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When I look out at the world I see patterns, gestures and narratives that suggest arcs 
through space and time.   When I explore forms in nature I see evolutionary responses to 
engineering challenges.  When I consider humanity, I am struck by how the same stories 
repeat themselves in an unending behavioral cycle.   

Contemporary technologies, both informational and structural, have presented a 
multidimensional palette through which traditional artistic categories can be commingled and 
expanded, making it a very exciting time to be a sculptor.  Every piece of sculpture I create 
presents me with its own set of rules, and the expressive opportunities offered by today’s 
palette frees me from being particularly wedded to any narrow set of materials, techniques or 
themes.  Nevertheless, experience has winnowed out a few recurring patterns:

I tend to make art that moves.  There is something inherently satisfying about being 
able to visually follow the transformation of the simple circular motion of a crank or a motor 
into the articulated grasping motion of a bird’s claw or the choreography of a fish leaping to 
catch a bug.  The spinning out of yarns, or tales, from simple input cycles reflects our own 
humble beginnings in the cycle of life and death and the richness of narrative possibility in the 
interim.  

Many of my pieces forgo a particular narrative arc and instead seek to add rhythmic 
complexity to the cycle, creating mechanical expressions that have more in common with 
dance or music than with storytelling.  Often  these abstractions carry suggestions of natural 
rhythms, like rain or blowing grass, or bubbles rising in a column of water.   I’m also deeply 
drawn to the engineering prowess of Mother Nature.  An engineer and dancer at heart, I can’t 
help trying my own hand at some of the kinds of choreography I see in the natural world -- from 
the unfurling of fiddlehead ferns to the sinuous motions of fish swimming or even of a belly 
dancer.  But I know my place.  I also try to maintain a sense of humor and humility in view of the 
absurdity of such a quest.  If I strike a balance between elegance, humor, and melancholy, I call 
it a good day.


