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SUBMISSIVES

acrylic and collage on panel, 2005, 16 x 24 inches

CHOWDER
acrylic and collage on panel, 2005, 24 x 15.75 inches
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BEAUTIFUL TOMORROW

acrylic, oil and collage on canvas, 2003, 48 x 50, collection of Lisa Wainwright

DRIVE FOREVER

acrylic, oil and collage on canvas, 2005, 50 x 44 inches
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CLYDE
acrylic and collage on panel, 2006,
20 x 16, collection of Ruth Horwich
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HARVEY

acrylic and collage on panel, 2007, 20x 16 inches

LAPPING WAVES
acrylic and collage on panel, 2007, 20 x 16 inches
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PRIMA

acrylic and collage on panel, 2006, 27 x 24 inches,
collection of Tony Phillips & Judith Raphael

EARLY SHORE

acrylic and collage on panel, 2006, 27 x 24 inches

GIRLS OF THE GUN

acrylic and collage on panel, 2006, 27 x 24 inches,
collection of Paul & Amy Carbone
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OVAL POND

acrylic and collage on canvas, 2008, 48 x 61 inches

TO HER SENSES

acrylic, oil and collage on canvas, 2005, 48 x 50 inches
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Clea BY JOHN HASKELL

1.

Little girls get lost. At the moment however, Clea was quite content, playing with her friends
at the beach. The beach was in Mexico and she was playing in the sand, building structures
with her hands and her arms and buckets of sand, laughing and gesturing and enjoying her-
self. Other children were holding sticks, drawing designs at the water’s edge, and when Clea
stood up she looked at the water, watching the waves and the horizon, and looking out at
the curving line of the horizon, it seemed to curve down and around, curling back behind
her and around her, embracing her as she stood there, tilting first one way, then another.

Then someone took her hand and led her away from the water. Like ants communicating, a

POLONAISE #17 SMILES ALL AROUND acrylic, oil and collage on canvas, 1996, 16 x 23 inches

general idea of movement was communicated and Clea followed that movement, along an
unpaved street, under a canopy of trees, until some of the children walked in one direction
and other children walked in a different direction, and Clea followed her friends to a large
Mercado. Vendors were selling food near the entrance, and a boy with a bird on a stick was
running, holding the bird in the air, trying to get the bird to fly close to the sky. Watching
him, Clea was happy, and because she wanted that happiness to continue she followed the
boy into the darkness of the covered Mercado. Her eyes adjusted to the narrow aisles, filled
with animals, alive and dead, and stalls selling voodoo potions to ward of evil. Cages of lit-
tle yellow chicks were crowded together next to rabbits and peacocks, and she passed
barking animals and birds in cages. Although Clea loved the birds, she hated the cages, and
when she saw a man forcing a bird into an orange container, against its will, she turned
away. She walked by a stall where a large green snake had just eaten a baby mouse. Clea
could see the little baby inside the snake, its form visible inside the skin of the snake, and

when Clea looked back to where her friends had been, they were gone.

2.

In the 1932 movie version of Doctor Jekyll and Mister Hyde, Dr. Jekyll is a well respected
physician. We see him lecturing to a congregation of students and fellow-scientists, explain-
ing his theories about human possibility, and about controlling what he calls “good” and
“evil.” He believes he can separate a human being into disparate parts, and regulate that
separation; and because he believes in the freedom to experiment, and to pursue those
experiments wherever they lead, he begins to experiment on himself. He locks himself in his
laboratory and creates a potion which, when he takes it, turns him into a beast. Mr. Hyde is
the name he gives to that thing he becomes, and it’s while he’s being that thing that he
finds a young barmaid, pays for a room with Jekyll’s money, and keeps her in that room as
a kind of prisoner. We don’t see what he does to her, but it’s obvious from her expression
that he terrorizes her. We don’t know if he feels guilty, later, but when he comes home, back
to his laboratory, he’s able to drink an antidote that turns him back into Jekyll. And every-
thing would be fine except he can’t stop taking the potion. He believes in his ability to con-
trol who he is, but he can’t control who he is; he keeps becoming Hyde, more and more fre-

quently, as if, once he’s started, he can’t be anything else.

73



74

3.

Clea walked down a long aisle, past soap stalls and food stalls, and she was standing out-
side the market, hoping that once she was out in the sun, that everything would be fine. But
everything wasn’t fine. The market was big and she was small and strangers were moving
around her in all directions. That’s when Clea knew that she was lost. And although she was
only seven, or maybe because she was only seven, she opened herself to the world, expect-
ing the world tell her where to go. Because she was young she trusted the world, and
because she trusted the world she started walking. She crossed a street, walked along a
stone sidewalk, around a corner, up another street and she came to a plaza where men in
the red and green uniform of song—Mariachi men—were looking for work. They were
singing and drinking and enjoying the shade where they could find it. All of the benches
were taken up by men so Clea sat on a marble ledge in a corner, dangling her legs over the
side. She didn’t want to think about her mother, or about being lost, or if she was, she want-
ed to be content, looking out and watching the plaza. A woman with a pot of boiling water
was making instant coffee. A man was selling peanuts from a sack over his shoulder. Clea
was watching, not only what was happening in the plaza, but the plaza itself, as an object.
The movement of people coming and going had a mind of its own. The woman with the
baby in a sling, the dark man with the crooked back that wouldn’t let him look up, the two
women selling liquid who only moved their arms and never their bodies. She watched this
as if watching the world, and then she stood up. Although she didn’t know where she was,

she stood up and started walking.
4,

In the film version of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, made in 1941, Ingrid Bergman plays the bar-
maid that Hyde is keeping prisoner. She has wounds on her back from his, we assume, sex-
ual advances, and when she has a chance she goes to Dr Jekyll for some help and advice.
She doesn’t recognize who he is, but he recognizes her, that the marks on her back are his
marks, and he determines then to put an end to Mister Hyde. He promises her that Hyde
will be no more, and in the film we see him in his laboratory, placing a key—Hyde’s key—into
a furnace. We see the key dissolving back into molten metal. And Jekyll thinks it’s finally
over, that he’s a new man, a normal man, a regular, contented man, and at the moment he’s
feeling content. His fiancée’s father has finally agreed to the marriage he’s been waiting for,
and he’s walking through a park, whistling in the evening air, enjoying the air, and the birds
in the air, and the cane in his hand as he twirls it. And then an expression crosses his face.
In the movie version we don’t see that first dark flicker when the impulse appears. We don’t

see the moment when Jekyll gives up or gives in and begins changing into Hyde. The special

effects aren’t very good, but we do see his face, frame by frame, as he transforms into his
other self. It’s happening on its own now, without potion or provocation, and it happens
again, later, and Hyde goes on a killing spree. He’s chased back to his laboratory where he
takes the antidote, and the policemen, when they arrive, think they’ve made a mistake. They
apologize to Dr. Jekyll, and they’re about to leave when the antidote stops working. Hyde
is stronger than any antidote and he reappears, goes wild, and after destroying his labora-
tory, he’s finally shot and he falls to the ground. We see him, lying on his laboratory floor,
the life leaving his body, and as he dies we see his face, frame by frame, turning back into

what he was.

5.

Clea recognized the desire to cry, but she told herself that she wouldn’t. No, she said. | won’t
cry, and she began humming a tune as if that might stop what was happening. She crossed
a main avenue and walked past shops selling bicycles. She turned off that street because it
was dirty, and following her instincts, walked along a quiet street, but because men and
women were standing in doorways she turned off that street and walked down another, a
shady street, and about half a block down this street she thought, I'm lost. But she didn’t
cry. She was standing by a doorway and she could see inside to a courtyard, and a fountain
with water bubbling into a pool. It was a restaurant, a middle eastern restaurant, and it was
cool inside, and damp, and waiters were walking from the kitchen to the dining room. She
asked a woman where the bathroom was, and she walked up the stairs, into a room with
tiled floors and tiled walls and it was quiet, with high ceilings. She leaned against the tiled
wall, letting the feeling she was feeling, the feeling of being lost, come into her. If she was
crying, it was a silent crying, the crying of hope as it transforms into hopelessness. And
that’'s when a woman came into the room. Clea stayed where she was, listening to the
woman walk into a stall, and Clea imagined the woman coming out of the stall, washing her
hands, and she imagined herself following the woman, out of the bathroom and onto the
street and back to the house where she lived. When the actual woman walked out of the
bathroom Clea waited a moment, then pushed herself away from the tiled wall, went down-
stairs, and told a man who seemed to be in charge that she couldn’t find her mother. The
man listened to her, spoke into a phone, and then he spoke to some people wearing white
shirts. And then he took her hand and led her to a large chair. He lifted her on to the chair
and asked if she was sleepy. She pretended she was. She pretended to fall asleep on the
chair but she wasn’t sleepy. What had just happened, which hadn’t seemed good at the time,
wasn’t bad. What had happened was a part of her, and without knowing why, she wanted

to keep it alive.
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At a point in every day of my life | lose my mother. When she walks through those doors
there is no turning back, if only for a moment, she will not stand to be bothered. "Just give
me a second Ava."” "Is this an emergency, can you wait?" she would say when | was younger.
Now | know better. Of course | can talk, and she doesn't mind, sometimes she will answer,
or just listen. But still she is lost in a thing | am just beginning to know. When | was little |
would look at what she made and think it was nice, but now | have favorites, and ones |
rather wouldn’t look at, and | know how hard it really is, every brush stroke, every last
moment until it is done. Yet she goes through those doors every day, to wrestle with that

canvas, to get lost, and now, sometimes, | will follow, and get lost too.

AVA CARNEY

AVA acrylic, oil and collage on canvas, 2003, 36 x 24 inches
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