A Log Cabin Square

1. Professor Wendell Arneson taught painting for 37 years and told his students to work quickly, to “save all the scraps,” to walk twenty feet back from an easel, “have a quick look, a blink, then keep going.”
Wendell made everyone paint with knives and putty scrapers and iridencent paper and showed us how to find the color a canvas was missing in the accidental edges of our palettes. When he danced in the
studio in Minnesota, he kept the exhaust fans on and his eyes closed and lifted two peace signs, alternately. He wore red or black. He’d gather everyone in the middle of a classroom and start whispering, Then
he’d pin down a scrap of canvas with one hand and start swiping at it with a wet brush in the other. “Go fast,” he’d urge, “try overlapping this with that. If the composition seems unbalanced, cut it in half.
Then you have two. Then try this.” And his students would huddle in, craning our necks over shoulders, glancing side-eye. “Yada yada yada,” he’d trail off from his own directions. Then he’d make a wide
“O” with his mouth, hook a finger behind his cheek and pluck it, like a starting gun. Wendell began every single class with a “shelter” assignment. “Make a painting,” he said, “then build a shelter somewhere
inside it.” So for him I painted cocoons, printed shells, and carved shacks into my drawings. I left clues. I saved a place to live inside every composition.

5. In Illinois I had a friend who called her mother “Mom,” even when she was talking to friends who used “my mom” to differentiate. “On Friday,”
my friend would say, “Mom made us wash the dog,” or, “You really did convince Mom that you were vomiting at my house on Satruday because you
accidentally ate meat and not because we were wasted.”
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And because my friend had a twin sister who also said “Mom” without the “my,” I wondered if it was a kind of twin-talk. Otherwise the habit seemed
insisting and precious, as if their mother was of a more familiar brand, or a higher order, until I learned that “Mom” was not this friend’s mother
after all. “Mom” was the woman the twins’ father had married the year after their birth mother was shot by deer hunters while she was standing

on their back deck. The hunters got off without charges. Afterwards, “Mom” did function more like a surname, a more precious word because it
recalled the absence and its surrogate. The kind of reverence I hear inside “home” in Appalachia. Like the way god-fearing folks sometimes say
“scripture.” Each incantation has a practiced dignity, but also some type of hole.
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9. In college, I learned quicly that Wendell loved a series. In the studio he made wall- |
sized oil paintings, always in threes, built of layered, abstract textures. Most were dotted
with ladders and fences tipped one way or the next (“Ways to get out or stay mn!”). He i
taught me that paintings displayed in sequence can be linked with visual rhythms,
repeating images that the audience will register unconsciously: !
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“See this pentagon here?” He asked with his finger in the wet paint, “You keep making it
the same way. But if you hide it somewhere in each painting, change the scale and your
materials, then the viewer will know the canvases are linked even if they don’t really
know. They’ll know something; at least, about a home. :
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e. In some sense I know this is a

message about regret or bitterness for my never being around, and
in another I know that they are trying lo pass on a burden, to find

relief from her materials and deliver a material relief:
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“Home City, Ohio” (today Sayler Park), which sounds to me like

ty? Answer: Somewhere, Olo.
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“Home” 1s not about quality or membershi
“Home Ice” is its familiar slick, that it offers no secret notches
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A: Twice, for my birthday, in the two years since my grandmother
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’d bought with trapping money from catching mink and fox during the summer on her mother’s land out past the city.
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thrill of “Home Ice” hinges on the notion that what is unfamiliar is bad because it tri

whose success relies on muscle memory. The inherent goodness of “Home Ice”
more of your fans than theirs. In marketing terms, Home City Ice does not nee
you. Except, in the places I'm from, “down home” still means backwardsness

6. “Home City Ice and Water”was named after

overheard conversation: Question: Home ci

that I still drive past “home cooking” establishments for the same reason. Conce
food never belonged at home but from somewhere outside of it

Home City Ice also reminds me that

advantage of
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s farm before she sold it to the city. We pitched a tent and pasted the ceiling with heart throbs, men whose pecs and chins I recognized but whose names I never
’s friends used to chide him, “Some girls have a mink in their closet, but Rodge’s wife has one in her fridge!” He met my grandmother at the Uofl, and sold his
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“It’s a rabbit,” I whispered to Lonnie in the tent, “Rabbits scream like a human when they’re caught.” Lonnie stared at me with big eyes, and said, after a minute, “What caught

woods. The scream ascended right to its highest note and stuck before getting choked. We stopped breathing and my heart socked my ribs as the tent zipper bounced at the fly.
it?” Then we crawledl, single file, from the tent to the house.

2. In Towa, my friend Lonnie and I camped in the yard at the edge of the woods behind my mom’s condo, where black turkey chicks hatched on land that was once my

knew. I drew four-pane windows and pasted those to the gabardine walls. Night fell and we kept a flashlight on

books to buy her ring. They were hardback law books he

great-grandmother
My grandfather
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