MADELINE c LAREN c E MAJ o R Grandpa in the casket in the living room.

For me, that early experience made death natural.
VON FOERSTER Snow and ice melting, sliding into the river.
T h e Cyc | e The flames were naked tree limbs.
The Promise I, 2012 Pasture fences falling down, rotting from age.
Oil and egg tempera on panel, 16 x 20 in Then spring, and yellow tulips and splotches of red.
Spring and a lone man in a green jacket
on the squeaking planks
looking down across the water
as if longing for the impossible.
The train going through the middle of town,
in the middle of the night,
shaking the old buildings,
its whistle louder than the loudest dog howling.
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