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Jim  Peters
1HTLZ:HS[LY
It’s been pointed out that Jim Peters’s paintings of the nude or better to say naked model have something
in common with Pierre Bonnard’s, inasmuch as in both cases they are of a perfect intimacy and are of the
painter’s wife.
Bonnard’s paintings of his wife in the bathroom have a loving sensuality not as idealized or exuberant as
WKHQXGHVRI5HQRLU7KH\DUHVH[XDOEXWWHQGHU%RQQDUGJORULÀHVKLVZLIHLQWKHOLJKWRIWKHHYHU\GD\7KH
surroundings, the bathroom and what is seen of the house, are bourgeois, comfortable, and unpretentious.
Marthe, the wife, seems even-tempered and without ego.
Peters’s paintings are nothing like this. They are of a young woman of today – these times – whose temperament can be evident as she is rendered again and again, boldly but with reverence even when she is
lying suggestively across a mattress or bed with its chalky sheets, and for what other reason would she be
lying there? One never tires of her, the paintings say. She has little concern for where she is. The rooms
or enclosures are shabby, unpainted or many times repainted. Sometimes we are in an artist’s studio or
a makeshift bedroom, the old Chelsea Hotel or some attic in Our Lady of the Flowers. There is a dismissive
disorder. It is like a rehearsal on a bare stage for some intensely erotic play. At other times the interiors are
complex and evocative. Can they have just made love with her wearing glasses? There are broken blinds
on the window. It’s clearly urban, but there’s a sense of the sea.
In Chicago, when Simone de Beauvoir was in love with and living with Nelson Algren, there was no tub –
she had to go to one of his friends’ to take a bath. There’s a photograph of her that was stolen, that is, taken
without her knowledge in which she stands before the sink, completely naked, her back to us, her arms
UDLVHGWRÀ[KHUKDLU([FHSWIRUWKHFOLFKpRIDZRPDQÀ[LQJKHUKDLULW·VDQLPDJH²KLSVOHJVWKHIXOO
H[SUHVVLRQRIZRPDQKRRG²SUHÀJXULQJWKRVHWKDWKDYHEHHQSDLQWHGE\-LP3HWHUV
In the paintings it seems there is also a suggestion of the Orient – Japan or the pre-war French colonial
life – some of the things that evoke this are the simplicity, the poise, the silent concentration on subject,
WKHGHFRUXP6RPHWLPHVWKHSDLQWHUDQGKLVPRGHODUHVKRZQWRJHWKHU7KH\DUHGHPRQLFÀJXUHVPDNLQJ
ORYHDVLQDVKXQJDSDLQWLQJRUSUHSDULQJWRRUWKLQNLQJDERXWLWVKHVRPHZKDWGLIÀGHQWO\RUWKLQNLQJ
about other things entirely, or sleeping, or merely seeming wanton. They have a small child who is sometimes seen. They are inseparable, the three of them. The paintings are the profane pages of their life.
7KH\DUHDOVROLNHWKHÀOPVRI:RQJ.DU:HLWKHJRUJHRXVFRORUWKHVKHHUHQY\WKH\DURXVH<RXGRQ·W
IXOO\XQGHUVWDQGZKDWLVJRLQJRQEXWWKHLPDJHVDQGLPSOLFDWLRQVDUHGD]]OLQJ<RXNQRZH[DFWO\ZKDW
they mean.
He paints the way I think.

2

Show Off 2003
>VVK^H_VPS¹_¹_¹
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‘To  be  Passionately  Accepted’
1VOU>YVUVZRP
I
Most of Jim Peters’s art does not invite easy access. It is deeply, perhaps essentially, private in a way that is
surprising for such ostensibly frank and open work, and far more complex and subtle than its overt genre
characteristics might initially make it seem. Almost always, his subjects are turned away from the viewer,
VRPHWLPHVGLVWUDFWHGRIWHQDEVRUEHGLQWKHLURZQWKRXJKWVRUZKHQWKHUHDUHWZRÀJXUHVLQDVFHQHWKH\
are interacting with each other directly. Their agenda has nothing to do with a possible viewer; a moment
KDVEHHQUHFRUGHGWKDWZHZHUHQHYHUPHDQWWRVHH(YHQWKHFRQYHQWLRQVRIYR\HXULVPZKLFKVWLOOVO\O\
LQYLWHDYLHZHUWRHDYHVGURSRQWKHSULYDWHRUWKHIRUELGGHQDVLQWKHZRUNRI(GZDUG+RSSHURU(ULF
Fischl, are almost always absent. During the longest period of his working life, Peters typically placed his
VXEMHFWVXQFRPIRUWDEO\FORVHWRWKHÀHOGRIWKHYLHZHUFURZGLQJKLPRXWLQHIIHFWDQGDVVHUWLQJWKDWWKH
space in which they reside is theirs, not conventional pictorial space. His interiors – and almost all of his
work is set in a room – are claustral, dark, hard, and dingy; they have become the way they are through a
long process of private activity, neglect, entropy, of life idiosyncratically lived, of an unconcern with what
might be going on in other domiciles nearby or how life is being lived there. There is a kind of squalor to
them, the squalor of the life of artists, whose fundamental indifference to everything but their passion is
evident in the antiquity of the cheap, almost caricature- or Guston-like appliances scattered here and there
among the pictures, the spare furnishings and unwholesome mattresses, jerry-rigged antennas and bald
light bulbs, and pictures tacked to chipped and peeling walls onto which their occupants have had no
qualms about writing or painting directly if the need or whim arose. These are lives that take place
orthogonally to the life of the viewer and to the vast majority of ordinary society.
Anthony Powell remarked, “No one knows what goes on inside of a marriage.” The marital relationship
is inherently a sort of folie à deuxGHYHORSLQJLWVRZQODZVDQGGHÀQLQJLWVRZQWUDMHFWRU\DORQJOLQHVWKDW
are necessarily opaque to those outside – which is not to say that they are necessarily transparent to those
within the relationship either. After all, there is a fundamental level on which everyone’s life is a mystery,
even to him or herself. Peters’s work, until recently, revealed something of the secret life of lovers at the
same time that it despaired of ever adequately entering the private life of the beloved. Many of the quiet,
solitary, intimate moments he has depicted are, in fact, the work of his fevered imagination, the result
of an unrelenting need to know what his lover is doing, feeling, or thinking, and at precisely those times
when she is not with him, when she drifts back into herself and the compacts of love slip into abeyance,
or at least so he might have imagined. Of course, that is a futile effort, and the very seed of obsession, but
LWLVDOVRWKHGHVSHUDWHURRWRIDOONQRZOHGJHWRNQRZZKDWLVKDSSHQLQJZKHUH,DPQRW$V.LHUNHJDDUG
said, “If I imagined two kingdoms adjoining one another, with one of which I was fairly well acquainted,
and altogether unfamiliar with the other, and I was not allowed to enter the unknown realm, however
much I desired to do so, I should still be able to form some conception of its nature. I could go to the limits
of the kingdom with which I was acquainted and follow its boundaries, and as I did so, I should in this way
describe the boundaries of this unknown country, and thus without ever having set foot in it, obtain a
general conception of it. And if this were the task, and if I was indefatigable in my desire to be accurate, it
would doubtless sometimes happen that, as I stood sadly at my country’s boundary and looked longingly
into the unknown country, which was so near to me and yet so far away, that some little revelation might
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yet be vouchsafed me.” If what we so achingly crave to know is still denied us, at least we may have discovered something about ourselves in the process; and this is, perhaps, all the revelation we can hope for.
The unknown kingdom of Peters’s paintings is as much his own memory, and perhaps his own desire, as
it is the private world of his beloved, a place of moments not so much lost as always eluding our grasp,
which suddenly emerge like a great cat in the jungle of experience and then slip back into the loom of time,
forever colored with the spontaneous exhilaration that no amount of conscious effort can ever recapture.
As often as we can say, “Verweile doch, du bist so schön,” the moment is always lost already, and the fury
with which we chase it down only drives it further away. Or perhaps it never comes at all.
3HWHUV·V À[DWLRQ RQ WKH VFHQH V  RI PHPRU\ DQG WKH IXU\ RI GHVLUH RSHUDWHV RQ QXPHURXV OHYHOV LQ KLV
ZRUN7KHUHSHWLWLYHVXEMHFWPDWWHUDQGWKHXVHRIWKHVDPHÀJXUHRYHUDQGRYHUDJDLQLQYDULRXVVHWWLQJV
and dispositions are recapitulated temporally, and then vertically, in his constant process of wiping his
canvases and repainting them, often leaving traces of the lost earlier work within the new painting, a
SURFHGXUH LI\RXZLOO WKDWVRPHWLPHVWDNHVSODFHÀYHRUVL[WLPHVRQDVLQJOHVXUIDFH7KHHIIHFWLVRIWHQ
a visual environment in which seemingly extraneous elements – from no longer existing images – persist
against conventional pictorial logic, and which certainly alludes to the vagaries of memory, or conversely,
to the freedom of fantasy. Often Peters depicts the ghostly residues of the process by which the present
VFHQHKDVFRPHLQWREHLQJZLWKLQWKHÀQLVKHGZRUN²DQG´ÀQLVKHGµLVDOPRVWDOZD\VSURYLVLRQDOZLWK
3HWHUV²OLNHIRRWSULQWVOHIWRQDGXVW\ÁRRUYLVXDOHFKRHVRIZKDWKDVWUDQVSLUHGOHDGLQJXSWRWKHSUHVHQW
DUUHVWHGLPDJH,QWKHVHUHVLGXHVRQHIHHOVWKHIXULRXVFRPSXOVLRQRIPHPRU\VKXIÁLQJDQGUHVKXIÁLQJ
its contents until just that thing that is plaguing the artist emerges, but by means of which he is already
affecting the verisimilitude of his recollections. The decay and the creative power of memory, two constant and natural processes, are at work from the moment of inception to alter what we have experienced
and to put it irrevocably out of our reach, but also to consolidate it as that thing which has the power to
compel. Peters thematizes the process of mutation in his very method, which sifts by subtle degrees into
the work itself.
In Peters’s work, the boundary between life, including fantasy life, and art is labile, a fact that he
consciously addresses in the innovative body of work in which he has seamlessly inserted large-scale
photographs into the fabric of a painted environment or, conversely, extended a “real,” i.e., a photographic,
scenario, into the fantastic world of paint. Ironically, the photographs in these paintings are the elements
that do not feel so “real” next to the painted portions. The latter have an energy, a vitality, or a “soul” that
the other lacks, and the mere fact that Peters is devoting rapt attention to the often mostly empty spaces
adjoining the photographic components suggests a dissatisfaction with what the photograph, or life, can
GRYLVjYLVDUWRULPDJLQDWLRQ:HKDYHWKHIHHOLQJWKDWLIWKHÀJXUHZHUHWRVWHSIURPWKHSKRWRJUDSK
LQWRWKHSDLQWHGVSDFHLWLVWKHUHWKDWVKHZRXOGVXGGHQO\FRPHWROLIH:KLOH3HWHUVPD\EHFRQFHGLQJWKDW
the artist cannot do what light itself can, he is simultaneously saying that experience without memory,
YLVLRQZLWKRXWGHVLUHLVHPSW\:HIHHOOLNHZH·UHORRNLQJDWVRPHWKLQJDUWLÀFLDORUKROORZLQWKHSKRWR
the echo of a faded memory. Of course, a photograph never contains what we think we remember, in spite
of our faith in its faithfulness. The dynamic or the tension between the photograph and the paint reveals
WKDWWKHHIIRUWRIWKHDUWLVWWRUHDOL]H WRPDNHUHDO WKHLPDJHVRUPHPRULHVWKDWSODJXHKLPLVGRRPHGEXW
it also makes it clear that he is not depicting reality, that the purpose of painting is not to depict reality at
all, but to create reality from inadequate sources.



In the hybrid photo/paintings, Peters draws our attention to the fact that he is making an image of an
image – the latter of which can be as simple as a retinal image, though the phenomenology remains the
same. In these works he is frequently depicting what is, in reality, a painted environment, mainly walls,
and which are the “same” walls that extend out of the photographs. He is painting paint, or an image of
paint. His fascination with painted surfaces is evident throughout his work, and accounts for content that
LVDVFDSWLYDWLQJLQLWVZD\DVKLVFHQWUDOÀJXUHVRIWHQFRPSOH[DQGPLQXWHO\UHDOL]HGWRWKHH[WHQWRI
constituting quasi-abstract digressions from the central subject, and which often invite narrative
understandings of their own, not just of the passage of time that has made them what they are, but in the
frequent suggestion that they are self-contained iconographic spaces, a sort of induced pareidolia. Like the
processes by which the surfaces of the cave paintings in Ajanta, with which Peters has asserted a particular
DIÀQLW\ KDYH EHFRPH SHUWLQHQW YLVXDO HOHPHQWV LQWHUDFWLQJ ZLWK WKH DUWLVW·V FUHDWLRQ D SKHQRPHQRQ
ZHOONQRZQLQWKHDJHLQJRIZRUNVZKRVHSDWLQDVRUYHUGLJULVEHFRPHSDUWRIRXUUHFHSWLRQRIWKHP KLV
GHSLFWLRQRIWKHIRUWXQHVRISDLQWUHÁHFWVDVHOIFRQVFLRXVQHVVLQKLVSURFHVVWKDWUHVXOWVLQZKDWPLJKW
be seen as meta-painting, or a level of attention to the meaning of painting itself from which his overtly
UHDOLVWLFVXEMHFWVGLVWUDFWXV:KHUHDVDUWLVWVOLNH0RQGULDQ0DOHYLFKRU5\PDQPLJKWGUDZRXUDWWHQtion to the minute subtleties or textures of the paint on a surface, or Rodchenko or Reinhardt to relative
densities and values that arise from the nature and potential of the painted medium, Peters’s work,
HVSHFLDOO\EHFDXVHKLVRZQVXUIDFHVDUHUHODWLYHO\XQDUWLFXODWHGHYHQÁDWFRQYH\VDOPRVWWURPSHO·RHLO
evocations of the possibilities of paint, like an illustrated survey of what paint can do or become.

Henna Afternoon
(Toulouse)
KL[HPS
Oil on canvas,
¹_¹
(Earlier state of
Pas de Deux,
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Aspects of Peters’s work are excruciatingly, exquisitely, realistic, but no single work extends the realistic
conceit throughout the canvas. There are always reminders that we are looking at paint and at the process
of making paint communicate in certain ways, even that while doing so we are accepting historical and
YLVXDOFRQYHQWLRQVWKDWMXVWDVOLJKWWXUQRIWKHKHDGPLJKWEHVXIÀFLHQWWREDQLVKDQGWKLVQDJJLQJDOZD\V
present “technical” aspect of the work keeps us squarely in that region of tension between art and reality,
or history and memory, that is Peters’s special realm. The tendency for the casual viewer is to see the work
DWIDFHYDOXHZKHUHLWLVVRUHDODQGVRVSHFLÀFWKDWLWVHHPVPHUHO\WRGHSLFWWKHSULYDWHOLIHRIDIHZ
LQGLYLGXDOKXPDQVPXFKDVZHUHDGLQ.DIND·VKXQJHUDUWLVWZKRVHDEVXUGDQGREVHVVLYHUHODWLRQVKLS
to food is rendered so plausible by the great writer’s art, the story of a real, if quite singular, individual,
LQVWHDGRIDVLJQLÀFDQWO\PRUHXQLYHUVDODOOHJRU\
3HWHUV·VSDLQWLQJVKDYHRIWHQEHHQVHHQDVGLVFRPÀWLQJ2QWKHRQHKDQGWKDWVKRXOGEHQRLPSHGLPHQWWR
embracing them as works of art, on the other, I think the reasons for that are perhaps more reasons why
genuine art simply isn’t for everyone, regardless of its universality.
 3HWHUV·VVXEMHFWVDUHRIWHQHQJDJHGLQVRPHVWDJHRIVH[XDODFWLYLW\RULWVDIWHUPDWKZLWKPDOHPHPEHUV
in various states of attention and not discreetly hidden from view, and there are, apparently, still citizens
DPRQJXVZKRÀQGWKLVWREHDSUREOHPDWLFVWDWHRIDIIDLUVDWOHDVWLQWKHUHDOPRIDUW7RSXWPHQDQG
women on equal footing in a historical practice, viz., the depiction of the nude, which has been almost
exclusively devoted to the celebration of sexual property, either individually or socially, could certainly
perturb a retrograde sensibility.
 7KHIRUHJRLQJQRWZLWKVWDQGLQJ3HWHUV·VVXEMHFWVDUHQRWHVSHFLDOO\FDOFXODWHGWRDURXVHWKHLUYLHZHUV
Presumably this would be unproblematic, but naked bodies that do not self-evidently satisfy accepted
standards of erotic expectation, but which instead seem to have been created to rebuff or embarrass the
viewer or to gratify only the idiosyncratically loving gaze of the one viewer for whom they truly exist, are
disconcerting. I rather think that in identifying just that curve or just that disposition of limb that excites
RUUDWLÀHVWKHORYHRIWKHDUWLVW3HWHUVKDVLQIDFWWROGXVVRPHWKLQJPRUHUHOHYDQWDERXWZKDWPDWWHUVWR
HDFKRIXVWKDQDQ\QXPEHURIPRUHFRQYHQWLRQDOO\GHSLFWHGQXGHVFRXOGHYHUGREXWWKLVUHTXLUHVÀQGLQJ
YLHZHUV ZKR DUH DV DWWXQHG WR SURIRXQG VSHFLÀFLW\ DV KH LV KLPVHOI +LV VXEMHFWV DUH QRW QHFHVVDULO\
exemplars of universal beauty. They are, rather, singular individuals who have been depicted as though
WKH\ZHUHVXFKH[HPSODUVLQZKDWRQHPLJKWUHJDUGDVWKHUHVSRQVHWRDQDOPRVW.DQWLDQLPSHUDWLYH
They have been portrayed by an eye more devoted and hand more loving than almost any bodies I have
known in art, and they are therefore more real, more human…and more threatening.
 +LVVXEMHFWVVHHPWREHOLYLQJLQDZD\WKDWPDNHVLWFOHDUWKDWIRUWKHPVH[LVDQHVVHQWLDOPDWWHUDQGRQH
indulged whenever the desire might arise, unlike most people with ordinary lives, jobs, families, etc. He is
offering a disturbing glimpse into the Bohemia that would upend the world if it could, reprioritizing the
obvious values that everything civilization has achieved has been at pains to suppress or to compartmentalize into approved times and places. Sex, like art, is a realm of freedom, though it, too, has largely been
coopted by the banal forces of commerce.
 +LVVXEMHFWVPDNHLWHYLGHQWWKDWWKH\GRQ·WJLYHDIXFNDERXWPRQH\RUZRUNRUSRVVHVVLRQVRURUGHU
or schedules or regular habits, at least not as commonly understood; that, in fact, they do not regard such
WKLQJV DV ÀWWLQJ FRQFHUQV IRU KXPDQ EHLQJV DW DOO 'R WKH SHRSOH ZKRVH OLYHV DUH GHYRWHG WR WKHP QRW
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profess to want nothing more fervently than to escape into perpetual weekends, holidays…or retirement.
Obviously, having the courage of one’s convictions, or even knowing what they are, is not for everyone,
and for that perhaps we should be thankful.
 3HWHUVGRHVQRWSRUWUD\KLVZRPHQDVREMHFWVLWLVSUHFLVHO\EHFDXVHKH·VVKRZLQJWKHPDVVXEMHFWVWKDW
the ordinary reaction to the nude in art, even to the sexually engaged nude, is not invoked by his work.
:HDUHXQFRPIRUWDEOHVHHLQJVRPHRQHZKRLVGLVWLQFWO\DVXEMHFWLQKHURZQULJKWVRPHKRZREMHFWLÀHG
LQWKDWVKHLVSRUWUD\HGQXGHDQGDVDQREMHFWRIWKHDUWLVW·VFOHDUGHVLUH RUDWOHDVWWKH´IXQµLVWKHUHE\
sucked out of the viewer’s philoscopic relationship to the object.
 7RORRNSDWLHQWO\XSRQDQREVHVVLRQWKDWVSDQVDOLIHWLPHSDUWLFXODUO\WKHREVHVVLRQZLWKRQH·VRZQ
unique truth, especially when it results in image after image that might seem simply repetitive to viewers
without an emotional stake in the matter, is perhaps a bit much to ask of an art audience nowadays. It is
said that the average amount of time museum-goers spend in front of a picture is twenty seconds. That
factors in the several minutes an art-besotted enthusiast might accord to a particularly sumptuous canvas.
Jim Peters’s work represents a strong difference of opinion from the common view of what is beautiful and
worthwhile, and it has, accordingly, tended to be misunderstood, or spurned, or seen with the resentful
eyes of guilt, disappointment, or indignation. Those who didn’t love, who didn’t work for the joy of it, who
forgot the meaning of play, who accepted the values of the “adult” world without ever having examined
them, of course they are not likely to embrace, or even to see, what is sublime in his art. And yet it is
precisely them that it awaits.
II
$OORIWKLVVDLGLW·VFOHDUWKDWWKHUHDUHKLVWRULFDODVSHFWVRI3HWHUV·VZRUNWKDWHOXGHJHQHUDOL]DWLRQ(YHQD
cursory view of the development of the work suggests that it falls into three basic periods: an apprenticeship in which the artist is searching for a perspective on his theme, a mature body of work in which the
same subject recurs repeatedly in a variety of dispositions and environments, and the more recent body of
work produced subsequent to the artist’s divorce and remarriage, which extends and transforms some of
the basic themes and approaches of the previous mature work.
The early work is characterized by manifest overtones of anxiety, both in the appearance of its
subjects and in the often complicated scenarios in which they are depicted almost as prisoners or victims,
sometimes including obscure apparatuses and generally tending toward allegory. The work is extremely
interesting and would merit close analysis on its own, but in the overall context of Peters’s work, it is
merely transitional.
7KHODUJHVWERG\RIZRUNWKDWRIKLVÀUVWPDWXUHSHULRGVRPHRIZKLFKKDVEHHQWUDQVIRUPHGLQWRQHZ
images in recent years, consists mostly of fantastic re-creations, projections, or investigations of his
domestic life during the time of his marriage to artist Vicky Tomayko. It is here that Peters gradually
comes to an intimate understanding of his subject, which enables him to portray her as a being quite
LQGHSHQGHQW RI KLV SHUFHSWLRQV RU KRSHV RU HYHQ DV UHVLVWLQJ WKH FRQÀQHV RI KLV H\H HJ The Blue
Divan >S @  VRPHWLPHV DFWLYHO\ DVVHUWLQJ KHU RZQ DJHQGD HJ Her Emanations and The Present 
The work often seems fraught with the tension between reality and an imagined relationship to his
VXEMHFW 7KH SDOHWWH RI WKHVH ZRUNV LV W\SLFDOO\ GDUN HYHQ H[WHQGLQJ WR WKH ÁHVK RI KLV ÀJXUHV WKH



surfaces of which take on locally abstract qualities, and which often run to shades a good deal more ashen,
or even black, than to those within the normal register of skin tones. Many of these works consist of
blacks, grays, and neutrals relieved by only a single primary or secondary color, which naturally tends
WRGRPLQDWHWKHVFHQH HJTruro Mother [p. 29], Henna Afternoon (Toulouse) [p. 5], Red Studio [p. 34], Night
VisitorHWF RIWHQOHQGLQJWKHPDFRQVLVWHQWLIVSDUHHPRWLRQDOFDVWDVZHOOUDQJLQJWKURXJKKXPLOLW\
wistfulness, suspicion, anxiety, and tranquility. If one work might be said to typify the emotional
constellation that underlies the work of this period, perhaps it is Readers, in which both members of
a couple more or less engaged in sexual congress are at the same time reading books, as if they are still
not clear as to what it is that they want from their relationship and are furiously taking some last-minute
counsel from literature, or consolidating the models on which they’d based their ideal of love. In either
case, they would seem to be making love at cross purposes.

Readers 2004
6PSVUJHU]HZ¹_¹
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The peculiar tensions and resolutions in the art of this extensive second body of work are complex and,
as in any real art, beyond the explicit control, or even the understanding, of the artist. The distance and
RFFDVLRQDO GLVFRPIRUW H[XGHG E\ KLV VXEMHFW PLJKW HTXDOO\ UHÁHFW WKH UHODWLRQVKLS RI WKH DUWLVW WR WKH
failures of his own domestic and erotic life, projecting them as her self-consciousness in his depiction of
her putative state of mind. That she never faces the artist/viewer might well testify as much to his inability
to establish the human connection he craves with the object of his love, as to her emotional recalcitrance.
The constant, almost compulsive, practice of effacing his canvases during this period would seem to
UHÁHFWWKHLQDGHTXDF\RIWKHOLYHGUHODWLRQVKLSWRWKDWZKLFKWKHDUWLVWKDVHTXDOO\FRPSXOVLYHO\LPDJLQHG
and failed to realize. In trying to create the ideal he has imagined in his art, he always runs up against the
contradiction of the reality that simply does not comport with it, and the inevitable dissatisfaction might
result in the repeated effort to make them come to terms in the artwork. Psychoanalytically, the action
DJDLQVWWKHIDQWDVWLFSRUWUD\DORIWKHEHORYHGFRXOGZHOOUHÁHFWWKHDUWLVW·VHPEDUUDVVPHQWRUJXLOWDERXW
his failure. In any event, Peters’s subjects here are, if highly suggestive, impenetrable, ultimately because
he has made them that way.
The current body of work, which dates from 2008 to the present, and which itself shows a developPHQWDODUFUHSUHVHQWVDQHZRULHQWDWLRQWRZDUGWKHDUWLVW·V QHZ VXEMHFW+LVSDOHWWHKDVEULJKWHQHGLIQRW
QHFHVVDULO\ H[SDQGHG DQG WKH DUUDQJHPHQW RI KLV ÀJXUHV DV ZHOO DV KLV SHUVSHFWLYH RQ WKHP KDV
IXQGDPHQWDOO\FKDQJHG7KHXVXDOO\VXEWOHVHQVHRIDQ[LHW\WKDWFDUULHGRYHULQWRWKHÀUVWPDWXUHZRUN
is gone, and his new subjects are at ease, if sometimes contemplative, demonstratively engaged with each
other, and often playful. There is a manifest joy in the work, which is apparent even in its new means
of applying paint, the brightening of outlines or eschewing them altogether, Peters’s at least occasional
recourse to a more spontaneous mode and tempo of painting than in the previous work, and in tending,
if not to invite the viewer into the scene, at least not to repel him. The subject now sometimes faces the
viewer or, when engaged in her own thoughts or activities, is portrayed in a state of repose, contentment,
or concentration. The artist himself, both as character and as onlooker, no longer gives the impression of
EHLQJDIRUHLJQHOHPHQWLQWKHZRUNRUDQLQWHUORSHULQKLVRZQOLIHEXWUDWKHUDÀJXUHIXOO\LPPHUVHGLQ
KLVUHODWLRQVKLSWRKLVVXEMHFWWKHXQIXOÀOOHGGHVLUHIRUZKLFKPLJKWEHVDLGWRKDYHDQLPDWHGWKHHDUOLHU
ZRUN)DQWDVWLFUHFRQVWUXFWLRQRIWKHSULYDWHOLIHRIKLVVXEMHFWKDVJLYHQZD\WRGLUHFWSRUWUD\DOUHÁHFWLQJ
LQSDUWWKHDFWLYHUROHLWVSULQFLSDOVXEMHFWWKHSRHWDQGDUWLVW.DWKOLQH&DUUQRZWDNHVLQLWVFUHDWLRQ,Q
fact, the work itself is often literally collaborative, incorporating photographs co-created by Carr or texts
she has written, as well as bearing witness in general to the constant dialogue of the artists. The large-scale
masterpiece Whose Dream is This? clearly embodies their fundamental artistic and emotional symbiosis, and
even invokes some of the symbolic or allegorical elements of the earliest work, but in a self-contained way
that refers only inwardly into the lives of the protagonists, a distinct and vibrant enrichment of what had
EHHQWLJKWO\FRQÀQHGDQGRIWHQXQVKDUHGHPRWLRQDOWHUULWRU\LQWKHSUHYLRXVERG\RIZRUN
The art of Jim Peters represents a focused life-long effort to understand love, the objects of his own passion,
and himself, to depict the subtle and hidden sorrows and joys of marriage, to explore the elemental
\HDUQLQJWREHDWRQHZLWKDQRWKHUDQGÀQDOO\WRUHYHDOZKDWLWLVWRUHDOL]HWKDW\HDUQLQJWROLYHWKHLGHDO
that had driven him through decades of fevered questioning, imagining, and self-recrimination. Seeing
the incarnations through which his obsession has passed placed side by side is the visual Bildungsroman of
a uniquely driven, yet oddly universal soul, the record of a long and turbulent journey of self-discovery. I
can’t take my eyes off of it.



Bed Tent 
Oil, conte, wax, photo (collaboration with Kathline Carr) on primed paper, 29” x 40”



Whose  Dream  is  This?
5PJR-S`UU
<RX·YHEHHQLQVLGHWKLVURRP\RX·YHIHOWWKLVEHIRUH6KHZLOOVRPHSDUWRIKHUDOZD\VEHWXUQLQJDZD\
from you, some part will always be leaving, will never be yours – maybe no part of her, maybe none of her,
ever was. In here, in this room, the TV is never on, the bed is never made, no one ever wears clothes, not
LQKHUHQRWWRJHWKHU:KDWLVWKLV"6LPSO\DQRWKHUDQQXQFLDWLRQWKHPRPHQWEHIRUHZKDWZHFDOO*RGKDV
sent his Angel down to tell you how your life is now forever changed…? Hold onto that moment, paint it
– the before – because once the Angel touches your shoulder, once She whispers the word into you, it will
be impossible to turn back, there is no going back, there never was. Back is simply the ground we stand on,
back is each blade of grass, back is the beautiful uncut hair of boys, pushing up into her back from below…
~
,I\RXÀQG\RXUVHOIEDFNLQ3DULVRQHGD\\RXFRXOGPDNH\RXUZD\KHUH you’ve been in this room, you’ve
felt this before <RXFRXOGVWDQGRQWKHVLGHZDON SRLQWWRWKHZLQGRZThere, right there, the torn curtain,
we lived inside that, for awhile. The key is likely in the same hiding spot the key was always in, you could let
\RXUVHOILQWKHEHGZLOOOLNHO\EHLQWKHVDPHSODFHWKHUHUHDOO\LVQRRWKHUSODFHIRUWKHEHGWRÀW²\RX
tried, remember?
<RXFRXOGOD\LQEHG ORRNRXWWKHZLQGRZ\RXFRXOGFORVH\RXUH\HVZK\QRW"
(YHQLI,VWRRGRYHU\RXDIWHUZDUGVLQWKLVVDPHURRPRQWKLVVDPHPDWWUHVVLWZRXOGQRWEHOLNHWKLV²RXU
bodies never collapsed, we never despised our bodies, not for long, yet we were as spent as drying paint.
~
An ancient Buddha said “A painted rice cake does not satisfy hunger.” Dogen comments:
“There are few who have ever seen ‘this painting of a rice cake’ and none of them has fully understood it.
“The paints for painting rice-cakes are the same as those used for painting mountains and waters.
“If you say the painting is not real, then the material phenomenal world is not real, the Dharma is not real.
“Unsurpassed enlightenment is a painting. The entire phenomenal universe and the empty sky are nothing
but a painting.
´6LQFHWKLVLVVRWKHUHLVQRUHPHG\IRUVDWLVI\LQJKXQJHURWKHUWKDQDSDLQWHGULFHFDNH:LWKRXWSDLQWHG
hunger you never become a true person.”
~
Painted hunger. The light is sepia, which means all this is remembered.
<RXUORYHUDVOHHSXQGHUDPRVTXLWRQHWLQWKDWchambre de bonne, naked.
The point is not that we are invited in.



The point is not that we are allowed to watch.
By now two other lovers are in that bed, a parade of lovers has passed through that room, through that
city, through our minds, by now.
Through our minds.
:HKDYHRXUFORWKHVRIIZHDUHLQDEHGZHDUHQ·WIXFNLQJQRWDWWKLVPRPHQWEXWZHKDYH7KDW·VQRWWKH
point, that’s not what this is about, at some point we are all naked.
Her hair is still orange. The light is always low.
~
aside: :K\LVWKHUHDVLOHQW(DWWKHHQGRIWKHZRUG25$1*(",VLWVLPSO\EHFDXVH25$1*ORRNVRGG":KLFK
PHDQVLWLVQRWVLPSO\DERXWVRXQGLWPHDQVWKDWWKHZRUG25$1*(LVDWKLQJLQLWVHOI the paints for painting
rice-cakes are the same as those used for painting mountains and waters 
Her orange hair. The hair is not hair, it is paint, yet we know her hair is orange. At the opening she will, at
some point, stand beside the paintings, some of which also have photographs of her incorporated inside
WKHPWKRXJKWKHSKRWRJUDSKVDUHEODFN ZKLWH
Maybe before her there was another muse, maybe a small parade of muses, and they too would stand in the
middle of the gallery at the openings, surrounded by memory.
~
My hand reaches up to you, a body that says not yet not yet once more again please please please again & again.
In a room, in an echo, in an opening.
The walls push in. Outside the window it is night, outside the night is, well, that’s like asking what’s on the
IDUVLGHRIWKHPRRQOLNHDVNLQJZKDW·VEH\RQGWKHEHQGLQWKHXQLYHUVH:HFDQQRWLPDJLQHLW2IFRXUVH
your lover’s ass contains it, the bend in the universe and the whatever unnamable beyond. Of course the
FRFNUHSOLFDWHVWKHWLGHVVXUHZK\QRWWKHERG\DVZHDOZD\VVD\LVQLQHW\SHUFHQWZDWHU:HFRXOGVD\
WKLVLVMXVWDPRPHQWMXVWDURRPMXVWWZRORYHUVSHRSOHDUHIXFNLQJ RUQRW EHKLQGHYHU\ZLQGRZLW·V
MXVWZKDWZHGR<HWHDFKRIWKHPRIXVFRQWDLQVWKHXQLYHUVHZKLFKLVMXVWEH\RQGWKHVHZDOOVLWPLUURUV
the curve of the earth seen from 35,000 miles, just as the wall contains all the hands that manifest the wall,
MXVWDVWKHSDUDGHRIORYHUVFRPLQJEHIRUH WRFRPH
~
If you can say, Touch yourself while you look at me, if you can say, I want to see you make yourself come, if you
can let her hold your wrist while you jerk off, resisting for a moment falling into each other, allowing her
to see you, for once.
:HZDQWWRVHHRXUVHOYHVDWWKHPRPHQWRIDGRUDWLRQZHZDQWWREHDGRUHG\HWQRQHRIWKLVPDWWHUVLWLV
RQO\DWKUHVKROGLQWRVRPHWKLQJODUJHUWKDQRXUVHOYHV7KDQÁHVK



:HZDQWWKLVPRPHQWWRVWUHWFKLQWRIRUHYHUZHZDQWLWWRSUHVVRXWIURPWKHVHZDOOVWKHVHVKHHWVWKDW
clock, of course we can make this everything –
:HVHWXSWKHWULSRGZHKDQJWKHPLUURUZHJODQFHDWRXUVHOYHVVRPHWLPHVZHFDWFKRXUVHOYHVJODQFLQJ
our own eyes while fucking, we look into ourselves as strangers, uncomprehending, as if the answer were
there. Is this who I’ve been all along? Is this the me outside of who I am?
~
:H KDG WKH WDON DJDLQ ODVW QLJKW OD\LQJ EHVLGH \RX DERXW ZKHWKHU DQ\WKLQJ LQ WKLV XQLYHUVH KDV DQ\
PHDQLQJEH\RQGZKDWZHDVFULEHWRLW:KHWKHUZKDWHYHUZHDVFULEHKDVDQ\PHDQLQJDWDOO
)RUH[DPSOHLI\RXSODFH\RXUERG\ÁDWRQ\RXUEDFNLQWKHH[DFWVSRWDZRRGFRFNDOLJKWVIURPDWGDZQ
in what we call it’s elaborate mating ritual RIFRXUVH\RXZLOOKDYHWRZDNHEHIRUHGDZQWRÀQGWKDWVSRW 
if you lay still in that exact spot, your back pressing into the grass or the grass pressing into your back
GHSHQGLQJRQKRZ\RXIHHOOD\LQJWKHUH LI\RXFDQOD\WKHUHTXLHWO\HQRXJKWKHQWKDWVDPHZRRGFRFN
will land on your chest when it returns from its airborne fuck.
:HWDONHGDERXWZKHWKHUO\LQJRQWKHJURXQGPDNHV\RXPRUHRUOHVVDSDUWRIWKHHDUWKZKHWKHU\RX
DUHRUDUHQRWSDUWRILWZKHWKHULWPDWWHUVZKHWKHU\RXOLH\RXUERG\GRZQRUQRW:KHWKHUZHFDQSUHVV
RXUIRUHKHDGVWRJHWKHU NQRZHDFKRWKHU·VWKRXJKWVRULIWKLVLVMXVWRQHRIWKHJDPHV OLHV" ZHWHOORXU
children.
~
,IKHFRXOGRQO\FUXFLI\KLPVHOILQWKHVDPHZD\KHFUXFLÀHVPHLIKHFRXOGRQO\RSHQKLVPRXWKDQGÀOO
it with paint as he opens mine, if he could be the one to kneel, on all fours, if he could see his own ass,
in all its beauty, in all its horror, in all its ridiculous glory, if he could only let the paint have its own life,
outside of his hand. This is what happens – imagine walking down a hotel hallway, each door numbered, the
numbers either going up or going down. Someone has just stepped out of a shower, someone has cracked
WKHZLQGRZWKH79LVRII6RPHWLPHV\RXKDYHWRNHHSGRLQJWKHVDPHWKLQJRYHU RYHUHYHQLI\RX
couldn’t explain to anyone why. Maybe you say, I am wired this way, maybe you say, This is the way the world
works, maybe you say nothing.

notes:
´JUDVVLVWKHEHDXWLIXOXQFXWKDLU«µ:KLWPDQ¶6RQJRI0\VHOI· DSSUR[LPDWHO\
Dogen, “Painting of a Rice Cake.” [the epigraph to Gary Snyder’s Mountains and Rivers Without End, via Mark Conway]



[Driven  to  Paint:]  Jim  Peters’s  [Unusual  R]id[e]
Cynthia Huntington
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This poem is an erasure. All words are taken, in the order they appeared in the article, from
´'ULYHQWR3DLQW-LP3HWHUV·V8QXVXDO5LGHµE\(OOHQ+RZDUGVLQArt New England, Oct-Nov 2009.
Below: “Rest/All no longer exists as a physical painting. It was altered and twice painted over,
eventually becoming TV S 0DQ\RWKHUSDLQWLQJVOLHEXULHGEHQHDWKP\ZRUNµ-LP3HWHUV

Rest/All 2009
Oil on canvas,
46” x 63”
(Earlier state of
TVBWD
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Capturing  Love:  Jim  Peters’s  Figure  Paintings
Ellen Howards
$IWHUJUDGXDWLQJIURP$QQDSROLVDQGVWXG\LQJ1XFOHDU(QJLQHHULQJDW0,7-LP3HWHUVHPEDUNHGRQD
career in the United States Navy. In the quiet hours spent below decks while serving aboard an aircraft
carrier, this promising young physicist began to draw. He fell in love with painting, went to art school, and
never looked back.
Peters has taken his foundation in classical painting to create an edgy modernist vision. He is a superb
GUDXJKWVPDQDQGPDVWHUÀJXUHSDLQWHU:LWK3HWHUVOLQHLVSDUDPRXQWIROORZHGE\YROXPHWULFPRGHOLQJ
then texture, which he achieves by a constant scraping down of the surface with a palette knife, or a
SRZHUVDQGHU+LVZRUNUHÁHFWVFHQWXULHVRIDUWKLVWRULFDOUHIHUHQWV\HWWKHYLVLRQDQGH[HFXWLRQDUHKLV
alone. Peters captures intimate moments in enclosed spaces, which contrast architectural backgrounds
ZLWKFXUYLOLQHDUÀJXUHV+HXVHVFRORUVSDULQJO\DQGVRLWVHIIHFWLVKHLJKWHQHGZKHUHLWLVDSSOLHG$ERYH
all, his paintings are about love, and the love of painting.
Two paintings in which the importance of color and line are nearly equal, are Red Studio, Blue Sky 
  S DQGNo   RSSRVLWH (DFKKDVLWVRZQHPRWLYHIHHOLQJRed Studio evokes a warm, receptive,
RSHQÀJXUHDQGVSDFHZKLOHLQNoDFRROVLQJXODUGHWDFKHGÀJXUHVWDQGVLQDFODULÀHGDEVWUDFWEOXH
background.
In Red Studio, Blue Sky, WKH OLWKH ÀJXUH RQ KHU NQHHV RQ D PDWWUHVV ORRNV RXW IURP KHU VWXGLR ZLQGRZ
wistfully at the city below. She rests on one arm, the other bent at the elbow, her hand gracefully holding
DFLJDUHWWHZKRVHVPRNHULVHVWREHWWHURXWOLQHKHUSURÀOHDQGVHSDUDWHLWIURPDUHGEULFNZDOO:KLOHVKH
LVQXGHWKHIRUPLVSUHVHQWHGVXFKWKDWQRHURWLFGHWDLOVGLVWUDFWIURPWKHVLQXRXVFXUYHVRIWKHÀJXUHDQG
her slightly canted head looks content, dreamy. The verticals created by her supporting arm and legs are
echoed in the vertical blocks of color representing a black column and the window, which is painted on
DVHSDUDWHSDQHODWWDFKHGWRWKHPDLQSDLQWLQJ7KHÀJXUHLVUHQGHUHGLQJUD\VWLQJHGZLWK\HOORZSLQNV
and a touch of burnt sienna in her hair. She is crouched on a translucent white bed, which looks more like a
GUDZLQJWKDQDSDLQWLQJDQGKHLJKWHQVWKHFRQWUDVWZLWKWKHÀJXUH%H\RQGWKLVWKHDUFKLWHFWXUDOGHWDLOV
of the studio are more complex, and somewhat abstract. There is a light bulb at the center, a recurring
object in several of Peters’s paintings, and an area with paint jars and brushes. A black vertical beam leads
to a horizontal beam near the ceiling, which helps delineate the vibrant abstract wall of orange, red, white,
yellow, brown, and gray, in a technique which blurs drawing and painting.
:KLOHWKHÀJXUHLVWKHVXEMHFWDURXQGZKLFKWKHURRPLVFUHDWHGWKHHIIHFWRIWKHDUFKLWHFWXUDOHOHPHQWV
DQG XVH RI FRORU FUHDWH WKH LOOXVLRQ RI GHSWK LQ D UDWKHU ÁDWWHQHG VSDFH 7KHUH LV D VHQVH RI RSHQQHVV
DQGOLJKWWRWKHÀJXUHDQGWKHVSDFHZKLFKLVQRQHWKHOHVVUDWKHUGDUNRYHUDOO7KHYHUWLFDOHOHPHQWVDUH
balanced with the horizontal, the light balanced with the dark.
For years, Peters often would add extra panels of wood to the side or top of a painting – creating a window
DQGLWVYLHZ²LQRUGHUWREULQJWKHÀJXUHRXWRIKHUUHFWDQJXODUHQFORVXUHDQGLQWRWKHURRP2UKHZRXOG
add pieces of metal, plates of glass, and sculptural objects to expand the two-dimensional painting into



DWKUHHGLPHQVLRQDOHQYLURQPHQW(DUOLHUSDLQWLQJVLQFOXGLQJUntitled (Reclining Figure)   S 
Shrine of the Annunciation  DQGWindow in Auvillar   S DUHJRRGH[DPSOHVRIWKHVHDGGLWLRQV
No includes a piece of wood which extends the line of the painting upwards to continue the composition
beyond its rectangular frame.
No SUHVHQWV D JURXQG RI JUDGXDWLQJ KXHV RI EOXH ZKLFK EDODQFHV WKH VWDQGLQJ ÀJXUH ZLWK HTXDO YDOXH
6KRXOGWKHÀJXUHVWHSRXWRIWKHSLFWXUHDORYHURIDEVWUDFWDUWZRXOGVWLOOHQMR\LWVHQHUJHWLFUHFWLOLQHDU
composition. The background incorporates some of the principles of classical perspective, yet in this piece
WKH LOOXVLRQ LV PLQLPDO DQG WKH SODQHV RI FRORU DUH ÁDW ZLWK VXUIDFH WH[WXUH DQG FRORU WDNLQJ RYHU LWV
importance. The light source is implied by the color, suggesting that somewhere off the canvas there
PLJKWEHDGRRU&HQWHUHGLQWKLVYLEUDQWPRGHUQLVWEOXHVHWWLQJLVWKHÀJXUHPRGHOHG\HWÁDWWHUWKDQ
PDQ\RWKHUÀJXUHVLQKLVZRUN6KHLVVWLOOFDOPDVPDOOUHFWDQJOHRI\HOORZKLJKOLJKWVKHUIDFHDKDOR
of red shadows her dark red hair. Her elbows and knee continue the rectilinear forms, and just above the
contour of her foot is a man’s outstretched arm, pushing her away. A small translucent speech bubble
ÁRDWVIURPKLVGLUHFWLRQZLWKWKHZRUG´QRµ
She wears a swimsuit with vertical black stripes and a black waistband, which echo the linear compositional
HOHPHQWV6KHKDVMXVWSXOOHGGRZQWKHWRSRIKHUVZLPVXLWWKRXJKKHUÀQJHUVREVFXUHKHUEUHDVWV,QVXFK
DVWLOOSDLQWLQJWKHUHVWUDLQHGLQFOXVLRQRISHQWLPHQWLVXJJHVWWKDWKHUÀQJHUVDUHPRYLQJUDSLGO\DVVKH
begins to remove the top of her swimsuit. She appears distant, or is it that her lover has distanced himself
from their union?
In this portrait, the vibrancy and movement are achieved by the use of linear angles and blocks of color.
The bursts of blues, the touch of yellow, the planes of color, make this a lively painting. A darker palette
ZRXOGWXUQWKLVTXLHWGUDPDLQWRDVRPEHURQH7KLVLVDQXQXVXDOFRQÁXHQFHRIÁDWSODQHVDPRGHUQLVW
VHWWLQJZLWKDFODVVLFDOUHDOLVWÀJXUH7KHFRORUGUDZVWKHYLHZHULQWKHFRPSRVLWLRQGUDZVWKHH\HVDURXQG
WKHFDQYDVWRKHUÀJXUHDQGWKHQWRKHULQYLVLEOHPDWHZKRLQWURGXFHVHPRWLRQDOWHQVLRQWRWKHSLHFH
Several years later, his work begins a gradual transformation in palette, gestural line, and painterly style.
Kate Reading   S UHYHDOVWKLVWUDQVIRUPDWLRQ,QWKLVQHDUO\OLIHVL]HSDLQWLQJ.DWH&DUUKLVZLIH
lies on a bed reading a book with a contented look on her face. She is nude but for the hint of tiny bikini
XQGHUZHDUDQGDSDLURIUHGDQGZKLWHVWULSHGNQHHVRFNV2QWKHZDOOKHUQDPH.DWHLVZULWWHQ7KHEHG
LVFHQWHUVWDJHDFLUFOHRIEODQNHWVHQYHORSHWKHÀJXUHZLWKÁRRUERDUGVZDOOVDQGDUHFHGLQJKDOOZD\
to ground the space. Here, Peters’s palette and style are evolving slightly: her red hair punctuates the
painting, but he includes red stripes in the sheets and in her striped socks, heightening the overall color
scheme.
Jim Peters’s paintings of couples explore the many emotions, tensions, and expressions of love in physical
form. Golden Room S , Whose Dream is This? S , Shadow S , and 74 Rue de Charonne S H[WHQGWKH
YLVXDOGUDPDRIKLVVLQJOHÀJXUHSDLQWLQJV0DQ\RIKLVSDLQWLQJVGUDZLQJVDQGVFXOSWXUDOFRQVWUXFWLRQV
depict the couple in various stages of sexual activity. His palette is often subdued, reminiscent of northern
(XURSHDQSDLQWLQJVLQZKLFKWKHVXEMHFWVHPHUJHIURPGDUNQHVV7KHYLJRURIKLVOLQHDQGVKDGLQJDQLPDWH
the forms. The restrained use of color then ignites the composition, heightening the contrast between
light and dark.



In one of the mid-career paintings, Golden Room  ERWKÀJXUHVDUHVWDQGLQJWKHPDOHSXOOLQJRIIKLV
shirt, the female with her hand on her neck, drawing the viewer’s eye up to that spot. In this moment
EHIRUH JHWWLQJ LQWR WKH EHG ERWK ÀJXUHV DUH FDOP \HW WKHLU SRVHV VXJJHVW PRYHPHQW ² DV LI FDXJKW E\
a camera in a moment in time. The lovers’ quiet anticipation is illuminated by a rich sunlit golden hue
UHÁHFWHGRQWKHZDOOVDQGRQWRWKHÁRRUERDUGV7KH\VWDQGRQDUHGUXJRUDVKDGRZRIWKHEHGLWVHOI
symbolizing the foundation of passion.
The dynamics of new love and discovery radiate from Whose Dream is This?   ,Q WKLV HQRUPRXV
UDZFDQYDV SDLQWLQJ WKH FHQWUDO ÀJXUH .DWH ÁRDWV RQ D ORRVHO\ GHÀQHG EODFN RYDO JURXQG KHU DUPV
outstretched, her head thrown back, her long red hair falling down into space. The black background area
HQKDQFHVWKLVUHPDUNDEOHÀJXUHZKLFKDSSHDUVWROHYLWDWHIURPDQXQGHÀQHGJURXQG6KHORRNVXSDW
WKHPDOHÀJXUHZLWKKLVKHDGVRWHQWDWLYHO\VNHWFKHGWKDWLWLVEDUHO\SUHVHQW,QFRQWUDVWKLVWRUVRHUHFW
SHQLVDQGDUHGDQDWRPLFDOO\FRUUHFWKHDUWGHÀQHKLVSUHVHQFH7KHLUHPSKDVLVDPRQJVNHWFK\GHWDLOV
might beg the question: what force is driving his dream? The raw canvas includes prior sketched lines
ZKHUHWKHSDLQWLQJPLJKWKDYHJRQH²DQGWKHZULWLQJRQLWDVNVWKHTXHVWLRQ´:KRVH'UHDPLV7KLV"µ
Closer to the bottom, in smaller white letters, are the words, “to be passionately accepted.”
All around the painting, little surprise images, symbols and words appear: near the remains of an earlier
DUP SRVLWLRQ LQ RXWOLQHV LV WKH ZRUG ´<(6µ *UDSHOLNH FOXVWHUV RI SURWRQV DQG QHXWURQV ÁRDW DURXQG
UHPLQGHUVRI3HWHUV·VVFLHQFHEDFNJURXQG7KHQDPH´*LQVEXUJµÁRDWVQHDUWRWRSDJDLQVWDSDUWLDOEULFN
ZDOO3RHWQDPHV$SROOLQDLUH'XPDVDQG3LFDELDFDQDOVREHGHWHFWHG)RUDOOLWVV\PEROLVPDQGFOXHV .DWH
LVDSRHW WKHYLHZHU·VH\HZLOOUHWXUQWRWKHFHQWUDOÀJXUHZKLFKJOHDPVZLWKSUHVHQFHUHDOHWKHUHDO
DQGV\PEROLF7KHÁDPLQJUHGLQKHUKDLUDQGKLVKHDUWLJQLWHWKHSDLQWLQJZLWKSDVVLRQ+HUSRVLWLRQ
is sexually and emotionally open, her dramatically lit head recalls cabaret faces by Degas and ToulouseLautrec. The painting is aglow with emerging discovery of the beloved, who has appeared as a dream, just
beginning to materialize, in an early transformation toward full realization of the new relationship. As
VSHFWDFXODUDVWKHIHPDOHÀJXUHLVWKHSDLQWLQJUHWDLQVERWKDQRSHQQHVVDQGDVHQVHRILQFRPSOHWLRQWKH
story begins here, the setting is immaterial, the drama of possibility and magic is all hers.
In 74 Rue de Charonne   WKH FLUFOH RI ORYH LV FRPSOHWH 7KH WKHDWUH RI WKLV UHODWLRQVKLS LV WKH EHG
WKDWQHDUO\ÀOOVWKHHQWLUHURRP7KHGDUNHUSDOHWWHZLWKDSUHGRPLQDQFHRIJUD\VZLWKEOXHDQGSLQN
undertones contrast with the burst of the beloved’s sensuous, long red hair, which leads up her back to
KHUFRQWHQWHGSXUULQJIDFHDWWKHDSH[RIWKHSDLQWLQJ7KHIHPDOHÀJXUHOHDQVLQWRWKHERG\RIKHUORYHU
who lies horizontally across the bed, his penis resting in full view, his arms crossed, with one hand cupping
her breast, the other hand holding a cigarette. The smoke rises up in the shape of an inverted bell, which
HFKRHVWKHIRUPRIWKHOLJKWÀ[WXUHLOOXPLQDWLQJWKHP7KHHPRWLYHURPDQWLFIRUFHRIWKLVSDLQWLQJGUDZV
the viewer back in and around the canvas, making it a masterpiece of contemporary romantic realism.
+HUHWKHPRGHOLQJDQGHPRWLRQRIWKHZRPDQPLJKWUHFDOO(XJHQH'HODFURL[EXWWKHVXUHW\ZLWKZKLFK
the artist experiments with line and form is entirely Peters’s own. In this intimate night scene, too much
color would be distracting in a story richly yet succinctly told. It is a story you want to read over and over;
it is a joyous painting, resonating with those best moments of mutual physical love. As in his other works,
OLWWOHREMHFWVDGGZKLPV\DQGV\PEROLVP,I\RXORRNORQJHQRXJK\RX·OOÀQGDSHQFLODQGDQRSHQERRNDW
the woman’s left hip, she is a writer. A photorealist or neoclassicist might have painted over them to clarify
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her contour, but Peters uses his own artistic vocabulary. Follow the vibrant, luxurious long braid of her red
KDLUGRZQKHUEDFNDQGÀQGDOLJKWO\SDLQWHGOLWWOHEOXHDUURZSRLQWLQJWRKHUGHUULHUH)URPDQ\GLVWDQFH
WKHVHGHWDLOVFRXOGUHPDLQLQYLVLEOH+HUIRRWLVVOLJKWO\RXWRISURSRUWLRQ7KHUHLVDÀQHO\UHQGHUHGSLQN
band-aid on her right thigh. The folds in the blankets form a circle around the couple, the angles made
E\WKHLUOLPEVFUHDWHDUHSHWLWLRQRIWULDQJOHVOHQGLQJPRYHPHQWWRWKHÀJXUHVWKRXJKWKH\DUHDWUHVW
,QWKLVUDGLDQWSRUWUDLWRIORYHUVWKHDUWLVWKDVFDSWXUHGDSHUIHFWPRPHQWLQWKHLUOLYHV<HWDVIXOO\UHQGHUHG
DVWKHPDOHÀJXUHLVKLVKHDGLVDJDLQREVFXUHG,WLVRQO\VXJJHVWHGEHKLQGKHUVKRXOGHUDURXQGSDWH
His face is invisible; she is the dominant subject of the painting. This is the moment of pure knowledge, of
viewing the beloved in the clarity of love: we see what is most beautiful in her, as the artist sees her. His
face is irrelevant; its presence is implied in her glow, in his creative act as painter.
The lines are carefully rendered – we may see Degas, Cezanne or Picasso before Cubism. Peters plays with
gesture and texture in his brushstrokes, his layers of paint, with areas of nearly raw canvas, areas with
matte paint and with glazed surfaces, making the blacks even more black. In this painting, he has captured
the beginning of love: she is not the dream, nor the ideal, but the culmination of longing, and they retreat
together to form this world of two.
+HUKDLULVWKHÀHU\JORZRISDVVLRQKHUKHDY\OLGGHGH\HVFRQWDLQDOOWKHHPRWLRQRIWKHPRPHQWVKHLV
in a personal paradise. The room is in Paris, but the world the couple has created is complete within the
circle of their bed. Though the colors are dark, this is a joyous painting. Like the camera on the bookshelf,
the artist has captured a moment in time, one that will never recur.
0DQ\RI3HWHUV·VFRXSOHVDUHHQJDJHGLQVH[XDOXQLRQ<HWWRFDOOKLVZRUNHURWLFDUWZRXOGEHWRGHEDVH
it, because it is not voyeuristic, it is not vulgar. It follows a long tradition of nudes as classical goddesses,
nymphs and lovers in the history of academic painting. His is done in the context of a marriage of the most
intimate moments that bind man to woman at the deepest level of physical expression.
In Shadow  DQRWKHUFDPHUDLOOXPLQDWHVWKHEHORYHGDWWKHFHQWHURIKLVOLIH7KHFDPHUDLQKDELWVWKH
VKDGRZVLQWKHIRUHJURXQGDQGFRXOGDWÀUVWEHRYHUORRNHGEHFDXVHWKHGUDPDWLFIHPDOHÀJXUHJORZV
at the apex of the triangular composition. Here, the arrangement of bended knees and elbows nearly
transform the triangular composition into a cross. She turns to her lover, removing her bra, her face masklike and foreboding in the low-angled light.
7KHPDOHÀJXUHLQWKHIRUHJURXQGZLWKKLVHOERZWRXFKLQJWKHÁRRUVXJJHVWVWKDWKHZHUHV\PEROLFDOO\
sinking towards death and darkness as his young beauty, and his future, looms above. He is already spent,
it seems, his left hand placed over his heart, his right forearm holding on to her leg. He looks up at love
and sees the shadow of his own death behind her. The dark shadow follows the line of her legs, up the wall
DQGRYHUKHUKHDG7KHVKDGRZEHFRPHVWKHWKLUGÀJXUH7KHVSHFWHURIGHDWKORRPVRYHUKHUWKRXJKWKH
VKDGRZGRHVQRWUHÁHFWKHUÀJXUHEXWUDWKHUWKDWRIDQHORQJDWHGRWKHU7KHLQHYLWDELOLW\RIGHDWKFORVHV
in on them, in a room with no visible means of escape. Shadow is the most dramatic and symbolic painting
in the exhibition.
Peters has introduced a different palette, using an uncharacteristic green for the walls, speckled with
reddish-orange, its chromatic complement. He wears a sleeveless blue shirt, his head shape reminiscent of
Picasso’s capped Harlequins. The shadow in this interpretation as symbol harkens back to Rembrandt, to



1RUWKHUQ(XURSHDQth and 16th&HQWXU\SULQWVZKLFKIHDWXUHDÀJXUHV\PEROL]LQJ'HDWKDVDVNHOHWRQ
DGHPRQRUDJKRVWO\VKDGRZIROORZLQJDIHPDOHÀJXUHRUVXUSULVLQJWZRORYHUVLWVGUDPDWLFSUHVHQFH
appears in works by Goya, Picasso and his Spanish predecessors.
2QWKHZDOODPLUURUDWDQH[WUHPHDQJOHUHÁHFWVRQO\DGDUNFRUQHU7KHPLUURUFDQEHDQHJDWLYHV\PERO
in a painting; in some religious traditions, the mirror is covered in the house of the departed. This is
HLWKHUWRNHHSWKHVSLULWIURPÁ\LQJLQWRWKHPLUURUUDWKHUWKDQXSWRKHDYHQRUZKHUHYHULWLVPHDQWWR
go, or it symbolizes that vanity is to be abolished in the time of mourning. The mirror is sometimes seen
DVDSRVLWLYHUHÁHFWLRQRIDPDQDQGZRPDQ·VDWWHQWLRQWRWKHLUDSSHDUDQFHWRUHPDLQDWWUDFWLYHIRURQH
another. In earlier generations, one superstition held that if a camera captures your image, it captures your
soul. Because these are the only objects in the painting, their symbolism yields various interpretations.
Usually Peters’s cameras symbolize the artist, whose job it is to capture images and stop time.
This painting is imbued with elements of art historical masters and traditions. But the dramatic piece is
the singular work of Jim Peters, and could be confused with no other. Shadow is a masterpiece of technique,
spirit, an emotional tour-de-force. None of his other domestic scenes explore the looming inevitability of
mortality.
Whose Dream is This?, 74 Rue de Charonne, and Shadow, tell the progression of a magical, mature new love
drama. In these recent paintings, the ongoing story of the artist’s life unfolds. It starts with the dream –
WKHIRXQGDWLRQRIURPDQWLFORYH²PRYHVWRWKHIXOÀOOPHQWRIWKHXQLRQDQGWKHFUHDWLRQRIWKHZRUOGRI
two, and then on to this most dramatic and foreboding image of the lovers, the shadow of death lurking
over them, the woman standing, her older lover looking up from below, holding on to her, and to life itself.
For over thirty years, Peters’s passion as a painter has been to render the intimacy, tension, and passion of
long-term love. As his work matures, so do his paintings continue to evolve.
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Kathline Carr
Birdshot 
Charcoal, acrylic medium, wire stitching, wax,
WOV[VZJVSSHIVYH[PVUZ^P[O1PT7L[LYZVUWHWLY¹_¹
7YP]H[LJVSSLJ[PVU)VZ[VU4(
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Collaboration  and  Negotiation:  
The  Ties  that  Bind
Kathline Carr
In Père Lachaise Cemetery, a couple of blocks from the apartment we were staying in, Jim and I looked for
Unica Zürn’s and Hans Bellmer’s gravesite, amidst the statuary and map-laden tourists. On our circuitous
URXWHZHWRRNYLGHRIRRWDJHRIWKHVHDUFKDQGDÁRFNRIEODFNELUGVPRYLQJIURPWUHHWRWUHH+DQVDQG
Unica are not on the list of important dead, so a combination of perusing the maps of others and dumb luck
ÀQDOO\JRWXVWKHUH7KH\DUHDWRXFKVWRQHFRXSOHIRUXV%HOOPHUZDVPRUHSHUYHUVH=UQPRUHPHQWDOO\
unstable than the two of us are; but there’s a temperamental resemblance. Zürn was a writer, taking on a
visual practice as well, in the form of exquisite drawings that are at once trippy and technically complex.
She and Bellmer collaborated as lovers and sharers of close space: I am speaking particularly of the rope
works, clearly assembled and photographed in their studio apartment. Zürn is tied up like a roast and
SKRWRJUDSKHGKHUÁHVKUHFRQÀJXUHGLQDPDVVRIVRIWIROGV
To live with Bellmer, Unica left her children behind, and she was stripped of her parental rights. Bellmer,
who was almost certainly an alcoholic, and Unica, a diagnosed schizophrenic, lived together in poverty
XQWLOVKHMXPSHGWRKHUGHDWKIURPWKHLUVL[WKÁRRUDSDUWPHQWDWDJH7KH\DUHEXULHGWRJHWKHUXQGHU
a granite slab engraved with “My love will follow you into eternity.” The bindings become more symbolic
of the intertwining of their lives and practices, the more one learns about the way they lived together. The
binding joined and constricted them, fused their respective madness into a multi-headed hydra writhing
on the fringes of the mid-century surrealist art scene in Paris.
Jim’s and my collaborative practices grow out of a similar binding, a continuation of a self-imposed exile
IURPZKDWRQHPLJKWSLFWXUHDVDQRUPDOFRKDELWDWLRQZKHUHSHRSOHOLYHVHSDUDWH\HWLQWHUVHFWLQJOLYHV:H
are the reverse: the intersection is broken by the occasional demands of society, which we avoid if we can.
Our art practices are necessarily close, with our present studios under one roof, as always. Friend and former
DGYLVRU-LOO0DJLRQFHGXEEHGRXUOLYHZRUNTXDUWHUVDVD´WHVWNLWFKHQµDQGWKDWLVDQDSWGHVFULSWLRQ:H
carry our studios with us wherever we go, making deposits in our photographic seed bank as we travel.
7KHÀUVWVHULHVRISKRWRJUDSKV-LPDQG,DFNQRZOHGJHGDVFROODERUDWLRQVFDPHRXWRIDVRMRXUQLQ3DULVLQ
RXUPRGHVRIZRUNLQJPDGHLWGLIÀFXOWWRLGHQWLI\WKHSKRWRJUDSKHULQPXFKRIWKHZRUN4XHVWLRQV
of authorship came to a head as we began using the photographs in our own respective work, and we felt
a precedent needed to be established. The deeper discussion arrived at the body as intellectual property.
From a theatrical or performance-based standpoint, either of us using these photos carte blanche would
be somewhat dismissive of the partnership in which they are devised. The nature of the photographic
sessions is an intimate theatricality, with one or the other of us directing the action, or creating scenarios
in play. The collaborative photographs differ from photos from life that Peters has used in the past: they
are not snaps taken around the house, and are not incidental, they are not stand-ins for a modeled pose.
7KH\DUHQRWVWROHQPRPHQWVFDSWXUHGRIDÀWIXOPXVH7KH\DUHQRWZKROO\DXWRELRJUDSKLFDOHLWKHU
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Kathline Carr
Superexposure 2009
Digital collection, images
(collaborations with
1PT7L[LYZHUK[L_[
HWWYV_ZSPKLZ

As in his paintings, autobiography in our photographic work is a subtle and elusive thing. Viewers, critics
and writers have attributed his paintings to his former wife, and subsequently me, rather across the board.
She and I pan up in the sieve that people shake the paintings through; in fact the truth is inscrutable,
XQUHDGDEOHE\RQORRNHUV7KH\FDQRQO\JXHVV:KLOHLWLVWUXHWKDW-LP·VZRUNKDVDOZD\VEHHQVRPHZKDW
imbued with his domestic situation, the way he and I work and live is more actively engaged in an
entwined sensibility. The paintings reveal this passionate closeness, for those who know, and the
photographs in the paintings do too. But you need to know nothing to look at the work, any of it. It is a
VWRU\WKDWFDQEHERUURZHGRUHODERUDWHGRQE\WKHYLHZHUDQGVKRXOGEH:KDW\RXQHHGWRNQRZLVWKH
photos are ours, we co-author all of them, for better or worse.
In Subcutaneous Reckoning S ZHKDYHSXWWRJHWKHUDWH[WLPDJHSLHFHUHODWLQJVRPHRIWKHVXEWH[WV
XQGHURXUVHDUFKIRUWKHRULJLQVRI%HOOPHU·VDQG=UQ·V´PDGORYHµ$IWHUÀYH\HDUVLWPLJKWEHDSSDUHQW
WRVRPHWKDW-LPDQG,DUHQRWDIÁLFWHGZLWKVRPHPDGQHVVPDQLIHVWLQJLWVHOILQDPLGOLIHZKLPIXHOHGE\
boredom, or an unfortunate tendency to womanizing. At the time we took the photos for SR, we were
IHHOLQJYHU\RXWFDVW,IHOWSDUWLFXODUO\H[SRVHG7KHYHU\SUHVHQFHRIP\ERG\ZKHQLWÀUVWDSSHDUHGLQ
his work invited a slew of verbal abuse and shunning. My vulnerability is palpable in the Subcutaneous
pictures, as I am marked with dark birds or nude in a public site. The scenes we depict in our digital work
reckon with vulnerability, exposure, passion and lust. Sometimes they are domestic in nature, other times,
not. It is a product of our living and working closely, foreheads pressed together, and to the lenses of our
respective cameras.



The Cabinet 
6PSVUJHU]HZ ^VVKWOV[VJVSSHIVYH[PVU^P[O2H[OSPUL*HYY¹_¹
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Untitled (Reclining Figure)  
6PSVUJHU]HZ^VVKTL[HSZOV^LYZ[HSSWSL_PNSHZZ¹_¹_¹



Baggage  
Oil on canvas, wood,
glass, 60” x 40”
7YP]H[L*VSSLJ[PVU
7OPSHKLSWOPH7(
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Truro Mother
 
Oil on canvas, wood,
¹_¹_¹
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Fanny on the Bayside 
6PSVUJHU]HZTL[HS^VVK¹_¹
*VSSLJ[PVUVM:HSS` *OYPZ3\[a5L^@VYR5@



Golden Room  
6PSVUIVHYK¹_¹
*VSSLJ[PVUVM)LU[VU4\ZL\T<UP]LYZP[`VM*VUULJ[PJ\[:[VYYZ*;
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Yellow Wall 
6PSVUJHU]HZ^H_[PUWHWLYNSHZZ¹_¹_¹
*VSSLJ[PVUVM/LYTHU:HUKSLY5L^@VYR5@
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Window 
6PSVUJHU]HZ^VVK^PYL¹_¹_¹
*VSSLJ[PVUVM(UUPL4\SSPUZ;Y\YV4(
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Red Studio, Blue Sky 
6PSVUJHU]HZ¹_¹
*VSSLJ[PVUVM:HYHO3\[a 1VOU=HU9LUZ5L^@VYR5@



Diver 2002/7
Oil on canvas, wood, wax, wire, 29” x 36” x 3”
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Bath in Italy  
6PSVUJHU]HZNYHWOP[L^VVK¹_¹_¹
*VSSLJ[PVUVM(UUH7VVY -YHUJPZ6SZJOHMZRPL
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Sea Barn 2002
6PSVUJHU]HZ^VVKWOV[V^H_¹_¹_¹
*VSSLJ[PVUVM1VOU,SSPZ.SV\JLZ[LY4(



Black Curtain 
Oil on canvas, wood, wax, 20” x 20” x 7”
7YP]H[L*VSSLJ[PVU5L^@VYR5@
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Blue Studio with Divan 2003
6PSVUJHU]HZ¹_¹
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Open Heart 2004/7
6PSVUJHU]HZ^VVK^H_NSHZZ¹_¹_¹



Night Bather 2002/7
6PSVUJHU]HZ¹_¹
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Kate Reading 
6PSVUJHU]HZTV\U[LKVUWHULS¹_¹
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74 Rue de Charonne 2009
6PSVUJHU]HZ¹_¹
7YP]H[L*VSSLJ[PVU)VZ[VU4(
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Studio with Black Painting and Figure 
6PS^VVKNSHZZWOV[VJVSSHIVYH[PVU^P[O2H[OSPUL*HYY¹_¹



Wig 
6PS^H_ZOLSSHJWHWLYWOV[VJVSSHIVYH[PVU^P[O2H[OSPUL*HYY¹_ ¹
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Pedestal 2006
Oil on canvas, photo,
NSHZZ¹_¹
*VSSLJ[PVUVM7YV]PUJL[V^U
(Y[(ZZVJPH[PVUHUK4\ZL\T
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Shadow 
Oil on canvas,
72” x 60”



TV 
Oil on canvas, photo (collaboration with Kathline Carr), glass, 46” x 62”
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Black Window 
6PSVUJHU]HZWOV[VJVSSHIVYH[PVU^P[O2H[OSPUL*HYYNSHZZ¹_¹
7YP]H[L*VSSLJ[PVU)VZ[VU4(



Two Black Windows 
Oil, conti, wax, photo (collaboration with Kathline Carr) on primed paper, 29” x 40”



Nightadoration (scene from an imaginary play) 
6PSVUJHU]HZ^VVK^H_^PYL¹_¹_¹



Kathline Carr & Jim Peters
Subcutaneous Reckoning 
WHNLZJSLHY[HWLIPUKPUN[HWLKHZZLTISHNLVMKPNP[HSPTHNLZHUK[L_[Z
+LKPJH[LK[V,YPJ9VOTLY ÄSTTHRLYHUK;HTP,UNZ[YVTT\YKLYLK-LIY\HY`

;OPZWHNLJV\U[LYJSVJR^PZLMYVT[VWSLM[!
*V]LYWW9LHY*V]LY
6WWVZP[LWHNLJV\U[LYJSVJR^PZLMYVT[VW!


WW W





Study in Gray and Red 
6PSVUJHU]HZ¹_¹



Nightswimmer 
6PSVUJHU]HZ¹_¹
*VSSLJ[PVUVM(SHU+PUZMYPLUK;Y\YV4(



Evening Blue 
Oil on canvas, 36” x 42”



Lust in the Brick Room 
6PSVUJHU]HZ¹_¹



Whose Dream is This? 2009
6PSVUJHU]HZ ¹_¹
(earlier stage)



Whose Dream is This? 2009
6PSVUJHU]HZ ¹_¹
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Requiem 
7SHZ[LY^VVKNSHZZNV\HJOL¹_¹_¹
*VSSLJ[PVUVM2H[OSPUL*HYY5VY[O(KHTZ4(



About  Jim  Peters

Solo exhibitions
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