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This project is a consequence of forgetting. It is an attempt to hang on to what just happened, and to 
freeze the blur of passing experience. It is distressing how quickly I seem to lose the wisdom in the 
books I’ve just read, or the pleasure of the movies and art recently seen. Travel destinations become 
less vivid. Everything slips away. 2014 was an eventful year, good and bad, and making this book is a 
way of holding and sharing the awareness before it inevitably fades away.

Not imagining is like not breathing. Impossible. Imagining this book has momentarily replaced 
painting as a creative outlet. Drawing for me is about correcting, and this is also true of the images 
encountered here. I often take photographs as an aid to a poor memory. They help me to remember 
and reflect on what any of it might it mean. There are occasional quotes alongside pictures, as books 
I was reading in 2014 sometimes impacted experience.  



Memory is identity....You are what you have done; what you have done is in your memory; what you 
remember defines who you are; when you forget your life you cease to be, even before your death.
                                                                                                      Julian Barnes - Nothing to Be Frightened Of

The camera for me is an inadequate shortcut. Click, an image. Time and experience are momentarily frozen. It is not at 
all like my drawing, which requires slow observation leading to a struggle with representation. A photo is more like a 
glimpse. Surface looking. However, like making drawings, I find that my inadequate photographs, once on the computer, 
can be readily improved and adjusted—altering the brightness, shadow and contrast, shifting hue and saturation, 
selecting and cropping, enlarging and juxtaposing. This is the fun part, enriching the visual.



Claudine, Laurence & Eliot Dreiband, Sherman Oaks, California

Claudine & Laurence Dreiband with Andre, Gaia, Juliette & Fanny Loez, at Georges, Pompidou, Paris France, 2014    



Movies we particularly enjoyed in 2014

TOP OF THE LAKE
TRUE DETECTIVES
A MOST WANTED MAN
BLUE IS THE WARMEST COLOR
THE GRAND BUDAPEST HOTEL
THE NATIONAL GALLERY
THE SALT OF THE EARTH
A MOST VIOLENT YEAR

BOYHOOD
IDA
THE PAST
LOCKE
BIRDMAN
BARBARA
ALL IS LOST

David Thomson, The New Biographical Dictionary of Film

What greater contrast of chiaroscuro is there than that between burning screen and 
darkened audience? Take any photograph of an intent audience, and it is an image 
from Fuseli: of pale faces staring out of the night. What medium is so dependent on 
sensation, with the screen so much larger than life and the constant threat that in 
a fraction of a second the image we are watching can change unimaginably? And 
what are the abiding themes of cinema but glamour, sexuality, fear, horror, danger, 
violence, suspense, averted disaster, true love, self-sacrifice, happy endings, and 
the wholesale realization of those hopes and anxieties that we are too shy to talk 
about in the daylight? Why is it dark in cinemas? So that the compulsive force of our 
involvement may be hidden.



I love reading and listening to books now more than ever. Reading is mental traveling without long 
lines and jetlag. It brings depth to my limited experience, and I’m never bored when I’ve brought a 
book. Art books are my addiction, and novels are my escape. Reading is learning, and it gives me 

something to share with others. Reading is entertaining and discovering, and it makes me smarter. 
Reading fiction and nonfiction, poetry or prose is all the same – I enter someone’s imagination, 

someone’s truth. Nothing is better than being lost in a book.

BOOKS READ AND ADMIRED IN 2014

Whatever the limits and travails we face, we want to retain the autonomy—the 
freedom—to be the authors of our own lives. This is the very marrow of being 
human. This is why the betrayals of body and mind that threaten to erase our 
character and memory remain among our most awful tortures. The battle of being 
mortal is the battle to maintain the integrity of one’s life - to avoid becoming so 
diminished or disipated or subjugated that who you are becomes disconnected 
from who you were or who you want to be. All we ask is to be allowed to remain 
the writers of our own story. That story is ever changing.

American liberalism flaunts its pragmatism, It may have strong moral and 
philosophical beliefs, but it likes to claim that it derives conclusions from 
evidence and data, not dogma; its expectations for politics and human nature 
remain on the hard ground, not up in the utopian sky. Liberals believe in the 
transcendent importance of freedom and individual liberty.... In a constitutional 
democracy the centralized state was no longer a grave danger to be contained 
but an actual guardian of freedom - a protector against new menaces like 
rapacious corporations and bigoted local tyrants. The state must create and 
enforce the rules that help ensure that the market economy remains productive 
and fair, despite its size and complexity.

The first chapter describes fungi, lichen, and bacteria in the mandala, Haskell 
begins to develop his theme of the interconnectedness of life, of the foolishness 
of considering a single species or a single habitat when trying to make sense of 
nature. “Relationships in the mandala come in multifarious, blended hues,” he 
writes. The line between bandit and honest citizen is not as easily drawn as it first 
seems. Indeed, evolution has drawn no line. All life melds plunder and solidarity.

Atul Gawande, Being Mortal

Franklin Foer + New Republic authors, Insurrections of the Mind

David George Haskell, The Forest Unseen



Nicole Eisenman, Dear Nemesis, 1993-2013
Institute of Contemporary Art, Philadelphia

Robert Gober, The Heart Is Not a Metaphor, MoMA

Wade Guyton, OS, Whitney Museum of Art

ART SEEN AND ADMIRED IN 2014

James Turrell, LACMA, Los Angeles

Marlene Dumas, Stedelijk Museum, Amsterdam

Charles Ray, Getty Museum, Los Angeles



The real definition of an extrovert is someone who gains energy from other people. An introvert is someone 
whose energy is drained by others. We are a classic extrovert-introvert couple.

The Distillation of Desire

Interview with artists Laurie Simmons and Carroll Dunham



The news is not only in the the newspaper. One of the pleasures of living above a city 
(Los Angeles), high in the Santa Monica Mountains, are of course the views—near 
and distant, light and space, the immersion in nature. We are fortunate to be adjacent 
to acres of open wilderness land set aside by the the Santa Monica Mountains 
Conservancy. We have many large old trees – including two huge Cedars and a tall 
California Pine, plus eight Eucalyptus trees, as well as Sequoia, Acacia, and Pepper 
trees, with hundreds of plants, shrubs and flowers that attract many kinds of birds. 
Without the rush hour commute to work, I’ve come to know my bird neighbors 
much better. In the backyard we stretch together, they also sing (I refrain) before 
the sun comes up, early in the morning. Afterwards I put a mixture of wild birdseed 
by the open kitchen windows, and we breakfast together. Observing them and their 
interactions is endlessly fascinating. These casual bird photos were all taken from 
home, mostly during my morning coffee.

California Quail



The only true narrative is the biological narrative. Mourning Dove
 Jeff Koons



Band-tailed Pigeon

Nuttall’s Woodpecker

Lazuli Bunting

Hummingbird

Northern Mockingbird



California Blue Jay

White-crowned Sparrow

Dark-eyed Junco

Spotted Towhee

Black-headed Grosbeak

Lazuli Bunting

“Trophy husband” - Mallard Ducks (male and female)



California Blue Jay

House Finch

Spotted Towhee

 White-crowned Sparrow

California Thrasher





Common Raven

Red-tailed Hawk

Let me offer a metaphor—earth relates to the universe as the second 
segment of the left antenna of an aphid sitting on a flower petal in a garden 
in Teaneck, New jersey for a few hours this afternoon.

             Edward O. Wilson The Meaning of Human Existence 



Band-tailed Pigeon

A flock of Cedar Waxwing birds surprisingly show up in our Cedar tree.

Cornell Lab of Ornithology

The Cedar Waxwing is a silky, shiny collection of brown, gray, and lemon-yellow, accented with a 
subdued crest, rakish black mask, and brilliant-red wax droplets on the wing feathers. In fall these 
birds gather by the hundreds to eat berries, filling the air with their high, thin, whistles. In summer 
you’re as likely to find them flitting about over rivers in pursuit of flying insects, where they show 
off dazzling aeronautics for a forest bird.



Red-tailed hawk Broad-winged hawk 



Breath

When you see them
tell them I am still here,
that I stand on one leg while the other one dreams, 
that this is the only way, 

that the lies I tell them are different 
from the lies I tell myself, 
that by being both here and beyond 
I am becoming a horizon, 

that as the sun rises and sets I know my place, 
that breath is what saves me, 
that even the forced syllables of decline are breath, 
that if the body is a coffin it is also a closet of breath,

that breath is a mirror clouded by words, 
that breath is all that survives the cry for help 
as it enters the stranger’s ear 
and stays long after the world is gone, 

that breath is the beginning again, that from it 
all resistance falls away, as meaning falls 
away from life, or darkness fall from light, 
that breath is what I give them when I send my love

Mark Strand 



Living on the water. Preferably, living on the water on a remote Caribbean island. This has been my 
perpetual dream, and an obvious remedy for a restless desire to be elsewhere. So why Saint John?
Because it is like going back in time. A simpler time before rampant commercial, vulgar development 
drained away the natural wonder. This Caribbean island has restricted growth with over 60% reserved 
for the Virgin Island National Park, much of it donated by the philanthropist Laurence Rockefeller in 
the mid-1950’s. Government protection extends out to and embraces offshore reefs, limiting boating 
and fishing. All beaches are public to the vegetation line. Robert Oppenheimer, the father of the 
atomic bomb, once made this place his retreat. The scientist vacationed here for about 10 years in the 
late 1950’s and left his house on Gibney Beach to his daughter, who willed it to the island. St. John 
has no airport and only a few high-end resorts near Cruz Bay. Mostly one finds more isolated private 
villas, cottages and condos for rent than hotel rooms, and this tends to limit the tourist invasion. It 
remains relatively untouched, a decadently sensual delight of lush verdant landscape, with empty 
beaches and crystal clear ocean offering the visitor a rich underwater spectacle of flora and fauna.

From Los Angeles it takes a day’s travel - two planes will get you to Saint Thomas, where the Red 
Hook Ferry next takes you to Cruz Bay. There we rented a four-wheel drive jeep—they drive on the 
left side (something I occasionally forgot to Claudine’s dismay) and encountered colorful roosters 
and pale wild donkeys and goats eating along and sometimes blocking the steep roads. After
shopping for food we drove to our rental, a remote comfortable stone house—“Pebble Cove,” located 
on the southwest less populated side of the island. This waterfront property sits on a bluff, offering 
spectacular sunsets and views across a bay to the west. There are steps to a private beach and 
excellent snorkeling. At night the black sky fills with brilliant stars and the soothing sounds of waves 
rhythmically crashing against the rocks below.

At this stage I’m what can best be describe as a mild adventurer - preferring to swim in calm warm 
water close to the shore, so snorkeling provides the ideal escapade. One just floats in shallow water, 
observing an endless parade of dazzling tropical fish and mysterious coral—colorful creatures 
decked out like Alexander McQueen vogue models. They make the rest of our planet’s inhabitants 
seem kind of bland and unimaginative. 

In the evening Claudine usually prepared healthy savory meals to enjoy with a glass of wine on the 
deck overlooking the fading light on the bay. Absolute bliss. A few times we ate out in local places 
like Miss Lucy’s, on the water with live music in nearby Coral Bay. Sometimes we explored other 
beaches, swam with large turtles, and hiked a few high trails covered with dense vegetation where I 
encountered old Danish ruins that reveal the remnants of abandoned sugar plantations that thrived 
until slavery was finally abolished in 1848. The island was sold to the United States in 1916. 

Being there was a treat and a privilege.



Saint John, U.S. Virgin Islands - Caribbean Sea, February 2014



BOOKS READ AND ADMIRED IN 2014

The offices at 25 West Forty-Third Street were shabby, and cluttered 
with stacks of old phone books. The ambience was more like a 
newspaper than a glossy magazine; “everything,” Updike remembered, 

“was slightly dusty and funky.” The grimly functional décor and the 
pervasive hush suited his relentless work ethic, his ability to shut out 
for hour after hour everything but the task at hand.

The news wants to weaken our attachment and curiosity: we need 
desperately to be individual thinkers.

The old way in which we used to know what was important was by 
opening a book that hadn’t changed in hundreds of years.  Religions 
used to dominate western imaginations, and now the media has 
replaced them.

The news promotes a toxic society of envy.

Human existence may be simpler than we thought. There is no 
predestination, no unfathomed mystery of life. Demons and gods do 
not vie for our allegiance. Instead, we are self-made, independent, 
alone, and fragile, a biological species adapted to live in a biological 
world. What counts for long-term survival is intelligent self-understanding, 
based upon a greater independence of thought than that tolerated 
today even in our most advanced democratic societies.

Adam Begley, Updike

Alain de Botton, The News: A User’s Manual

Edward O. Wilson, The Meaning of Human Existence

Nothing feels quite as good—calmer, clearer and happier—than being in a sublime natural land or 
seascape, and absorbed in a book. It is a kind of joy which the monk David Steindl-Rast describes 
as “that kind of happiness that doesn’t depend on what happens.” 



Laurence taking pictures, coming up for air; and to the right a Boulder Brain Coral. Like a confident 
gymnast, a Brown Pelican deftly nails his landing.



Claudine inspecting our seaside rental - Pebble Cove, located on the quiet east end of the island.overlooking Coral Bay, 
Haulover Bay and a beautiful reef.

The view ffrom the balcony at Pebble Cove, and the two Bananaquits (small yellow birds) that joined us for le petit déjeuner du matin.



Green-throated Carib Hummingbird sucking the nectar of a cactus flower and  Donkey Goats freely roaming the roadside on 
St. John, Virgin Island..

Dining at Miss Lucy’s Restaurant and Bar across Coral Bay with West Indian flavored fresh fish, paella and 
live music on the water.



Watching the common Brown Pelicans adroitly fishing on the northeast side of the island in Trunk Bay. These 
birds are excellent fisherman, and can be quite large, some weighing up to 10 lbs., with wing spans as much 
as 10 feet. 

This Great Barracuda, was one of the largest fish I encountered snorkeling this trip, about three feet long 
with huge jaws and menacing looking spiked teeth slanted backward. Their body color changes to blend into 
their surroundings.





Blue Tang fish (left) with spiky black sea urchins studding the sides of the fringing reef at random, like poisonous mines, 
and on the right two striped Sergeant Major fish feeding, their military moniker undoubtedly inspired by the multiple black 
stripes on yellow and white bodies. 



Butterfly fish (yellow with black markings), Stripped Parrot fish, Blue Tang and a Gorgonian Sea Fan Coral 



Butterfly fish (yellow with black markings), Stripped Parrot fish, Blue Tang and a Gorgonian Sea Fan Coral 

Life in the oceans must be sheer hell. A vast, merciless hell of permanent and immediate danger. So 
much of a hell that during evolution some species—including man—crawled, fled onto some small 
continents of solid land, where the Lessons of Darkness continue.

Werner Herzog

Swimming with the magnificent large GreenTurtles in the sea grass beds on the eastern shore of St. John.



Hiking the dense tropical forest along Reef Bay Trail in the Virgin Islands National Park.and encountering 
ruins of a Danish colonial sugar plantation that was worked by the blood and sweat of African slaves until 
Denamrk abolished slavery in 1848. 



…nature is not a separate place. We to are animals, primates with rich ecological and evolutionary 
context. By paying attention, this inner animal can be watched at any time….Each one of us inhabits 
a storied (being) with as much complexity and depth as an old growth forest…watching ourselves 
and watching the world are not oppositional; by observing the forest, I have come to see myself 
more clearly.

David George, The Forest Unseen Haskell

Lichen in puddles and in woods, along the blue green arm of the beech, on the yellow cushion of 
rocks, under the prange stare of the sun.

Gabriel Gbadamosi







Our garden is a clock—seed, nurture, bloom, flourish, wither, death. Remembered and forgotten. 



The true cause of hatred and violence is faith versus faith, an outward expression of the ancient instinct of tribalism.
                                                                   Edward O. Wilson, The Meaning of Human Existence



SUCKER FOR BEAUTY
OUT OF THE DIRT

Embarrassment of riches. The garden - group show - 2014 - Brugmansia, roses, lilies, dahlias and iris. 



SANCTUARY - SCHOOL -  HOMEWORK

PLAYGROUND
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Dark-eyed Junco

Savannah Sparrow

Black-headed Grosbeak.

Spotted Towhee

Summer mornings, the light of the world pouring in and the silence. It was a 
barefoot life, the cool of the night on the floorboards, the green trees if you 
stepped outside, the first faint cries of the birds. He arrived in a suit and didn’t 
put it on again until he went back to the city.

If we stand in front of a work of art twice, at least one party - the viewer or the 
object—will be somewhat transformed on the second occassion. Inevitably we 
inhabit a world of dissolving perspectives and evershifting views. The  present 
is always moving, so from that vantage point the past constantly changes in 
appearance. That is true on the grand historical scale; but the same is true of our 
personal encounters with art, from day to day. You can stand in front of Velazquez’s 
Las Meninas a thousand times, and every time it will be different because you will 
be altered: tired or full of energy, or dissimilar from your previous self in a multitude 
of ways. Our idea was... neither art history or art criticism but an experiment in 
shared appreciation... an attempt to get to the actual experience of looking at art: 
what it feels like on a particular occassion, which is of course the only way any of 
us can ever look at anything.

In these days of physical fitness, hair dye, and plastic surgery, you can live much 
of your life without feeling or even looking old. But then one day, your knee goes, 
or your shoulder, or your back, or your hip. Things droop. Spots appear. If your 
elbows faced forward, you would kill yourself. You’re two inches shorter than you 
used to be. You’re ten pounds fatter and you cannot lose a pound of it to save 
your soul. Your hands don’t work as well as they once did and you can’t open 
bottles, jars, wrappers, and especially those gadgets that are encased tightly in 
what seems to be molded Mylar. You take so many pills in the morning you don’t 
have room for breakfast. You lose close friends and discover one of the worst 
truths of old age: they’re irreplaceable. People who run four miles a day and eat
only nuts and berries drop dead. People who drink a quart of whiskey and smoke
two packs of cigarettes a day drop dead. You are suddenly in a lottery, the ultimate 
game of chance, and someday your luck will run out. Everybody dies. There’s 
nothing you can do about it. Whether or not you eat six almonds a day. Whether 
or not you believe in God.

James Salter, All That Is

Philippe de Montebello, Rendez-vous With Art

The Most of Nora Ephron
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Sentimental projections of wilderness.

Juliette - Muséum National d'Histoire Naturelle de Paris



Art, in a sense, is life brought to a standstill, rescued from time. The secret of making it is simple: 
discard everything that is good enough. 

A history of taste.







Fanny, Andre, Juliette & Gaia Loez
The world keeps ending but new people too dumb to know it keep showing up as if the fun’s just started. 

Gaia at 2 1/2 months.

John Updike



Kant had four questions that he believed philosophy should answer: What can I know? What may I hope? What 
ought I do? What is man? All of these helped to clarify. Paris was the home of a veteran civilization. Its strengths 
are vertical, which is to say deep.

James Salter, Burning The Days

Juliette Loez age three

This is what happens. You put it away for a little while, and now and again you look in the closet 
for something else and you remember, and you think, soon. Then it becomes something that is just 
there, in the closet, and other things get crowded in front of it and on top of it and finally you don’t 
think about it at all.

The thing that was your bright treasure. You don’t think about it. A loss you could not  contemplate 
at one time, and now it becomes something you can barely remember.

This is what happens.
Alice Munro



One cannot think well, love well, sleep well, if one has not dined well.
Virginia Woolf



Ingres, The Louvre



Jean-Baptiste Carpeaux, Musée d’Orsay, Paris

Ecole De Fountainebleau, (detail) 1534, Louvre



We live in time. It holds us and molds us, until time runs out.



Tour of Pezenas with Jean-Pierre



A visit with Graeme Angus, an English doctor and winemaker, ably supported by his wife Alice in Languedoc 
in the south of France



Age doesn’t arrive slowly, it comes in a rush. One day nothing has changed, a week 
later, everything has. A week may be too long a time, it can happen overnight. You are 
the same and still the same and suddenly one morning two distinct lines, ineradicable, 
have appeared at the corners of your mouth.                           James Salter, All That Is

All religions are fairy tales, and believers generally divide us, doing more harm than 
good. Anyone who suggests that one race, or faith or nationality is more superior or truer 
than any other is not to be trusted. Despite the insights of rational science, humanism 
and philosophy, the human condition in our vast cosmos is beyond our comprehension, 
but does not preclude the value of a spiritual quest. Confusion, conflict and suffering 
may be inevitable, but wisdom, compassion and well-being are attainable.







The fine line between trash and treasure.



The artist brings something into the world that didn’t exist before, and he does it 
without destroying something else.
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River Alzon, Uzes France



Perched on the precipice of an era when the very question of what it means to be
human is continually challenged, we stand to gain that much more from the fruitful 
cross-pollination of science and the humanities in planting the seeds for the best
such possible futures.The human condition is a product of history—not just the six 
millennia of civilization but very much further back, across hundreds of millennia. 
The whole of it, biological and cultural evolution, must be explored in seamless 
unity for a complete answer to the mystery.

Edward O. Wilson, The Meaning of Human Existence





They had a great deal in common. 
What they had in common was more 

vital than similar interests—it was wordless 
understanding and accord. It was love, the 
furnace into which everything is dropped.

James Salter





He was reaching that age, he was at the edge of it, when the world becomes suddenly 
more beautiful, when it reveals itself in a special way, in every detail, roof and wall, 
in the leaves of trees fluttering faintly before the rain. The world was opening itself, 
as if to allow, now that life was shortening, one long, passionate look, and all that had 
been withheld would finally be given. 

James Salter, All That Is



He didn’t really like travel, of course. He liked
the idea of travel, and the memory of travel, but 
not travel itself.

Julian Barnes, Flaubert’s Parrot



Cagnes Sur Mer, France



Nora Ephron

Here are some questions I am constantly noodling over: Do 
you splurge or do you hoard? Do you live everyday as if it’s 
your last, or do you save your money on the chance you’ll 
live twenty more years? Is life too short, or is it going to be 
too long? Do you work as hard as you can, or do you slow 
down to smell the roses? And where do carbohydrates fit 
into all this? Are we really all going to spend our last years 
avoiding bread, especially now that bread in America is so 
unbelievably delicious? And what about chocolate?



Julaio Sarmento, exhibition Nice, France



The past isn’t past. The present is uncertain, and the future doesn’t exist.

Amsterdam

Simon Schama, Rembrandt’s Eyes

Dexterity, then, is divinity. But to know that is to know, alas, only a partial truth. 
And this work of Rembrandt’s is, in the literal sense, from the Greek, an autopsia, 
an act of direct witness or seeing for oneself. But what they see, what we see, is 
that the same body which is stamped with the genius of godly engineering is also 
chasteningly limited by its fleshly housing... What Rembrandt has painted, then, 
is a moment of truth, another instant in which both the immediate and the eternal 
stand simultaneously illuminated.

Rembrandt, The Anatomy Lesson of Dr. Tulp, (detail) 1632



He tends to trust pictures more than he trusts words. Not because pictures cannot 
lie but because they are fixed, immutable. J.M. Coetzee, Slow Man

Adriaen Coorte, Asparagus, Rijksmuseum (1697)



Hans Holbein, Portrait of Robert Cheseman (detail) 1533; (chief falconer to the English king Henry VIII)
Art is our chief means of breaking bread with the dead. 

Rembrandt, The Night Watch

Gerrit Van Honthorst, The Violin Player

Jan Weenix, Dead Game, 1714

W. H. Auden



When you are young, you think you can predict the likely pains and bleaknesses that age might bring. You imagine yourself being 
lonely, divorced, widowed; children growing away from you, friends dying. You imagine the loss of status, the loss of desire—and 
desirability. You may go further and consider your own approaching death, which, despite what company you may muster, can only 
be faced alone. But all this is looking ahead. What you fail to do is look ahead, and then imagine yourself looking back from the 
future point. Learning the new emotions that time brings. Discovering, for example, that as the witnesses to your life diminish, there 
is less corroboration, and therefore less certainty, as to what you are or have been. Even if you have assiduously kept records—in 
words, sound, pictures—you may find that you have attended to the wrong kind of record-keeping. What was the line Adrian used to 
quote? ‘History is that certainty produced at the point where the imperfections of memory meet the inadequacies of documentation.’

Julian Barnes, The Sense of an Ending



Meeting once again my old friend Vermeer.

It was here that an art arose that was unembarrassed 
to take as its subjects not just devotional and historical 
matter but the earthy entirety of human existence, from 
the most vulgar to the most exquisite. When we look at 
Vermeer’s servant girl pouring a jug of milk, or a goblet 
of wine and a herring by Pieter Claesz, we now take for 
granted that ordinary acts and objects may be intensely 
charged with sublimity. But it was in the Netherlands 
that this translation of the sacred from the religious to 
the worldly realm was most dramatically realised.

Simon Schama 



I like silence. Ellsworth Kelly

Art that goes forward can take a long time to be understood, whereas art that moves 
sideways , that is just elaborating,  can be very commercial. As an artist, you have to 
decide whichway you want to go... Unlike those in other professions, artists cut the 
branch they are sitting on.

Kutlug Ataman



I have always been interested in how you can depict suffering without being heavy-handed.
Marlene Dumas

The practice of isolating geniuses, then bestowing them with saintly status, is as old 
as art history. Nowadays, the maneuver feels more like a marketing strategy than a 
credible intellectual position.

Felix Gonzales-Torres, Untitled (A Love Meal), 1992, Stedelijk Museum, and another lamp

Sarah Thornton
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And as much as I’d like to believe there’s a truth beyond 
illusion, I’ve come to believe that there’s no truth beyond 
illusion. Because, between ‘reality’ on the one hand, and 
the point where the mind strikes reality, there’s a middle 

zone, a rainbow edge where beauty comes into being, 
where two very different surfaces mingle and blur to 

provide what life does not: and this is the space where 
all art exists, and all magic.

Donna Tartt, The Goldfinch 

Carel Fabritius, The Goldfinch, 1654



Enthusiasms and passions fuel our desire for a rich and imaginative life. Yet what makes this life so poignant is the 
awareness that in time these passions inevitably fade.  Everything moves on. Insights and discoveries that once
seemed so brilliant and insightful can lose their resonance and are eventually forgotten. One can’t hold on to anything.



BOOKS READ AND ADMIRED IN 2014

Mastery requires endurance. Mastery, a word we don’t use often, is not the 
equivalent of what we might consider its cognate—perfectionism—an inhuman 
aim motivated by a concern with how others view us. Mastery is also not the 
same as success—an event-based victory based on a peak point, a punctuated 
moment in time. Mastery is not merely a commitment to a goal, but to a curved-
line, constant pursuit.

That was why, later on, he began to lose interest in photography: first when 
colour took over, then when it became plain that the old magic of light-sensitive 
emulsions was waning, that to the rising generation the enchantment lay in a 
techne of images without substance, images that could flash through the ether 
without residing anywhere, that could be sucked into a machine and emerge 
from it doctored, untrue. He gave up recording the world in photographs then, 
and transferred his energies to saving the past. If there were a way of putting an 
end to himself by some purely mental act he would put an end to himself at once, 
without further ado. His mind is full of stories of people who bring about their end 

—who methodically pay bills, write goodbye notes, burn old love letters, label 
keys, and then, once everything is in order, don their Sunday best and swallow 
down pills they have hoarded for the occasion and settle themselves on their 
neatly made beds and compose features for oblivion. Heroes all of them, unsung, 
unlauded. I am resolved not to be of any trouble.

People like it when you tell them things, in suitable portions, in a modest, intimate 
tone, and they think they know you, but they do not, they know about you, for what 
they are let in on are facts, not feelings, not what your opinion is about anything 
at all, not how what has happened to you and how all the decisions you have 
made have turned you into who you are. What they do is they fill in with their own 
feelings and opinions and assumptions,and they compose a new life which has 
precious little to do with yours,and that lets you off the hook. No-one can touch 
you unless you yourself want them to.

Sarah Lewis, The Rise

J. M. Coetzee, Slow Man

Per Petterson, Out Stealing Horses

Some see art as a psychological replacement for religion, still supplying a sense of the world 
beyond themselves to those reduced creatures who now no longer dream of heaven…. In art now, 
as in religion, false prophets and false gods abound. There are artistic priesthoods which seek to 
exclude the unwashed, which disappear into hermetic intellectualism and inaccessible refinement. 
On the other side there is inauthenticity, mercantilism, and an infantile populism; artists who flatter 
and compromise, who dodge for votes (and cash) like politicians. Pure or impure, high minded or 
corrupt… all will come to dust, and their art not long afterwards, if not before. But art and religion 
will always shadow one another through the abstract nouns they both invoke: truth, seriousness, 
imagination, sympathy, morality, transcendence.

ART SEEN IN 2014

William-Adolphe Bouguereau,
(detail), Museo Nacional de Bellas Artes, 
Buenos Aires

David Hockney, A Bigger Exhibition
The de Young Museum, San Francisco

Kim Fisher, Made in L.A. 2014
Hammer Museum, Los Angeles

Julian Barnes



We know at some moment the black horsemen will come shattering through the terrace doors wreaking vengeance and scattering 
the survivors. Those who leave early are saved, but the ball is so splendid no wants to leave while there is still time. So everyone 
keeps asking—what time is it? But none of the clocks have hands.

Adam Smith (commenting on the high flying stock market)

Nothing is negligible.





Torine Svitil and Claudine take brunch in the garden.

Northern Mockingbird



Mamoru and Anne
Raffi Barsam Family



Gaia arrives Juliette



With Jen Joseph, Tom LaDuke, Michael, Isabel and Kristin Dahan.

Jonathan Franzen 

My whole conception of what is beautiful has changed because I’ve come to love birds 
so much. I respond to landscapes that have birds in them, that are friendly to birds. A 
dismal swamp behind a rail yard now has a kind of beauty for me that a bird-free beach in 
the Mediterranean doesn’t. Love changes your idea of beauty inevitably. When you love 
a person, you are not thinking in terms of magazine beauty or newscaster good looks. A 
deeper kind of beauty comes into play. That is very much what happens when you begin to 
pay attention to birds and you begin to love them.



Meredith Escudier 



Paula Goodman and the Escudiers With Tom Knechtel and Bob Baruch, Thomas Small and Whitney Sander, Meredith, Harley and Jean-Pierre Escudier 



Block party with our Alomar neighbors—Susan, David, Penny, Lauren, Steve, Judith and Mary Lou.



Hiking with Dennis

Succulent garden



ART 2014

Money and celebrity has cast a shadow over the art world which is prohibiting ideas and debate from coming to 
the fore. The current system of collectors, galleries, museums and art dealers colluding to maintain the value and 
status of artists quashed open debate on art. I hope this is the start of something that breaks the system. At the 
moment it feels like the Paris salon of the 19th century, where bureaucrats and conservatives combined to stifle 
the field of work. It was the Impressionists who forced a new system, led by the artists themselves. It created 
modern art and a whole new way of looking at things. Lord knows we need that now more than anything. We need 
artists to work outside the establishment and start looking at the world in a different way – to start challenging 
preconceptions instead of reinforcing them. The art world is divided into those people who look at Raphael as if it’s 
graffiti, and those who look at graffiti as if it’s Raphael, and I prefer the latter. What can I tell you? It’s nasty and it’s 
stupid. I’m an intellectual and I don’t care if I’m not invited to the party. I quit.

Dave Hickey

Jeff Koons, Pay-Doh 1994–2014
A Retrospective, Whitney Museum of American Art

Christopher Williams, 
The Production of Happiness, MOMA

ART BOOKS READ AND ADMIRED IN 2014

We come to know nature through a series of interdependent processes, from
empirical observation in the field or laboratory, to the making of verbal notes
and descriptions, and the crafting of images. The final step is the creation of a 
product meant to communicate knowledge of the natural world to others.

What does this new work add up to? Tradition as idiosyncrasy, perhaps? Or is 
Ray after a way of drawing on his deepening conception of the sculptural thing. 
Ray seems to have set himself the task of investigating the representation of 
consciousness. This may be the ultimate sculptural problem: how to convey, not 
emotion, not sensation, but a state of perceptive awareness that involves both 
recognition and reflection, and testifies to the presence of a “knowing mind,” “the 
coming of a sense of self into the world of the mental.” Consciousness, we might 
say is a milestone on the road to action, memory, and thought. Beyond its border 
lie death and its everyday surrogates: of those sleep is the most obvious, and 
indeed two of Ray’s new works in progress explore this condition. Perhaps the 
attraction lies in sleep as a state of being in which some special sort of mental
action is certainly present, yet whose depths cannot be brought to light.

Koons has been such a durable and ineluctable force in the art world in part 
because he has tested its limits and those of what art and an artist can be. Picture
the field of contemporary artistic production as a vast terrain, the porous perimeter
of which is marked by numerous stakes circumscribed by an elastic cord. Each 
post represents the outer limit of a term or condition germane to art making today—
exhibition,practice, the market, the readymade, narrative, craft or industrial 
fabrication, an artist’s sincerity or cunning, the inheritance of Pop or Minimalism, 
or the explosion of celebrity and hype, among many more. Although these terms 
or conditions predated Koons, in each case he moved the stakes farther out on 
the field,expanding the boundary in which all art occurs... Koons is not just a child 
of our time but an active agent of it, one who has forged an extreme aesthetic 
position in concert with an admittedly problematic but also promising epoch...
Wherever Koons works are (presented), they wonderfully refocus their surroundings. 
They channel and provoke our vanities and desires, our sense of discovery and 
mortality, and sometimes our moral pique and joy. They take as much as they can 
from the world in which we live and offer in return a powerful picture of it.

Amy Meyers, Of Green Leaf Bird and Flower 2014

Scott Rothkopf, JEFF KOONS A RETROSPECTIVE, 2014

Anne M. Wagner, CHARLES RAY SCULPTURE 1997—2014 essay



Hot summer nights, with Claudine and I camping the easy way—sleeping outside under the stars.



Made for Jill Sander Favorites. Girasol Octopus Salad, South Beverly Grill Thai Steak & Noodle Salad, Rainbow Roll.



Mourning dove



BOOKS READ AND ADMIRED IN 2014

That life—whatever else it is—is short. That fate is cruel but maybe not random. 
That Nature (meaning Death) always wins but that doesn’t mean we have to bow 
and grovel to it. That maybe even if we’re not always so glad to be here, it’s our 
task to immerse ourselves anyway: wade straight through it, right through the 
cesspool, while keeping eyes and hearts open. And in the midst of our dying, as 
we rise from the organic and sink back ignominiously into the organic, it is a 
glory and a privilege to love what Death doesn’t touch. For if disaster and oblivion 
have followed this painting down through time—so too has love. Insofar as it is 
immortal (and it is) I have a small, bright, immutable part in that immortality. It 
exists; and it keeps on existing. And I add my own love to the history of people 
who have loved beautiful things, and looked out for them, and pulled them from 
the fire, and sought them when they were lost, and tried to preserve them and 
save them while passing them along literally from hand to hand, singing out 
brilliantly from the wreck of time to the next generation of lovers, and the next.

When At A Certain Party In NYC,
         Wherever you’re from sucks,
         and wherever you grew up sucks,
         and everyone here lives in a converted
         chocolate factory or deconsecrated church,
         without an ugly lamp or souvenir coffee cup
         in sight, but only carefully edited objects like
         the Lacanian soap dispenser in the kitchen
         that looks like an industrial-age dildo, and
         when you rifle through the bathroom
         looking for a spare tampon, you discover
         that even their toothpaste is somehow more
         desirable than yours.

Auden believed that a life of such military precision was essential to his creativity, 
a way of taming the muse to his own schedule. “A modern stoic,” he observed, 

“knows that the surest way to discipline passion is to discipline time: decide what 
you want or ought to do during the day, then always do it at exactly the same 
moment every day, and passion will give you no trouble.

Donna Tartt, The Goldfinch

Erin Belieu, Slant Six

Mason Currey, Daily Rituals

Movies we particulary enjoyed in 2014



We travel, initially, to lose ourselves; and we travel, next 
to find ourselves. We travel to open our hearts and eyes 
and learn more about the world than our newspapers will 
accommodate. We travel to bring what little we can, in 
our ignorance and knowledge, to those parts of the globe 
whose riches are differently dispersed. And we travel, in 
essence, to become young fools again—to slow time 
down and get taken in, and fall in love once more.

Pico Iyer





The reality of your life is always now. And to 
realize this, we will see, is liberating. In fact,

 I think there is nothing more important to 
understand if you want to be happy in this world.

But our pleasures are, by their very nature,
 fleeting. If we enjoy some great professional 

success, our feelings of accomplishment 
remain vivid and intoxicating for an hour, or

 perhaps a day, but then they subside.

Sam Harris, 
Waking Up: A Guide to Spirituality Without Religion



Teatro Colon, Buenos Aires Argentina.

Mike Nichols
Massimo Vignelli

Joe Cocker
Lauren Bacall
Maya Angelou

On Kawara
Philip Seymour Hoffman

Robin Williams
Sherwin Nuland

Gabriel Garcia Marquez

DEAD IN 2014



Piazzolla Tango show, and Eliot volunteers at L.I.F.E. Buenos Aires working with disadvantaged children.



MALBA, Museo de Arte Latinoamericano de Buenos Aires

You painted a naked woman because you enjoyed looking at her, put a mirror in her hand and you 
called the painting “Vanity,” thus morally condemning the woman whose nakedness you had depicted 
for your own pleasure.                                                                                                            

John Berger, Ways of Seeing
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Museo Nacional de Bellas Artes (Buenos Aires)

Edouard Manet, The Surprised Nymph (detail), 1861



All sites of enforced marginalization —ghettos, 
shanty towns, prisons, madhouses, concentration 

camps—have something in common with zoos. 

The zoo cannot but disappoint. The public purpose 
of zoos is to offer visitors the opportunity of looking 

at animals. Yet nowhere in a zoo can a stranger 
encounter the look of an animal. At the most, the 
animal’s gaze flickers and passes on. They look 

mechanically. Theyhave been immunized to encounter, 
because nothing can any more occupy a central 
place in their attention. Therein lies the ultimate 

consequence of their marginalization.

Animals have gone from caves to carts to cages. The Industrial Revolution gave us the internal combustion engine, 
which displaced draught animals from both streets and factories. But while this was undoubtedly an upgrade 
for both animal rights and human productivity, removing animals from our view was detrimental to our sense of 
shared everyday reality. Meanwhile, as urbanization and industrialization spread, the extinction of wildlife continued 
removing animals from that reality—more than that, it forcibly denied them the chance to share it with us and instead 
confined them to the artificial reality of the zoo. Animals are always the observed. The fact that they can observe 
us has lost all significance. They are the objects of our ever-extending knowledge. What we know about them is an 
index of our power, and thus an index of what separates us from them. The more we know, the further away they are. 
That dynamic was even more pronounced in the public zoo—a 19th-century innovation that came into existence as 
animals began to disappear from our daily lives. Emerging as an emblem of colonial power, where the capturing of 
animals became a trophy in the conquest of exotic lands, the zoo changed not only our relationship with animals, but 
also our very language. In zoos animals have become isolated from each other and deprived of interaction between 
species, where they have come to rely helplessly on their keepers for survival.

El Jardín Zoológico de la Ciudad de Buenos Aires

What distinguished man from animals was the human capacity for symbolic thought, 
the capacity which was inseparable from the development of language in which words 
were not mere signals, but signifiers of something other than themselves. Yet the 
first symbols were animals. What distinguished men from animals was born of their 
relationship with them.

John Berger, Why Look At Animals?



Vulger Habits Claudine and Laurence visit Eliot on the roof of her apartment in Buenos Aires.



Plush-crested Jays at Iguazu Falls National Park



Claudine, Laurence and Eliot Dreiband at Iguazu Falls, Argentina

Diaethria Butterfly, Iguazu Falls Argentina





Black Vultures at Iguazu Falls, Argentina

Iguazu Falls’ exotic creatures: Capuchin Monkey, Coati, Argentine black & white Tegu, and some shoelace eating flying insect.



A Southern Lapwing bird walking on the grass of the Sheraton Hotel in Iguazu Falls National Park.

Iguazu Falls (top) as seen from our balcony, Sheraton Hotel Iguazu Falls National Park, and up closer before the park opens to the public.





Perpetual tourist

Thrill seeker

A spider spinning its web intends, whether conscious of the outcome or not, to catch a fly. That is 
the meaning of the web. The human brain evolved under the same regimen as the spider’s web. 
Every decision made by a human being has meaning in the first, intentional sense. But the capacity 
to decide, and how and why the capacity came into being, and the consequences that followed, are 
the broader, science-based meaning of human existence. Premier among the consequences is the 
capacity to imagine possible futures, and to plan and choose among them. How wisely we use this 
uniquely human ability depends on the accuracy of our self-understanding. The question of greatest 
relevant interest is how and why we are the way we are and, from that, the meaning of our many 
competing visions of the future.

Edward O. Wilson, The Meaning of Human Existence





The art world is now more global, and the competition for 
recognition in our celebrity over hyped marketplace even 
more demanding. Old romantic notions of artist as neglected 
genius, or struggling bohemian, have been replaced by the 
conception of artist as influential trend setting entrepreneur. 
And as craft and execution become increasingly farmed out 
to professional fabricators, successful artists are now free to 
focus on how to play the game – to marketing strategies and 
convincing aspiring curators, critics and collectors of their 
significance. Today it is not the art, but the show that matters.







Being an artist is a role game. You can play whatever role you want. Retirement opens the game 
again. It is an opportunity to reinvent yourself.

Maurizio Cattelan



Like the farmer—get up early, work hard, grow.







Three jokes and five trials in 2014

A natural death is where you die by yourself without the aid of a doctor. Mark Twain

A day without sunshine is like, you know, night. Steve Martin

I intend to live forever. So far, so good. Steven Wright

1. Frozen shoulder is a condition characterized by limited motion, stiffness and severe pain in shoulder joint. 
Symptoms gradually worsen over time and then with months of physical therapy, resolve, within one or 
two years. (Claudine)

2. Trip and fall, face first on pavement. Bleeding, dizziness and scrapes. Emergency room treatment. 
X-rays & three Cat scans. (Laurence)

   
3. Fall by reflecting pool step with pain, scrapes and contusions to leg, knee and ankle. Emergency 

room treatment, limited mobility and long healing process. (Claudine)

4. Torn Plantar plate, right foot, and toe pain. Prescribed air cast and orthotic shoe insert. Surgery will be 
required to repair properly. No hikes and long walks for last half of 2014. (Laurence) 

   
5. Squamous cell carcinoma is an uncontrolled growth of abnormal cells in the skin’s upper layers (the 

epidermis). Dr. Sonia Batra performed Mohs surgery on Laurence’s right temple and removed the growth. 
There is a 50% rate of recurrence.

Dr. Sonia Batra performs Squamous cell carcinoma surgery on Laurence Dreiband, December 19, 2014



The things you learn in maturity aren’t simple things such as acquiring 
information and skills. You learn not to engage in self-destructive behavior. 
You learn not to burn up energy in anxiety. You discover how to manage 
your tensions. You learn that self-pity and resentment are among the most 
toxic of drugs. You find that the world loves talent but pays off on character. 
You come to understand that most people are neither for you nor against 
you; they are thinking about themselves. You learn that no matter how hard
you try to please, some people in this world are not going to love you, a 
lesson that is at first troubling and then really quite relaxing

John Gardner, Address to Stanford Alumni Association

Formalists consider the purely visual aspects, such as line, space, color composition, and texture—
to the exclusion of social or historical issues.  Darwinists consider the purely survival aspects that 
contribute to the survival and evolution of the species. However, this outfit is clearly above and beyond.



In an age of speed, I began to think, nothing could be more invigorating than going slow. In an age
of distraction, nothing could be more luxurious than paying attention. And in an age of constant
movement, nothing is more urgent than sitting still.

Reflections. Gazing out the window before dawn.

Pico Iyer




