is  all  business,  the
embodiment  of sublime  authority,  but  in  person  he  is
more often the outspoken, immodest jester.  But there is
nothing bathetic about his paintings.   Fraga is a painter
of sublime narrative images.   Like Holly Branstner, he is
essentially a panel painter, but there is something of the
muralist in his panoramic vistas.  Something else he shares
with Branstner, as well as Demeulemaere, is that, at heart,
he is a romantic, but also like them, he holds his roman-
ticism in check.   As acts  of subjugation (acts of curbed
romanticism), the scale of his paintings is more grandi-
ose than those  of his  compatriots.   The  burden  of this
acute moderation, this sense of ritualized abstinence, is
invariably  revealed  in  the  acquiescent  eyes  of Fraga's
fastidiously  rendered  subjects.     Exuding  a  feral
unpredictability, these beings are never really quite hu-
man.   Their eyes might convey a sense  of resignation,
but  it  is  that of the  incarcerated.    Who  are  they?   It  is
impossible to say exactly, but they are undoubtedly part
Fraga.   Each time he paints a human being, he leaves a
residue of his person in the painting; his ephemeral be-
ing is revealed in suspended animation, somewhere be-
tween  life  and  loss.    Whoever  or  whatever  these  de-
picted beings  are,  they  are  exposed wearily,  in  quasi-
purgatory, as if spied enduring the ordeal (or ecstasy) of
somnolent rapture.   The surreal landscape of the sleep-
ing is a recurrent theme in Fraga's work.  How appropri-
ate that                    of his exquisite painting at the Detroit
Institute of Arts is uncovered in the topography of bed
linen.  As in Carman and Branstner's work, Fraga's painted
narratives  unfold  against  semi-barren  northern  tundra,

but in his case the vast landscapes are painted after the
thaw, greening, not as painterly backgrounds, but as at-
mospheric  hemispheres,  a  firmament  capable  of  sup-
porting  an  intricate  convoluted  scheme  of  stratagems,
idylls or sagas.  Lately, Fraga has been making works on
paper.    In  some  ways  he  has  been  getting  away from
himself, or at least away from his self-image.  This work
is  mining  another  seam  of Fraga's  psyche,  that  which
pertains to his Mexican heritage.   On his mother's side,
he is essentially Northern European in his outlook, cer-
tainly  in  terms  of faith  and  aesthetic  posture,  but  his
father's Mexican influence beckons and tugs.   In fact, it
always has.   His Mexican inheritance has often mocked
and contradicted his deep-rooted sense of sobriety and
subjugation.    In  the  past,  the  protestant  was  firmly  in
control, but with maturity the visceral tendencies of his
Latino inclinations  are more fully asserting themselves.
His  older paintings  explored the melancholic  province
of isolation, repression and sacrifice; the new work em-
braces inclusion, ritual and veneration of things outside
the  psyche  of Ed  Fraga.    The  creation  of images  that
operate symbolically on a spiritual plane has always been
a powerful force to assuage or embrace.   For Fraga it is
the engine, leading to the act of faith, which when suc-
cessful, has the power to transcend the veracity of exist-
ence into myth.

EIRE;¥N mvI   @ffiELEB HE EAffEN
Lynn Galbreath has spent many hours working behind
the  scenes  of  7Z7e CczzbczrcJG.c CG.7.c/e performances  creat-
ing  costumes,  working  backstage  and  designing  print
support material.  A contemporary of Carman's from the
Wayne State days,  the earnest presence of Bob Wilbert
is apparent in Galbreath's painting.  Her desire as a painter
has always been to find a balance between honest, truth-
ful  rendering  of  form  and  the  richness  of  a  heavily
impasted surface.  Her early painterly aspirations stemmed
from attending Wayne State on the tails of the  Cczss Coy-
ridor sc:one.   The question..  is it about c,ontent or 1)aint
¢f)/£.cczJG'o7z.? was particularly crucial back then.  She made
a whole series of luxuriantly worked fish paintings,  in-
corporating decorative patterning with thick paint appli-
cation.    Her  compulsion  to  paint  fish  came  from  her
distress over the environmental catastrophe in Michigan's
waterways and the consequent decline in the fish popu-
lation,  particularly  the  grayling  in  the  Au  Sable  River.
Eventually, the thickness of paint, applied in long ener-
getic strokes, became more and more central to her work.
At the same time, each piece echoed and underscored a
growing frustration concerning the balance between her
dedication as  an artist and her filial  responsibilities,  re-
vealing  the  question:  wdy czoes o7?G creczJe.?   Galbreath
turned to drawing for a year in search of a fresh visual
vocabulary.   Her quest was rooted in the need to articu-
late a more direct investigation of formal structure.   She
began a series of gestural drawings on paper.  The sense
of  liberation  gleaned  from  these  dynamic  new  works
gave  her  license  to  begin  a  concurrent  series  of more
intimate images in graphite on the  €.77¢P7¢.777¢.J"r¢ of mylar
board.    These  produced  an  intriguing  counterpoint  to
the  vigorous,  larger  drawings.    Their  intimacy  was
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evoked chiefly through a telescopic reduction in scale.
The use of iron forms surrounding the drawings accen-
tuated this miniaturization.  These were not merely adorn-
ments or framing devices; they worked as integral parts
of each piece, opening up a new avenue of expression.
Largely chosen for their formal content rather than deco-
rative implications, these retired machine parts served to
enhance Galbreath's passion for materials.   With this in-
tact, she was free to focus her adroit mark-making pre-
dilection  directly  on  the  imagery  under  scrutiny  -  the
still  life.    These  compelling  pieces  are,  in  a  sense,  still
life surrounded by still life.  There is a startling empathy
between the objects rendered within the still life and the
object/entity  as  a  whole.    Galbreath  divides  her  time
between the intimate and the gesturally expansive.  Now,
all the things she draws and paints receive their signifi-
cance not only from their intrinsic narrative power, but
also from the sum of their associations within the collec-
tive still life and from the rich landscape of marks con-
necting them.  Amid the drag and pull of mark making,
Galbreath creates pictures where triads and quartets of
objects bunch together.   The marks are teased out with
urgent  speculation,  revealing  surfaces  abundant  in
Pe#/G.owe77J€..     Mundane  objects  are  transformed  into
charged  images.    The  choice  of what to  paint  has  be-
come  vitally  important.    These  are  exciting  times  for
Galbreath.    After years  of objective  guard  duty,  unex-
pectedly she has discovered, with instinctive chutzpah,
a  way  to  extract  meaning  from  the  interaction  of the
objects that haunt the everydayness of life.   The beauty
of the object, transformed through the fluency of draw-
ing,  is revealed in all its authoritative formal resonance.

eHffi[§HiNE  ENA@EB©ffiEN
Christine Hagedorn's work in  77)e CczJfoczrcz7'c CG.rc/e may
have  given voice  to  certain  intuitive,  spontaneous  im-
pulses, however, her role in J7 rczfaGs 077e ro Be 073e, that
of the  blue-haired  punk  girl  was  actually  a  proficient,
well crafted piece of work.   She could have hammed it
up, but the role was dispatched with restraint and intel-
ligence;  by  degrees,   she  carefully  teased  out  the
character's vulnerability.  Her approach to making sculp-
ture  engages  the  same  blend  of  subtle  intuition  and
measured  intelligence.    Ostensibly,  upon  perfunctory
perusal,  Hagedorn's sculpture summons the object/im-
age of a boat.   Simultaneously there is an awareness of
the presence of acute craftsmanship.   Put them together
and  what  ought  to  coalesce  is  the  text  fragment:  Z7oczJ
Z7c"./d?.7?g.   Not so.   Her work summons a myriad of ob-
ject/images : wings, wingspans, trestles, cantilevers, cuttle-
fish and antennae -usable things.   Subsequently, formal
considerations emerge : structure, line, composition, sym-
metry, balance, mass, tone and translucence.  Then more
random  associations  coalesce:  tracery,  tissue,  tension,
fatigue,  flight  (the  Wright  Brothers!)  and  so  on.    Her
work is  an  amalgam of object/image  and process,  but
the more it is contemplated,  the less prevalent and im-
perative  becomes  the  object/image  connection.    What
begin to emerge are the metaphorical implications.   Be-
cause clearly these works are not specific objects (things),
their power is in their allusiveness; they suggest states of

mind  rather  than  mere  utilization.    The  artists  of  777e
Ccz}czrcJ¢'c  C¢'rc/e  are  of  the  Northern  Hemisphere  and
there is a powerful assertion of the north in Hagedorn's
constructions.   They belong to the land of butter rather
than that of olive oil.  They suggest northern preoccupa-
tions  -  they  are  metaphors  for  sobriety,  order,  reason
and  rectitude.    Such  classical,  economic  structures  al-
1ude to the fundamental human imperative to assemble
structures of shelter,  security,  and faith.   There is order
to  them;  their  lean  construction  follows  a  logical  pat-
tern.   They are rooc7 symbols, which remain slightly be-
yond reach, not floating, yet set in space, erect and ten-
sile.    They  are  judicious  yet visionary,  their  passion  is
refined  and  immutable.    Unlike  most of the  art of  777e
CczZ:bczrcf¢.c CG.71c/e,  Hagedorn's  work  is  neither narrative
nor figurative (not referring to a specific noun).   It does
not  present  finite,  specific  scenarios  to  be  interpreted
within certain parameters.   It requires visiting hours;  it
invites speculation.   Within Hagedom's structures there
are  infinite  tracts  of space.    Although  initially  reticent
and  concise,  it  is  the  space  within  these  austerely  el-
egant structures that invite our imagination, which allow
us to think of departure, rapture and refinement.  There
is something morally improving about this ebb and flow
of metaphorical and formal interpretation.   Hagedorn's
sculpture emits a powerful and resonant influence upon
both space and intellect.

di®EN N    FTfty] EREFT

John Piet collaborated on the creation of a large piece of
sculpture for the fzecz2/e7? performance in  1995.   He has
never been  on the  performing  end  and  likely will  re-
main only a  logistical  operator.    Nonetheless,  over the
last ten years, Piet has had considerable presence at the
table of 777G Ccz*bczrcJ4.c CG.7'c/e 's club-house, offering both
moral support and his inimitable brand of tempered sar-
donic wit.   Piet's Eastern European, no nonsense level-
headedness has also added a measure of centered com-
mom  sense  to  the  more  ephemeral,  quixotic  machina-
tions within the group.   His thirty-five year career as  a
sculptor connects  the  group  historically to  the  days  of
the  Cczss Co7':7':G.c7or.   His prolific drawings, many of which
are large-scale works, heavy with the inflection of char-
coal dust, convey a sense of expressive urgency.   Their
raw  vitality  communicates  the  fervent  exhilaration  he
experiences during the seminal act of drawing.  The ideas
contained in these nascent works of exploration are dis-
tilled  and  reconfigured  in  his  three-dimensional  work.
Taking  a  longer  view,  and  requiring  the  assured  dili-
gence of a man completely secure in his sense of crafts-
manship and use of material, his sculpture is more pon-
derous  and  shrewd  than  his  shoot  from  the  hip  two-
dimensional pieces.   Of course,  this is understandable,
they require considerably more time than his drawings.
Part of their authority lies in the measured ancient pro-
cesses endemic to the fabrication of sculpture.  His latest
sculptures are smaller in scale and enshrine a condensed
lucidity that is uncut and potent.   They ingeniously hint
at the dichotomy between intuition and intellectuality, a
paradox that has always been a powerful catalyst in the
process of making art.  Heavy forged and welded metal,
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with  all  its  implied  crude  energy,  is  manipulated  and
wrought into vessels or devices of impartation.   These
structures  function  subversively  as  stands  or  lecterns,
implying a powerful collegiate or ecclesiastical pull, and
hold in their grip, appropriately, weighty ancient books.
These composite works are something of a new depar-
ture in Piet's sculptural mission and hint at a fresh, per-
hapsmorecontemplativecourseahead.

NHEL§®N  §REiHEN
A hallucinatioli7 A man, hair askew, windblown, boiler-suited,
glisteningwithperspiration,amidacacophonyofcyber-mu-
sicandstaccfltoflashinglights,methodicallyintentuponprov-
ing a cryptically difficult aesthetic hypothesis.  This vision,
this picture of Nelson Smith is almost impossible to shake.
Despitebeingtypecastastheboffmof7Z7eCczfbczrejG.cCjzcfe,
Smith is, in fact, the most versatile uulitarian member.  Some-
thingofanartisticandtechnologicalpolymath,Smithisweu
suitedtospeakthernanytonguesoftheperformanceartist.
jin adept pianist and painter, it is perhaps in the realm of
workinghisiustrumentsandcontaininghisrnaniaforrepeti-
tionandregulationthatSmithfindshisvisionaryexcellence.
His paintings are the blueprints and training sessions for his
performance work.  Unlike his performances, they have an
immutable quality.  They emote silently. Text and imagery
conspire to threaten, to speak, to shudder, Jopet/o»7c./ But, of
course, they carmot make noise or move thouch space. They
have something of the home and hearth of Chardin too, al-
beit a hi-tech updated version, replete with small electrical
appliances.  On the other hand, their strict frames confer the
cachettogoheadtoheadwithcommercialadvertising-they
function like memorials to free enterprise.  But they mock
rather than commemorate , subversively undermining the sa-
credness of the product line with delineated cursive graffiti.
Nelson Smith does not require the endorsement of 777e
Cczfbcz7icJ¢c CG.rcleto guild his cage.  He is perhaps the preemi-
nent artist working within the discipline in Michigan.  His
workisauthoritativeandformalwithanalmostreligioussense
of austerity.  In his work, technology barely tolerates a hu-
man presence.  In Carlmn's work, human beings barely toler-
ate technology.  The very incongruity of these two powerful
magnetic forces is what compels them to collaborate.  And,
of course, Smith needs a little colnic relief, and 7%e CczzbczrcJ¢c
C3.7de'sperformancesarenothing,ifnotchoreographedhys-
teria.  When Carman and Smith meet, hysteria and mania
attract and repel perfectly, causing a seamless balance of wit
andsequencing.Smith'sothergreatconthbutiontothegroup,
which cannot be understated, is his music.  The narrative
momentum of JJ rczfaes O#e ro Be 07¢ewas maintained and
regulated by Smith's driving energetic original score.  He in-
ventedawholenewmusicalgenre,whichisbestdescribedas
i.7727722givzz*fo#cngG.7'2e77?e&sfo.ImagivealongvoyagetoAmerica,

confined under the waterline with a squabbling quintet: a
Pohsh Jew, melancholic Jamaican, paranoid Hungarian, tear-
fulltalianand,of course,NelsonSmithrockingbackwards
and forwards, anticipating the beat, and there you have the

sort of sound one might imagine floating up from the
engine-room.

NI§©ELffl[EELaeELcaffi§HAENillELEffi

Imagine a photographer who must leave the shores of
America before she can even begin to conceive of making a
photograph and you will have envisioned Michelle Stamler.
Theoneexceptiontothisruleiswithherbodyofworkema-
natingfrom7foeCczzibcz7cZ:foCG'7icle.FortweiveyearsStamlerhas
been the chief chronicler of the Circle's off and onstage
antics.  This is not so surprising; 7%e Cczfbcz7ic}¢.c C4'rcle is, after
all, something of a foreign country.  As a photographer,
Stamler is primarily a documenter.  Her method, beyond the
actual intellectualization of planning to arrive at a destina-
tion, is largely intuitive.  She is fundamentally interested in
photographing people and the locations they inhabit.  As a
documenter, she is something of an anthropologist. The sort
of remoteness crucial to fulffll her vision requires traveling
quite far afield: through the mountains, down dirt roads -a
wake of dust aft, and into communes and settlements, upset-
ting the chickens and livestock that are sure to be blocking
the road.  There is not exactly hazard in these ambiguous
sorties, but there is unquestionably a sense of anxiety, an
uneasiness to which she must subject herself before she can
remove her lens cap and suITeptitiously begin shooting, be-
cause it is a slightly clandestine process.  Stamler certainly
does not want her subjects posing for her.  On the other
hand, imagine this light skinned woman (curly hair, shorts)
this incongruous g7i.7cgo, traipsing through your village, cam-
era cocked and ready.  Something of the wariness of her
subjects is reflected in their eyes - rightly they are slightly
perplexed. There is a resigned awareness also, a sort of honor
arrlco:gthireves:.ifyoiuccmcaptwrei'neboforeldodg/eoutofiveu)ay;
£be7'zjroz4c4„.77.Itisinvariablytoohotandhumidtoworkupthe
momentum for anyone, photographer or photographed, to
express affront.  Is a photograph of another human being
theft - appropriation without permission - soul stealing?  Is
this larceny she is up to?  She is very fast and crafty.  She
hangs on street corners, just outside people's peripheral vi-
sion.  She captures them before they have a mind to object.
Often, slyly using her wide-angle leas, her subjects only have
a peripheral suspicion of what she is really doing.  Stamler
7'zezAe7~asks permission.  She wants to show what these human
faces have to reveal about themselves without conthvance or
artfulness.  This is the region of her interest.  This is why she
has to travel across continents.  The camera savvy lninions
of the industrial north are too hard-boiled, too cynical, too
aloof, to reveal anything primordially relevant.  Stamler has a
genuine affection for her subjects.  Often, but not until after
she has captured them on film, she will strike up a conversa-
tion; she speaks enough Spanish to establish a rapport.  It is
not empathy or compassion so much as the envy of never
being able to experience that sort of plain life.  Not that she
would want to live out her days in the sleepy obscurity of
these remote frontier places.  Like the rest of us, she needs
electricity,  technology and clean linen.   However,  the
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milieu of most social documentary photographers is that
of the voyeur, and voyeurs cannot operate with the com-
plicity,  acquiescence  or  indifference  of  their  subjects.
No one in the rustbelt cares who is watching them any-
more.   So Stamler has to rough it, again and again, mak-
ingthepilgrimagetocapturepeoplewhoholdtheirimage
sacred, going through roll after roll until the time comes
to  leave.    Nonetheless,  this  crusade  is  merely  the  first
part  of the  process.      It  is  not until  she  returns  to  the
darkroom  that  she  begins  to  transform  these  nascent
images into photographs.   Stamler has but one rule: her
photographs  have  to  be  full  frame  prints  (i.e.  printed
showing the black verification border of negative frame).
No  corrupting  cropping  is  permitted.   Many hours  are
spent testing, burning in, and working up her final state-
ment.   There is something pure, something poignant in
these extremely well crafted frontier photographs, some-
thing heartfelt to remind us that the human race is com-
prised of people  other than us.   People  living  simpler,
yet more mysterious lives, annexed though they may be
from the Eden of technology.

ffi!eRE v]ffiN
Rick Vian  comes  to  7be Cczfb¢7.crc.c C?'7'c/e by  the  direct
route  of  marriage;  Vian  and  Carman  were  married  in
1995.  An accomplished jazz drummer, Vian worked with
Nelson Smith on the music for,  JZ rczkeczs 077e ro Be 07¢e.
He has also been conscripted into making many of the
props and objects, which appear and disappear through-
out a Circle performance.   Vian is the most formal and
least narrative artist in the group.   His paintings show a
dogged determination, adoration of materials, and a re-
jection of anything that might suggest surplus babble.  If
there is a sense of austerity in all this, it is a sophisticated
asceticism rather than that of the breadline variety.  Vian,
the ascetic, actually keeps a remote cottage in the U.P., a
place of refuge where he can indulge his need for soli-
tude and reflection.   Chief among Vian's painterly pur-
suits is drawing, indeed, whether using paint, or any of
the  array  of materials  in  his  drawing  arsenal,  he  is  an
avid lover of line.  With Vian,line has a primacy over all
other things.   He does not fuss with his lines;  he is ut-
terly dogmatic about them.   They form the grids of his
vision.    Working  accumulatively,  he  builds  up  his  ab-
stract forms  by constructing  numerous  linear frontiers,
outwardly and inwardly.   The forms are invariably sub-
servient  to  their  outlines.     There   is  a  jerry-built,
constructivist  grittiness  in  these  subjective  abstractions
recalling the days of the Cczss Co77i.c707.-deduced also, in
the keen surface tension and reduced palette. The pro-
cess of abstract painting is stridently revealed across the
webbed,  ribbed,  vaulting  surfaces  of Vian's  boxed-in
Compositions.  The structure (and structure is at the core
of his art)  is revealed through the linear object-ness  of
the  whole.    Sometimes  this  structuralizing  is  so  urgent
that he is compelled to paint around the corners, trans-
ferring his lines onto the sides of his paintings.   All this
Would  be  very  straightforward were  it  not for the  fact
that in addition to his absoaption in serious formal ab-
straction, he has a powerful penchant for making draw-
ings from life.   Neither slight nor passing, this proclivity,

when compared to the abstract work, might seem some-
what schizophrenic.   Will the real Rick Vian please step
forward?    This  becomes  more  confounding  upon  the
realization  that  his  figurative  work  is  rigorously  objec-
tive.    However,  his  focus  on  his  objective  work  is  as
exacting as that of his abstract work.   His determination
as a figurative artist is revealed in the sublime image of a
northern tree line,  specifically trees of pine.   As  in the
abstract work, primacy of materials remains a powerful
force,  and,  of course,  there  is  no  superfluous  blather.
The drawings  are raw,  intense and vigorously worked.
Vian  is  currently creating  a  body of large  drawings  of
pine trees using  industrial  strength graphite;  his  studio
floor is a perilous black ice rink.   These highly physical
drawings  (baring  no  resemblance  to  Detroit  art,  circa
1970) have the same linear prowess as his abstract works,
but they have  something additional:  they evoke  a pro-
found  devotion  to  landscape.    They  recall  the  scz"cage
landscapes of Thomas Cole and allude to a similar sense
of pantheism and an incantation of American nineteenth
century aesthetics.   Vian has been making these figura-
tive works on and off for over twenty years.  This is not
a  minor  struggle.    Is  Modernism  engaged  in  a  grave,
deadlocked battle against objectivity?  Regardless, Vian's
formal  maneuvers  in  the  trenches  of Modernism  have
served  him  as  master  classes  in  drawing,  making  the
tree work resonate all the more.   This new substantive
body  of work  eruditely  and  unashamedly  evokes  the
austere  beauty  held  captive  in  the  primeval  Northern
American forest.

1``__          ___`                                                                                                                                                                                                                            I

The most vocal and politicized artist to have worked in
777G CczfbczrcJ£.c Cc.rc/e is Marilyn Zimmerman.   This facil-
ity  made  her  a  natural  dramatis  personae  in  the  early
years of the Circle.   Her gender-bending appearance as
The Blue Boy Ln [he Out Of The Blue perfor"zmce is pall-
ticularly memorable.   Zimmerman is also the most con-
ceptual of the artists, in that her work is concerned with
ideas  rather than with  the  polished  object.    This  does
not mean that she cannot render or capture an image in
all its cohesive finality.   She can and has, but, more than
anything, Zimmerman is a perpetual searcher.  Her work
is about the process of looking and challenging, because
she is more interested in challenging us than in finding
anything absolute.  One thing Marilyn Zimmerman would
take issue with strongly is being categorized within the
limitations of traditional hierarchical system.   Above all,
she is inclusive, egalitarian and democratic.  Fortunately,
neatly putting Zimmerman's oeuvre in one box is a fu-
tile exercise.   Her mission as an artist,  educator and ac-
tivist is to explicate cultural deficiencies such as gender,
race  and  class  barriers  -  to  subvert  harmful  doctrines.
Zimmerman  is  a  dissident  maverick.    She  is  driven  to
make  art because  it  is  one  more  way she  can  express
herself; it is an act attesting to her conviction, a means of
going on record.   And why art particularly - why not
journalism or poetry?  Here is the crux.  Visual art speaks
in many tongues;  it speaks above, below, between and
beyond the lines.   Zimmerman embraces this ambiguity
because her vision of the world is not fixed.   It speaks
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the  language  of inclusion,  it  is  flexible  and  it  can  be
compassionate or angry, buoyantly optimistic or grave.
Zimmerman's chief instrument is her camera,  and like
her  vision,  it  is  flexible.    It  is  the  perfect  vehicle  to
capture  her  fast  thinking,  fast  roving  range  of  ideas.
Also  the  immediate  accessibility of the  photograph  is
useful to her.   It is, after all, paramount that her images
are able to convey her ideas, so that they might, in the
eyes  of  the  onlooker,  incite  the  possibility  of  social
change.   Sometimes she uses the camera as a weapon,
but sfie does so to expose the wound in order for it to heal.
Zinmerman sometimes gets into trouble.  It is inevitable.
Shewmnotbeboundbyculturalconventiousnorsubmitto
narrowlyconfiningbourgeoisvalues.Itisalife'swork,with-
outbegirmingorend,anevocative/provocativeexploration
of the challenge of being a visual artist.

TFTE  ffiREFT  ®F  illBill=FTffi®iH

77)e C¢fb¢7'cJG'c CG.rc/G presents a cross section of art in Detroit
at the beginning of the third millennium.   Certain tendencies
reveal themselves.   The work is deeply rooted in the revela-
tion  of  seeing.    The  majority  of  the  artists  are  profoundly
concerned  with  rendering  the  figure  in  pictorial  space,  re-
vealing a powerful link with the figurative tradition of west-
ern narrative art.   Above  all  else,  these artists create  images
for us  to  feast  our  eyes  upon,  to  read,  to  be  engaged  and
astonished by.   There is an elevated respect for technique,  a
deep knowledge and adoration of the craft of converting com-

plex materials into transforming visionary images.   The con-
version  process  is  tied  to  manual  dexterity  rather than  me-
chanical  or technological means.    Generally,  the  art is non-
ironic - it means what it says,  and in most cases,  it is earnest
- it wants to be taken seriously.   The majority of the work is

autobiographical.   It is a form of self-revelation that embod-
ies a powerful mythicizing aspect.  The revelation is exposed
with surrealistic intensification.   The expose is veiled in idio-
syncratic  augmentation,  a  partially obscured hybrid of truth
and invention,  as  if total  candor would be  crude,  indiscreet
and conceited.  Such morphing of fact and fiction, such distil-
lation of the psyche, can be seen particularly in the work of
Bloomer,  Branstner,  Brienza,  Carman,  Demeulenaere  and
Fraga.   They are  perhaps  saying:   77)is is ~bo I cz773,  czperso7?

you could never fully understand because I am haunted, but
I /eczzre ZbG c7oor s/G.gbJ/j; cz/.czr. . . Ephemeral and allusive though

it may be, the revelation is potent enough to elicit a connec-
tion,  to draw a  conclusion,  or to render an ominous mental

Picture.   Art before the modern period revealed much about
the  moral  milieu  under which  artists  worked;  the  artists  of
77)e  CczJbczrcf€.c  CG.rc/e till  similar  soil,  revealing  much  about
their own moral disquiet.   This  is  an apt metaphor because
these  artists work among the  roots  of moral  consciousness.
They are deeply interested in the opposing spheres of human
Spiritllality  and  human  nature;  they  cultivate  the  region  of

thought and desire, the center of moral consciousness.   This

place was once the exclusive realm of the visionary.  It seems
almost inappropriate to use such arcane terminology in this,
the age of digital dumbing-down, but these artists genuinely
reveal imperative imprints of contemporary significance.  The
artists  singled  out  above  are  at  the  heart  of this  allegorical
investigation.  They reflect not just on contemporary America
- they owe their allegiance as much to the fifteenth and six-

teenth  centuries  as  they  do  to  Modernism.    To  them,  ulti-
mately,  Modernism  was  a  flash  in  the  pan.     Perhaps
Postmodernism presents a more viable connection, but again,
to these artists it is a brief and fleeting one.

The  remaining  artists,   the   quasi-modernists,
Hagadorn, Galbreath, Vian and Piet, while not inhabiting the
autobiographical  realm,  orbit,  pierce  the  center  or  diverge
from it at will, occupying a more formal, purist realm where
hybrid  structures  conspire  and  coalesce  into  pure  inspired
formations.  Stamler makes equally intricate compositions out
of her human material,  exposing America's latent xenopho-
bia.   And the mavericks,  Desloover,  Smith and Zimmerman
reside  in  the  conceptual  sphere,  where  ideas  contract  and
expand making connections or shooting into another domin-
ion of the mind.

A  striking  aspect  of all  the  work  is  its  absence  of
cynicism.   This does not altogether imply that contemporary
art has been marked by cynicism.   Generally, art is in recov-
ery  after  the  sardonic,  sneering  nadir  of the  eighties,  apart
from that of the  dumbed-down,  instant fix variety - rumors

persist that the  avant-garde  is  still  chiefly indulging  its  anti-
aesthetic bent, churning out work that is ugly, awkward and
dumb.    777e CczJfoczrcJG.c C¢.rc/e rode  out  the  last two  decades
with an earnest declaration of skeptical optimism.

Before the modern age, it was endemic for artists to
make work that was worthy of God.   This is no longer uni-
versal and is a decidedly unfashionable concept, particularly
amongst the  avant-garde.    Work by artists  of  27)e Ccz}¢¢7icfG.c
CG.7ic/G betrays no particular sectarian bent,  neither it is evan-

gelical or sentimental, but at its center it is strikingly spiritual.
It is created with a profound affection for the process, ethos
and the sentiment of bringing forth a visionary image.

The  extraordinary  KG.cia  O#f fbe/cz777s exhibition  at
the  D.I.A.  in  1980  was  a  lasting  testament  to  the  vigorous

power of art in Detroit.   The raw intrinsic  energy of Detroit
found its true expression in the barbed, painterly  Cczss Co77v.-
c7or constructions.   The same energy prevails today,  but has
shifted its emphasis away from the inscribed, assembled and
retinal.  Contemporary Detroit artists are placing greater stress
on the narrative human image, pictorial space and the revival
of  a  honed,  crafted  use  of materials,  engendering  a  more

pensive, rhetorical and cerebral approach to making art.
New York is one of the great cities on earth, but it is

another country.   They say Detroit is real.   In the  seventies,
the  reality was  espoused  in  coarse  urban  geometry where
mark and gesture ruled supreme.   Two  decades  on,  a new
realism has emerged, revealed in work that is highly crafted,
lucid,  fabulous,  richly  allegorical  and  uniquely  compelling.
Long live art in Detroit
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Lynn Galbreath, I/7?f?'Z/ec7, 2000, graphite & gouache on Mylar, antique bullet loader
5" wide x 3" deep x  25" high
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Dick Ghody.. How many Perfo!rma;nco artists does it
tdeetochangeaugbtbttm?
Nehon Smith: Performance artists don't change light bulbs
-theyworkinthedark.
DG:Ifsbeensaidthataperfeoirm'ta:roceisacdeAallyagrou;i]
ofardstsonafeldtrip-an?x7thxpst'sft?ldtrip
iehaps;areperfioirmz!::Lceu?fists?xapedstst
]oyceBrielrmWe'reanquietlyexhibitionistsorwewouldn't
be here.
|}G:Apqufio/nra:a'Lceisatbreedime"storunlavoirfeOfcut
tbatrruavesthrougbti:rliLe.Wbatma,kesagoodpeyjioir-
maacemo:nethou'eme'rekytheafroewilhoutaa;Ict?
Marikym zimmerman: Well, what differentiates performance
from theatre is the interaction and engagement with the au-
dience.  So it's happening in real time.  That's what Sue's gift
is: the inclusiveness of not only the group, but also the whole
audience and the whole energy of that group dynamic.
Sue Carlnan:  It's more conceptual than theatre.  It's more
likewhatyouusewhenyou'repainting.
Joyce Brienza:  It's all about images.
Rickvian:  It's like poetry to me.  It's abstract, yet it has
inra8es.
Marilyn Zimmerman: And it's coming off the stage - tra-
ditional theatre is contained on the stage.
Joyce Brienza:  But what is the difference between perfor-
mance and avant-garde or experimental theatre?
Rickvian:  Performance art has more of a visual compo-
nent.
John piet:  Effect/affect.
D.GSueca;:y.rna;nsdidreceutlythatma,hiangautisdeout
dedingavith rejection. Do yoiu tbinh she's right?
Carl Demeulenaere: Lately, I've been looking at my art as a
colTection of mistakes - endlessly correcting the mistakes of
mylife.

Joyce Brienza;  Isn't the root of those problems rejection?
Carl Demeulenaere: It's one of many.
Michelle Stamler: Marilyn and I would like to say that that's
wherepaintersdifferfromphotographers.
Marilyn Zimmerman: Photographers are much more en-
gaged with reality.  They document reality.  They engage the
community and give voice to people who aren't heard. They
are more inherently inclusive and connected to a cultural cri-
tique.
Michelle Stamler: Painters are engaged in something mac
personal.
Joyce Brienza: That's the result not the cause.  We're talk-
ingaboutwhatmakesyoumakear[.
Marilyn Zimmerman: oh, I think it is the cause.
Joyce Brienza: ¥ou're saying that photographers are less
introverted than painters and less narcissistic?  But this still
doesn't  address  rejection,  because  certainly,  certainly
Marilyn. . .
Marilyn2in- de»gds
D.G:TbeCatbarctica;I/deujasbormandu)eutthrough

its adolescence duringthe 1980s. Hou! avould yo/u de-
scrlbetheeighiiesasamarEisticapoch?
Nelson Smith: I think adolescent sums it up.
John Piet:  In 1980 Nelson was only nineteen.
Nelson Slnith: That's true.
Maril)in Zimmerman: There was Ronald Reagan.
Sue Carman: We were trying to rise above all that.
Carl Demculenaere: The eighties were an overly inflated
time for the arts.  Selling prices on the big celebrity artists
were outrageous.  Then there was a plunge in the market.
John Piet:  I don't thnk that has stopped at all.  They're still
pushing the blue chip artists.
Ed Fraga:  There was a lot of figurative art: David Salle,
julien Schnabel, Eric Ficshl.
Nelson Smith:  There was a lot of revisiting shock, espe-
cially in the performance arena you had people like Karen
Findley.  I think people were reflecting on what happened in
the sixties when performance was truly revolutionary.  In the
eighties, a lot of people couldn't figure out how to make it
revolutionary any more so they tried to push the envelope of
shock.
Maril!m Zilnmermari: The Guerrilla Girls happened dur-
ing the 1980s; they were very effective in being revolution-
ay.
Nelson Smith:  I think they were more political - reflective
of a reaction towards Reaganism.
D.G:  Compared to the eighties, act in the nineties
see'I!nedve'rydead:panandband.Onethingthatstouids
crutinreceutcutisasortofdise'liI;gagedaloo!ftuess.Foir
i:nsla:I'ice,rna::nyardsts,u]bomi;ghiatherwisehavebeen
|]diacherso/rsomethi:ngedse,banjechose'nmechaedcalre-
|}roductionasameev:IitsOfpreserfeatian.The'reisaPare-
Donrdera:nee Of i;mhjct inages aned so oin. A[itlsts ujho
daltsee'Iin|]artioula:rtytatterestedin|}hotograpkybanJe
prod;ucedtbesehuge,fiuacolar,bloumuQi;I!Ianges,dr
bdiinaleindofdi;ndalanendccol;law,merelyasafioirlin
Ofpreseutdioaetodoou;mermtheirartPwhaDsQhodjc}g:
rapleyisthe|ierfectwchthfiorioeconddrugs'uchdeadDcm
Nthi:Itsrlii.Marilyn,ujo:rfuinginthisftondiertown,iso-
latedjivmthepressu::neofmahingthenoil)elevrirfelct,do
youfeelthatyoiurujo/rfeisairo/nevitalbeca;;useyoiudondt
bavetopandertothe|]ress'u::nesofNeuJTJoirferole-Dlay-
c'„8?
Marilyn Zimmemian: I think that that sort of thing hap-
peustopeoplewhoprematurelyachievesuccesseadyonand
they need to have very consistent work.  You see it through-
out art history.  I have the privilege of being an artist/educa-
tor whereby I have a means of living.  I can freely move
through ideas.  I'm not bound by being consistent.  I can
explore ideas.  It's been very freeing.  I can take a lot of
chances.  I can make art that takes risks and is engaged in
social activism.
D.G: What about the regiorm,Iisrn Ofbeing in Detrodi?
Marilyn Zimmerman:  People from the outside come to
Detroit and say Detroit is one of the best-kept secrets in the
country.
Christine Hagedorn: You're absolutely right -it's always



said, every time someone comes.
Marilyn Zillmernlan: I still have a relationship with the
artscommuhityinChicagoandI'maffrontedbythefactthat
inthe"SecondCity"theythinktheyhavetohavethiscutting
edgementafty.BeinginDetrc>itisveryfreeingbecausewe're
very authentic.  There is eclecticism and a lot of diversity
here.  Rather than pay tribute to the Cass ColTidor, we should
celebratewhat'sherenow.
Rick vian: And everybody knows what's going on every-
where else anyway.  You'd have to be an idiot not to know
what's going on.
Marilyn Zimmerman: Wlth all the rnass communication,
media and global interconnectious, regionalism is not an is-
sue.
Michelle Stamler:  I think people in New York would beg
to differ.
Christine IIagedom: There's a Detroit style that's maybe a
little more urban, harder edged, with a use of materials that's
rougher - things being found and assembled.  I thnk there's
something you can see in Detroit art.  Does that make it
provincial?  No, but there's an influence.
Marilyn Zimmerman: I.ook, we have to acknowledge that
the D.I.A. is a world-class institution.  There are people go-
ing through there (exhibiting and lecturing etc.) and I've got-
ten commissions from all over the world, so, I don't feel iso-
lated.
D.G..Holly,doyo/uthi:aehthatoutthintbeglobalvifroge
the're is a placef iou regtonalisiilii,? If i!roirty u)bat signdif e-
ca:ncedoesgrograpleybaveonyoiun.ouoirfaWhatmighi
bappe'n to your u)orle if yove i'I!.orl)ed to New Yorle?
Holly Branstner: Whether there is a place for it or not, it
will hopefully always be there.  I'm sure I hope in vain.  That
a/obcz/ z#.//czge) is not something that I think is necessarily a
good thing.  I like regional differences; when we lose them,
the world will become much too homogeneous and bland.
It's already on its way.  America is bland; pull off the road on
a trip and you could be anywhere, it's the same, same, same!
As far as geography goes, yes, it has definitely influenced my
work and my life.  If I were to move to New York City at this
pointinmylife,Ireallydon'tthinkmyworkwouldchangein
anyotherwaythan1wantittonow,whichwouldbegrowth
in what I'm doing.  Not a stylistic or drastic conceptual change,
but that's hypothetical, one never really knows.
D.G..Je:ff;tberebasbee'I!.in:acbtam,inthefiiaceifour
increasede3c|}osu:retoexcesstajemedhabanz4Itty,Ofou;#
cutwa.edumhing-dountotbeeuteuttbatourahildy/to
understandmchersofaesthdicsandmattersofcuthz;Ille
basatrop7dedDoyoubelie'Ijetbatthepopulationis
moreiltpiaparedtoexperienceauttbaneve'rbofoillle?
JdiBlcomen Yes. (fo7¢gpczz4se)
D.aOleay...Christine,recottedingyou:rcelebratedrole
in "It Takes One To Be One," -the naive, blue-barred
Punk,bou]deyourecoaci:lesuchloudujoirfeavithtbe
JtwedeJivavieujorfeofyourscu]pr4:riedvessds?
Christine Hagedom: Two sides of the same coin. . . per-
haps.IthinknoonewhoknowsmewouldthinkI'mahagfle
Vessel.  I'm pretty loud.  It was fun to be the loud, stomping,

blue-hairedwildgirl.
D.G:Holy,doyouthi;nhthe'neisacoirrmilirotrothreadrm:m-
avin8thi'+otughtheu)otrfeoftbeartistsofThecatbarctic
Circkeinathemarfeo/rst9ilisticse'Iiise?
Holly Branstner: Absolutely. The common thread is what
brought us all together in the first place.  We were of like
minds when it came to the figure being a major component
in our work.  We had similar needs from our work - those
being: sellexploration, spiritual themes, the narrative aspect
and working our lives out through our art.  I am speaking of
the original core group.  Also, a total love of the extroversion
that was new and needed to break out.  A lot of that was our
"growing up" - allowing the buried to be unearthed.  Sue, of

course, was the instigator and coordinator of the general
mayhem, but we didn't need our arms twisted.  Stylistically,
similarities have come and gone as with any group of artists.
D.G: Cam yoiu describe the sigroffiun;nee Of thef ra:flues
borderinigyoiun.padrdin;gs?
HollyBranstner:  I'm definitely excited by Gerlnan Expres-
sionist woodcuts and sculpture.  The act of carving becomes
an expressionist release for me.  It is very physical and a
perfect foil for the restraint in the paintings.  The texture or
imagery in the frame becomes a counterpoint or accentua-
tion of the imagery within the painting.
D.G: S:ue, as the chieif i:t!rapctus behind The Catharctte
Circle,u)beredoestheideafiotraperjioirlil'ia;:Iiicebegin2
Sue Carman:  It's so hard because it comes out of thin air,
but it's something that keeps recurring.
D.G..Soyoudon:tfaltoutOfbedonemoirmingandsud-
ddybavetbisidea?
Sue Carman:. Well, I do sometimes have to write down some-
thing that has been hitting me.
D.G: So it's a seder.euta:ry accu:rm4,1arfee Process?
Sue Carman: Yes.
D.G..  Ed, in the begirming bow did yoac jttstifty Per-
foowying?Itlllansthavebee'reaconandimeutthatateiatto
you#studioha
Ed Fragr: In the eighties, I think it was during the O"f o/Zbe
B/e4e performance, in some ways I didn't want to invest all
that time, but as a result of putting the energy into it, a lot of
it came out in my paintings.  I remember doing several pieces
-one of them was called "Dance of the Blue Dress," which
was really based on Sue's dress in the performance.  Because
I was so invoived with Sue's ideas, and working with every-
one else, I think I allowed it to have an effect on my work
and it did.
D.G:Ca;wi,theftrsltt;I!ne1heandchoutyoiu,ahorutft!fteen
yea:rsagrbyoiuuereavalkin;gdounGrdiotinabugered
d:ness.Ca;neyoiutemusu)hou)asinthejirstpeafoirlinen'Lce
arid botu! tt ca:Iine al2our?
CariDenculenaere: That must have been yo% Sczj; ro77'2czfo,
in the mid eighties and it was in a studio in the Atlas Building.
I was a theatre in that piece -I played a stationary theatre.
Sue, wasn't that your Master's statement -your thesis state-
ment?
Ed Fraga:  No, that was the breakfast performance.
Sue Carman: Even before that when we were all in Italy, we
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]cjha:I.ufLwfouldTurmtoHeyou!nperfectioa,2f)cO,
welded steel, cast bronze, terra cotta, mixed media,

approx. 24"h x 28" xl4"
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knewtherewassomethingthcatricalgoingon.Weaudressed
up as saints.
Ed Fraga:  That's right -your angel thing -you paraded
throughRomewearinganangel'scostune!
sue Carman:  But my first real one was my thesis piece at
WayneState.
DG..Vvhoavasintbebreahifiasl|?eiorotrma;;nee?
Ed Fraga:  In yoe4 Sczj; ro77cczJcP Sue, Carl, Holly. . .
carllmulenaere: And my mother was in it! (kez4gdsJ She
wasflippingpancakes!
sue Carinan: And burning toast!  The way it came about
was, I thought, how am I going to teach all day and paint all
night and survive and get a grade?  So, my favorite thing was
breakfast and I just focused on that.  You wanted to know
where I get my ideas.  That was actually pretty simphstic.  So,
all the paintings I did were about breakfast or to do with the
morning.  All the instructors sat around this last supper-type
table and Carl was behind a medieval puppet stage with a
syrupbottle-andVivaldi'sFo"rseaso7esplayedintheback-
ground.
CarlDemculenaere: That's the only piece where I was con-
cealed, otherwise I was pretty much an extravert.  I was out
there doing a lot of crazy things - the piece at St. Andrews
(Hall, Detroit), the glam-rock thing -I was dancing and gy-
rating.
D.G.. But you avo:u,Id only behave ttke that avbile I ]er-
fidrndg3
Carl Demeulenaere: Being an extravert, you mean? That's
prettymuchthecase-onlywhileperforming-that'sagood
descriptionofmycharacter.
D.G:Jayce,yourprtndngsarelayered,rm4hi::I'nedhaex-
trabo;(Lztionsdealingujilhicoil'hopopclicb6s,butattbe
sa:rl!ietimetheyareloadedwithpasl-fidrnfroiststgnS!fica-
tions. They are so i:Iiunmdated with rofe'ne't'Lces that they
couldalmostbedeernedtuio-ddriensianalpeafoinina;:ace
pieces intheir o/u]'n right Hoiuj is pert urwdruginJivaed Of
anoudieacedi!fflerentfiomitrm,:fain;gande3chibdi:ngyour
crunvuorfu7
Joyce Brienza: Well, making art is solitary, so you're in pri-
vate.  There's not that kind of pressure.  There's not a pres-
sure to perform; you're performing for yourself.
D.G.. Yes, but tbere's hind Of an extravert quahirty in
yourpevdredings-theysboirtytheydan:twhis|]er.
Joyce Brienza: I actuauy like performance better than paint-
ing or two-dimensional art.  I get much more excited by it, I
mean, as a viewer.  Maybe I'm trying to make that kind of
expression, without the sound, without the movement.  I
describemypaintingsasthreeringcircuses,so1guessit'sthe
Same thing.  I never thought about this before, but there defl-
nitely is a sense of orchestrating a lot of different things
going on at the same time, which is what happens in perfor-
rmce.
D.G.. Ed, l;ike e'ijeryone in the circle, you've bee'n mar-
riedtoyouvcooirfefioraqua:rtorofacerfe4;:ry;hoavdoyoiu
rna;nagetoi!natittaintbevigorandvital¢ftyOfl'Ilra:hang
S_yTathvig,tweitry-fajeyearsc¢!ftertheiadialfli:ed;dion?
Ed Fraga:  Obsession.

D.G.. Ca;n you describe t;bat chsession:?
Ed Fraga:  Trying to get better but never being satisfied,
always having the best piece in my head.  I've yet to bring it
to life.
D.G.. Christi;:ne, as an artist u)bo has ewiayed coiiiisidei-
ablecommercialsuecessiaethelastyearotrso,bou)ct:re
youdr!flueacedlrytheaririitarket?
Christine Hagedom: I hope I'm not.  It's my fervent prayer.
D.G.. Do I detect a sus|)icion Of doubt?
Christine Hagedom:  Oh yes, there's always a suspicion of
doubt with me for everything, but I hope there's no influ-
ence.
IIG:Nelsoirbwhe'nouetbinhofyollITperfolrmtla;:aces,u)e
thi;rthofyoiuirfeeracthe/gurilhmachi;:iitesandteclav.a;;log3/.
Sue's ouorle is i'Iume abou;i lou:t'nan iuteractian. Twhal's
thecbiofdiifJ:J}ere'ncebetwee'ncolla:boratingwithTbe
Catharcticciuekeandyou;roru)'npenfoirmila::I'Ices?
Nelson Smith:  (s77¢¢`/es) Well, Sue's performances are a lot
more fun.
D.G.  Wley?
Nelson Smith:  Because of Sue and all these people.  My
interactionwithtechnologyisalogisticalnecessityratherthan
a specific choice.  Sue's been very fortunate -there's a cer-
tain kind of magic with this group in the way that the people
just keep coming back together regardless.  I confess that
after doing several pieces that were self-contained and used a
lot of technology, I feel a little cold when I look back on
them.  Sue has influenced me with that unabashed self-dep-
recating humor. . .
D.G.. Wieariacg a diaQe'r o:n stage?
Nelson Slnith: Yes.  Exactly.  I wore a bathrobe on stage
Once.
D.G: REk, did you ewhrace the idea Of |}erfloilirma;lace
autwhe'reyoiumetsueordidyoubavetobecotn:I)erred?
Rickvian:  I immediately embraced it -in the sense of
someone else doing it.  I don't need any conversion as far as
the validity of it is concerned, but I don't think I could ever
actually do it myself, other than the music.  I'd be too afraid
of screwing up.  In the last performance it was hard enough
just playing music - if I thought the audience were looking
at me, it would have been impossible.
D.G:)og/ce,youleflDetroikfiorNeu))ersey...andthe'ro
yoiuca;rl!iebaclallTjoiu;'retheondyonethat'sbee'noway-
eve'ryoili.eeisebasstayed.PethaDsthisgivesyoiuamedr
s:u::reofcrtyectry.Doyouthidethatana!Ofthesepeople
u)ouhihavee'n:gugedinperfoirrma::i!iceaituJe'reilnotfior
the cl'leati;ve e'ne'ngBl Of sue Ca;:rm'la;n?

Joyce Brienza:  It's true that Sue's the focus -she's the ful-
crum.  She gave everybody license to be involved in this.  Sue
is like a social director.  She's someone who combines art and
life -the community and art - I think the reason it's called
777e Cczzbcz7ic}¢c CG.#c/Gis because it is about a social, personal
interaction - everyone in this group helps each other, inspir-
ing each other to keep making art, performance or other-
vrfe.
D.a It,he a su|}Port groiu;|}?
Joyce Brierra Right.
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Michelle Stamlen Sue has an innate abhity to find out what
people are best at and the ways in which they thrive in a
group dynamic.  She plugs people into the right niche, and
shejustletsthemgowithit.
christine Hagedorn: That's the thing that's amazing, the
letting 80!
Michelle Stauler: She knows exactly what she wants and
she'sabletoconveythattous-sheknowspeople'siustinct-
she knows thdyre going to act in a certain way.
D.G:Ndsoti'byoiucoil!I'apasedthemusiefiotrltTahesone
ToBeOne.Tbe1'Iansicu)asthevebtolethatcarriedtbe
performaacefroil'I'IAtoZ.Canyoutellushowithap-
penedi
Nelson Smith:  Actually most of the music stuff in Sue's
performances starts with the film.  Usually there's a film.  The
films usually happen fust and they need sound, so we create
it and that becomes a kind of armature for the score.
D.G: Does the macsic coimejirsl o:r thef elm:?
Nelson Smith: The film.  In the last performance, the mu-
sic was done around the film.
Sue Carman: The film has to be done at least a year before
the performance.
NelsonSmith:Thelongtable(czse\gz¢e7'acez4;berejbeccz77'ze7':zz
medeaddiysho¢dengandorigand,tlol;rtyfioot,dint:irigtaife9inthf3
most recent fflm indicated the need for a repetitious, almost
monotonous piece with some variations and humor - I call it
vemacular music.  So that was the springboard for the fake
polka music - fake minimahi5t polka music, pseudo calypso -
what did you ask for originally, Sue?
Sue Carman: Baroque tango music.
Nelson Smith: The best I could come up with was reggae.
I like Sue's projects - I feel liberated - I can explore that kind
of sound more than in my own work.  My own work doesn't
relate to those kind of vernacular settings.
D.G..Marilyri,doyouthinhthatthereoughitobesoil!I!ie-
thi;ngrliLoirallyiavi;ProingabcrutaouoirfeofQetyioirmiLa:nee
an?
Marilyn Zimmerman: You mean, performance art as op-
posed to other forms of art?  I don't see a hierarchy in terms
of types of art.  Artists are people who actively develop their
intuition -it's something they hone; it's one of their skills.
Artists are the moral visionaries.  They always have been.
They're the tricksters.  Through their humor and umbrella
vision, which we all strive for, they are a group that can let
their humor go free; they challenge the status quo.  As vi-
sionaries, they conceive of Utopian structures -from eco-
nomics to social structures to human relationships.  We are
Special beings.  We are more childlike and much more so-
Phisticated.  That's a dyad that some people cannot under-
Stand.  It gives us a special vision and a special personality
thatgivesusthislightnessofhumor,playfulnessandsophis-
tication at the same time.
D.G.. Ho:lbi, what a:ne the biggest challengesf lacing vi-
sualar€istsattbebegini:ngoftheneujndlleaanham?
Holly Branstner:  Probably the reality, or fear, of society
Changing at such a pace in regards to attention spans, tech-
nology and the seeming lack of concern for a serious focus

in life.  To me, it seems there is too much of a desire for
instant gratification.  How calm we expect toddys youth to get
off staring at a Rothko for two hours?  Because, I actually
believe they'd get it - they just don't get asked often enough.
D.G: Speahimg Of tortured foatuters, Micbelke, do you
thinhthatcertatnkindsofartistsjul!filtceutdirostereo-
types,fiorexa:rvaple,a:reDainte'rsri!ioirena;mcisststicand
iawhLIgerfethanphotngraphers?
Michene Stamler:  I think narcissism is universal.  It's not
particular to one group of artists over another.  I don't think
one is more narcissistic as a painter than as a photographer.
Joyce Brienza:  Isn't narcissism about inward dwelling?
Rickvian:  It also depends on the subject matter of your
art.  If your art is about yourself, you're going to be more
narcissistic.  When I'm doing an abstract painting, I'm not
thinking about myself -they don't have anything to do with
ne.
I}G:)o7un,itsDossibletbatyoiuccmlcohataQalaud;ng
o!rscul:pta:riefiorthirtysecondsandbanJecmepiDbev:ny.
Somepeoplesaythatpeqiormen!Iceanisind;all:gerfeand
bori;ngrW7;oiuldyo:udefimeabadPieceOfsou|Ptw:reby
thesamecriteriaasabadDeQioirrvia::rice?
John Fiat: Absolutely. An incompetent painting is the same
as a redundant sculpture.  There's no mystery -there's noth-
ing to take me into the work.
D.G: What about the time element? When yoac see a
Derfeoirrna;;rice,youheeaaposedtoilfioirdeoulamhour,but
yo:u can wal:h Past a sculfoture in seconds. Does one
bavetobeamusedfioraoubolebourduringaperfeor-
iina;I!tce? There's a certain pressu:I!.e otn a Pelfolrm!ta:nee
ardsttomaketheiru)orlesti;anuldiae;gr
John Piet:  Performance is a lot like dance.  You have to
perfect it to a particular level, but it exists only for the mo-
ment.  If you don't have a videotape, it doesn't exist after the
performance, not in itself, only in your mind.
Christine Hagedom: But neither does a sculpture when
you walk away.  So you're left with the same amount of resi-
due from each experience.
Joyce Brienza: But you can go back to the sculpture.
Christine Hagedom: You can, but you spend more time
with a performance.
John Piet:  Ultimately it's about the way in which a work
pulls you in.
Nelson Smith: It's also because the average person encoun-
ters a sculpture and either dismisses it or absorbs it in sec-
onds.   In a performance, you're kind of holding them hos-
tage.

John Piet:  Every time I look at Bill Viola I fall asleep . . .
EdFraga:  I don't.
Joyce Brienza:  I love it too.
Nelson Smith:  It disturbs me.
Joyce Brienza: You get disturbed by it?
Nelson sndth: Yes,
John Piet: What, we're supposed to be excited by being
bored?
Ed Fraga:  Actually there's a lot going on.  I saw his retro-
spective in New York.  It was phenomenal.
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Marilyn Zimmerman: I think he tries to strive for a quiet-
riessthatwe'renotusedtoexperiencing.
Ed Fraga:  And I think he's using a medium that's easy to
passoffasbeingtechnologicauybanal,butreallyitisn't,it's
just a guise to get you into it.
Nelson Snlith:  Plus, Bill Viola is related more to painting
than he is sculpture.
Michelle Stamler:  Let's get back to the point: we're talking
about the difference between a person watching a perfor-
mance and somebody looking at a sculpture. With a perfor-
mance it's the feedback of others around you, a collective
reaction.  But with sculpture you look at as an individual.
Ed Fraga: I sort of disagree.  When you're observing some-
thing,you'reseeingthroughyourowneyes.
John Piet: I like watching people looking at art. W7hen I was
in the J7?Je7'zJe72Zfo7'as show (at the D.I.A. 1996), I could watch

people'sreactiontothepaintingandmyworkwithoutthem
knowing who I was. There was a different audience relation-
shipwiththework.
Christine Hagedom.  Yes, but what's the difference be-
tween looking at a performance piece and a piece of sculp-
ture?  In the end you might see the piece of sculpture in
Phoenix or New York or Rome, I don't know.  You don't
always get to look at again, just like the performance piece.  I
think when it sticks with you -when you're running over in
your mind how you felt the surface, how you felt about the
questiousraisedintheperformance-anytineyou'rerethink-
ing it, and it won't leave you alone, then I think that that's the
piece that was successful.
Sue Cz-: I agree.
Ed Fraga: Any tine you're lcoking at a work, it's what you're
left with -the conceptual part -the part that stays.
Nelson Smith; When we've done performances, and we've
all experienced this, the audiences affect the performance.
During the last show, the audiences were completely differ-
ent.  There was one night that the audience was really hot,
people were with the show - you can be doing the exact
same music and one night the audience win be with you and
it'11 be like magic, and the next night they're not affected the
saneway.
Christine Hagedom: And you don't feel like you're doing
anythagdifferently.
Nelson Smith:  Yes, but you're influenced by the fact that
it's a cold audience.
Michelle Stamler: When you do a painting, as opposed to
writing a performance, the motivations are different -you
Wantanindividualresponse-withaperformanceyouwanta
group response.
Carl Deleulenaere:  If you're an installation artist, you're
bankingonagroupresponsetoo.
John Piet:  The installation pieces I've done elicit a com-
Pletelydifferentresponse.
Ed Fraga=  In performance art, I always wonder how much
Peoplearerespondingtothegirnmicks-likethelightingand
so on.  It's a way of seducing.
Sue Carman: The way it's choreographed.
Joyce Brienza: It's a hook!

Ed Fraga:  Yeah, all these things are hooks
Michelle Stamler: There are different visual hooks in paint-
ing than there are in performance.
Rose Desloover: The other thing, of course, is that you're
planted in a seat and you're there for an hour.  Then there's
this idea that you look at a sculpture and get it in a few min-
utes.  I think the same thing happens in the performance but
it keeps going and there's one more thing, and one more
thing and it pulls you along.  Since we're talking about things
we don't like, I got stuck in a Mathew Barney fflm and I was
ready to hang myself, if I'd had guts I would have gotten up
and left, but I kept thinking. . .
D.G: Wlie bane moref tee outu oube`n looting at a soulp-
twre
Rose Desloover: That's one of the reasons it's sometimes
hard to get people into a performance - they know it's going
to be forty-five minutes, but what if they don't like it?
Rickvian: Like 4 C7ocho7ifa 07i#7?gewhere you're strapped
inwithyoureyesproppedopenandyou'vegottowatchthis
movie.
Ed Fraga: The fact that you find Mathew Barney difficult
relates to the fact that it's non linear and it disturbs you -
you're not watching the plot unfold.  In performance art, you
have to be willing to be lost in its non linear quality.  If you
expect to come out having this plot/story -scene one, act
one, well it's not like that with performance art, it's concep-
tual and it's hard to grasp.  What I like about Mathew Barneys
piecesisthatthey'rereallynotlikegoingandwatchingafilm.
They are really difficult and challenging and you have to be
wming to -
Sue Carman: But should they be filmed then?
Christine Hagedom: Weu, they were filmed -
EdFraga:lw7hat'schallengingaboutthemisthatyou'reforced
to look at something just like when art broke tradition, you
were forced to look at something -
Christine Hagedorn: W7here nothing's happening!
Ed Fraga: Yeah, but it's challenging your visual language.
D.G..Car€changj;ngtach,ujbenyoiuavoiirfeoireyoiuro/ujn
crtyouoirlwhatorhou::rsandbou;:rs,metialoislyceldrat-
ingperfedian;ismoinapieceofpaperthesizeofapost-
it, boon does such a slave to |]erf iectionism deal owitb
char;ginggect:rs,Iiineanthethrustandpa::rryofaperfeorL
mance?Doyoufieel,flo:rexa;in:Plo,liberatedbytbepeliL
fiorrmiia:rocebecauseyoiuknou)tbatandiheyou:#dranAJings
ttcanaverbeperfeect?
CariDemculenaere: I think that plays some role in it.  The
word that keeps coming to me is extravert.  I'm allowed to
vent my feelings about life, just raw and emotional feelings,
andnottohavetobemyselftotally-tolosemyselfinsome-
one else's concept of me, or in their own individual ideas
about life -their life.  I think of the performance work I've
done with Sue as a total release to let out all my inhibitions.
Becausemyworkissoemotionauydrainingattines,theoutlet
that's given to me through Sue's work, where all the little
specifics do not have to be necessarily remedied or worked
over and over and over again, well, I kind of enjoy that. You
could call it a lack of perfectionism -
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Michene Stamler:  However, I just want to say that I've
seen Carl backstage and he does not lose all his perfectionist
characteristics.
Rose Desloover: When he goes into make-up you mean.
Michelle Stamler:  I'm telling you, he's always there, Carl
the perfectionist, Carl, Carlotta, whoever he is.
D.G: Sue, ouhero you are avriting a |}erfiorunace, bow
o!ftendoyouthinhabcruttheanrdieneeimtermsoftheir
reactiowi?
Sue Carman:  Oh, every line, every concept, every angle.
DG..Sothe|]elfo!Iirma;:aceisa!tei)ersegf€outctinedinthat
serise,it'salu)aysgof;ngtoreactwilhtheaudieace?
Sue Camian: Right, I have to have a strong sense that thdyre
really going to react.
D.G.. Nelso'rb do youf ieelthe sanile ouay? Do yoiu think
deouttheoudieaceora;reyoiuiil!ro/neci:Iiicu:Inspect?
Nelson Smith:  I ignore the audience, more or less by ne-
cessity.  I'm not a natural performer.
D.G: Vvbat about in the u]rtting?
NelsonSmith:WhenI'mplanningit,Ibasicallyignorethem.
I'm in my own world. I admit it.
Michelle Stamler: I think that everybody here that has seen
Nelson and Sue's performances wouldn't disagree with that.
Nelson Smith:  I also think that that's something unique
about performance art, in the sense that naturalistic theatre
involves a whole science about romancing the audience and
communication.  People in legitimate theatre don't under-
stand this about performance art.
D.G: Ly'iim, yo/iur bebioul 1;be sce'nes avo'rfe has bee'n in-
stqru;merfealincrearfe;gthe"righiloch:'fiormanyDerfeoii'L
rna;:nces.Haa)eyotuei)erbadthedesi:netogoou:ltbe're
andbdioulasong?
Lynn Galbreath:  No, not at all.  I'm not like Sue in that
respect, I'm rather shy.  But even when I see her out there
she does kind of bring that out in me.
D.G:Bulyo!u:'i!ienatsleywilhstuderds-yoiuPerfiormfioir
then
Lynn Galbreath: That's true, but it's not the same.
Rickvian:  (fro7¢G.ccz/Tar) You don't sing?

Joyce Brienza: I think teaching is performance.
Lynn Galbreath:  But it's not on a stage - the audience is
completely different.  They're at your mercy.
Joyce Brierizzi: (ke"gbs) They don't clap.
I}G:ImthelastcoupleOfyears,aitandcoiriiu!iiie'roebave
merged. Art has become increasingly sliele and e'ro-
trenchedinPreseutdian,atthesa:rnetwrne,adrertising
hastaughiitsegftoind:ndccrfeisticexpanessian.Tbechiof
terl'aplesofou;roultu:neareshoQpi:ngrnallsandmotljle-
Plexes.Sue,haveyo/ueljerthoughideouldal;nga|}e'rL
fiol'ma::I'LceinashoQ|}¢;ngmalt?
Sue Carman:  Not in a shopping mall.  I've wanted to do
things like rent a bus.  Put stuff on the bus and drive through
New York City.
D.G..Whenyoiudoa|}eifoin'rm;:nee,theybavetocorrneto
you;rlocation.Ifsnatasifyou'regetttngpassingtraif=
fie. Malls are horrible Places, but tt couldbe an iute'Ii`
estingidea.Imean.ifyoiuujcwhedtocoilii:I)ertPeaple-I
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dan:tk:noaviifthere'sane'I)angeliealaspectto|}e'r.fio'Ih
rna;nco art. If tbe're avere, a mallavou,ld be the Perfect
phetostard
Sue Carman:  It would be very distracting.  The people
wouldn't know how to act.
D.G:Ifes,ilouou,ldbettheujor:hi:nginstr.ecttbeatre.
Joyce Brienza: Maybe it would work in Windsor.
John Fiet:  Or Venice, California. . .
Marilyn Zimmennan: Didn't someone go to the New York
Stock Exchange and throw out dollar bills?
Sue Carman: You could do things like that.  It would have
to be very simple -something that anyone could take in.
Christine Hagedom: No text.
Marilyn Zimmerman: It makes you think of Renaissance
theatre, Renaissance performance right there on the street.
Joyce Brienza: Kusama did performances where they got
nudesomewhereinNewYorkVz4/gr74,7968czffbeIV{3zt/yo7fa
StochEhohangeandatberlocativn§D.Thelea:reFjNcrfu];resofit.TJ]s
dcxmmented.
D.G: Amd the Beatles singing ``Gct Bacle" o:i'. the roof
Rickvlan:  It's like putting up billboards too.
Joyce Brienza:  But those are different spaces than a mall.
Lynn Galbreath: All of those are different audiences than
a nrall.
Sue Camian: A billboard is almost like public art.
Iid Fraga:  Like public sculpture.
D.G.. Michelle, avitb you;r ca:merab over the years, yo!u
have diltge'I'ttly docurl!ueuted most Of The Catbarctic
Chiyars I leif oin'na::i!tces. I bane tu]o questions someu]hat
uav:ielatedtothat:Wbendoesa|]botograpberbecoililite
an artist? And, if an artist has the desire to rli.alee a
Photograph,istbe'reanydtfflere'acebetujeentbatand
theouoirfeofa;nartist/phodjograDher?
Michelle Stamler: "When does a photographer become an
artist. . . "  From the get go. . .
D.G: Yes, but there a:re soil'ne Pbcitographers who are
pbdtrynuljds-
Joyce Brienza:  A photographer is an artist.  They don't
become an artist.
Christine Hagedom: W7hen they look though the lens and
chcxrse. . .
D.G.. Yes, but we bane to aubecorrre artists. Wie're all,
adeistsinthisroolin-ujeweren:'tbormtoit,uje7ndtogo
thou;gbaprocess.TJoudan:tjustowakeuaoinemormdriig
and say:. "I'rn an ardstl" The're's |}rocedrrme. Eoe'ry Pe'IiL
sonthatPichsuDacan'neradoes't'i;'tmakeart.
Michelle Stalnler:  Certainly the consciousness of it is a
huge factor.
D.G.. So/me pbotograpbers a:ne ve'ry coutempruous Of
bhdtogivnulin
Maril}m Zimmemian: But the best photojoumalists tram-
scend the category.
Michelle stalliler: Absolutely.
]ohnFict.Yes,thatphotographbyRobenCapaoftheSpan-
ish civil war partisan who's just been shot. . .
D.G.. REghi tbars aut, but the photo by your neoct-door
neiglobon,whatal.outtba±?
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Marilyn Zimmennam I think it's the consciousness of the
person using the media.  I think, increasingly, that all these
categories are permeable barriers.  It doesn't matter whether
it's painting, sculpture or photography.  There's a high and a
low, that's the inportant thing.
D.G..I'mbringingapabierarehicala;rgumerfe-IProb-
al7lyshouldr't,buttbatstbeujaylu]astrevhed.
Marilyn Zinmerman: Right.  It's very Modernist training
to make everything departmentalized.  Now, in the year 2001,
it's not just deconstructionalism, it's larger than that.  The
world is this integrated whole system.  Somehow we divided
everything up.  But now we're realizing that maybe some of
these things are related.
D.G: I 1%he so:I'ne Of those divisions tbougb.
Marilyn Zinmerman: Because you're an elitist.
Nelson Slnith: I think all artists are elitists by nature.
MichelleStamler:Arephotographersinthatgroupofart-
ists?  Dick, you've always put painters at the top of the list.
Onlyapainterwoulddistinguishbetweenfineartphotogra-
phy,photojoumalismandsocialdocumentaryphotograpky
Nelson Slnith:  All artists at some point become elitists.  As
soon as they establish that: "I have something unique to
presenthereandnow,atthismoment!Hey,lcx)katme,stand-
ing up on this soapbox -all attention must be paid to me!"
It,s elitism.
MarilynZimmennan:You'Iietalkingaboutbeingavision-
any.  I am adamant about this because there are artists who
usetheirmediatogiveavoicetothepeople-togiveaseuse
that this is an unequal world.
Nelson Smith  But they're still elitists.
Marilyn Zimmermam  No it's visionary, it's not elitism.
Nelson Smith They're the same thing.
Marilyn Zinmennan: No they're not.
Michelle Stamler:  I think that Marilyn is unique -
Marilyn Zimmerman: But it's not just me -
TohnHctMarilynis...she's...aztsfrogrzzpfoGat(de24gbs)
Michelle Stamler: Marilyn embraces. . . she's the least elitist
- one of the least elitist people I know.
Ed Fraga: Actually, you cannot be an elitist unless you're a
visionay.
Nelson Smith: There is a kind of snobbery surrounding
theideaofbeingavisionary.Inorderforavisionarytoput
hinselfoutsidetheworld-tostandapartandgethisglobal
visionaryradarworking,hehastoputhinselfoutsideevery~
tling.
Marilyn Zimmerman:  Like Gandhi and Martin Luther
King?  The best visionaries are at the service of the people.
Nelson,you'renotthinkingabouthowtheendofanypara-
digm goes full circle and eventually becomes the other.  It's
like the symbol of ying and yang.  Everything is the seed of
it's Opposite.
NelsonSmith:Okay,Ithinkweagree-1ikethegoodjcj7ike/
bedKjth.TnstarTrde.

Joyce Brienza: To get back to the difference between pho-
tographers and painters, it's the issue of the art with aura.  I
just gave my students an assignment to go look at the Bill
viola videos and then to lock at a painting.  They had to talk
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aboutthedifferencebetweenvideoaftandpainting,andthe
wholeissueof"howispaintingvalidintheageoftechnol-
ogy?"  Every single student said that the videos were nice,
butthatanyonecanrunacamera,andthatpaintingwiual-
waysbevalidbecauseit'smadebythehand-andthat'swhere
the aura is, in the hand.  That's what people feel.
Michelle Stamler: That's bizaITe.
ToyceBrienza:Thetouchiswhatthey'retalkingabout.They
feelthatanyonecanpickupacameraandusetechnology,
that it doesn't require the same talent.
I,ynnGalbreath:That'sbecausethdyvenevertakenavideo
class.

John Pict:  There's an interesting discussion about digital
images - if people don't like them they delete them.  But
withconventionalfilm,yearslatersomeonediscoversnega-
tives of Lee Harvey Oswald. . .  If you erase it, if you digi-
talize it, it's gone.
MichelleStamlenWell,painterspaintoverpaintings.
RoseDeslcover:Joyce,ifthestudentsyou'retalkingabout
hadtakenavideoclass,theynrighthavecomebackandsaid
that the videos were better.
Marilyn Zimmennan:  Let's not negate new technology.
Anyartistwilltellyou:it'snotthemedia,it'showyouuseit.
It's not about liking technology or not liking it.  You have to
see it as another huge arena for us to communicate with.
D.G.Whatsintenestingistbatsnddenky,intbe1840's
ujegctthisneujthingca]ledPbotograp7ey.TbereuJas
nothingtocomfoareitto,noprctorty|}e,nocaavybrro
acadeny...
Maril}mZinmennan:It'snotaboutphotoglaphyit'sabout
the intent and the usage - it's the consciousness behind it.
We'reexperiencingabreakdowninthehierarchyofmedia.
Therearepermeablebarriersbetweeneverything-econom-
ics,politicalstructures,communication-it'sbreakingdown
-that's what AIDS did for us.  We all have blood.  We all
have to have a consciousness about everyone else's health.  A
hundredyearsfromnowtherearegoingtobecategoriesof
art we can't even dream of.  For this discussion to be based
on nineteenth century definitions of hierarchies of art. . . it's
like, get rolling!
Nelson Smith  We're going to have a whole new set of
hierarchies.
Marilyn Zimmerman:  That's right.  We're not going to
knowifthat'sMichelleI'msittingnexttoorifit'sherclone.
D..G:CarlaridEd,a:ro/u:nd1992sone¢;hingbappedin
tpecSrcle.Itwasn'texactkylthetbebrede-vepofthe
Beatles,buttherewasadeftnitecbtllintbeadr.What
changeouasinpnpess?
EdFraga:(Z7ie77?a/G.7?g)Iwastoodemanding-Iwantedtop
bthg.
NdsonSmith:(dee4gbs)That'swhen1startedgettinginvoived.
Carl Demeulenaere:  I was fortunate enough to perform
with not only Sue, but with Nelson, and I think there was an
overlap for a while.  There were changes in our lives.  Some
of the people in the group chose to be involved in a lesser
capacity, maybe behind the scenes rather than to be the ex-
traverts they had been.  I opted to continue being an extra-



vert.  I can't recall any disagreements, I think we just kind of
changed-maybegettingmoreinvolvedwithourownwork.
Some people stepped aside.  I didn't.  I was consistently en-
thued.
EdFraga:  I agree with Carl.  I was one of the people who
decided to slowly ease out of it and work more on my own
projects.  It was gradual.  I talked to Sue about it -it wasn't
like: (£foeczf%.ccz//j{) "I don't want to be in your performances
anymore!„
D.G:Butactualkyi±u)asabitl;ihetheBeatlesbecouse
everybodyouasuvingintbeAI;IasBu;tiding-itouasabtt
like"Hetryrandeve'rybodystartedmouingout
Sue Carlnan:  Yes, we felt support living there, we needed
that support - it was a lot tighter.
Carl Demeulenaere: You moved too.
Ed Fraga:  Some of us moved to the Brooklyn Building.
CEdFraga,IIallyBavrfeyier,SueGa:rvyianb
Michelle Stamler: If we're going to be candid, I think there
weresomerelatioushipsinthegroupthatbecamestrained-
Sue Carman: But even despite that -
Michene Stamler:  It's like on Beb¢'77c7 ZbeMasG.c.  If we're au
honest,forthoseofusthatcancastourmindsbacktothose
times, there were feelings about people, which influenced
whetherornotpeoplewantedtoparticipate.
Ed Fraga:  (c77ijz77?czJfocz//j/) I want names!

Joyce Brienzac  Spit it out!
Michelle Stauler: I thick it had less to do with Sue moving
to the Brooklyn Building and then to Birmingham.  There
were those who felt slightly competitive or disenfranchised
or just generally pissed off, whatever.  However, I do think
that we were able to come together and work in spite of it,
which is significant, but there were definitely strained rela-
tiouships -
Sue Carman:  Some of it had to do with finding our per-
sonal seives too.
Ed Fraga: Part of it was the time commitment.  In my case,
itwastakingtimeawayfrommyworkand1wasgettingself-
ish about it.
D.G:Sue,ifyoiuhedto,wbichwouldyougivewpjirst:
jtwyrmaling,pdind;ngorperfeormance?
Michelle stamlen £2pfoie 's CZ7ode
Sue Carinan:  Maybe performance - because I could per-
form in the fin.  I'd like to still make films, but performances
arebeginningtotaketheirtollonme.
John Fiet:  Pictures are forever.
Sue Carman: That's right. And performances don't seem to
generate a bigger audience, they just seem to be stay at a
certainnumberofpeople.
D.G.. You can o:I'Iky jttl a theatre with three hundred
|]eaple,butafilmcantravalandreacbmo:repeople.Sue - Yes.
Iid Fragr  Speaking of film, one thing I whl say is thatTeffs
contribution to Sue's performances has been an amazing
amalgamationofthetwopersonalities-Teffsdarknesswith
Sue's lightness. . .  all those award winning films.
Sue Carman:  I had a real energy sitting there and cutting
films together in that little teeny place.
Joyce Brienza: You mean editing?

Sue Carman:  Yeah, sitting there kind of in a secret little
spotwithaHofyouOookingaround)youknow,onthatlittle
screen and that music.  It's like a whole art world on that little
editing screen.  It's amazing.
DG..Jeffiyoiurrecenlavorlehasbeeninamorethethree
ddrranstorial real;I!IiL Outside Of being af urn:mdeer, de
youseeyoiurselfasi'noineofa|}atwherofsoulptor?
Jeff Bloomer: A sculptor.
DC±TJoua.comstrue€iansbaveaspiride4aldrnensiouCan
youdescribeit?Istheiriineaninguniversalorcneindi,
viduaiswitbaceriatnspirilualbemlfhelytobemore
recque?
TeffBlcomer:Thespiritualelementinnyworkismeantto
beuniversal.Myblackboxesaremodemdryicousofaloss
of spiritual faith that I see within society.  They are remnants
left over from a dying society.  I have spent eleven years
living in the imer city of Detroit.  This tine spent in the city
is a direct reflection that is carried out in my work.
D.G.. What is the single most inportartt message you
wisbtoinpauttotheyou;thofAmaericatbrougbyour
orvtt?

Jeff Bloomer: To use art as a means of learning something
aboutyourselfanddeterlriningwhatyourpartiswithinthe
world.
D.G.. Lyttap many new andsts corm:ing ou;I Of Neu) Yorle
maintain,asMartrynsuggests,thattbereisnolonger
anyneedtoadheretoaproscrtoedtrad:monintheari,
sunlaris.Theysaythatst:nceallautisnoujkybridin
whore,tobeaPainterisanev:I'iac7"onisrrmlfou'vebeen
exDeri:t'I!ue'retingouitbdtl:]}ereutmodesOfe3€Pressiori;
u)bere'sttleadirog?
I.ynn Galbreath: I've been trying to combine drawing and
painting.
D.G:Makingleybridfioil'ms-
Christine Hagedom: And they're even sort of sculptural.
I,ynn Galbreath:  I'm trying to take it to a different level,
whichisachallengingthingtodo,butthecombiningofdraw-
ing and painting has to do with hierarchy.  What's more im-
portant, drawing or painting? What medium do you work
best in and how do you bring that together in a serious yet
entertaining format?  That's what I'm trying to figure out.
D.G..jayce,Ithinhwe'dauagreetbatyou'resomeone
whoisdeifinltelynata|]ri::rriadoouunYou'reveryel)en
tenperedandsooil!LWboisthehiggestPri:madormain
The Calbcmdic Circle?
]oyceBrienza:Hah!So1gettoanswerthis...ore87?G.7¢gJ7iapG.-
c7czJfo7c)  I get to be in trouble. . .
Ed Fraga:  Are you incorporating all the years?
Carl Demeulenaere:  Let's not diverge from the question!
Joyce Brienza:  Carl wants it answered!
Carl Delneulenaere:  I am really curious about this . . .
Ijynn Galbreadr I can answer this.  Carl is the biggest prima
dorma, but he's also the most talented on stage.
carl-oulenaere:(*bo"gbgiv/Tgr)We'vehadafowtantriius,
but we always work them out. . .
Michelle Stauler: Wait a minute, we're still waiting forToyce
to answer.
Joyce Brienza:  I think it's almost a tie between Carl and
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Ed. . . but I think... in the end... Ed wins. . .  and he never
thought he was even in the running! (he"gb¢.77®  Isn't it amaz-
ing how things follow you through life!
Ed Fraga:  God, what a reputation!  I was going to say you!
Joyce Brienza: Leave me alone!
Nelson Smith:  I never got my special chair!
Michelle Stamler: Just a second. . . we're looking up prima
donna in the dictionary. . . oh look!  It's Ed's picture!
Joyce Brienza: Oh God, Ed's going to hate me!  He's going
tohatemeforever!(7iiaczc7¢.7cg/ro77'3Z]beczfozfo72cz7]/)Fiistdefinition
- this isn't the bad one: the principle woman singer in a con-
cert or an opera.
cariDencLilemere:grEng7zG.72gcov7ce.z)That'sme...

Joyce Brien2a:  Second definition: a temperamental, vain or
anrmtpersch(dengbG.7®
EdFraga:  Okay, that's alright. . . temperamental. . .
D.G: ... a questwhfor Rose! Rose, you've oversee'n
rra;ny OfThe Catbarctic Circke's perfurmaaces. Is The
Catanedicclrokeadysfumdianalfamdy?
RoseDesloover:Actually,whenyouwereaskingahoutthere
being something in the air with the group, I thought to my-
self, this is the perfect group, the perfect circle, because some
organizations get caught up in the organization - you know,
you have to have a secretary, you have to have a structure.
This group has never really had a structure.  Not a defined
structure where you're expected to do to this or that -
Joyce Brienza: It's autonomous.
John Fict: It's conseusual.
Rose Dessoover: There's this kind of fluidity to it; people
are called upon to do things, either like Nelson with the mu-
sic. . . or sometimes a person is called on to do something
they thought they could never do.  Thinking about all the
other art groups around in the Detroit area, some of them,
well, they fight all the time because so and so didn't do some-
thing for someone, or they didn't include them. The Catharctic
Circle is kind of the way, I think, art groups were in the past,
where different kinds of people with different talents came
together,likedeachother,argued,butwerefascinatedbywhat
the other person was doing.  In this group, everybody is an
individual.
Joyce Brienza: That would be more like a functional farfuly.
Ruse Desloover:  RIght
Michelle Stamler: People's egos are quite secure.
D.G: Sue, once you k:now botu) to do il, sur.)i:viacg as am
artistisbehapseasierinapradicalse'nsethanttisinr
teutectuaky-oiriceyoubaveputfioodonthetalale,how
doyoiususta;inyou;rardsticijisian?
Sue Camlan: In this room is one reason; this is food for my
self esteem.
D.G: As an autist, yoac have to be able to eat and have
shdier bofore ycm do your u)orb: A lot Of acs do othe'r
jobs besides rnahing cut. I think the only fleoDle be're
that don:t have otherjobs a:re Ed arid Card Eoe'rybody
else is doing something else. Ed and Carl don't haue
fian¢tlles.Doyouthinhitseasierbeingonyouroiuj'n,?
Ed Fraga:  In some ways.  In Carl's case, he gets residences.
He has the freedom to be able to apply for things - one thing
leads to another.
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John Fiet: You have to have the need; you have to have the
desire and the attitude that whole family can go to hell - and
dirmers can go cold.  The only thing that's important is the
art that you're making.
Marilyn Zimmerman: For all of us, we can say that rnak-
ing art has been the deciding force in our life, okay?  So, our
creativeexpressionhasbeentheorganizingforceofourlives
and has forced some of us to make conscious sacrifices.  At
the same time, a lot of us are canying on as educators, heads
of households, parents or as caregivers to our parents. We
interface with the community, with institutions and with other
artists.  Serving the aft communfty is a very important aspect
for a lot of the people here, and for Sue, who's a grade school
teacher - a lot of her magic comes from how she relates to
those children.  The other aspects of our lives shouldn't be
compartmentalized away from our art making - it's the her-
alded force in our lives and it permeates every aspect of our
existence.
Ed Fraga:  Part of it is the idea of sustaining yourself just
on your work.  One of the downsides of being in Detroit, or
aplaceunlikeChicago-whereyoucanmaybeestabhishyour-
self as an artist because there's a network of collectors who
support art -it's harder to do that here, but there is an under-
ground audience that will support your work.  It takes work
to develop that.  Like with Carl or myself, you generate inter-
est in your work and there are people out there interested in
buying.  A lot of it has to do with adopting a more business-
like manner, being savvy and being able to promote yourself.
The more business minded I am, the better I do.
Rickvian:  I've always tried to figure out how to make a
living to support myself so that my art can be completely
independent.  So I can do whatever the hell I want - because
there's always a temptation of making more of something
that sens.  I don't want to do that.  I want to do what I want to
do right now!
Michelle Stamlen  Rick, isn't part of that because you had a
family that you had to supporL7
Rickvian:  Before I had the family I had no stomach for
making art with the idea that "I think this is going to sell,"
like a gallery owner saying, "Don't use yellow, I can't sell
yellow.„
Ed Fraga: You can make art and get it out there and still be
truetoyourselfwithoutcompromisingyourvalues.
D.G..InthattbetaDeisdeouttoruneourtylatrl!ieasleo/ne
lastqpestioen:whosbouldhaniethelastujord?
Sue Carmari: All of us should.
Carl Deneulenare:  Can I say something else?
Michelle Stamler: I think it's important to note that there's
never a last word.
Carl Deneulenaere: After Michelle . . .
Michelle Stamler: Oops, sorry, Carl.
Chllinoulenaac: The idea of success, since people were
talking about my work -I'm striving for success.  I don't
consider myself successful in the least.  I'm endlessly striving
for a kind of success and it often doesn't include the outside
world.  It's success within myself.
Nelson Smith:  He got the last word!



®®NHFEiEBELHH®ffi§

FT®  HELiE

E%ENiffiBiHi®N  ANHB
`..                        .`                                                                                                                     .

Thisactivityissupportedbytheoakland
CountyRegrantingAgency,aprogramofthe
MichiganCouncilforArtsandCultural
Afifads

AndbytheOfficeoftheDean,

=€=us#rences
OAKLAND
COUNTY
CULTURAL
COUNCIL

„m%%adn%C%fiaorffiirs

REFTELREE

ffiHRFT

©F
HFTELfflE

©AFTELHffiffi©HFT]®

©]HR©ffiREE

Drawing, Painting, Sculpture ,
Installation,  Photography
& Film by AIists of
The Catharctic Circle

HVI EAEB®W  Bffi©©B€ ffiENFT  GffiELELmEffiw

Dick Goody, Director
Jacky Leow, Assistant to the Director
Assistant Preparator: George Bennett
Gallery Intern: Michael K. Tekelly

eeFEN E  ®ffiHffiELff®® EL# E

Dick Goody, Catalogue Design
Printed by:Transworld Printing Company

i:):(Hl



jL

!1!!!(

Him

;

esH-i

Hdi

illfi

HH

i
iH


