Brenda Zlamany

Recently 1 began @ portrait of a child. A peculiar situa-
fion where the mother views her ohild ar @ serves of
Jragmentary moments ... Here s the story.

T The childs mother, a Jriend of @ frend, called me and
asked if'T would make a parnting of her child, She had
been folloesing my wwork and was familiar coith an dutense
Pasnting I had done of sur mutwal friend, Peter, who 1s
HIV-positive. Portrarts hrve a way of serving one's mor-
tality up on a plate, especially if you are already thinking
abaut 1. Amyeay, this weman and Peter had another
Sriend who died of AIDS. He left some money to the
child. Before he dice, they had discussed using the money
Jor-a painting of the boy by me.

I never new this guy, dut this i the sort of thing from
@ karmic point of vieww that one says yes b ...

It woas alvo snteresting to me that the womean, after look-
ing at my work, felt that fer child looked like a subject
Srom a patnting by me. I had never seen him .. My sub-
Jeets tend to be intense, sometimes morbid, She sent me
Photos. He was anusual ... in a Holbein way. I sow
what she meant.

1 began the painting ... meeting the child . taking hun-
dreds of photes of Fam .. sketching .. [ had q couple
of good directions ... | called @ meeting 1o show her
the material. This &5 something I never do. My source
material is private. But this situation was different - it
was more personal.

S0 zoe met at the photo lub .. [ spread all the photos out
or an enormous ight table ... She looked them over and
said casually she twas gotny to break 5t down to the
parts. What she was talbing about ... ? She then began
explaining hotw in various images there were individual
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parts and characteristics that T should note. She way
specific ... These were Ais lips, full and pouty, in one
Pliote but with a shight smile [Fom another dul woith
the lighting from yet another and the rosiness of anoifer
and the dampness of another and the slighely parted Ifps
i another ... that woas just the mouth ...

There was something strange about this. She did not vive
her child in sin gle moment .. It reminded me of cubiim
— stmudtaeity. If I buslt her thiv vivtual child, it would
noi fook anything like hum. It i physically impossibl, for
sstance {0 fave @ pout and a smile at the same time .
1 began to think about hew to approach this ... I need
ta knvz the paris and the parts of the parts separately
as indivrduals or as events. | meed to see her child as
she does: as Fragments. 1 began to draw.
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