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Bowland’s observations contain unusually specific insights
into life’s flawed yet beautiful nature, conveying the subtle
and nuanced lines between strength and vulnerability,
certainty and doubt, faith and disbelief.
Margaret Bowland: Painting The Roses Red is the
artist’s first solo museum exhibition in North Carolina.
The exhibition includes a selection of work created
between 2007 and 2018.

Photo by Lisa Barlow. Image courtesy of the artist.

Margaret Bowland (b. 1953 in Burlington, North Carolina)
creates work that confronts contemporary issues of
identity through probing and deeply personal pictures
that question Western societal expectations of gender,
race, power, and beauty.
Bowland often paints her subjects with their faces or
bodies covered in make up. This act of concealment,
this act of transformation, is a metaphor for the way
in which the world attempts to change people’s identities
and keep them from being exactly who they are.
Bowland’s technique is heavily influenced by European
figurative painting. She has lived and worked in
Brooklyn, New York for more than 25 years, creating
spellbinding and psychologically charged paintings and
pastels that explore contentious subject matter while
affirming the resilience and fierceness of humanity.

Margaret Bowland’s work is included in many important
private and public collections including The Patricia
& Phillip Frost Art Museum, Miami, FL, and The Bennett
Collection of Women Realists, San Antonio, TX. In
2009, she received major recognition as the People’s
Choice Award Winner in the Outwin Boochever Portrait
Competition at the Smithsonian National Portrait
Gallery in Washington, D.C. In 2011, the Greenville
County Museum of Art, Greenville, SC featured the
solo exhibition, Margaret Bowland: Excerpts from the
Great American Songbook, accompanied by a catalogue
with an essay by Siri Hustvedt. In 2014, Bowland was
awarded the Florence Gaskins Harper Chair in Art Education
at the Maryland Institute and College of the Arts.
Bowland is currently an adjunct faculty member
at the New York Academy of Art where she has
taught painting for over ten years. She has exhibited
internationally at Peter Tatistcheff Gallery, New York,
NY; Alan Avery Gallery, Atlanta, GA; RJD Gallery, Sag
Harbor, NY; Gallery Poulsen, Copenhagen, Denmark;
Orange County Center for Contemporary Art, Orange
County, CA; and Delaware Art Museum, Wilmington, DE.

From The Series Painting The
Roses Red: White Fives

Their stems were barbed wire. Janasia, then seemingly
in a lovely garden was also tangled in barbed wire.
Though beautiful, she was trapped.
I recalled the greatest novel I think was ever written
about puberty, Alice in Wonderland by Lewis Carroll.
When I was a child, the book and Disney movie scared
me to death. Nothing is what it is supposed to be.
Alice drops down horrible holes only to arrive in a world
where she does not fit.
The scariest part of the tale for me is when the mad
queen arrives and is furious because the red roses she
had commanded be planted have bloomed white. Upon
seeing this, she demands the head of the thin, card
man who is responsible for the mistake. These card
men begin painting the white roses red as fast as they
can, which ultimately ends in their demise.

From The Series Painting The Roses Red: White Fives, 2012. Oil on linen.
Loan courtesy of The Bennett Collection of Women Realists.
Photo courtesy of the artist.

The largest absurdity remains that there is no reality in
believing that a red rose is more beautiful than a white
one. This decision resides purely in the power of the
commanding force. This resulted in my throwing paint
all over both the white dress and the roses.

Portrait of Kenyetta and Brianna

There are many 18th century paintings in which a
white-powdered royal princess walks into a garden and
looks coyly back at the viewer. It is a cliché. One day in
my studio, Janasia chose a white dress for her outfit.
It was the day after her 12th birthday and as a present
from her mother, she receieved hair extensions. I love
Janasia’s natural hair and was quite surprised when I
saw her transformed.
Janasia and I have a routine. The first thing we do
upon arriving at my studio is to eat tuna sandwiches
and drink milk. She especially likes the way I make
tuna salad. As we were eating I observed her scratching
furiously at her scalp. I asked her if she liked the
extensions. Her response was a highly agitated “I
HATE THEM!” I handed her a comb, and she began
the long process of undoing hem. Midway, she stood
up and walked around to rest, I asked her to look back
at me, and the painting created itself.
Janasia looked exactly like an 18th centry woman with
hair unfurled at the top with cascading ringlets down
her back. I put white makeup on her that they would
have worn then, and placed her in the customary garden
with a lake in the background.
In my painting, amidst the real roses were flowers made
of five-dollar bills that I lightly spray painted white.

Portrait of Kenyetta and Brianna, 2008. Oil on linen.
Loan courtesy of Seth Harris. Photo courtesy of the artist.

I had been working with Kenyetta Frasier for two years
while creating the series inspired by Manet’s, Olympia.
Kenyetta found a wedding dress in my studio that I had
used in another painting. She asked to try it on, I said
yes, and was stunned. Kenyetta is a naturally beautiful
woman, but the dress did what it was designed to do; it
made her into an icon.

I asked her to just sit in a chair in the light and look
up at me. That day she told me that she had never
seen a wedding in-person before. I come from a large
Southern family. I had been either a flower girl, a junior
bridesmaid, or a bridesmaid in seventeen weddings.
This disparity broke my heart and angered me. The
women in my culture were judged by their husbands.
The weddings showed the world their perceived worth.
How large was it? How rich was the groom? And
again, on this most important day in a woman’s life, it
was demanded that she be a goddess. She must wear
white, the sign of purity
This was the first time that I had ever used white makeup
on a model. Even though she was in the wedding dress,
a costume, and covered in white makeup, her beautiful
eyes still held the truth of who she is. And that truth
became what I wanted to reveal in my work.
The week before I began this painting, I attended a solo
exhibition of Japanese artist, Takashi Murakami at the
Brooklyn Museum of Art. I was simultaneously stunned
by two things. Murakami had used his own artwork as
wallpaper on the halls of the museum, and his work
transformed human form into caricature. While in the
Murakami show, I imagined Kenyetta seated in the
Brooklyn Museum at her own wedding. I painted
Kenyetta’s niece, Brianna, beside her as a flower girl and
as herself, not attired in wedding clothes or white makeup,
walking away, looking back at what might await her.

On the left side of the diptych is a painted copy of a
black and white photograph taken by my mother of me
on my fourth birthday. The locket I am wearing was
a gift to me on that day. I loved those Barbie cakes,
but when beholding one I also saw an image of the girl
I thought I was supposed to become and never would. I
have Cherokee ancestry amidst Scotch Irish bloodlines.
I would always be the black-eyed, brown-haired girl, and
never the blond goddess the world seemed to desire
women to be. In the painting, the photo has been
neglected, gathered coffee stains, and is on fire. The little
girl seen in the photo never lived up to the ideal image
that was foisted upon her—is she therefore going away
(or burning it all down)?
On the right side of the diptych is the girl I used to believe
that I should have been to be loved. When looking at
those cakes as a child, I always imagined the Barbie
was alive, so I painted her as I imagined. Here, she is
wearing the locket from my fourth birthday around her
neck. I have known Julia Harrison, the beautiful teenager
depicted in the painting, for her entire life. She is in every
way the epitome of what a young woman should be.

Isn’t It Romantic

Barbie Cake

Barbie Cake, 2017. Oil on linen. Loan courtesy of the artist.
Photo courtesy of the artist.

My mother used to supplement our family’s income by
making cakes. One of her specialties was a birthday
“Barbie Cake,” a layer cake with a Barbie doll perched
so the cake was the doll’s skirt. When the party was
over, the birthday girl gets to keep the Barbie doll as
another gift.

Isn’t It Romantic, 2011. Oil on linen.
Loan courtesy of Susan and Dennis Sullivan. Photo courtesy of the artist.

This is a painting I made to speak to the emotional power of
seeing Janasia dressed in her finery from behind. This view
moves me to tears because it emphasizes her innocence.

While looking at her I recalled the Geisha makeup that still
exists today. In Japan, the most vulnerable and revered
part of a woman is the base of her neck. White makeup
is applied but a V of open skin is always left at the base
of the woman’s neck. Again, I was struck by the need of
any culture to use makeup to erase the personality of the
desired. In this case, there is a small portal, the memory
of who she was, the V a sign of small victory.

Tangled Up In Blue

knowledge and experiences that cover him, the blue
paint. The father stands in the same hall as his son.
Behind him, above the wainscoting, a priceless piece of
Indian art has been used as wall paper. It is a painting
of a tiger hunt. While researching Indian art I discovered
that people were only allowed to participate in a tiger
hunts if they were guests of an Indian prince. Behind
this father, arrows fly toward a tiger. For me it was
the perfect depiction of wealth that turns great art into
mere decoration and a perfect image for this father as
he stands in his own home with the arrows aimed at
him, the very arrows that made the purchase possible.
On the left side of the diptych, the perfectly attired
son looks ahead as a five-dollar bill falls within a veil
of blue paint. Dylan remains untouched, through the
sacrifices of his father. But for how long? We know
that it is only a matter of time until the boy must face
the truths the father has fought so long to keep at
bay. Meanwhile, Janasia looks out at Dylan from the
pastel in the next room. Her innocence was cut short,
as there was no one to protect her.

Tangled Up In Blue, 2015. Oil on linen.
Loan courtesy of Gregory Shannon. Photo courtesy of the artist.

White Crows

Tangled Up In Blue is the title of a Bob Dylan song
(first released in 1975). The song is quite beautiful and
in its essence, recalls the life-long love the songwriter
had for one woman. Love is a subject we muse about a
great deal. In my experience, there is no greater love
than the love parents have for their children. That
love is underscored at every turn by pathos and the
ever-present knowledge of loss. By design, a child will
leave you. Your job as a parent is to make that possible.
The subjects of this diptych are my dear friend and
his son named Dylan. Here, I have again used the
five-dollar bill as a flower; the promise of equality that
Abraham Lincoln wished for the US. In this painting, the father and son are depicted living in a very
expensive apartment in New York City. On the wall in
a room behind Dylan hangs a re-creation of a pastel
from 2011 titled, Someone To Watch Over Me. The
title is ironic in relation to the subject because the
model, Janasia rarely had anyone to watch over her.
She, wears the white makeup as a “projection screen”
to allow someone to see her as a mirror for his or her
dreams and love for her. She appears to peer into the
hallway where Dylan stands.
To own an apartment like the one in which Dylan
stands may have cost his father a great deal of money,
as well as many compromises. The father has done
what was necessary to keep his son safe from the

White Crows, 2007. Oil on linen.
Loan courtesy of The Bennett Collection of Women Realists.
Photo courtesy of the artist.

White Crows was inspired by my fascination with the
clichés that have infiltrated the rites of traditional Christian
marriage in the United States. Mainly with the fact that to
swear unending love, the bride must hide behind a mask
of white. In this painting, I saw the bride as the offering
on the plate at her own wedding feast. Crows, who mate

for life, were tearing apart her decorations, destroying her
ritual. The crows are also hidden beneath white paint, as is
the bride, but they are knowingly tearing apart the façade,
hoping that she will see the charade at which she is the
architect and guest of honor.

Goddess Series:
Mother and the Bride

written some of the best books of our time, but she
knows, as Betty Davis said in the classic film All About
Eve, that “this job of being a woman is one we all share.”
On the right side of the diptych I have painted
Kathryn’s daughter, Julia wearing a wedding dress
and white makeup with rouged cheeks. As she lies
in the tub her makeup is beginning to run and swirl
in the water.
Kathryn’s gaze tells us everything she has come to
know about this world and its madness, while Julia
glances away, wondering. Julia is doing everything
our culture has told her that should result in her being
happy. She is arrayed in jewels, her intended has great
wealth, but is the very person she believes herself to
be drowning? She wonders.

Olympia Series #6
Goddess Series: Mother and the Bride, 2017. Oil on linen. Loan courtesy of
the artist. Photo courtesy of the artist.

Kathryn Harrison, the novelist, has been a close
friend of mine for more than twenty years. Knowing
her and reading her work has been one of the greatest
gifts of my life. She has always been fascinated by
my covering my painting models in white makeup and
wanted to apply it to herself and be a subject in one
of my works.
It has always fascinated me that many cultures (some
that were not even aware of each other) covered their
young women in white makeup. Who could have been
more fair than Elizabeth I, Queen of England from
1558-1603? And yet every day, her servants would
cover her pale skin in white makeup to make it whiter.
Josephine, the wife of Napoleon, almost died of lead
poisoning due to this very same white paint being
applied to her face every morning. Then there are the
Geisha in Japan, also covered in white. Why?
I believe it was done to erase their individuality, turning
them into projection screens upon which the person
standing before them could attach anything he or she
wished to see. If the person you are beholding is
literally the woman of your dreams, then you love her.
You revere her. Many young women are taught that
erasing who they truly are is a small price to pay for
being protected and loved.
On the left side of the diptych, I have painted Kathryn
covered in white paint, smoking in a bathtub, staring you
down. She has lived a life of great accomplishments,

Olympia Series #6, 2007. Oil on linen.
Loan courtesy of the artist. Photo courtesy of the artist.

Many years ago, I seized upon the idea of reimagining
Édouard Manet’s painting, Olympia. I was fascinated that
Manet had literally placed the viewer in the position of
the “John,” the person who had walked into the room of a
prostitute to hire services. Manet was using the history of
hundreds of Odalisques, painted by some of the greatest
artists throughout history, to muse on the male concept
of the perfect woman, the goddess. Manet decided to
debunk this theory by making her a commonplace female
prostitute. This painting haunted me amidst my own
wonderings on what it means to be a woman.
I took the four main elements of Manet’s painting: a
white woman, a black woman, a bouquet of flowers, and
a black cat and imagined them within my own dramas.
I had a friend, Anna, who was a dwarf (her word). She
modeled for me before in other paintings and I loved her
very much. She was young and had survived several

operations, as well as the difficulties of living a life where
she was percevieved as different. I admired her in a way
I have never admired another human being. She always
arrived at my studio laughing, full of the news of her day.

Nakedness Has No Color
(Goddess Series I)

Although I had painted Anna five times previously, I
had never had the courage to ask her to pose nude.
One morning, as she came into the studio and saw a
painting of a nude I was working on and she asked me
about this, “am I too ugly for you to wish to paint me
nude?” In that moment, this series of paintings came
into fruition. I felt that Anna was the perfect woman I
had been seeking to paint, for she depicted, to me the
state of white womanhood.
While working on a previous painting, I met the other
model, Kenyetta Frasier, through a dear friend. Of
course, flowers are easily obtained, and I used my black
dog instead of a black cat.

Nakedness Has No Color (Goddess Series 1), 2012. Oil on linen.
Loan courtesy of William C. Hunt. Photo courtesy of the artist

Olympia, 1856 by Edouard Manet. Oil on canvas.
Musée d’Orsay, Paris, France.

In this work, I imagined both women looking up as the
“John” enters the hotel room. I painted this work in
a Marriott hotel room over the course of a week. I
have always seen the women in Manet’s Olympia as
compatriots. I envision them as soldiers in a foxhole. I
painted Anna rather quickly as she applied blue paint to
Kenyetta. Blue was the last color to be named. There
was no mention of it in language for centruies. It was
also the color for battle in Scotland. Symbolically, Anna
is trying to protect Kenyetta as she is about to face battle
by giving her the armor of the blue paint. She hopes to
turn Kenyetta into a stronger version of her true self
before she meets the “John.” Lastly, I put Kenyetta in a
pose used twice by Paul Gauguin when he was imagining
a beautiful young girl awakening in the night, afraid.

This is the first painting that I made referencing James
Baldwin’s poems. I had been working with Klare, the
model depicted here, for many years. We were very
close friends. Klare developed an acute case of Alopecia,
a condition in which the immune system literally attacks
the hair follicles. As a result, Klare has no hair on her
body. For her, the worst part is that as a surfer she
must always wear goggles because she no longer has
eye lashes to protect her eyes.
Klare is a 6-foot-tall dancer and an object of beauty
and great desire. I have been with her when strangers
approached to commiserate because they think she
has cancer. Their words were well-meaning, but felt cruel.
Klare endures this because she knows she is still beautiful.
I painted her in my bathtub originally envisioning the
painting as horizontal. However, I realized that by making
the painting vertical I could frame here in the holy niche
depicting a goddess. She was covered in white
makeup, her body too, but it is now coming off in the
water. As it does, it reveals the passionate heart of one
of the strongest women I have ever known.

Blue J

my entire my life, as cheap replicas of 17th century court
dress. It is always the same colors, blue, pink or yellow.
I have many of them in various sizes, and my young
models absolutely adore them.
One of the most fascinating people I have ever known
is Janasia Smith. She is the niece of Kenyetta Frasier.
I have been painting her since she was six, and she
can outdo any adult model in the length of time she
can hold a pose. She arrives at my studio, chooses a
dress she wants to wear and begins to walk around the
studio. I watch, sketch, and then the moment hits me. I
say her name, and she stares at me and holds her pose.

Blue J, 2011. Pastel on paper on linen.
Loan courtesy of Anne Rittenberg. Photo courtesy of the artist.

After making the painting of Janasia titled, “Isn’t It
Romantic?”, it occurred to me that if I created a photonegative of that work it would result in Janasia’s face
being brown and her hair blonde. I made this work using
pastel, a medium I have been exploring for many years.

Power

I believe there is a natural aristocracy born into some
people like Janasia, whom everyone calls JJ. The day I
began to paint Power, Janasia turned and looked at me
as if I were a member of her royal court. I am always
amazed at the unseen powers and pressures weighing on
every human being. We are ignorant to many of these
powers. Pressing upon Janasia, as I painted her, was
the entire history relating to the dress she was wearing.
It spoke of the fantasies of centuries before her birth,
of which she was unaware but were still quite present
in the air she was breathing. So, I created a mash up of
time and history.
I was influenced by the of artist Jean-Honoré Fragonard
(1732-1806) in creating the glorious garden in which
Janasia is standing, and the 19th century JMW Turner
painting titled, The Burning of the Houses of Parliament,
to foreshadow the fate that these royal worlds and the
dreams that had created them would meet.

The Burning of the Houses of Parliament, 1834-1835
by Joseph Mallord William Turner.
Tate Britain, London, U.K.

Power, 2014. Oil on linen.
Loan courtesy of a RJD Gallery. Photo courtesy of the artist.

Every Halloween, I am amazed to discover that the
princess outfits still arrive in stores exactly as they have

I have used real money that I have cut into the shapes
of roses in many of my paintings and installations.
When I ask myself what do we really love?, the same
answer always comes back. We love money. So, by
turning the money into roses, something we are not
ashamed of loving, I feel that I am speaking a truth. I
made money roses out of both American and South

African currency and had these flowers fall into the
lifted skirt of Janasia’s courtly dress. In so doing, I
believed that I had pulled together many of the forces
that had shaped, and would continue to shape this
innocent child. Lastly, I painted the mark of a laser to
say all of this is happening right now, in this moment.

Dust Up

Las Meninas, 1656 by Diego Velázquez. Oil on canvas.
Museo del Prado, Madrid, Spain.

“Nakedness Has No Color”
And Knows No Border

Dust Up, 2015. Oil on linen.
Loan courtesy of the artist. Photo courtesy of the artist.

Dust Up is the second painting inspired by the Sultans of
Deccan India exhibition at the Metropolitan Museum of
Art in New York City. In this work, Janasia is positioned
like the central child in Diego Velázquez’s 1656 painting,
Las Meninas. The tile floor depicts silhouettes of the first
Barbie doll, a constant influence on Janasia’s life. I poured
the multicolored powder that is now used in India to
celebrate Holi, an ancient celebration during which fires
were lit and the resulting ash was used to cover the bodies of
worshipers. The ash made them appear white, as depicted
on the yogini behind Janasia. Only in the 20th century was
the idea of turning the ash into colors introduced. Originally,
Holi was a celebration of good triumphing over evil. I have
again used a laser beam to punctuate the fact that this is
a scene that is happening now.

“Nakedness Has No Color” And Knows No Border, 2015.
Oil on linen. Loan courtesy of the artist. Photo courtesy of the artist.

“Nakedness has no color” are the first words of an
untitled James Baldwin poem (1924-1987). The full
sentence is “Nakedness has no color: this can come as
news to only those who have never covered, or been
covered, by another naked human being.” The profundity
of the line (painted at the top in Farsi) is obvious
and I have made a previous painting under the same
spell of this line.

Before creating this painting, I met Justin Bullock. We
were immediate friends, both feeling we had known
each other for years. In talking with Justin, I learned
that African Americans who are albino often feel as
though they are part of no world. They are rejected
equally by the white and the black worlds. I had grown
up with Mary, an albino woman, who worked with my
grandmother. I freckle easily, as did she and we used to
laugh about the idea of our freckles all running together
some day, making us one gorgeous shade of tan. That
was all I had ever known about the world she navigated.
Justin brought me into the truth of that world.

2020

Two summers ago, I wandered into Sultans of
Deccan India, 1500-1700: Opulence and Fantasy at
the Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York City.
I learned the Deccan Plateau was the center of the
trade route and the place, in the 14th century, where
the first white men met men of color, both African and
Indian. They met as equals.
I realized that very few people alive today know these
facts and that the young people I was painting also
likely did not know this. In school, they had been
taught an African American history of slavery, not of
warriors and kings.
In the Sultans of Deccan India exhibition, there was a
scroll on which a devil-like spiritual being was painted
on a rectangle. Around the shape were blue, stylized
lotuses. I imagined Justin in that rectangle and quickly
saw the lotuses as stylized American war planes.
When Justin came to my studio to pose, I handed
him a dish of black makeup. He reached his hands
into it and made the marks on his face and body that
I depicted. Midway through the painting I realized that
he had made a mask of black on his face that perfectly
matched the Batman bracelet that never left his
wrist—he identified as a superhero in his heart.
Around Justin I painted the field of war planes. I imagined
this scroll amidst the roses made from money winding
about it. I made roses from American five-dollar bills,
depicting Abraham Lincoln and lit them on fire. Lincoln
is one of the few presidents whose legacy most of
us still protect, and yet the promises upon which he
constructed his life were mutated and destroyed by us,
hence my lighting them on fire.
I wish for you simultaneously to believe that Justin is
real, standing before you, and an image on a scroll that
is a part of history that is burning up before your eyes.

2020, 2017. Oil on linen.
Loan courtesy of The Bennett Collection of Women Realists.
Photo courtesy of the artist.

I created this painting of Julia Harrison imagining
her as the symbol of the ideal American woman.
Julia is masked in white makeup and rouge with a
necklace of diamonds looking out at us beneath a
wreath of flowers made from money.
There are twenty dollar bills on the left side of the
painting and at the top of the wreath a fire has been
lit on the faces of Washington, Lincoln, and Franklin.
Their ideals are going up in smoke while Andrew
Jackson’s remain unharmed. I painted three American
fighter planes flying through to create the fire consuming
our Founding Fathers. In my opinion, Andrew Jackson
was one of the worst US Presidents to ever hold
office. He rode a horse into the White House to prove
his masculinity and was proud of having committed
genocide upon the Cherokee Nation, whose blood I
carry in my veins.

ON PAINTING THE ROSES RED
It’s the beauty—
True: at night innocent it begins as static along the shoreline of our main protagonist’s eyes. Often it is restated little
girls do not exist with sound, a mold difficult to escape,
to be no longer spellbound to a body on the outer edge,
wrapped in color—Hegel insisted GIRL MODEL J could
not undo her skull shape. It’s hard to place history behind
brokenness in need of revisit or repair—in the rear view but
closer—beauty’s nostalgia if freedom is the mental release
of constructs known to be false acting as real.
Exquisite—
This detachment this twoness. The image or history of race
cascading down and on top of the back distracts the real
tragedy of having to be: ISN’T IT ROMANTIC? Or: not to
be is considered insurrection against the state. It is sarcastic,
satirical insomuch as patriarchy instigates the premise
threaded through history’s oppression. Consider the idea of
a mansplaining savior, an all-knowing one-eye, some god-like
figure rescuing one from one’s broken self.
Be honest—
Can the sacrificial subject manifest itself within yellow vertigo
pressed between gender and the propaganda of black and
white if NAKEDNESS HAS NO COLOR AND KNOWS NO
BORDER. The mask a deceit, a seen object never wanting
to be the scene of debate, of what’s human or humaneness,
distorting equatorial balances between color and how light
illuminates skin surface, sketching polemic, then subject,
then the thing—same old cuts and wounds—even in flashback—
Problematic—

all life mattering, but theirs never materialized, more like a
hue MAN TANGLED IN BLUE. The maxim: constructed realities create ghost.
Isn’t it—
But [we] is obligatory, only point of view is important.
This organized distraction within the frame rings mental
freedom—a deliberate aesthetic accident—beauty in the
contemplative mind of MARGARET BOWLAND who knows
a panorama of past possibilities existed—exists to better
appreciate what you, the purveyor of history, never did, how
the privileged glanced the other way when privileged could
have looked, to make it all matter, which brings us to the
image. Question:
The shadow of oppression—
Dark exposing Light or vice versa to reject tyranny: the
cute, the prim and the BARBIE CAKE exposed by the artist’s
memory. Consider this American critique grounded in American
tragedy, revealing the ugly beautiful through symbols of
expectation—a polaroid flashback to black and white as
only the artist can—who knows what against means at age
four, not hypnotized by the bright light that is white. The
artist can never un-know what she knows.
A Never-Ending—
For the sake of narrative let us reverse to a brownstone on a
block of brownstones in Brooklyn, the recent (re)incarnation
PAINTING THE ROSES RED on canvas & linen draped from
the artist’s redbrick wall. GIRL MODEL J again is our divine
nomadic protagonist & her adolescent spine is to (us), but
still she glances back before walking towards a perceived
“wonderland” accented with glades, meadows & a never-ending
turquoise lake, looking over her shoulder at you—I—(us) as
if it were [we] who could grant permission to advance, to face
an uncertainty that consumes girl’s lives at a young age.

A girl appears in the composition between two versions of a
self as if don’t forget about me! The [past/future] converging to a horrific epiphany for melanin boys: the gaze never
leaves lost innocence—blue is automatic, a lifelong motif, or
we now enter memory: the bruise of culture. 3/5s is what
they said. Three figures grounded in historical record. A
single carnation beacons the cautionary tale of othering, of

Randall Horton, Ph.D. is a poet, writer, and associate
professor at the University of New Haven in West Haven,
CT. In his own words, his work is based on truth:
“Truth is where I begin as a poet in constant search for a
language and set of syntactical patterns that will allow me
to discourse on, as well as deconstruct, barriers regarding
race, gender, and all of the other ‘social constructs’ that
prevent (US) from being totally human.”

Image courtesy of Dexter Wimberly.

Photo by Diane Alford.

Independent curator, Dexter Wimberly has organized exhibitions and developed programs
at galleries and institutions around the world, including The Third Line (Dubai); Koki
Arts (Tokyo); the Museum of the African Diaspora (San Francisco); and the Museum
of Arts and Design (New York). Wimberly has served as Director of Communications at
The Museum for African Art (New York); Director of Strategic Planning at Independent
Curators International (New York); and Executive Director at Aljira, a Center for
Contemporary Art (Newark).

WITH GRATITUDE
AV Metro • Celito • Citrix • C.T. Wilson Construction Company • International Farming Corporation • Tactile Workshop
Kane Realty Corporation/The Dillon • Local Government Federal Credit Union • Themeworks • RAD Graphics • Sitelink
The Bennett Collection of Women Realists • RJD Gallery • SureVest Insurance Group • The Betty Eichenberger Adams Society
CAM’s education and community programs are funded by The Goodnight Education Foundation, the William R. Kenan, Jr.
Charitable Trust, IBM Community Grants, The SunTrust Foundation, the Dreamville Foundation, and United Arts of Raleigh and
Wake County. The CAM to Go Initiative is funded in part by The Asha and Sajjan Agarwal Foundation.

409 West Martin Street
Raleigh, NC 27603
camraleigh.org
919.261.5920

ABOUT CAM RALEIGH

BECOME A MEMBER

CAM Raleigh is the non-collecting contemporary
art museum that provides an environment for
transformation through educational programs,
cultural experiences, and bold, non-traditional
exhibitions by living artists.

The best way to experience CAM Raleigh
is by becoming a member. Stay involved,
show your support, and get special access to
the latest exhibitions. Become a member
at camraleigh.org/join or inquire at the
front desk.

