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Art is the happy science of the soul  
Exploring nature under spiritual influence. 

                                                                     -Robert Graves  
Drawing is the true test of art 

                                                                  - J.A.D. Ingres 
                                                                                     

In these essays I have written too much about weather at not enough about art ς too much 
almanac, not enough art. Forgive my audacity, gentle reader, if I call myself an artist, for if such 
was not a career, it was at least an intention ς one I have spent many happy hours pursuing. 
Weather turns a stern face towards us this month, so I turn here to a warmer one ς art. This 
indoor month is a good time to write by a cozy fire on an icy day and write of art, and where it 
begins.  
 
How does art begin? The beautiful actress, Farah Fawcett, was one asked which of the organs 
of the body was the most erotic. The mind, was her answer. There indeed is also where art 
begins, in the mind, where we hope for a quick conception followed by an easy delivery.  
 
What, then, do artists do for us? They seek to reflect beauty in all its manifestations ς in the 
soul of a person or a place, celebrating grace in the movements of animals and the growth of 
plants, finding the meaning of an event, helping us to see the life in moving water and clouds, 
light and shade. Every good painting should administer a slight shock of recognition or 
discovery of some truth we knew but had forgotten. An epiphany, if you will. 
 
Sketching is quick conception, but all else depends on it. Who has not heard the observation 
from a viewer of a one of his or her paintings: that looks like a photograph? Although meant as 
a compliment, the artist may not take it thus. Photographs of cypresses in Provence look very 
dull displayed alongside ±ŀƴ DƻƎƘΩǎ paintings of writhing trees, and who ever saw 
constellations swirling and exploding like fireworks as he did in his Starry Night? 
 
Another viewer comment is L ŎŀƴΩǘ even draw a stick figure. Then you should draw them every 
day and soon you may proceed beyond them to gestures and outlines, then to shading, and 
finally to color or sculpture. Art, like golf and music, is mostly practice ς the rest is passion and 
perception. Who has not heard the answer to a lost tourist by the man on a New York street: 
how do I get to Carnegie Hall? Practice, Practice.  
 
Now to some personal experiences and conclusions on sketching. Sketching serves several 
purposes, memory being but one of those. Others include capturing a sense of place, 
reconstruction of an historic event or person, a sense of motion and gesture, a celebration of 
light, a search for composition, a reconvening of some special memory, a discovery of meaning, 
an expression of feeling for a loved one, exploring a mystery, or composing a hymn to our 
Creator. What follows are examples of a few of mine.  



 

 
 
This is a reconstruction of an actual historic eventΣ ǘƘŜ мтфо LƴŘƛŀƴ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ƻƴ DŜŜƴŦƛŜƭŘΩǎ 
station, the largest such attack of the pioneer period. It was chosen as the Sumner County 
Bicentennial Celebration in 1996. The artistic challenges here is accurate historical and 
geographic, as well as capturing the drama of the moment. At the site I sketched the view 
across the cornfield from the fort site, as well as the distant hills across Bledsoe creek valley. I 
constructed in my pasture ŀ ŦŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǎǇƭƛǘ Ǌŀƛƭǎ ŦǊƻƳ [ƛƴŀΩǎ ƘƻǊǎŜ ƧǳƳǇǎ and recruited son David 
as a model for my ancestor, William Hall. Dressed in pioneer clothing and holding his rifle, he 
took a running jump onto the fence, as I sketched.  Then he knelt behind the fence to simulate 
David Wilson providing covering fire. Sketching can capture just such a moment, adding its own 
distortion and urgency in a way a frozen photo does not. Distant gǳƴǎƳƻƪŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ LƴŘƛŀƴǎΩ 
volley fire, the downed overseer, the rearing horses, the fleeing farm workers, and William 
IŀƭƭΩǎ ǇƛƎǘŀƛƭ ŀǊŜ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ IŀƭƭΩǎ bŀǊǊŀǘƛǾŜ. Hall and Wilson waited until the Indians had 
fired their volley, then charged while they were reloading, routing the attackers. The 
ŎƻƳǇƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ƭƛƪŜǿƛǎŜ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƪŜǘŎƘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŦŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ IŀƭƭΩǎ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǎƘƛǊt both being 
placed along the Golden Section (see OctoberΩǎ !Ǌǘƛǎǘ !ƭƳŀƴŀŎύ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛŦǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǳŘǎ 
pointing toward Hall as the focal point furnish a strong diagonal, offsetting the otherwise boring 
horizontals of the paint1ng and adding drama. See the sketches below: 
 



  

Others are reminders of a place dear 

to our hearts ς home sweet home 

Not all sketches lead to a finished 

painting. Some are only an evocation 

of the grace or beauty of an object in 

itself, as this crystal bowl., or this 

magnolia bloom. 



Horses grazing in the back pasture are among the most graceful, willing of subjects.  

 

 

 

 

 



Yet the proper subject for man is man, and interests us more than any other. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

Daughter Lina at kitchen table 


