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After almost a year of much of the world staying home,
where one lives has taken on new meaning.
The walls of the home must hold all activities, from work and education,
to leisure and rest. The experience of going out is altered and often unavailable.
Additionally, the experience of going into the homes of people whom one is close to
is gone as well. Gallery 114 at Home shares spaces in homes and home studios
belonging to our member artists, along with the art that has nurtured their practices
and brought them joy during this difficult year.
So often art is experienced in public spaces—galleries, museums, businesses—
but there is something entirely different in experiencing art in the intimate space
of a home or a studio. Art works are often situated in closer proximity to each other
than they would ever be in an exhibition, though in the home the works do not compete
for attention, but form a cosmos reflecting the collector or maker’s sensibilities.
Viewing the work is not limited to the duration of an exhibition,
rather a world is made where those who dwell and visit,
may return to a work over and over, and there is no end to seeing.
Through the challenges of 2020, Gallery 114 has continued to provide
artists the ability to exhibit with total creative freedom.
At home, member artists continued to push their practices forward,
nourished by the art work they reside with.
Rachael Zur
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ART IN THE TIME OF COVID
When my wife and I moved to Portland in 2006, we built a 600 square foot studio building adjacent to our home.
I was teaching at Chemawa Indian School in Salem at the time, and painted in the studio on weekends and
during school vacations. When I retired two years ago, I began spending full “work days” in the studio.
COVID hasn’t changed that. At any given time, I’m typically working on a few paintings at va¡rious stages
of completion. In good weather, I keep the studio and house doors open, and our dog, Otis,
makes a few daily visits to the studio to check on my progress.
What has changed is the amount of time I’m inside our house, and how I am looking at the art that hangs
on our walls with new eyes. While we often bring in new pieces as I complete them and at other times bring back
older ones we want to live with again, two pieces remain constant on our walls. The first is a pastel my close friend,
artist Rick Bartow, sketched while discussing his artistic process with my advanced art students at Chemawa.
Looking at it now, I reflect on his strength throughout his illness. The second is an oil painting I made
as a birthday gift for my wife. The painting honors, T. C .Cannon, whose work in the 1960’s and 70’s
embodied the activism, cultural transition, and creative expression of the time. His bold color combinations,
mash-ups between Native and non-Native elements, and exploration of identity politics have been
a significant influence on my own work and seem particularly relevant in these turbulent times.
Don Bailey
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I am lucky to have a studio in my home. I have made work in this same room
for twenty-eight years responding to dramatic changes in the world as well as in myself.
Perhaps, the most critical time in those twenty-eight years is the present.
Extreme political and social conditions have challenged artists in ways that most have
never dealt with. We have questioned the importance of what we do in relationship
to practical contributions that we could be making to help our planet and its occupants.
What most of us as artists have concluded, though, is that our collective spiritual wellbeing
is important and that making and sharing art is a critical piece in maintaining
creative vitality and good health.
The painting of the Gladiolas by Louis Mateo has been a constant presence in my house
for at least 20 years. Each time I look at it I feel as though I am being
handled by kindness and wisdom. I am grateful for its steadying influence
and unconditional nature.
Pat Barrett
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Art and Design in This Old House
There isn’t much room left in my house for hanging or displaying art, but I never worry about that
when I am compelled to purchase a piece. I’ve taken to hanging pieces salon style in the living room.
I consider my vintage family pieces to be art as well. I like to mix these examples of designs past
with the new pieces we’ve collected. This is how the past and present co-exist in my mind,
so the juxtaposed style fits. A fellow gallery member once told me that being in my house is like a visit
inside my psyche. I hope your visit will been a pleasant one.
My Great-Grandma Mary hooked this rug from old clothing scraps. She not only hooked rugs,
but also embroidered, made hats and clothing, and painted. She was precise, exacting, and patient.
My daughter takes after her. I do not.
A few years ago, I was stopped at a light on SE Chavez. I looked to my right and saw a sign, “Moving Art Sale”.
I quickly pulled over to park, ran in, and found this strong piece by Trina Hassen.
I grew up seeing this painting(right) in my Grandma Pauline’s house. When we were little,
my brother and I always saw this as a face with two misshapen eyes, a thatch of hair
and a wide red mouth. It wasn’t until much later that I suddenly saw the painting for what it is.
I love the way the artist has caught the light of the southwest.
Serena Barton
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Photography is not as much about the image,
but about translating lessons of life into a visual dialogue. The forced isolation brought
about by Covid-19 has pushed me even deeper into introversion than I had ever wanted.
My studio is my computer, and my dialogues are mostly with myself.
I am on a hamster wheel of self-reflection and self-doubt and marginal images
leading to more self-reflection, deeper self-doubt and worse images.
Something has to give. Something will break through, maybe today,
or next year, or maybe never.
And yet, the fallow field absorbs water and nutrients for the coming Spring.
Today, I listen to the rain and wait.
Mark Danley
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Artworks on the wall (this page) from left to right.
John Wippich • Leslie Yates • Leslie Foeller
Liz McDonald • Karl Kaiser • Monica Kralicek
Theodore Holdt • Ruth Armitage • Leah Kohlenberg
My son’s self-portrait was from his college days in SUNY-FIT (Fashion Institute of Technology).
Therese Murdza’s paintings were a gift to Kelly for her birthday. Karen Wippich’s collage was a gift.
The Thomas Hart Benton was bought by my mother for $50.00 back in the 1950’s
Jeff Leake’s painting is just so good, I couldn’t resist buying it.
A windmill on an iceberg? A squid swimming under the waves but in mid air? Just too much.
All of this art is from friends or members of my community.
Jon Gotshall
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As lockdown started in March, I was moving into the top story of a big old house that has been converted
into apartments. This is the space I’ve set aside to use as an office and where I’ve been working
for the better part of a year. Working from home is often lonely, but the view is hard to beat.
The tree outside my window is a huge old liriodendron tulipifera, or “American tulip tree”, the tallest of
all eastern hardwoods. The Willamette River is visible a few hundred yards beyond. When the tree was flowering
in the spring eagles came to roost on its limbs. Now in the fall its leaves have turned such a beautiful yellow
it seems to be almost radiating color. When I’m stuck or need a break from looking at screens, I often follow
the paths of its gracefully twisting limbs with brush and ink. There are two sentimental pieces on either side
of my desk. To the right is a somewhat-kitschy souvenir—a print that is a copy of a print—a photogravure
faithfully reproducing one of the many agrarian landscapes Rembrandt executed in drypoint, which I bought
at the old master’s home-turned-museum in Amsterdam. On the left an gift/inside-joke from my dad.
I’ve left many walls here uncharacteristically unadorned, mostly because all sides of this apartment are surrounded
by trees. In the mornings I wake to watch woodpeckers hammer away at the hemlock and red cedar, the waxwings
and starlings in the cinnamon leaved viburnum, and the crows in the big old redwood with the split trunk.
This is the most recent addition to my modest print collection. Night Light by Melany Stevens. For five years I lived
a quarter mile or so from the Minneapolis police precinct building that so famously burned this summer.
I walked or biked past it twice a day, at least. The liquor store across the street that provided the fiery backdrop
for that now-famous photograph, the one with the protester and the upside-down flag, was my neighborhood spot
for a quick beer-run. The building being depicted here had just replaced my old grocery store. Minneapolis
in many ways will always be home to me and this piece reminds me why.
Bryn Harding
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Writer George Monbiot says humans are creatures of narrative. He believes we look for a story to explain
our situation, where we stand, how we got there and where we’re trying to go.
I’ve gathered the artwork in my home slowly, over the course of almost 40 years.
Some objects have survived the purges and vicissitudes of being moved a dozen times.
Others have come to me more recently and are, for the most part, made by Oregon artists.
The media varies - wooden masks, prints, assemblages, photographs.
The one theme unifying this mixed bag collection is simply my abiding affection
for the ‘story’ embodied by each piece.
Through the years, I’ve traded, been gifted or purchased artwork done by friends.
Knowing the artists well, has brought an additional dimension
and depth to my relationship with the work.
This lithograph, done by a Brazilian artist tells, at least in part, the story of making a place in a new country,
maintaining a home language and culture while simultaneously adapting to a new reality.
Its split structure addresses connection, disconnection and duality.
One of my favorite stories is connected to the tiny assemblage shown above.
It hangs near my kitchen table and reminds me about critical moments, points when everything changes.
I see the central figure operating symbolically as a linchpin between past and present experience.
And, I hope there is never a time when I’m without some child’s artwork on my walls (or doors).
Invariably, I find it to be crammed with meaning and symbolism. While I enjoy hearing the narrative
behind a specific image, I usually find the object able to tell the story all on its own
Diane Kendall
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Over the past months, from my admittedly very privileged vantage point,
I have taken a deep plunge into accessing the painting world online.
Paralleling this focus though, has been ongoing readings and conversations
and actions to support BLM efforts.
Not only do I spend most of my days in my studio working on paintings and drawings,
I have also participated in two, up to now, with one additional one in mid August,
amazingly rich and inspiring painting workshops. I have been introduced to painters and
sculptors pre-1850 with an eye for compositional elements in their narrative format.
I have discovered more contemporary artists who model a painting technique,
an artistic perspective, a technical mastery and approach that I hope will someday
be interpreted and embedded into my own work.
Zoey Frank offered an 8 week workshop in multiple figure composition, while Gage Opendbrouw,
sponsored through the Winslow Art Center in Bainbridge Island, Washington, an invitation to
explore the “Ephemeral” aspects of painting. Next up is a five-day intensive with Jennifer Pochinski.
I am now in awe of painters like Cecily Brown, Alex Kanevsky, Sargy Mann, Carlos San Millan
and so many more. I feel that my art world has expanded exponentially!
Joanie Krug
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Before the pandemic it seemed as though I had a lot of momentum. However, as with so many of us
things have changed dramatically over recent months. As work has dried up and I’ve been teaching less,
I find myself turning inwards more and more, my studio
which has always been a sanctuary for me, has become far more so.
While things have slowed down it’s given me the opportunity to think more carefully about my own practice,
to consider not just what I’m doing but why this is a luxury which I don’t often have.
I’ve been in my studio more, that hasn’t necessarily made me more productive
but it has given me the time to experiment, I’ve been working on some relief sculptures
which I hope to turn into something much larger. Without any immediate deadlines
I’ve also been focusing on some larger work in addition to a new series of smaller paintings.
Jeff Leake
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Painting in the backyard
Early on, when we were learning about living with COVID, my daily routine didn’t seem to be altered much.
I generally get out and walk, then I paint, and then I do whatever else is on my calendar.
The “whatever else” part of my day is what has changed. At first I was making masks for folks
who needed them with urgency. That urgency has dwindled a bit.
Slowing down is one of the opportunities that has presented itself.
I have filled the void of activities with outings into nature as much as possible,
exploring new hiking trails with my husband, and just getting out as much as possible.
I’m finding more time for my garden. Being outside is both calming and uplifting.
I decided recently to set up a portable wall to paint on in my backyard.
There is something about being outdoors without a ceiling and walls that is freeing!
My gestures become larger, my strokes are more energetic,
and I can let the paint fall where it may.
I like using my whole body when I paint. It feels right.
Mary Jo Mann
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“Every day is a journey, and the journey itself is home.”
Matsuo Basho
Embarking on the Covid 19 ride and facing the isolation, anxiety, social injustices
and unrest since March 2020 is certainly not a trip I (or anyone else) ever chose to book.
I am extremely privileged to have a safe, comfortable home surrounded by art – my own or works
that we have purchased or been given – and this definitely makes coping
with the daily loneliness bearable.
While continuing my daily art practice I have also created over 300 handwritten,
machine-stitched oversized collage postcards in conjunction with
the grass roots campaign postcardstovoters.org
Mailing these cards out to unknown recipients nationwide, encouraging them
to vote in the November 3rd election, allowed me to exercise my creative muscles,
touch others and still stay physically distant.
It kept me sane.
Maude Anne May
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It all began with an overwhelming sense of disbelief. The end of the “before times”, the start of the “new normal”.
It felt like a temporary inconvenience, something new to discuss within my various social spaces.
For a time, it might replace the age-old question about the weather. But, like everything in my life,
making art was put on hold. A temporary pause to get over the hump of whatever crazy thing
this Covid bat flu was. When I look back to the times pre-covid, I think my art knew something was coming.
Something scary, chaotic and destructive. My work had grown increasingly agitated,
angry and dark. Blackest charcoal, burnt and pungent to scrap deeply into delicate cotton fibers
of paper. So my artwork foretold the future for me, but I wasn’t listening.
What is art now after months and months of my life contracting into a small, hard ball of a thing?
There isn’t much room for thought in my new tiny home of existence. Like most, I’ve cut out many activities
in my life that required me to leave the house. Coffee with friends, lunches, art show openings,
Sunday visits to the museum, group art critiques, art classes, art story experiments with my husband,
visits with family and friends - all of these things disappeared or have been squished into small squares
of human-like forms on a screen. If you would have told me I would be forced to stay home
and be confronted by many many hours I could use to work in my studio - I would have been elated!
The problem, my friends, is the mindless buzz that fills my head now. It distracts and disrupts any attempts
to pick up the threads of my practice to continue weaving my tapestry of visual stories.
What I can do, the only thing I can do, is hold on to that thread for dear life. I scribble it out on the paper,
making wild marks of nothingness, over and over in obsessive meditation until the surface is full and
elements of something start to push on up through the effort. An eye, a fang, a claw. Sometimes I invent
a superstition, don’t step on a crack...don’t lift up the brush. Figures are rarely fully formed now,
and a part of me hopes they stay hidden; they are most likely vile, dangerous,
hellish things under all of these layers of fear.
So ask me your question - how are artists handling “all this”? Well, I can’t imagine how non-artists
are managing to lift their heads from their pillows. As I un-spool my anguish onto the paper,
I imagine yours are coiled tightly around your heart.
Heather McGeachy
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When I was a child, sometimes on Sundays my father would ask if we wanted to go “for a drive?”
My brother and I quickly put on our Keds, kissed Mom ‘bye, and jumped into the back of Dad’s truck.
It wasn’t illegal then for kids to ride unrestrained in the back of a pick-up truck. We lived on an island
where the speed limit was 20 miles per hour on the narrow roads that needed to be “oiled” every year
to tamp down the dust. I’d sit on a wheel well, holding onto the side rail, breathing in the scent
of eucalyptus and sea salt as the wind whipped and tangled my hair.
I enjoyed Sunday rides, but they were accompanied by a my disappointment
in the lack of a destination, the absence of an “Are we there yet?” There was no there;
only the journey while scenic wonders sped by like projections on a green screen.
As an adult, I still prefer destinations, and setting goals. I enjoy seeing a project
through to completion, and the sense of satisfaction it brings.
Enter 2020; the Lost Year. The year of setting goals, only to see them smashed against
the rocks of COVID 19, and then washed out to sea. I ponder, along with the rest of the world,
What will the future bring?
2020, the year of the journey without a known destination.
I’ve come full circle, back to the Sunday drives of childhood: a passenger of my own life,
with the pandemic virus driving the truck.
But I’ve also returned full circle to the wonderment of Nature I had as a child.
Last year, before the pandemic, I began nature journaling. Originally, it was intended
to focus my drawing practice in a consistent manner. During the pandemic, it has become
a life-line to the world around me, a connection to something grander, and more enduring than myself.
I find comfort and meaning watching a wildflower blossom, meeting a Scrub Jay at the same place
several times a week, or seeing a bald eagle hunt over the Willamette River
to feed its nesting young. The journals differ from my studio work. They are a personal,
illustrated record of these uncertain times.
During the pandemic, my husband and I go for drives, stopping at wetlands or wildlife reserves.
He takes his camera. I take my field kit, and make watercolor sketches of whatever presents itself:
Sometimes flora, other times fauna. Oftentimes, birds. And while I paint,
I allow the wind to whip and tangle my hair.
Julianna Paradisi
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Produced by our mind, Imagination and Perception shape our history
and meaning from the circumstances and environments we find ourselves in.
During Covid 19, in self quarantine I have had time to develop my practice and go through
old boxes which arrived from South Africa last year, after being in storage for ten years.
Discovering old artworks, photographs, journals, hand written letters and books
have stirred delightful memories and inspired insights for me.
Artworks from left to right :
‘Paradigm Shi(f)t’ -toilet paper -Shelley Sacks,
‘Untitled- fork with thorns’ and “Flora- Doug Balls’ -Jenny Ord,
‘Untitled’ Sanitary Pad with wax thumb -Linkha Minne,
‘Antie Tietie’ Black steel object with pink rubbers- Ethna Frankenveld.
James Reed
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My home is a home because every piece of myself is allowed to blur together in this space...
my painting, photography, gifts from photo curating projects, writing, music, kids, friends.
My reinterpretation of the world around me is here on these walls
through my own work, pieces from friends, snapshots of everyone I love,
a hutch full of bowls waiting to hold soup at monthly dinner gatherings with friends.
My artmaking stems directly from this alignment.
Kirsten Rian
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Here are my three prized objects:
a collection of precious green vases that I have accrued over many many years.
One of them found itself on my lap, 8 years ago,
when I painted this self-portrait.
Ruth Ross
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One highlight of this long confinement at home came last summer, with the construction
of my beautiful backyard studio. The studio developed from a collaborative design
with our contractor. It’s a small but perfect space for me that nestles into the landscaping
of our yard as if it just grew there.
Although a sanctuary is hardly needed in these days of sheltering alone, it is a sanctuary for me,
a place I spend part of every day, mostly painting, but also writing.
Having so much time and this space in which to work, I’m inspired to keep experimenting
with forms, techniques, and images in my art. I have the pandemic to credit for my feeling
that at last there is enough time in a day. That has been freeing:
I can explore, fail, start again, and learn from what I’ve already done
because there’s time. I have a stronger sense that there are choices in every piece of art,
and all are just fine, just steps on a path.
Linda Tross
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After spending much of the year exclusively at home, this September my family briefly evacuated due
to the wildfires. I packed essentials for my children and pets along with a few pieces of my own art work
for an upcoming show. As we were walking out the door I made a last minute decision and grabbed
a ceramic bowl made by my late father Gary Zur, a ceramic dragon made by my grandmother Lucille Zur,
and a textile piece made by fellow Gallery 114 member Ruth Ross.
I didn’t have time to pack any of these things properly, my family was in the car waiting for me.
I wrapped the ceramic dragon in the textile piece and placed it in the bowl, then I handed the small collection
to my daughter to hold on her lap during the car ride.
When we were able to return home, I put the works of art back in their respective places in our home.
The works grew in their importance as they would have made other places feel like home
had we not been able to return.
Rachael Zur
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