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Style Wise
Expressing Your Unique Self

by Skye Moody
Novelist, essayist, photographer  

and world traveler
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ear with me: Our L-shaped loft has 
14-foot-high ceilings and several 
30-foot long, stark white gallery 

walls that demand BIG art. Until recently, 
we owned only one qualiier: Jerry and I 
agreed that my beloved vintage French 
circus poster, titled “Le Clown Amou-
reux” (The Lovesick Clown), belonged 
centered on one long wall facing into the 
bedroom space. Sweet, ya?  

Still, the loft is nearly 1,000 square feet, 
with loor-to-ceiling windows on just one 
narrow wall. That leaves over 120 feet 
of  bare wall space to ill (or not). Murals 
are out because of  the lease agreement. 
Yet each wall screams for a large, grand 
canvas. This involves the two of  us 
negotiating over the aesthetic properties 
of  enormous works of  art. Should be a 
snap, no?

Jerry orders online a massive paint-
ing that he loves. When it arrives, even 
he knows he’s lying through his teeth 
bragging on its aesthetic merits. I cannot 
peripherally eyeball this canvas without 
waves of  nausea literally swamping my 
equipoise. What had appeared to Jerry 
online as a multi-textured ictional South-
east Asian lag — if  all of  Southeast Asia 
were to unite — actually evokes a burnt 
hotdog, lat-ironed and splashed with 
ketchup and expired-label mustard. 

Pretending he’s overjoyed, Jerry im-
mediately hangs the hotdog on the most 
critical wall in our living area. Stand-
ing over his shoulder, I announce that 
this crapola will never hang where I 
live, nor where my friends gather. He 
then auditions it around the corner, on 
the short side of  the L, over a nouveau 
Chesterield in the media space. This 
does nada to enhance the space or 
transform the abstract’s ghastly tones 
and nuances. 

Weeks later, again online, Jerry hits 
upon what I have to admit looks like a 
ine landscape by Frank Carmichael, 
youngest painter of  Canada’s Group of  
Seven, whose landscapes command six-
igure price tags. Carmichael’s paintings 
are characterized by his contemporary, 
Emily Carr, as, “A little pretty and too 
soft, but pleasant.” The online ofer 
advertises an authorized hand-painted 
reproduction, causing me to cringe; yet 
a careful study of  the website and the 
painting’s price tag suggests quality and 
ofers a money-back guarantee. We pay 
under a thousand dollars, and when the 
painting arrives, I snatch the hotdog of 
the wall, replacing it with the safe, lovely 
Carmichael. This simple task involves the 
two of  us, a stepladder, and an abun-
dance of  mutual grousing. 

Maybe love really means never having to say, 

“That’s ugly.”

“I cannot peripherally eyeball this canvas without 

waves of  nausea literally swamping my equipoise.”

ART
BRUTALIST

and the Happy Home
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Brutalist Art: Continued on page 41
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Brutalist Art: Continued from page 7

Note to Self: Continued from page 31

A Serious Man (2009)
Pity poor Larry Gopnik. His wife has left him for another man, his kids are rebelling, his job is 
threatened, and the “new freedoms” of  the 1960s are completely bewildering this resident of  a 
Minneapolis suburb. Larry (played by the terriic character actor Michael Stuhlbarg) teaches phys-
ics, but for the irst time he’s lifting his head from his blackboard and wondering what life is all 
about. Because this is a ilm by the Coen brothers, the answers are both comedic and vaguely surre-
al (the movie opens with a 10-minute folk story in Yiddish, for instance). But as funny as the ilm is, 
there’s something grave and insightful about Larry’s existential panic. He wrestles with the way he 
seems to be getting unjustly punished despite the fact that he didn’t do anything. Or is that why he’s 
being punished? The Coens end A Serious Man on a suitably perplexing beat, but one that somehow 
its its darkly amusing portrait of  the ickle inger of  fate. (Available streaming on AmazonVideo, 
YouTube, iTunes, Vudu and Google Play.)

Entertain Your Brain: Continued from page 9

M U S I C  R E V I E W S

by Joe Rodriguez / Freelance music writer
“Where words fail, music speaks.” — Hans Christian Andersen
True Colors (Single) — Cyndi Lauper, The Body Acoustic, 2005

“True Colors” was a huge hit for new-wave artist Cyndi Lauper when it debuted in 1986. Hailing 
from Queens and looking like an older version of  ’80s TV star Punkie Brewster, Lauper started 
her career with a bang. Her freshman album She’s So Unusual was a massive hit and delivered her 
into music stardom, but it was the album True Colors that introduced her to a mainstream pop fan 
base. The single of  the same name skyrocketed to #1 on the charts. Over the years the song has 
been used in commercials, graduations, and as an anthem for gay rights causes. This re-recorded 
version of  the iconic piece is stripped down and simple. A twangy acoustic guitar and a gentle 
iddle replace the keyboard and solo guitar from the ’80s. Lauper’s childlike angelic voice has 
matured, replaced by a more vulnerable and richer voice reminiscent of  a younger Stevie Nicks. 
Lauper’s heartfelt singing provides encouragement to move past the pressures of  society and ind 
and express your own identity. Take her message to heart the next time you are asked to follow the 
crowd. Be yourself.

Try (Single) — Colbie Caillat, Gypsy Heart Side A, 2014

Colbie Caillat is most famous for being a free spirit with a happy demeanor and being a musi-
cal sensation thanks to Myspace. She has written songs for Taylor Swift and many others and has 
won a Grammy for her own performance. With “Try,” Caillat has taken on a less happy subject, 
the pressure our society puts on women and how the most important part of  a woman’s identity 
is what is most supericial. This ballad starts with a somber guitar and piano intro driving into her 
irst verse: “Put your make-up on. Get your nails done. Curl your hair. Run the extra mile. Keep it 
slim so they like you, do they like you?” This relective self-talk becomes a powerful message to all 
women. Caillat delivers this message of  encouragement by telling us to look into the mirror, like 
what you see, and be happy with who you are.

 I Got A Name (Single) — Jim Croce, I Got A Name, 1973
Discovered by ABC Records after years of  near misses with the music industry, singer-songwriter 
Croce quickly made up for lost time and started recording hit after hit. “I Got A Name” was one of  
the few songs he did not write himself. Despite this, he loved it because of  its theme of  identity and 
connection to the dreams his father had for him but never got to see happen before he died. Croce 
acts as the narrator of  his life journey and how he is proud of  his identity and what he is becom-
ing. In an unfortunate twist, he didn’t get to live out that journey: A week after recording this song 
and inishing up the album of  the same title, Croce, 30, and his band died in a horriic plane crash 
while on tour. The lame of  a songwriter in his prime, with an infectious smile, was extinguished 
forever, but this song and his proud name lives on.

“Hand me the measuring tape” sounds 
to my ear like, “Go hang yourself.” 

“Now the level; give me the level,” 
resonates as, “You’re so far of level 
you’re psychotic.” Finally, the results 
prove that despite many rough patches 
in our process, we have a winner on 
the wall. 

Now, for the long sides of  the L-
shaped domicile. By this time, you 
might think incorrectly that even if  we 
nattered over the hanging and level-
ing details, we seem to share a similar 
aesthetic sense.

Enter German painter Reinhard 
Stammer. Celebrated across Europe as 
an innovator of  the Brutalist romantic 
art strain, whose work often approxi-
mates — though doesn’t depict — 
rough sex for optimists, Reinhard’s 
work lights up all the right neurological 
pathways of  my aesthetic senses. Take 
the largest Stammer canvas I own: 
Approximately 47” x 39”, it’s a tender 
shade of  pink-washed canvas loaded 
with iconic, often naïf  imagery paying 
homage to birds, lowers, bare-breast-
ed maidens, cruciform and clowns. A 

single red tulip sprouts from the head 
of  an abstract female igure pedaling 
a unicycle. The white teeth of  a gray 
whale’s jaw verge on a supine human 
body, but the whale’s vaguely of-target 
and everything’s going to be OK. To 
me, this canvas shouts uninhibited joy. 
To Jerry, it shouts, “Divorce!”

A giant of  a man, Reinhard Stam-
mer’s gallery exhibitions attract huge 
crowds of  art aicionados around 
Europe and Russia. Stammer’s broad, 
sometimes sharply political canvases 
tower like the man himself  over his 
fans, folks with aesthetic sensibili-
ties that crave Dostoyevsky rants and 
Picasso-in-the-rough brutalist art 
forms. They know what they like, and 
not much of  it is American. Certainly 
not Stammer. 

Stammer can eke out evil in a fresh 
tulip and convince me that Satan has 
a kindly heart. His childlike images 
can speak softly, joyfully, playfully, but 
often with brutal, stark imagery, to his 
sophisticated fans. Alas, my husband, a 
streetwise New Yorker of  English and 
Portuguese descent, cannot walk past 

a Stammer canvas without shrieking 
— and men do shriek — demand-
ing his panaceas of  landscapes and 
safe abstracts. Thus, Herr Stammer 
has raised a wall of  marvelous graiti 
between us. As Jerry coos over Carmi-
chael’s realism, he demands Stammer 
go under the bed.

Since a loft allows for zilch privacy 
— the bathroom is the only room with 
loor-to-ceiling walls and a door — no 
place afords a private shrine to my 
current favorite artist. I’m left with this 
dilemma: My aesthetic needs live un-
der the bed and I pine for Reinhard’s 
canvases — I own three so far — just 
to breathe in the artist’s visions of  hon-
est, frantic joy.

When Jerry goes out and I am alone 
in the loft, I pull my Stammers from 
underneath the bed and place them 
reverently where I can bask in their 
brutalism, revel in their romance, 
gather in his playful pokes at the not-
so-natural world. One day soon, I plan 
to leave them out. I’ve always held that 
the only thing that should live under 
the bed is goblins. u   

On the back of  another picture, 
Mom has left us a short story about 
her favorite aunt, Betty, after whom 
my sister is named. In another photo, 
Mom’s parents are dancing on their 
wedding day, and the note on the back 
tells us where and when the wedding 
was held, as well as how they met. 
Each detail is a gift, a dot that helps 
connect us to the people in our past. 
Their stories are part of  ours. 

As I stack the pile of  pictures that 
I’d like for myself  and sort those for 
others to take, I make a vow to bring 
my pile to Mom, where I hope I’ll get 
answers to my questions about who 
these people were, and maybe some of  
their stories. I’m sure I’ve heard some 
of  this before, but now I’m older and I 
want to know more.

The experience makes me think of  
my own story, and maybe it does the 

same for you. Have we captured parts 
of  it to pass on and share, or will those 
stories die with us? I make a silent 
commitment to take the time to jot 
notes on a photo,  record my voice on 
my phone, recite a favorite poem for 
someone who will never hear my voice 
in person. What stories do you hold 
dear about you and your life? Pass 
them on now. It’s not too early, nor is it 
too late, to start. u

“The house is 

wallpapered with the 

stories of  the people whose 

images are captured under 

the glass and ixed in a 
frame.”
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