




“Our teaching will be most infectious if it is based on our own thought, our own 
discoveries, our own experiences. Therefore, education demands first the self-
education of the teacher.”
- Josef Albers 

 In electronics, the definition of regeneration is a feedback process in 
which energy from the output of an amplifier is fed back to the grid circuit to 
reinforce the input. What if the “output amplifier” was a painter, and the “grid 
circuit” was a student, and the “input” that was created became art?
 The act of being an artist is a collaborative process. Embedded in our 
daily lives is the filtering of information and the shuffling of ideas. To teach 
involves prioritizing those ideas to share our thoughts with others. To paint 
involves the realization of ideas into tangible form. Through collaboration we 
are adding to our creative intelligence. In an ideal situation, art educators 
strive to impart their knowledge to their students, and in return gain a deeper 
understanding of their discipline reinforcing the relevance of their own work. 
This exhibition highlights the regeneration of thought in painting, by linking the 
translation of visual ideas created by sixteen painter-teachers through several 
generations to the teaching of Josef Albers. Students and teachers worked 
together over the past four years to create this exhibition: an exhibition that 
explores the very idea of influence.
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Exhibition Statement



The artists in Re-Generation are Heather Brammeier, Reni Gower, Heather 
Harvey, Ric Haynes, Victor Kord, Richard Lytle, Ron Markman, Deirdre Murphy, 
Richard Emery Nickolson, Alice Oh, Carrie Patterson, Richard Raiselis, Edward 
Shalala, Robert Slutzky, Reba Stewart, and Lois Swirnoff. In the Project Room 
I have curated a show titled: Siri Berg: It’s All About Color III. The ReGeneration 
show is dedicated to Siri in honor of her work as a teacher and artist.

I want to thank former student and research assistant Brittany Sigley for her 
steadfast loyalty in making this exhibition possible; former students Erica Maust 
and Kelton Bumgarner for their multiple contributions, my students that continue 
to inspire, Richard Nickolson, Joan Ockman, The Artists, Fred Horowitz, my 
former teachers, The Geneviève McMillan and Reba Stewart Foundation, The 
Emily Mason and Wolf Kahn Foundation, The Albers Foundation, St. Mary’s 
College of Maryland, Maryland Institute College of Art, The Painting Center, 
Jim Gallagher, and most importantly my family.



Re-generating Josef Albers by Jennifer Cognard-Black

  Das Ziel des Lebens:  The aim of life
  Lebende Wesen   is living creatures
  Das Ziel der Kunst:  The aim of art
  Lebend Werke   is living creations

      —Josef Albers 
      Poems and Drawings, 19581 

 Regeneration:  recreation, rebirth, reincarnation—but also repair, replacement, and 
regrowth.  To regenerate is to have a second chance, a physical or psychic do-over.  If 
a salamander loses its tail, it grows a new one.  If a disciple doubts his faith, he can be 
redeemed.  If an artist blunders, she starts anew.  “Designing begins with fumbling,” said 
Josef Albers.  “[W]e can learn a great deal from that. . . .  [I]t is really the work that matters, 
not the results. . . .  I am grateful to those who made mistakes.”2   To Albers, mistakes were 
slices of liverwurst—not pretty on the plate, but nourishing.
 Even when a piece of art was finished, Albers found endless possibilities for re-
seeing it.  His teaching was a pedagogy of the eye, not art.3   He taught pupils—students 
as well as the dark, circular opening at the center of their eyes—to re-see, re-vision.  Still, 
even more important than eyesight, Albers said, “is what happens beyond the retina, in our 
mind.”4   Observation plus perception:  the gaze that engages both mind and heart, bone 
and soul.  Albers sought the imagined landscape, the dream portrait, the fantasized color 
as much as the material fact that cadmium makes red or cobalt blue.  As his color classes 
at Black Mountain and Yale made clear, in different lights, on different walls, or against 
different objects, a painting’s hue, light-value, and intensity would shift and change—as 
iridescent as leaves on a tree moving in sunlight, wind, rain, or snow.  Warm colors became 
1 Albers, Josef.  Albers:  Poems and Drawings.  New Haven, CT:  Readymade Press, 1958.  np.
2 Albers, Josef.  “Fundamental Design of Today.”  NY:  Museum of Modern Art, 1941.  A transcript of a five-day workshop held from 16–22 
July, 1941, archived in the Josef Albers Papers, Manuscripts and Archives, Sterling Memorial Library, Yale University Library, New Haven, Connecticut.
3   “I never taught art, I think. . . .  I have never taught painting.  Instead I have taught seeing.”  Albers, Josef.  Interview on BBC radio.  
London, 21 June 1968.  Cassette tape recording and transcript archived at the Josef and Anni Albers Foundation, Bethany, Connecticut.
4 Albers, Josef.  Search Versus Re-Search.  Hartford, CT:  Trinity College Press, 1969.  21.



cool.  Hard surfaces soft.  Sand turned to gold.  Yet another 
meaning of regeneration:  transformation—a change that alters 
the sum and substance of the changed.  
 The verb “regenerate” comes from the Latin—from re 
meaning “again” and generare meaning “create.”  To create 
again.  To conjure.  To make magic.  Christ regenerated Lazarus, 
restoring him, four days dead, from the tomb.  A miracle.  Dr. 
Frankenstein regenerated his monster, watching the “dull yellow 
eye of the creature open” as it “breathed hard, and a convulsive 
motion agitated its limbs.”5   A disaster.  Both resurrections are 
moments of the deepest magic.  Both transform cold, clodded 
death into sensible, warm motion.6   And yet one is joyful, the 
other grotesque.  Residing within the definition of the word 
“regenerate” are these contradictions of the renewed and the 
renegade—for, though now obscure, a “regenerate” was once 
the name of a corrupt person, a reprobate, a bum.  Regeneration 
is, then, both danger and possibility, horror and wonder all at 
once.  Within the gift of life is always already the specter of death.
 The sixteen painters of Re-Generation make this same 
magic.  To crib an Albers metaphor, they take one plus one 
and make three.  Their paintings are shining and alive—the 
difference between reading the word “fire” and being burned.7   
They synthesize line, shape, and color into art that is both 
thrilling and dangerous, lovely and wild.  And their paintings are 
ever-changing, never stable.  Their lines deceive, their shapes 
elude, their colors twist.  These sixteen painters are inheritors of 
the Albersian notion of a Schwindel—that giddy, shifting, sliding, 
5 Shelley, Mary.  1818.  Frankenstein:  or, the Modern Prometheus.  London:  Thomas David-
son, 1823.  97-98.
6 “Ay, but to die, and go we know not where; / To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot; / This sen-
sible warm motion to become / A kneaded clod[.]”  Shakespeare, William.  Measure for Measure.  III:i.
7   In his Essay Concerning Human Understanding, John Locke argues that individuals must not simply 
comprehend ideas through language; rather, they must be moved by them—they must know them experientially 
in order to appreciate them fully.  For instance, he wrote, “I believe [a man] will allow a very manifest difference 
between dreaming of being in [a] fire, and being actually in it.”  This notion was later famously adopted by Calvinist 
preacher Jonathan Edwards, who echoed the notion that to read the word “fire” and to be burned by it were distinct 
experiences.  Locke, John.  An Essay Concerning Human Understanding with The Author’s Last Additions and Cor-
rections; and an Analysis of the Doctrine of Ideas.  London:  J. F. Dove, 1828.  378.



marvelous and pernicious vertigo induced by color.8 
 First and foremost, color is of the senses—not merely sight 
but also taste and touch, smell and sound.  For Albers, color was 
synesthesia:  the smell of a Cuban cigar or the taste of a roast-beef 
dinner with a nice glass of Burgundy.9   Similarly, for Victor Kord, 
color is sound.  A found pattern becomes a melody, contrasting colors 
either dissonance or euphony.  His paintings jazz the eyes—riffing 
blue, repeating yellow, swapping the melody line among the greens.  
Kord’s paintings sing low then trumpet high, scatting in-between like 
Ella Fitzgerald.  But color can also be touch:  the tips of fingers, the 
down of cheeks.  Ric Haynes’ thick strokes revive a tactile past.  A 
long-dead soldier resuscitates through shapes both orange-new and 
gray-withered, textures of fire and ash, skin and memory.  Akin to the 
doubleness of a daguerreotype, Haynes’ paintings etch and flash 
their soldier subjects, two dimensions momentarily becoming three.  
For color is, too, a three-dimensional human body—round, solid, and 
palpable.  Heather Harvey’s sculptural paintings mimic these curves 
and hollows of the human, with our tastes of iron and salt, our smells 
of sweat and weather.  Following the curvature of Harvey’s work, 
a viewer feels active in both flesh and fissure—what Albers called 
necessary negativa, the space between two fingers.  To paint atoms 
as well as the humming space between them is to feel and to see 
with the whole soul:  Albers’ physical and actual facts.10   Synesthesia.  
Synthesis.
 Yet if color is a body, it is also desire.  Ntozake Shange’s 
dramatic character the lady in red—a harlot, a heart—is delighted to 
8 According to Albers, colors can create vertigo or dizziness—Schwindel—in a viewer.  “The late 
abstract painter Josef Albers, with whom I years ago shared a double house, once performed for me a simple 
color experiment. First he painted two identical but separated squares of Van Gogh yellow. Then he proceeded to 
surround one of the squares with a broad band of blue, the other with a broad band of red. ‘Look again,’ he said, 
‘are the squares the same color?’ Now they looked quite different. One had been pushed toward green. It was a 
greenish yellow. The other had been pushed toward orange. It was an orangey yellow. ‘Are they the same?’ he 
pressed me. ‘No, they are now quite different yellows,’ I said. ‘Ja, natürlich,’ he said with a gleam of satisfaction 
in his eye, ‘Das ist ein Schwindel!’” (189-190).  Albert, William Levi.  “Love, Rhetoric, and the Aristocratic Way of 
Life.”  Philosophy & Rhetoric. 17:4. 1984. 189-208.
9 Quoted from a telephone interview in Horowitz, Frederick A. and Brenda Danilowitz.  Josef Albers:  
To Open Eyes.  London:  Phaidon Press, 2009.  198.
10 Albers, Josef.  Search Versus Re-Search.  Hartford, CT:  Trinity College Press, 1969.  21.



be and to feel such variegated desire:
 . . .allow[ing] those especially
 schemin / tactful suitors
 to experience her body & spirit
 tearin / so easily blendin with theirs / 
 & they were so happy
 & lay on her lime sheets full & wet
 from her tongue     she kissed
 them reverently     even ankles
 edges of beards…. 11

As with the body, in nature the color red defines creation and violence, 
life and death:  dirt, birth, sex, blood and fire.  In Ron Markman’s 
Mukfa paintings, characters’ eyes sometimes literally see red, their 
irises scarlet as sin—or as love.  The Wonderland they inhabit is 
a crazy quilt of color:  a fiery mash-up of yellow- and green-faced 
creatures riding in the Toot Toot and Honk Honk of cadmium-colored 
Mukbuses.  Akin to Reni Gower’s own Wonderlands of kaleidoscopic 
circles or Deirdre Murphy’s rainbowed bird-worlds beyond the clouds 
or Richard Lytle’s surreal terrains of hot-house flowers against ash-
brown branches, such paintings burn a viewer’s body with passion 
and madness:  the emotional red of lust, love, fever, and anger.  
These alternate worlds make us feel as well as see—our heart’s in 
our eyes.  What we see, we feel; what we feel, we are.
 Heather Brammeier, too, takes our eyes down yet another 
rabbit hole, although her invented landscape is more Charlie’s than 
Alice’s.  Now we ride black twists of licorice whips or are caught in 
technicolor stripes of chewing gum—cantaloupes of oompa loompas 
ever lumbering at our backs.  Many of the paintings in Re-Generation 
offer up such vivid tastes—new or unusual or pleasing flavors.  “I try 
to cook every day another. . .pancake,” said Albers.  “[A]nother smell, 
another taste.”12   In Alice Oh’s work, we taste the mood indigo of 

11 Shange, Ntozake.  1975.  For Colored Girls who have Considered Suicide when the Rainbow is 
Enuf.  NY:  Scribner, 1997.  33
12 Glueck, Grace.  “Each Day, Another Pancake.”  New York Times.  5 December 1971:  D24.



blueberries, the tranquil mint of pale-green leaves.  Within Richard 
Nickolson’s quiet kitchen sits a tiny yellow cup of morning espresso, 
a corn-colored mixing bowl, the yolk of an egg.  Through Edward 
Shalala’s canvas window, we smell the nut-brown taste of dough—
like pollen, flour fills the air, dust caught down our shirts and in our hair, 
yeast bubbling to the surface of a warm loaf.  As Mark Winegardner 
says in his collection of food essays, We Are What We Ate, “Taste it.  
Swallow.  Close your eyes.  Roll your tongue around in your mouth.  
You’re there.”13   Here—tasting an Alice Oh garden.  Here—tasting 
Richard Nickolson’s silent house.  Here—tasting Edward Shalala’s 
raw window.  
 In circling the wheel of the body’s colors, however, we may 
forget the necessary negativa of gray, white, and black.  In his book 
Chromophobia, David Batchelor argues that viewers “get drawn into 
seeing colour and white as opposites” and that actually we prefer the 
clean, cold blankness of white or gray, for “[c]olour is dangerous.”14   
For Batchelor, a whitescape is, in part, a “model for how a body ought 
to be:  enclosed, contained, sealed.”15   Color refuses the jar, the box 
or the lid.  Color runs.  
 Yet Albers would not have agreed, for he thought all colors 
equal—white, gray, and black were colors as much as red, yellow, 
and blue.  Albers said that colors danced minuets together, held doors 
open for each other, argued, fought, or made love.  “Related colors 
became nieces, nephews, second cousins; some were children who 
reflected the qualities of the parents.”16   This metaphor is yet another 
meaning, then, of re-generation, for colors are perpetual heirs to 
each other, beneficiaries of hereditary closeness.  In his silhouette 
paintings of telephone poles at dawn or dusk, Richard Raiselis 
creates tension and symbiosis between such familial shades:  like 
the physical closeness of mother and daughter or father and son, 
13 Winegardner, Mark.  “Introduction.”  We Are What We Ate:  24 Memories of Food.  Ed. Mark Win-
egardner.  Washington, DC:  Share Our Strength, Inc., 1998.  1–17.  9.
14 Batchelor, David.  Chromophobia.  London:  Reaktion Books, 2000.  13, 23.
15 Ibid, 19.
16 Horowitz, Frederick A. and Brenda Danilowitz.  Josef Albers:  To Open Eyes.  London:  Phaidon 
Press, 2009.  198.



these inky black poles and whip-thin wires are reliant upon the 
citrine sky.  So, too, with Robert Slutzky, whose perpendicular grids 
of yellow or red or aquamarine acquire an astonishing ability to float, 
supported by nothing but rain-gray air—or, perhaps, that same stony 
air is pinned to these flying squares of tic-tac-toe.  Reba Stewart:  
sunrise or sunset, surf or shore, air or earth, she offers a landscape 
without perspective—a blurring, shifting, interdependent horizon of 
pink mountain, lavender sky, and a mauve-serene sea.  And Lois 
Swirnoff’s paintings depict yet another interdependence:  an on-
going discourse between like-minded tones and intensities—the kind 
of ceaseless, luscious discussions one finds between lovers over 
coffee and cigarettes.
 But to return to seeing the colors of Re-Generation not just 
as parents and children, siblings and lovers, but also as rebirth:  as 
re-vision, re-memory.  In Toni Morrison’s Pulitzer-prize-winning novel 
Beloved, a character named Baby Suggs, a grandmother whose 
“past had been like her present—intolerable,” spends the last few 
weeks of her life confined to bed, “pondering color.”  As Morrison’s 
narrator notes:

 Winter in Ohio was especially rough if you had an appetite 
for color.  Sky provided the only drama, and counting on a 
Cincinnati horizon for life’s principle joy was reckless indeed. 
So [Baby Sugg’s daughter] Sethe and [her granddaughter]
Denver did what they could. . . . .  Sethe would oblige her 
with anything from fabric to her own tongue.17 

The idea that color is “life’s principle joy” is precisely in keeping with 
Albers’ own excitement, even ecstasy, in teaching his color classes.  
“Just putting colors together is the excitement of it,” he said.18   And 
yet color isn’t mere exhilaration—it is also, according to Albers, “a 
psychic effect.”19   A psychic effect is simultaneously emotional, 
spiritual and intellectual.  Psychic powers are supernatural, 
17 Morrison, Toni.  Beloved:  A Novel.  NY:  Alfred A. Knopf, 1987.  4.
18 Glueck, Grace.  “Each Day, Another Pancake.”  New York Times.  5 December 1971:  D24.
19 Quoted from class notes taken by Sewell Sillman in Horowitz, Frederick A. and Brenda Danilowitz.  
Josef Albers:  To Open Eyes.  London:  Phaidon Press, 2009.  202.



otherworldly, extrasensory, while a psychic person is said to be intuitive, clairvoyant, in 
possession of a sixth sense.  Color, then, is also metaphysical—and its potential transformative.  
 At a crucial point in Morrison’s Beloved, Sethe defines the experience of what she calls 
“re-memory”:  

Some things you forget. Other things you never do . . . .  [But p]lace, places are still 
there.  If a house burns down, it’s gone, but the place—the picture of it—stays, and not 
just in my rememory, but out there, in the world.  What I remember is a picture floating 
around out there outside my head.  I mean, even if I don’t think it, even if I die, the picture 
of what I did, or knew, or saw is still out there.  Right in the place where it happened.20 

Color is joy, and color is also rememory—the pictures of what we humans do, know, and see. 
In Carrie Patterson’s wood-block paintings, she rememories the pleasure of interior spaces 
by translating them into the language of color.  A large red square is the sun setting through 
a chapel window, the long lines on either side a prismatic effect of light through stained glass.  
A thin rectangle of deep blue is the on-coming twilight, while gray and grayish-blue squares 
are the rough, cool stones placed one on top of the another to form this strong chapel wall.  A 
hundred years from now—a thousand—Patterson’s rememory of these architectural colors will 
be as solid and sure as the chapel itself, now in ruin.  Her wildfire red, her sapphire blue, her 
slate-silver gray will regenerate this space:  its materiality and its poetry.
 In one of Albers’ own poems, he wrote “The aim of life / is living creatures / The aim 
of art / is living creations[.]”  Art rememories life, allowing life to be regenerated endlessly.  
Individual human lives end—we die.  And yet art—the memory of the collective life—is immortal.  
Each time a viewer beholds its colors, recognizes its shapes, and follows its lines, painting is 
re-born in the viewer’s eyes.  Rejuvenation.  Restoration.  Renewal.  At 83 years old, being 
interviewed for the New York Times, Albers said, “What interests me is the way [colors] marry, 
interpenetrate, and produce the baby, the color that is their product together. . . .  When you see 
how each color helps, hates, penetrates, touches, doesn’t, that’s parallel to life.”21   And this is the 
crucial challenge to viewers of the Re-Generation exhibit:  to see how these paintings produced 
by Albers’ students, as well as the students of those students, exemplify both independence 
and interdependence.  How these paintings produce “babies”—the next generation, the new 
generation, the Re-Generation of the art of seeing.

20 Morrison, Toni.  Beloved:  A Novel.  NY:  Alfred A. Knopf, 1987.  36.
21 Glueck, Grace.  “Each Day, Another Pancake.”  New York Times.  5 December 1971:  D24.


