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this must be the place

I FIRST VISITED Provincetown with the family of a school friend some-

time in the late 1960’s or early 70’s, when I was in my early teens.  

I stayed with them at their place on Captain Jack’s Wharf. As most kids 

would be, I was enthralled by the freedom and variety of life here—it 

was summer and everything seemed so wild and wonderful. Over 

the years I would sometimes drive up by myself just for a day or two. 

One time I remember it being so bitterly cold, the snow was being 

driven sideways by a fierce wind, and I had gone out at night into the 

nearly deserted streets. When I returned to my room, I looked in the 

mirror and saw that I had icicles growing from my hair and mustache.  

I loved it here in the dead of winter as well. Already I was understanding 

the nature of the town—like a heartbeat—expanding and full in the 

summer, contracting and renewing in the winter. 

Albert and I met in 1979. We would drive up to Provincetown 

from Connecticut, often leaving there around midnight and arriving 

here at dawn. We would find a place to stay and just hang out, tak-

ing in the richness of the life and landscape. Each stay reinforced the 

attraction that we felt for the place. It seemed like a rare and unbe-

lievable invention—which, of course, it is. By 1984 we were living in 

Manhattan and I was going to school at Parsons School of Design. 

That summer we spent a week here, and decided that the following 

year we would move up for the summer. On my graduation day I 

skipped the ceremony and we loaded the car and drove up. At the 

end of summer we were still here with nowhere to go back to, and so, 

with the help of some great friends we had made over the summer, 

we found a small funky apartment in a building that was formerly 

Cesco’s restaurant on Bradford Street. And this is where the roots 

really took hold. We wove ourselves (or were we woven?) into the 

fabric of Provincetown life. 

After two years of working in restaurants and doing odd jobs, we 

took a huge gamble and decided to open a gallery and to work for 

ourselves. The old Buttery building at 432 Commercial Street had 

just been changed into gallery spaces, and we inaugurated the one 

in the back down the alley. It was all new to us, so we made it up as 

we went along. Now in 2013, and after 24 years at 424 Commercial 

Street, it still is a gamble every year. We have been extremely lucky 

to have such an amazing group of artists that we work with and 

represent, and wonderful friends and visitors who help make life 

here so rich and rewarding.

This exhibition presents work made in Provincetown over the 

past twenty years or so. With this catalogue, I am adding a personal 

narrative to accompany the exhibition. It will include earlier work and 

influences, and my notes for each chapter will provide an intimate 

look at my thoughts, processes, and related subjects. My hope is that 

it will be as interesting to the reader as it was for me to revisit these 

works gathered together in one place for the first time.

As much as a place can influence a person, certainly Provincetown 

has done that. Not just for Albert and myself, but for everyone we 

have met here who has been willing to open up and let the unique 

spirit of this Helltown into their souls.                           —James Balla
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(top) Back and Forth   2010   oil paint on linen   24 x 24 inches

(bottom) Hymn   2009   oil paint on linen   46 x 46 inches

(opposite) Into the blue again   2005   oil paint on linen   14 x 14 inches
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James Balla 

by John Waters

JAMES BALLA’S WORK hangs in both my New York and Baltimore bedrooms alongside many smart-ass 

contemporary bad boy artists (Mike Kelley, Richard Prince, Larry Clark) yet Balla also seems at home 

on these walls in his own friendly, un-ironic, but slightly druggy way. Into the blue again (2005) is like 

a jigsaw puzzle slipping off the table; a Franz Kline negative that has taken Warhol’s Shadows on a trip 

to see Lichtenstein’s Imperfect paintings and together they mock the unsophisticated public’s distaste 

of “modern art.” Into the blue again is a corridor that you are barred from entering but you don’t mind 

because the artist who led you there seems happy, confident, and refusing to join in any art movement, 

even “Op.” Bridget Riley might not know of this work yet and John Armleder could be unaware of 

any influence but Balla doesn’t seem to care—he’s optimistic and cheerful even in the face of possible 

indifference, which always seems wrong-headed yet completely non-threatening.

Back and Forth (2010) could be a close-up cut-out from another Balla painting, Hymn (2009), maybe 

even its son. Both could be appropriated from industrial carpeting inside a trippy skating rink or the 

dome of a planetarium viewed high on poppers, better yet, upscale gift-wrap from a rave-party present 

so special the recipient would never demand to see what’s inside. Is Back and Forth a mutant cousin 

to Warhol’s Flower paintings or a clusterfuck of asterisks happily going to a Woodstock of punctuation 

points without ever revealing their footnotes? Can art that is funny and lighthearted and even as goofily 

beautiful as Balla’s is here also be dead serious, intellectually superior, and oddly content to just hang 

there on the wall giving you quiet pleasure? Of course it can, silly. Just look at it.
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Good art is always elegant. It can be dirty and crude and offensive, but it always strives for the highest level 

of expression. It has a language of its own, but a really good painting hits you like a smell, without warning. 

All of a sudden it connects with your gut, your memory, and you have had your experience changed before 

you can even understand or articulate it. At least for this time you are in the time of the painting.

To see things as they really are is a kind of madness and revelation. 

Painting can invoke the madness and keep it at bay. 

(above) Self-Portrait   1978–79   graphite on paper   19 x 15 inches

(opposite) Stoker   2001   asphaltum, shellac on linen   14 x 14 inches

Thoughts
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In art only one thing counts—that which cannot be explained.

—Georges Braque

The Provincetown sky and seashore: the influence of this environment is my fuel—the light that is so  

stunning. Actually stunning. The evaporation of color at times, the fading of the horizon or the explosive 

glare of the sea in the daylight. Throughout it all, really, is the light. It dematerializes the ocean, disperses 

shapes in the mist, distorts distance and dimension with its clarity. These things are always present, yet they 

are not what I am thinking about when I am working. My concentration is on the work. When I am work-

ing I trust that all else is in its place, keeping the fire fueled. And the best work is that which maintains a 

high heat throughout all of its production. Provincetown is both the fuel and the stoker of that fire for me.
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ONE OF MY earliest and 

fondest memories related 

to making “pictures” 

took place in kindergarten 

when I snuck off into the 

separate art room to paint 

while everyone else was 

taking a nap. The teacher 

let me stay for some rea-

son. Maybe it was just 

because she knew that I 

really wanted to be there. Later on in elementary school I remember 

having some kind of visiting art history class. We were shown many 

different images of paintings, but I remember being profoundly affected 

by one image, which was a very minimal Mondrian painting. I had no 

idea at the time about Mondrian or abstract painting history, but just the 

idea that there was something there, that this really was an important 

beautiful thing moved me even then, and has stayed with me. High 

school did not suit me well, so I found a way to graduate a year early. 

My next few years were spent exploring my independence, my sex-

uality, and experiencing as much as I could. A stint with the Coleman 

Brothers Circus sideshow was an education of a different sort, and I still 

cherish the memory of some of those people and the things I learned. 

Strange People indeed. But 

they were remarkable peo-

ple as well. Unfortunately, 

to pay the bills, I also had 

some boring jobs where 

I would spend much of 

my time drawing, reading 

about Paul Klee and other 

artists, and otherwise 

diverting myself from my 

environment. Finally, cir-

cumstances brought me 

back to school in 1977. 

I believe it was also in 1977 when I was chosen to work alongside 

the chief assistant to Sol LeWitt at the Aldrich Museum in Ridgefield, 

Connecticut. The installation consisted of the creation of one of LeWitt’s 

famous series of wall drawings; where he had laid out the parameters, 

and we, in a very measured, systematic way, carried them out. The 

wall drawing consisted of parallel lines drawn in graphite using long 

rulers. If by mistake, one of the lines was out of alignment, it was not 

to be “corrected,” but accepted, and we were to just carry on with the 

next. When I think about it now, I can really see how that idea of the 

systematic structure which allowed for the poetic beauty of mistakes 

was an idea with great appeal to me. My asphaltum grid works and 

some of the Dreamland works certainly reflect this. 

At Norwalk Community 

College I had some wonder-

ful teachers who inspired me 

and helped me along. That 

experience has made me a 

strong believer in the value 

of our community colleges, 

especially in the face of the 

staggering tuition burdens 

that are placed on students 

these days. In a converted 

old factory building I had 

extraordinary classes in 

film, philosophy, fine art, 

and design. It was with the 

Backwards into the future

(clockwise from upper left) 
untitled   1966   monotype on paper   8 x 8 inches
Strange People sideshow   1976   Coleman Brothers Circus
untitled   1985   welded steel Parsons School of Design
(pictured: James Balla, Michael Allison, Albert Merola) 
untitled   1978   acrylic paint on canvas   16 x 20 inches



9

guidance and sup-

port of one of these 

teachers, Ann Cher-

now, that I applied 

to Parsons School of 

Design in New York. 

She warned me of the 

challenges of attempt-

ing a life in the arts, but 

she was clear in her 

recognition that this 

was something that 

I had chosen to do. 

She remains a great 

friend to Albert and 

me today, and both 

she and her late hus-

band, Burt, were instrumental in giving us advice when we began our 

gallery. The Fine Art undergraduate program at Parsons was housed 

upstairs from stores on 14th Street in Manhattan. Whatever it lacked in 

facilities, it made up for in quality of instructors. I always painted while 

there, but I graduated in the sculpture department. I made large-scale 

welded steel pieces, often combined with other material. I loved welding 

and working with the metal and torches. The process was intense and 

yet relaxing. Almost meditative. One needed to be precisely focused. 

Throughout the years that Albert and I lived together in Connecti-

cut and then in Manhattan, we both painted, made objects, furniture, 

lighting, prints, and more. This continued once we had settled down 

in Provincetown. The image above shows part of the interior of our 

old apartment at 211 Bradford Street. In the far right background one 

of Albert’s paintings is visible. A graphite drawing of mine hangs in 

the other room. In addition, it is possible to see a number of African 

masks that we had, as well as some of the floorcloths that we made, 

both on the floor and hanging. Also on the floor is a hooked rug that 

Albert made in 1982 after one of my designs. A great deal of that rug 

was made here in Provincetown, when we came up for a few days 

and stayed at Land’s End Inn during an unexpected April blizzard. 

In the first few years of living here, I did more work incorporating 

imagery extracted from tribal abstract forms. Around 1988 I began 

a number of large pieces that juxtaposed singular images, either 

with or without a separate background, such as Dream (page 10). 

There were drawings and paintings that overlapped imagery, some 

of which were figural. Other paintings from this time were done 

almost as a kind of “split-screen,” using side-by-side images. The 

Subtle Air (page 11) is indicative of some of the work that I began 

around 1991, including prints and paintings, referenced later in this 

catalogue, that directly preceded the time period covered in the 

exhibition. And so, we arrive at 1992 . . .

(clockwise from upper left) 
211 Bradford Street, Provincetown   1986
Albert Merola   Winter Series I   1987   gouache on paper   14 x 22 inches
Fire Eater and Acrobat   wire, match
untitled   1987   graphite on paper   22 x 30 inches
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Dream
1988    oil paint on masonite    48 x 48 inches
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The Subtle Air
1991    monotype on paper    20 x 20 inches
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THIS WORK ALL evolved out of earlier explorations in painting and 

printmaking. In the beginning—using the neutral square format, I 

made the most simple of divisions—dividing the structure with a line 

across the center. Although it is simply a single line on a surface, what 

is created visually are two opposing, yet united, halves of the whole. 

Light and dark, off and on, etc. This in itself is worthy of a lifetime’s 

work. But by additionally bisecting this with a vertical line down 

the center, one is now given four equal 

parts that echo the greater whole of the 

square. I continued experimenting with 

prints and small paintings that uniformly 

divided the square into equal areas. Two 

evenly spaced lines in each direction will 

produce nine equal sections reflecting 

the whole. This cruciform shape also 

produces a different spatial dynamic. 

I then incorporated this spatial sense 

back into the work, dividing quadrants 

with drawn diagonal lines. This is how 

these paintings evolved. The ritual of 

the process allowed for the variation in 

the result.  

As soon as we draw a single line 

from edge to edge on a surface, we 

have essentially set up the framework 

of a landscape, whether natural or architectural. We instinctively 

translate—our minds make associations between what is seen and 

what is experienced in our environment—and then return to what 

is physically in front of us: a line on a page. This ridiculously simple 

idea has always fascinated me.

By starting with the same basic framework, I was then able to 

explore the dynamics of color and light throughout the range of these 

paintings. From the vibrancy of Divide and Dissolve, to the mysteri-

ous space of The Quiet Road, and the rawness of Revisitation, these 

paintings are united by their origins, yet individual in their presence. 

As one can see with the dates of these paintings (and the suggestion 

of the title, Revisitation), this is a land that I return to again and again 

to replenish my resources, and to explore in greater depth. 

The earliest of the paintings in the exhibition is The Source, 1992 

(pictured on the following page). It only acquired this title this year 

as I began to contemplate the work. The Source seemed appropriate 

as this really was the explosive result of a lot of work leading up to 

it, which resulted in the birth of this par-

ticular imagery. Previous work explored 

multiple divisions of the picture plane and 

the resulting imagery obtained by that. I 

had also been very interested in and influ-

enced by tribal art of Africa. I studied it 

in college, and Albert and I used to go to 

the Tribal Arts Gallery in lower Manhat-

tan. This was a groundbreaking gallery 

that was operated by an amazing man, 

Albert Gordon, who generously would 

take time to talk with us about much of 

the work that he showed there. On our 

meager student budget we managed to 

purchase a couple of pieces from him, 

including a Gelede headdress from the 

Yoruba tribe of Nigeria, which served as 

an inspiration for some of my stained 

glass work as well. I had done a large figurative triptych titled African 

Dream, about four or five years before The Source, and some of these 

thought processes seem to have converged. I had been working on 

this canvas for some time, and there was a great deal of paint on it. All 

of this work I obliterated with a slathered coat of black paint. Into this 

I scratched the lines that form the opposing shapes. This resulted in 

revealing the under layers of paint—the white and yellows and browns 

gave light to the painting by this act of scarification. It is a painting that 

holds a particular place for me. I would go on to do further explorations 

of this basic type of structure, but this still remains for me, The Source.

Divide and dissolve

untitled   2005   graphite on paper   6 x 6 inches
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The Source
1992    oil paint on canvas    48 x 48 inches 
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untitled
2005    graphite on paper    6 x 6 inches
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Revisitation
2003    asphaltum, shellac on linen    36 x 36 inches
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The Quiet Road
2005    oil paint on linen    42 x 42 inches
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Divide and Dissolve
2005    oil paint on linen    30 x 30 inches
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untitled   1999   monotype   17 ⅞ x 17 ¾ inches

IN THE COURSE of putting together this catalogue, I came across 

what is most likely my first print: a monotype (page 8) from when I 

was in the fourth grade. What I find interesting about it now is that 

it was abstract—done with one color of ink on a colored paper, and 

that it was in a square format. Even at that time, it seems that I was 

drawn to this format, rather than to a portrait or landscape orientation.

I learned some technical aspects of printmaking when I was a 

student at Parsons. I really enjoyed the etching process. The physi-

cality of etching a plate appealed to me, 

as did the inking and wiping, the trip 

through the press, and the revelation of 

the final image on the paper. I had some 

disastrous experiences with lithography: 

I wiped clean the entire plate I had 

spent days working on with one sweep 

of the wrong chemical. Not even my 

miracle-working instructor could save 

that one. My final print made for class-

mates in 1985 was a woodblock: again, 

sculptural, carved wood, simply printed 

“primitive” circular shapes in black and 

white on a yellow ground. 

The first time that I truly incorporated 

printmaking into a body of work was 

after we had moved to Provincetown. 

This first group of monotypes I did on my own in 1991 (page 11). 

In 1993 I was afforded the opportunity to work with master printer 

Robert Townsend at his studio in Georgetown, MA. Here I want to 

acknowledge the person who made this possible. Brian Campbell 

funded my printmaking there in exchange for a number of prints. 

He was a friend and an inimitable force of nature whose presence 

affected everyone that he came in contact with. Many of us here in 

Provincetown had our lives altered forever by Brian, and none of us 

will ever forget him.

Bob Townsend is a master printmaker, and his assistance and 

guidance was invaluable. With a combination of etched zinc plates 

and plates that I had made using thinned modeling paste on plexi-

glas, we explored the many combinations and variations that were 

possible. I was able to take this experience and use it while work-

ing on my own on the Motherwell press at the Fine Arts Work 

Center—at a time when the tiny print room had weeds growing 

out of the corners and was used primarily for storage, except when 

it was kept active by the Provincetown Print Project. It was a very 

happy and productive time for me. In 1994 I was asked by Michael 

Mazur to be part of the final year of the Provincetown Print Project. 

Michael, of course, was a driving force in the arts community both 

here and in Boston, and he was the central figure responsible for the 

rediscovery and re-evaluation of the monotype. He was an incredibly 

enthusiastic and generous teacher and 

hands-on assistant. Michael and Bob 

had worked with a number of visiting 

artists over the five-year span of the 

project. It remains a singular achieve-

ment in the history of the Work Center, 

and its effects on artists and the public 

still reverberate to this day. Working 

with Michael and having his input and 

creative assistance was something that 

I will always treasure. 

Following this I explored printing 

with metallic inks on mylar and paper 

which produced very interesting results. 

These bridged a span between later 

asphaltum works like Ore (page 35), 

from 1998 and the silver poured paint-

ings such as Proteus (page 39) and Titan (page 38) in 2000. The 

metallic ink absorbed into the paper with a lush velvety feel, while 

the prints on mylar maintained the separation of material and ground. 

They, like the paintings, reflected the light, and so took on aspects 

of their environment, changing appearance as the viewer’s physical 

relationship to them changed.

Making prints and working with a press involves a certain amount 

of trust and openness in the intent and process. Other than perhaps 

certain kinds of lithography, there is never a 100% certainty of what 

will emerge from the other side of the press. It is one of the beauties 

of printmaking that this is so. The results caused by this co-mingling 

of intention, material, and process can be revelatory, and feed back 

into the work.

I have continued to make prints over the years, and I am looking 

forward to delving deeper into this endless fount of inspiration.

Printed matter
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untitled (JB3-XXI)
1994    monoprint on kitikata    17 ¼ x 17 ¼ inches 
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untitled JB3-XXVII   1994   monoprint on kitikata   17 ⅛ x 17 ⅛ inches

untitled JB4-XX   1995   monoprint on kitikata   17 ⅛ x 17 ⅛ inches

untitled JB3-XXXI   1994   monoprint on Japanese paper   17 ⅞ x 17 ⅞ inches

untitled JB4-VIII   1995   monoprint on kitikata   17 ⅛ x 17 ⅛ inches 
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untitled (JB95MP-12)
1995    monoprint on kitikata    10 x 10 inches
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untitled (JB3-XXIV)
1994     monoprint on Japanese paper    17 ⅞ x 17 ⅝ inches
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untitled (JB3-XXX)
1994     monoprint on Japanese paper    17 ½ x 17 ½ inches
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Desert Ocean   1995   oil paint on linen   18 x 18 inches

IN ONE BASIC sense, a great deal of my work concerns the structure of 

things and the forces that change and affect it, and how the resulting 

interaction creates something unique and mysterious and beautiful. This 

can be seen in a number of the Dreamland paintings, but it is carried 

on as well in the next chapter, with the work I did using asphaltum as a 

medium. These paintings are loosely grouped here. Some of these have 

a strong relationship with the prints I made around this time as well.

Many began with me painting entire or partial bands, or marks, 

from side to side. This set up the struc-

ture of the work, and incorporated 

elements of space and time. It is a prepa-

ration for the work that is the work itself. 

This premise, this starting point, is quite 

simple, yet it allows complete freedom 

of expression for me. As in poetry, within 

the framework or structure, a turn of 

phrase or juxtaposition of sounds and 

rhythm create the beauty. For me, paint-

ing is really centered around ourselves, 

our bodies, minds, and souls. We are 

always the subject of painting.

This is perhaps why a particularly 

relevant metaphor for the work is the 

systems of our own lives and bodies. I 

think of the body. How we heal when 

we are scarred or injured. How our cells get replaced, how the system 

itself changes, and is a continuous process as we grow and age. But 

inconsistencies always appear. Things are never the same. We are 

not who we were. Perhaps, it seems, only in memories do we exist.

The body’s structure is affected by many forces. Disease, disaster, 

time, and love are only some of these. The painting’s structure is 

similarly affected by the given dimensions at the outset, as well as 

by the use of various materials—their consistencies, color, gestures, 

etc. Our bodies are the physical reality of an ideal, but in constantly 

attempting to replenish and recreate that ideal, something different 

is formed—our own history of our individuality—who we really are. 

And that is where the truth of what we are really lies. It is the beauty 

that I referred to in a previous paragraph. It is also in the attempt at 

recreating the ideal structure of the painting through drawing and 

gesture that it breaks down and something new is created. For the 

attempt at recreating an ideal is always doomed to failure, and we 

know this before we begin. But what makes us who we are at any 

given moment is the result of this attempted journey, and that is also 

what is revealed in the paintings. And, maybe, we’ll see that with 

this result we have not failed at all, but 

have succeeded fully.

Wings of Silence (page 27) was sig-

nificant for me. Living through the 1980’s 

and early 90’s, we had all experienced, 

directly or indirectly, the heavy weight 

on our community as friends and lovers 

found themselves overwhelmed by the 

onset of AIDS. By 1995 one had experi-

enced, in some shape or form, all kinds 

of systems being taken over, both per-

sonal and societal. It was in the blood, it 

was in the air, it was by chance, it was 

by necessity. It affected us all. The status 

quo had to change, and the result of this 

interaction would be powerful. But what 

would be its ultimate form? And so, the 

feeling in this painting, as in some of the others, such as Out of the 

Depths, reflects a particular sensation of its place in the journey. Its 

creation was reinforced by the thought processes that I have previously 

described. I started this painting with the same horizontal structure—

the gesture from side to side—but I painted it on the floor—the bare 

concrete floor of our unfinished basement, and I let the material have 

its way. Using large amounts of very fluid paint, still keeping to the 

structure, the material overflowed and interacted and produced the 

resulting image. By allowing one element of the process to take over 

the others, we arrived at this outcome. Abstract painting can have a 

very real connection to the world, and while striving to attain a timeless 

ideal, can equally serve as a record of the time. 

Dreamland coming on . . .
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Dreamland
1996    oil paint on linen    36 x 36 inches 
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Out of the Depths
1995    oil paint on linen    30 x 30 inches
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Wings of Silence
1995    oil paint on linen    30 x 30 inches
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Aurora
1996    oil paint on linen    50 x 50 inches
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Chasm
1998    asphaltum, oil paint, shellac on linen    42 x 42 inches



30

Raphael   The Deliverance of St. Peter   1513–14   fresco
Stanza di Eliodoro, Vatican, Rome

ASPHALTUM IS a tar-like substance used for making grounds on etch-

ing plates. I had first used it for that purpose when I was a student at 

Parsons in New York. Re-encountering it while printmaking here in 

Provincetown around 1996, I began to experiment by using it on mylar 

along with oil paint and gouache. Moving to linen, some small paint-

ings I did were interesting, but did not have the luminosity and feeling 

that I got from the mylar. My solution was to first prepare the linen 

with a ground, then gesso, and then shellac. This formed a smooth, 

resistant surface on which to paint with the asphaltum. The result of 

working this way produced a sensation 

of light that almost seemed to emanate 

from the painting. In a painting such as 

Far off with fire I feel (the title of which 

comes from a translation of one of the 

sonnets of Michelangelo), this has been 

taken to an extreme—the scale is larger, 

and the effects intensified. The painting 

seems to be burning from within. 

As usual, these paintings began with 

a simple structure—something to hang 

it all on—horizontal and vertical lines 

forming a grid, incidentally creating a 

view of a cell of a different kind. Also, 

with the use of the grid, the repetition 

inherent in its structure allows, on a 

certain level, the amplification of the 

whole. By going over this structure 

repeatedly using varying amounts 

of asphaltum and mineral spirits, I 

achieved the idea of what I had been 

working on in some of the other work. 

These paintings became the record of 

the action. They accumulated the his-

tory of their making. It becomes part 

of the final creation. But they gave me 

almost a reverse cinematic experience. 

Whereas a film is composed of many 

individual images in a linear construct, 

these were a repeated series of actions 

resulting in a single image. Everything 

exists in present time. The act of making the painting exists in pres-

ent time; the viewing of a painting exists in present time. Even the 

later memory of the painting exists in a present time. I want to have 

all of the many “present times” come together in the final work. A 

film assembles all of its moments together in a consecutive line to 

produce the narrative. A book has its pages, a poem has its lines, 

but a painting has only one frame: one page, one line. 

Paintings such as Last Light (page 32), or Soul in Flight (page 

33), began with this grid-like structure. I would paint with a brush 

in long vertical and horizontal strokes. 

This was the beginning. The grid would 

either remain or break down, depend-

ing on how many times I would go 

over it, and whether the asphaltum was 

thinned or left thicker. In addition, the 

act of making a mark with the brush 

and running it over the surface would 

cause the shellac to crackle at times, 

giving a fine, spidery effect much like 

drawing, which I loved. 

For me, with this group of paintings, 

the grid was a structure for getting into 

the work, to set up the scene, as it were. 

I was never one to find a lot of meaning 

in the grid itself, but rather for using it as 

a vehicle for expression, a MacGuffin, as 

Alfred Hitchcock might say—a pretext 

in a story that provides the motivation 

for the action, but has no meaning in 

and of itself, and is ultimately irrelevant 

to the outcome. 

The following are some random 

notes I had made concerning cells. This 

seems like a good place to fit them in:

The cells of our bodies are some of 

the smallest active and functional units 

from which we create an entire world, 

inside and out. They have a structure 

that allows for a selective penetration 

Asphaltum

Filament   1999    
asphaltum, shellac on linen   30 x 30 inches
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or rather, what has settled onto and into them, and has caused 

the pits and scratches and polished areas. The stains and accre-

tions of sediment, the spit, piss, cum, blood, shit, dents, nicks, 

scrapings, and tears, all interacting with the metal to create the 

surface. The depiction of the space in between—between here 

and there—between then and now. What is allowed in and what 

is allowed out. Light out of darkness. The bars hold back, the light 

shines through.

Far off with fire I feel    1999    asphaltum, shellac on linen    60 x 60 inches 

or blockage of things from the outside. They duplicate, repeat and 

create a greater whole. 

The cells of monks, bare and plain. Each one a part of a greater 

whole, each one alone in their thoughts and prayers, all letting 

something in while keeping something out. 

A prison cell anywhere in this world, or The Deliverance of 

St. Peter by Raphael in the Stanza di Eliodoro at the Vatican. The 

close-up of the cell—an inspection of what the bars are made of, 
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Last Light
1997    asphaltum, shellac on linen    42 x 42 inches
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Soul in Flight
1997    asphaltum, shellac on linen    50 x 50 inches
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untitled   1996–97   asphaltum on mylar   10 x 10 inches

untitled   1999   oil paint, asphaltum, shellac on paper   18 x 18 inches

untitled #9   1996   asphaltum on mylar   10 x 10 inches

untitled #4   1996   asphaltum on mylar   10 x 10 inches 
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Ore
1998    asphaltum, shellac on linen    30 x 30 inches
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PROTEUS WAS A SEA GOD in early Greek mythology. He was the 

shepherd of the sea’s flocks. He was called the god of elusive sea change. 

He had the ability to foretell the future, but disliked revealing what he 

saw. In order to get him to speak, one needed to capture him during his 

midday sleep. If captured, he would change his shape in order to avoid 

prophesying, but if he was incapable of escaping, he would resume his 

usual appearance and tell the truth before returning to the sea. 

Who better to represent these paintings?

In these paintings, I used a metallic paint, one that reflects light in a 

certain way. These are paintings that embody their making to such an 

extreme degree. They are poured, and the paintings become a record of 

that action. The metallic paint has properties that cause it to seemingly 

change appearance, depending on the position of the viewer and the 

angle of the light. It appears to change from a very blinding silvery white 

to almost black, and so the painting itself seems to change. This was a 

very interesting aspect of the material for me. One is more aware of the 

painting existing in the specific environment that one is in, and so, also 

more aware of one’s own place within that environment. 

Along with the paintings on linen, I did works on mylar using ink and 

gouache. These were smaller-scale pieces that did not have the same 

reflective quality, but brought forth their own enigmatic power and 

beauty. In addition, I found it interesting to pursue this imagery using 

pencil on mylar. It is an entirely different mark making than that of the 

paint pouring technique of the paintings, even though the smooth surface 

of the mylar gave a related effect to that of the shellacked linen of the 

oil paintings. I was interested in drawing the flow—not as a depiction of 

it, but almost as a reincarnation of it; reincarnation as meaning a fresh 

embodiment of it. I was interested that something so linear could depict 

something so fluid and evocative of motion. 

As mentioned in a previous chapter, I had a rush of printmaking 

around this time using silver ink on paper and mylar. As often happens 

with the printmaking process, it expanded the boundaries of the work I 

had already been doing, and added a further dimension to the concept.

Proteus

untitled   2001   ink on mylar   10 x 10 inches
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Nebula
2001    oil and enamel paint on linen    36 x 36 inches 
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Titan
2000    oil and enamel paint on linen    50 x 50 inches
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Proteus
2000    oil and enamel paint on linen    50 x 50 inches
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untitled
2001    graphite on mylar    20 x 20 inches
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(left) untitled #6   2001   graphite on mylar   10 x 10 inches

(right) untitled #5   2001   graphite on mylar   10 x 10 inches
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I am not sure to what extent we are culturally loaded to interpret black and white images. 

Has it been generations of photography and film that have set up a vocabulary? 

How do we make leaps between the black and white image and the “real” world? Do we at all? 

Do we look at a de Kooning black and white painting with a different eye than one saturated with color? 

Black and white drawings and prints have developed their own terms. 

When we learn to read, it is usually black words on a white background. 

Perhaps this prepares us for the abstract way of interpreting what we see in black and white images. 

These paintings embody my belief in restricting the medium and process to produce the most expansive result.

 

The sky in an Antonioni film, the horizon of Hitchcock, the aching longing of a John Ford desert scene, a dream.

Never mind the forecast . . .

untitled (JB0220-1)   2002   oil enamel on mylar   20 x 20 inches
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untitled (JB0315-1)
2003    oil enamel on mylar    15 x 15 inches



44

untitled (JB0310-3)   2003   10 x 10 inches

untitled (JB0310-8)   2003   10 x 10 inches

untitled (JB0410-3)   2004   10 x 10 inches

untitled (JB0315-2)   2003   15 x 15 inches

untitled   2004   15 x 15 inches

untitled (JB0215-3)   2002   15 x 15 inches

untitled   2004   15 x 15 inches

untitled (JB0315-3)   2003   15 x 15 inches

untitled (JB0210-1)   2002   10 x 10 inches

all above are oil enamel on mylar
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untitled
2004    oil enamel on mylar    20 x 20 inches
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untitled (JB0215-2)
2002    oil enamel on mylar    15 x 15 inches
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untitled (JB0215-9)
2002    oil enamel on mylar    15 x 15 inches
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untitled (JB0220-6)
2002    oil enamel on mylar    20 x 20 inches
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untitled (JB0220-8)
2002    oil enamel on mylar    20 x 20 inches
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untitled (JB0320-1)
2003    oil enamel on mylar    20 x 20 inches
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Lumina
2002    oil enamel on linen    36 x 36 inches
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I HAVE ALWAYS been intrigued with the ancient stained glass win-

dows of European cathedrals. To me it seems that they were the 

movies, museums, and internet of their day. Some of these were 

experienced as early as the 11th C.  It is hard to imagine oneself 

back at that time in history—there were no books for the layman, 

no printing presses, no mass communication. Most likely one worked 

in the fields or on a farm. The incredibly impressive and massive 

cathedrals that were built then were like 

the greatest skyscrapers of today, yet 

even more shocking for their newness 

in the consciousness of the world. The 

stained glass images showed scenes of 

the Bible, often alongside images of 

local craftsmen and artisans. Think of 

the effect that must have had upon the 

average local worshipper. These were 

glowing radiant visions of stories that 

were being preached from the pulpit. 

The Biblical stories and visions of Heaven 

and Hell were glowing in full color 

from up above. It would have been an 

experience unimaginable for us to com-

prehend from our current vantage point.

In the 20th century, stained glass 

was used as a medium by a number of 

major artists—the most prominent and soulful of these was Henri 

Matisse. Matisse’s work at the Chapelle du Rosaire in Vence, France 

is remarkable. His integration of the white ceramic walls with his 

drawings and the minimalist glass are transcendent. Jeanne and Fritz 

Bultman saw the chapel near its completion in 1951. The fascinating 

story of Jeanne and Fritz Bultman’s collaboration with stained glass 

is too lengthy to recount here, but it is well worth one’s time to seek 

it out. In short, over an eleven year span, Jeanne produced beautiful 

stained glass pieces after specific collages that Fritz had made. This 

culminated with the amazing 10 ½ x 54 foot glass mural, composed 

of over 3,000 pieces, that Jeanne made for the Light Fine Arts Building 

at Kalamazoo College in Michigan. 

In the summer of 2004 I would often go up to hang out with 

Jeanne at her house on Miller Hill Road. We would sit out on her front 

porch—Jeanne on her swinging divan, me in the swinging basket 

chair, and we would talk. One day Jeanne told me that she had some 

glass left over from all their projects, and a lot of small pieces. She 

wondered what she should do with them—whether anyone could use 

them. It intrigued me as something that I would like to try to do, and I 

thought that it would be a good project for the two of us, as we would 

both get bored from time to time. So I told her that I would like to 

learn. It wasn’t until late in the summer 

that we actually got started. We went 

down the hill to the “chicken coop”—a 

space so small that it was crowded with 

the two of us in it. It was hard to believe 

that many of the Kalamazoo panels she 

created were made in this space. There 

were small counters and drawers, and an 

overhead shelf. There were some traces 

of its former use: drawings of stained 

glass designs, lead, glass, etc., along 

with the garden tools and other items 

that filled it up. Jeanne took out her tool 

bag and demonstrated to me how to 

cut the lead, and how to cut the glass.

I was excited to learn all this, but in 

particular I was happy to see the radiance 

in Jeanne’s face as she showed me how 

to do it. I could see how happy she was to be showing someone else 

some of the knowledge that she had acquired.  She acknowledged 

that she was not physically able to do all of the cutting anymore, but 

it was a thrill to be using the tools and sharing the experience. The first 

piece I did was crisply critiqued—the lines weren’t straight enough, the 

pieces too small, etc. All criticism that I was happy to receive. 

I was deeply moved when Jeanne told me that she wanted me to 

have her tools and whatever glass that remained. She told me of the 

times when she and Fritz would go downtown to Bendheim Glass in 

lower Manhattan, and Fritz would carefully pick out the colors, and 

Jeanne would bring the sheets of glass uptown to their home on the 

subway. Some of the glass that I was able to use was beautiful German 

and French glass that they had obtained. I proceeded to make a num-

ber of more ambitious pieces. The two double door windows (pictured 

Stained glass

Jeanne’s glass   2007   18 ¾ x 18 ¾ inches
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above) we installed in our home. When Jeanne first saw them she took 

some time looking, and she commented on the fact that I had used 

many small pieces, rather than larger expanses of color. After awhile, 

and many subsequent viewings, she really warmed up to them and told 

me how much she enjoyed them. It was very gratifying to me to hear 

this from her. Much of the imagery from these first pieces I adapted 

from the Gelede headdress (mentioned in an earlier chapter). The piece 

shown on the opposite page was a gift to Jeanne in 2007. The motifs I 

used in that were taken from the mosaic floor of San Marco in Venice.

I have done several other pieces since then.  What I find is that when 

I start working on the glass, I get deeply involved and focused, and 

tend to leave other things aside. It is a trade-off that I happily engage 

in. One time I mentioned to her about some advice that someone 

had given me: if you drop a piece of glass, don’t try to grab it or you 

might cut yourself. Jeanne thought that was ridiculous. If you had 

gone through all the work of cutting it, why wouldn’t you want to 

try to save it from breaking and having to cut it all over? It was worth 

the risk. I loved that. And so since then, I always make a grab for it.

Our windows   2004   4 panels, each panel 58 ½ x 15 inches
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I COULD WRITE an entire catalogue on the subject of drawing. And 

maybe I will someday. It is such a vital core element of my work, and 

of my thinking about art-making. Throughout this catalogue I have 

mixed in examples of drawing along with the painting, instead of 

making a separate section for it. It seemed to make more sense to 

keep to the thematic subjects for each chapter. But I do want to talk 

about it specifically. Drawing to me is all-important. I can’t imagine 

how a visual artist, especially a painter or sculptor, could work without 

having drawing as a deeply essential component. It is the backbone to 

everything. It goes back to our most primitive need for mark making. 

Drawing can take on any number of manifestations. It could be 

in handwriting. It could be in cutting paper, scratching with a stick, 

or moving consciously through space. It is the direct mind to body 

connection.

Besides always doodling—making small drawings on virtually any 

and every sheet of paper that is lying in front of me, I have made a 

point of having a small pad next to the bed, and nearly each night 

before going to sleep I draw what’s at hand—most often my legs 

and feet, or maybe even Al as he is sleeping. These are not in any 

way meant to be “finished” works. They can take a few seconds 

or a few minutes, but it is their making, rather than their finished 

appearance, that is the important part. The necessity of seeing and 

mark making, hand and eye, these are the tools that need to be 

honed and maintained. These are my nightly rituals. Sweet dreams.

Sweet dreams

 (all drawings)   untitled   graphite on paper   2010–13   6 x 4 inches
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comes from years spent wandering 

through the woods and coming 

across very old stone walls created 

by early settlers, who needed to 

clear the stones from the soil in 

order to work it, then utilizing them 

to delineate their property. They are 

the beauty born of necessity. I would 

see them daily on land around my 

house and neighborhood, or at the 

side of roads when we went for 

a drive. I guess in much the same 

way as the connection to artists from 

earlier times that I speak of in the  

. . . a stone at the end of a stick . . .  

chapter, I felt a connection to these 

unknown people and their work.

Some drawings are just piles 

of these shapes. Just enough for a 

drawing. Just enough for a thought. 

Some of the images that are 

shown here are from work that no 

longer exists. I worked and worked 

through many paintings, getting 

a great deal of satisfaction and 

information from them, but in the 

end, I never quite connected to 

the essence that I felt was there. In 

drawings, using only a pencil, I was 

more successful. Particularly when I 

set up the parameters of the work 

beforehand, creating the “ritual” for 

the action to follow. There is strength 

in overlapping. Seven stones lying 

randomly on the ground have no 

power, no energy. If they are put 

into contact with one another in a 

pile they gain form and strength. It 

transfers from one to the other and 

produces a whole greater than the 

THIS IS A CHAPTER of loose ends and many starts 

and stops. But it is also one that is ongoing and pulls 

me back again and again. As is often the case for me, 

the whole group of work here begins with drawings, 

doodling, stacking stones, and layering images. 

Although none of these are literal images of 

stacked stones, I think that the attraction for some 

of this structure goes far back in my childhood. It 

parts. In much the same way, the overlaying of two 

systematic levels of drawing produces an entirely new 

dimension. Repetition reinforces this. In painting, this 

tightly woven form can be exploded with color and 

mark making and still have the strength of its original 

underlying integrity.

I will be delving deeper into this work. It calls me 

to explore it further.

A time of stacking stones

untitled   (JBWP06-02)   2006 
graphite on paper   8 x 8 inches

untitled   2012–13    
pastel on paper   35 x 35 inches (in progress)

untitled    
oil paint on linen   (destroyed)

untitled   2003    
monotype   12 x 12 inches
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see page 73 for image information
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untitled #3   2008   graphite on paper   22 ¼ x 30 inches

untitled #1   2008   graphite on paper   22 ¼ x 30 inches
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untitled
2008    oil paint on linen    28 x 20 inches
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IF THERE IS a piece of paper in front of me, I’ll be drawing on it. 

The result of this, I have come to realize, is that over time it imprints 

as a form of handwriting, a signature of sorts. The countless flower 

drawings that preceded this body of work certainly formed their 

own signature style. It begins with the observation of nature, and 

the abstraction of that observation, stylized flower forms such as 

one might see on ancient pieces of pottery, images taken from the 

observed natural world and made into a human abstract expres-

sion of that beauty. Material to create a painting can come from 

anywhere. This is where these come from.

Some of the first pieces I did were small paintings on paper 

or mylar where I layered and piled up the images, using oil paint 

and graphite. They interested me, but I also kept thinking about 

a contrast, about a more graphic result. I generally restricted the 

form to 6 “petals,” and to a single color against a solid background. 

The “all-over” presence of these paintings is related in feeling to 

some of my earlier work. 

Perhaps because of my desire to incorporate another element 

into the process, one day I spontaneously picked up a sheet of 

paper and cut out the form—a six petal flower shape. The drawing 

element transformed into the act of cutting with a pair of scissors on 

the paper. This loose cutting was very liberating—it also injected a 

sculptural element into the work. I took that piece of cut paper and 

I taped it to the linen. And then I cut another flower and attached 

it to the linen. Then another. And another. And so the surface 

filled up—growing organically without premeditation into a larger 

whole. With all the elements in place, I painted over their edges and 

partly covered the linen with the brushed paint. When I removed 

the individual pieces, I was left with sort of a reverse stencil. Now 

I was free to paint: the conversation between the elements had 

been transferred to the arena of painting. 

These paintings have things in common with previous work—I 

am drawn to the square as a form to paint on, there is a neutrality 

to the ratio of the sides. The hand is very much involved—first in 

the freehand cutting of the paper, then in the ultimate painting 

of the surface. What interests me a lot in this work is that at one 

stage of the process a certain amount of conscious control is given 

up, which would not have occurred had I just drawn or painted 

forms directly on the blank linen. As happens with printmaking, 

or with many of my other bodies of work, it is this unknown and 

uncontrolled element interacting with the structure of the process 

that produces the ultimate result. 

Ca’ d’Oro means the gold house, and it is the name of an excep-

tionally beautiful palazzo in Venice. The golden surface of it is long 

gone, but the structural beauty persists. At night the light on the 

canal reflects in silvery silence. Rather than a precise use of the name 

(which is already a shortened form of casa), I liked the sound and 

idea of a new word, so I consolidated it as Cadoro. This was the first 

painting in this series.

Cadoro   2009   oil and enamel paint on linen   15 ¾ x 15 ¾ inches

Flowers
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B-3
2009    oil paint on linen    42 x 42 inches
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Hymn
2009    oil paint on linen    46 x 46 inches
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Last Look
2009    oil and enamel paint on linen    28 x 28 inches
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untitled (JB10 D1010-3)
2010    graphite on paper    10 x 10 inches
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untitled (JB10 D1515-1)
2010    graphite on paper    15 x 15 inches
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FOR SOME REASON, even when I was young and really had no 

exposure to museums or art history, I thought about painters from 

earlier times. Daydreaming in the backyard, I would lie outside on 

the grass, looking up at the sky and clouds, and picture someone 

hundreds of years earlier looking up at that sky and painting those 

clouds. I felt a connection through the ages somehow. I spent a lot 

of my childhood out there—in the tree houses and chicken coops 

(big ones, left over from previous owners), roller skating on the 

cement slab out back (the Roller Derby was another obsession), 

and wandering through the woods. At the same time I was a comic 

book junkie (mainly DC, for those to whom it matters), and I lived 

in that world as well. Somehow through all the changes in life I have 

managed to hold on to a few hundred comic books. Two years ago 

I revisited them, and began some drawings. What I was thinking, 

why I started to make drawings, why I equated the two as I began 

this work, I don’t know. But I try not to second guess myself when 

something takes over my attention like that.

I began by isolating images from specific panels in the comic 

books, reframing them in a square format, leaving out the figures and 

action, and focusing on the sky and clouds. These are the backdrops 

to the action—where all the amazing things happen. My paintings 

were adapted from the drawings I did that were adapted from the 

comic books. I did these with no idea about how they might have 

anything to do with my body of work, or even if they would ever 

be shown. I also wanted to express some of my respect for the art-

ists who did all of these wonderful pictures originally. These paintings 

and drawings were sort of simple, not worked over, not deeply pon-

dered over. I soon had a studio full of them. The titles were taken from 

whatever dialogue happened to be in the particular frame that the 

image came from. This was a real challenge in some cases, but also  

provided such zen-like titles as . . . a stone at the end of a stick . . . or  

Next moment . . . . Their certain charm is something that had surprised 

me, and the fact that many people have unexpected but positive feelings 

about them is something that I am extremely happy and satisfied to see. 

. . . a stone at the end of a stick . . .

. . . without warning . . .   2011   pencil on paper   8 x 8 inches
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. . . a stone at the end of a stick . . .
2012    oil paint on panel    24 x 24 inches
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Moments later . . .
2012    oil paint on panel    24 x 24 inches
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Ominous, alone . . .
2012    oil paint on panel    24 x 24 inches
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the idea . . .   2012   oil paint on panel   12 x 12 inches

Someday I’ll find it . . .   2012   oil paint on panel   12 x 12 inches

 . . . this time it’s danger . . .   2012   oil paint on panel   16 x 16 inches

Next moment . . .   2012   oil paint on panel   12 x 12 inches 
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Still searching . . .
2012–13    oil paint on panel    12 x 12 inches
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page 3 Provincetown Harbor, 1980 
photograph

page 4 Back and Forth, 2010 
oil paint on linen, 24 x 24 inches 
collection of John Waters

 *Hymn, 2009 (see page 62)

page 5 Into the blue again, 2005 
oil paint on linen, 14 x 14 inches 
collection of John Waters

page 6 *Self-Portrait, 1978–79 
graphite on paper, 19 x 15 inches 
collection of Shirley Balla

page 7 Stoker, 2001 
asphaltum, shellac on linen 
14 x 14 inches 
courtesy of Albert Merola Gallery

page 8 untitled, 1966 
monotype on paper, 8 x 8 inches

 Strange People Sideshow,1976 
photograph

 untitled, 1978 
acrylic paint on canvas, 16 x 20 inches

 untitled, 1985, photograph

page 9 211 Bradford Street, Provincetown, 
1986, photograph

 Albert Merola, Winter Series I, 1987 
gouache on paper, 14 x 22 inches 
collection of James Balla  
and Albert Merola

 untitled, 1987 
graphite on paper, 22 x 30 inches

 Fire Eater and Acrobat 
wire, match

page 10 Dream, 1988 
oil paint on masonite, 48 x 48 inches

page 11 The Subtle Air, 1991 
monotype on paper, 20 x 20 inches

page 12 untitled, 2005 
graphite on paper, 6 x 6 inches 
collection of Ted Smith

page 13 *The Source, 1992 
oil paint on canvas, 48 x 48 inches 
collection of James Balla  
and Albert Merola

page 14 untitled, 2005 
graphite on paper, 6 x 6 inches

page 15 *Revisitation, 2003 
asphaltum, shellac on linen 
36 x 36 inches 
collection of David King  
and John Frishkopf

page 16 The Quiet Road, 2005 
oil paint on linen, 42 x 42 inches 
Oliva/Carlson collection

page 17 *Divide and Dissolve, 2005 
oil paint on linen, 30 x 30 inches 
collection of Jonathan Cutler  
and John R. Dreyer 
photo by Sheppard Ferguson

page 18 untitled, 1999 
monotype, 17 ⅞ x 17 ¾ inches 
courtesy of Albert Merola Gallery

page 19 *untitled (JB3-XXI), 1994 
monoprint on kitikata 
17 ¼ x 17 ¼ inches

page 20 *untitled (JB3-XXXI), 1994 
monoprint on Japanese paper 
17 ⅞ x 17 ⅞ inches

 untitled (JB3-XXVII), 1994 
monoprint on kitikata 
17 ⅛ x 17 ⅛ inches

 untitled (JB4-VIII), 1995 
monoprint on kitikata 
17 ⅛ x 17 ⅛ inches

 untitled (JB4-XX), 1995 
monoprint on kitikata 
17 ⅛ x 17 ⅛ inches

 all four courtesy of Albert Merola Gallery

page 21 untitled (JB95MP-12), 1995 
monoprint on kitikata, 10 x 10 inches 
courtesy of Albert Merola Gallery

page 22 untitled (JB3-XXIV), 1994 
monoprint on Japanese paper 
17 ⅞ x 17 ⅝ inches

page 23 *untitled (JB3-XXX), 1994 
monoprint on Japanese paper 
17 ½ x 17 ½ inches

page 24 Desert Ocean, 1995 
oil paint on linen, 18 x 18 inches

page 25 *Dreamland, 1996 
oil paint on linen, 36 x 36 inches 
collection of David Murphy  
and John Simpson

page 26 *Out of the Depths, 1995 
oil paint on linen, 30 x 30 inches 
collection of Jonathan Worth  
and Matthew Clark

page 27 *Wings of Silence, 1995 
oil paint on linen, 30 x 30 inches 
collection of Judge and  
Mrs. William C. Hillman

page 28 *Aurora, 1996 
oil paint on linen, 50 x 50 inches 
collection of Nicholas  
and Brigitta Asimakopulos

page 29 *Chasm, 1998 
oil paint, asphaltum, shellac on linen 
42 x 42 inches 
collection of Provincetown Art 
Association and Museum,  
gift of David Murphy

page 30 Filament, 1999 
asphaltum, shellac on linen 
30 x 30 inches 
courtesy of Albert Merola Gallery

 Raphael, The Deliverance of St. Peter 
1513–14, fresco 
Stanza di Eliodoro, Vatican, Rome

page 31 Far off with fire I feel, 1999 
asphaltum, shellac on linen 
60 x 60 inches 
Private collection

page 32 *Last Light,1997 
asphaltum, shellac on linen 
42 x 42 inches 
collection of Richard White

page 33 Soul in Flight, 1997 
asphaltum, shellac on linen 
50 x 50 inches 
collection of Marc and Amy Glovinsky 
photo by Michael Smith

page 34 untitled #9, 1996 
asphaltum on mylar, 10 x 10 inches 
Private collection

 untitled, 1996–97 
asphaltum on mylar, 10 x 10 inches 
Private collection

 untitled #4, 1996 
asphaltum on mylar, 10 x 10 inches 
collection of Dell Lemmon

 untitled, 1999 
oil paint, asphaltum, shellac on paper 
18 x 18 inches 
collection of Christopher LaPierre

page 35 *Ore, 1998 
asphaltum, shellac on linen 
30 x 30 inches 
collection of Jonathan Worth  
and Matthew Clark

page 36 *untitled, 2001 
ink on mylar, 10 x 10 inches 
courtesy of Albert Merola Gallery

page 37 *Nebula, 2001 
oil and enamel paint on linen 
36 x 36 inches 
collection of David King  
and John Frishkopf

page 38 Titan, 2000 
oil and enamel paint on linen 
50 x 50 inches 
collection of Dr. and Mr. Katherina  
and Ricardo Calvillo  
photo by George Lynde

page 39 *Proteus, 2000 
oil and enamel paint on linen 
50 x 50 inches

page 40 *untitled, 2001 
graphite on mylar, 20 x 20 inches 
courtesy of Albert Merola Gallery

Checklist
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page 41 *untitled #6, 2001 
graphite on mylar, 10 x 10 inches 
collection of Dell Lemmon

 *untitled #5, 2001 
graphite on mylar, 10 x 10 inches 
courtesy of Albert Merola Gallery

page 42 untitled (JB0220-1), 2002 
oil enamel on mylar, 20 x 20 inches 
collection of Richard Andre Kaléh

page 43 *untitled (JB0315-1), 2003 
oil enamel on mylar, 15 x 15 inches 
collection of Louis Lomurno

page 44   untitled (JB0310-3), 2003 
oil enamel on mylar, 10 x 10 inches 
collection of Jonathan Worth  
and Matthew Clark

 untitled (JB0315-2), 2003 
oil enamel on mylar, 15 x 15 inches 
collection of Jon and  
Matt Andersen-Miller

 untitled, 2004 
oil enamel on mylar, 15 x 15 inches 
courtesy of Albert Merola Gallery

 untitled (JB0310-8), 2003 
oil enamel on mylar, 10 x 10 inches 
collection of Jonathan Worth and 
Matthew Clark

 untitled, 2004 
oil enamel on mylar, 15 x 15 inches 
collection of Marc Marin  
and Pejman Hanafi

 untitled (JB0315-3), 2003 
oil enamel on mylar, 15 x 15 inches 
collection of Torrence Boone  
and Ted Chapin

 untitled (JB0410-3), 2004 
oil enamel on mylar, 10 x 10 inches 
courtesy of Albert Merola Gallery

 untitled (JB0215-3), 2002 
oil enamel on mylar, 15 x 15 inches 
collection of Joseph Parisi

 untitled (JB0210-1), 2002 
oil enamel on mylar, 10 x 10 inches 
collection of Jack Soultanian

page 45 *untitled, 2004 
oil enamel on mylar, 20 x 20 inches

page 46 *untitled (JB0215-2), 2002 
oil enamel on mylar, 15 x 15 inches 
collection of Duane Slick

page 47 untitled (JB0215-9), 2002 
oil enamel on mylar, 15 x 15 inches 
collection of Myles Kelly  
and Richard Wilson

page 48 *untitled (JB0220-6), 2002 
oil enamel on mylar, 20 x 20 inches 
collection of Jeffrey Morgan  
and David Llewelyn

page 49 untitled (JB0220-8), 2002 
oil enamel on mylar, 20 x 20 inches 
Private collection

page 50 untitled (JB0320-1), 2003 
oil enamel on mylar, 20 x 20 inches 
courtesy of Albert Merola Gallery

page 51 *Lumina, 2002 
oil enamel on linen, 36 x 36 inches 
courtesy of Albert Merola Gallery 

page 52 untitled, 2007 
stained glass, lead, 18 ¾ x 18 ¾ inches 
Gift to Jeanne L. Bultman from the artist

page 53 untitled, 2004 
stained glass, lead 
4 panels, each: 58 ½ x 15 inches  
collection of James Balla  
and Albert Merola

pages 54 each drawing: untitled, 2010–13
      & 55  graphite on paper, 6 x 4 inches

page 56 untitled (JBWP06-02), 2006 
graphite on paper, 8 x 8 inches

 untitled, oil paint on linen (destroyed)

 untitled, 2003 
monotype, 12 x 12 inches

 untitled, 2012–13   
pastel on paper (in progress) 
35 x 35 inches

page 57 clockwise from top left:

 untitled, 2008 (destroyed) 
oil paint on linen, 20 x 28 inches

 untitled #1 (detail), 2008 
graphite on paper, 22 ¼ x 30 inches

 untitled, 2006 
oil paint on linen (destroyed)

 untitled, 2006 
oil paint on mylar, 20 x 14 inches

 untitled, 2004 
graphite on kitikata, 9 ½ x 8 ½ inches

 untitled, 2004 
graphite on mylar, 5 x 4 inches

 untitled, 2004 
graphite on kitikata, 9 ½ x 8 ½ inches

 untitled (detail), 2007 
graphite on paper, 7 x 11 inches

 untitled, 2006 (destroyed) 
oil paint on linen

page 58 *untitled #3, 2008 
graphite on paper, 22 ¼ x 30 inches

 *untitled #1, 2008 
graphite on paper, 22 ¼ x 30 inches 
both courtesy of Albert Merola Gallery

page 59 untitled, 2008 
oil paint on linen, 28 x 20 inches

page 60  Cadoro, 2009 
oil and enamel paint on linen 
15 ¾ x 15 ¾ inches 
collection of Stacey and Addison Parks 

page 61 *B-3, 2009 
oil paint on linen, 42 x 42 inches 
courtesy of Albert Merola Gallery

page 62  *Hymn, 2009  
oil paint on linen, 46 x 46 inches 
collection of Richard B. Hodos

page 63  *Last Look, 2009 
oil and enamel paint on linen 
28 x 28 inches 
courtesy of Albert Merola Gallery

page 64  untitled (JB10 D1010-3), 2010 
graphite on paper, 10 x 10 inches 
courtesy of Albert Merola Gallery

page 65  untitled (JB10 D1515-1), 2010 
graphite on paper, 15 x 15 inches 
courtesy of Albert Merola Gallery

page 66  . . . without warning . . . , 2011 
pencil on paper, 8 x 8 inches

page 67  *. . . a stone at the end of a stick . . . , 2012 
oil paint on panel, 24 x 24 inches 
collection of Robert Duffy

page 68  *Moments later . . . , 2012 
oil paint on panel, 24 x 24 inches 
collection of Judge and  
Mrs. William C. Hillman

page 69  *Ominous, alone . . . , 2012 
oil paint on panel, 24 x 24 inches 
collection of Judge and  
Mrs. William C. Hillman

page 70  . . . this time it’s danger . . . , 2012 
oil paint on panel, 16 x 16 inches 
collection of Anne and Arthur Goldstein

 the idea . . . , 2012 
oil paint on panel, 12 x 12 inches 
collection of Tim Callis

 Next moment . . . , 2012 
oil paint on panel, 12 x 12 inches 
collection of Julie Simms

 Someday I’ll find it . . . , 2012 
oil paint on panel, 12 x 12 inches 
courtesy of Albert Merola Gallery  

page 71 Still searching . . . , 2012–13 
oil paint on panel, 12 x 12 inches

collection of the artist unless otherwise noted  

all artworks and photographs © James Balla  
unless otherwise noted

* denotes work in the exhibition
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James Balla

Born

1956 Norwalk, CT

Education

1985 BFA, Parsons School of Design, New York, NY

onE PErson ExhiBitions

2013  Into the blue again, Provincetown Art Association and Museum, Provincetown, MA

1997–2013 Albert Merola Gallery, Provincetown, MA

2003 Chiaroscuro, Gregory Lind Gallery, San Francisco, CA

1988–96 UFO Gallery, Provincetown, MA

1995 Miller Block Gallery, Boston, MA

1983 Norwalk Community College, Norwalk, CT

GrouP ExhiBitions

2011 Abstraction, Albert Merola Gallery, Provincetown, MA

2010 Papillon, Bow Street, Cambridge, MA

2006 Shape, Bow Street, Cambridge, MA

2003 Boston International Fine Art Show, Boston, MA

 On Paper, Carrie Haddad Gallery, Hudson, NY

2002  Ten Artists from Provincetown, Gregory Lind Gallery, San Francisco, CA

 New Trustees Select from the Collection, Provincetown Art Association and Museum, Provincetown, MA

2000 Provincetown Print Project, Museum of Fine Arts, Boston, MA

1999 Alfred Decredico, James Balla, Hasmig Vartanian, Galerie Simonne Stern, New Orleans, LA

 Provincetown: 100 Years an Arts Community, Lamia Ink, New York, NY

1998 Surface and Diversity, Housatonic Museum, Bridgeport, CT

 Group Show, Galerie Simonne Stern, New Orleans, LA

1997 Provincetown in Hudson, Carrie Haddad Gallery, Hudson, NY

 66th S.A.G.A. National Print Exhibition, East Hanover, NJ

1996 Takara Gallery, Houston, TX

1995–96 Balancing Act, Fort Point Art Gallery, Boston, MA

1995 Provincetown Portraits: The First Eighty Years, curated by James R. Bakker, Provincetown Art Association and Museum,  
 Provincetown, MA

 Cape Cod Printmakers, Past and Present, curated by Ann Wilson Lloyd, Cape Museum of Fine Arts, Dennis, MA

 1994 Provincetown Print Project Portfolio, UFO Gallery, Provincetown, MA

1994 Invitational Show, Fine Arts Work Center, Provincetown, MA

 Cosmos 3, Cosmos Press, Provincetown, MA

 NCTC Alumni Art Show, Norwalk Community-Technical College, Norwalk, CT 

1993 Positive Alliances, Provincetown Art Association and Museum, Provincetown, MA

 Paesaggio Gallery, Hartford, CT

1992 Intimate Abstraction: Provincetown Boogie-Woogie, Provincetown Art Association and Museum, Provincetown, MA

 Twelve Artists, Twelve Months, a tribute to Jim Forsberg

1991–92 Boston Printmakers’ Invitational Show, Art Complex Museum, Duxbury, MA and Zullo Gallery, Medfield, MA
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PrintmakinG

1999 Truro Center for the Arts at Castle Hill, Truro, MA: Teaching monoprint class

1998 New monoprints: Fine Arts Work Center, Provincetown, MA

1997 Monoprint project for Fine Arts Work Center Benefit, Provincetown, MA

1996 New Monoprints and Etchings: Fine Arts Work Center, Provincetown, MA

1995 Monoprint series: R.E. Townsend Studios, Georgetown, MA

1994 New Provincetown Print Project 

1993 Monoprint series: R.E. Townsend Studios, Georgetown, MA
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