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Unwanted Gifts 

As I get older I can appreciate the “artifacts” in my home that have accrued over time; 

Artwork, books, jewelry, pottery, even articles of clothing.  I like knowing where they came 

from and that the reason they are still with me is because there is a part of my history 

associated with them.   

When holidays roll around I like thinking about giving gifts, rather than receiving them. I’m not a 

fan of obligatory gift giving. The truth is, I really don’t need anything. But I love thinking about 

what others might enjoy finding under a tree or on a birthday. 

This series of paintings is a look back at some of the gifts I have received or given over the 

years. The space in which they were given is also represented in the paintings. My mother 

started sending me expensive moisturizer when I turned 30 and was just finishing my teaching 

degree. I was living at the college. When I got my first teaching job in Pittsburgh she bought me 

a camel hair coat with a velvet collar. I’m not sure I ever wore it but it moved with me for 

years. I was living in a hunting cabin, just off the Appalachian Trail when I turned 21, and my 

boyfriend, at the time, gave me a used vacuum cleaner. The poncho from Ecuador was a gift I 

gave my middle daughter one year and when I went to visit her in England I saw that it was 

hanging in her closet with the tag still on. I took it back.  

Giving gifts is always well intentioned, but it’s been my experience that the best gifts are time, 

love, and good food and maybe a nice Argentinian red.  

I move between painting and drawing as mediums- The drawings are, typically, serious studies 

of light, common objects and their relationship to a surface. I recently exhibited drawings of 

doors of empty buildings. It was a series I completed over 4 years during the pandemic. Each 

drawing took months for me to complete. 

The process in completing them is very meditative. 

In contrast, my paintings are celebrations of color, and I can often be heard laughing as I paint 

because they are also celebrations of the world in which I find myself, a world that is filled with 

irony, generous spirits, and plenty of joy. 

 


