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4. Years find 
Dimensions re/sorted, 
Variety. 

We gather flowers 
For fully colored rooms. 

RUNNING ON EMPTY: An Artist's Life 
in New York 

"You need to build up your stamina." 
"Paint larger paintings." 
"You need a larger studio. " 
"Move downtown." 
"Rent a basement space." 
"Simplicity." 
"Just paint; don't think so much." 
"You have too many ideas." 
"Your work is too complex." 
"You painted this?" 

SUSAN BEE 

"I like the way everything is painted but the area under the chair." 
"The images are great." 
"It's humanist and psychological. " 
"It's not narrative enough." 
"Put $50 more paint on the canvas." 
"Use bigger brushes." 
"I like everything but the hair." 
"They're very handsome." 
"I like them but I can't use them." 
"They're quite interesting." 
"They're not for us." 
"Come back in six months." 
"Is this a painting of The Flood?" 
"I get it -- it's about the blending of cultures that we all live with everyday." 
"These should be more well-known." 
"They're really funny." 
"Don't be bitter." 
"The brushwork is not aggressive enough." 
"These may be too political. " 
"We're booked up right now." 
"Call us in a few months." 
"Your work is a jumble." 
"This painting is clearly the culmination of your work." 
"Do you do works on paper?" 
"Is all your work that size?" 
"I like everything but the background." 
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"You could paint even bigger." 
"What's that supposed to mean?" 
"How much is it?" 
"Are these realistic?" 
"Paint ten more like that." 
"Don't call us we'll call you." 
"Come back when you've got more." 
"Your time will come." 
"Don't be discouraged." 
"Too many colors. " 
"Loosen up." 
"Don't believe what dealers tell you." 
"At least you're working." 
"It takes time." 
"Don't be impatient." 
"You're not ambitious enough." 
"Your slides are lost." 
"Your work's too personal." 
"Don't believe what other artists tell you." 
"Why don't you paint on the other wall?" 
"Too much sexual imagery. " 
"You're still painting?" 
"It's narrative and nonnarrative at the same time." 
"Of course, your hand will develop in ten years." 
"I get it now." 
"So where do you want to show?" 
"He can't sell anything." 
"Where do you get those images?" 
"Send me your slides." 
"I like your old work better." 
"Come back when you've got six more." 
"Keep working." 
"Just ignore the outside world." 
"Go to more openings." 
"Introduce yourself to her." 
"I'll recommend you." 
"It's too lyrical." 
"I get it." 
"I don't get it." 
"U se your whole arm." 
"These seem big enough." 
"Just keep working -- something will happen." 
"Oh." 
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All quotes verbatim. 

MOTHER BASEBALL 
VANAL YNE GREEN 

"Did it ever occur to you," I recently asked a friend, "that baseball is 
played on the landscape of the female body?" 

"Yeah, sure," he responded, "all those little men in the middle of a 
big womb, trying to inseminate the field with their balls, yeah. But you 
can't reduce it to that, you know." 

Oh yes I can, I thought. Why not? Men do it. Baseball, they say, is 
America; or baseball is the individual versus the universe; baseball is 
statistics and ordering. Why can't baseball be seen as a pagan spectacle 
about the cycles of birth and death? Seasonal contests to promote fertility 
and the ripening of crops underlie most primitive ritual. The word pagan 
originates with the Latin , or country -- something to think about 
when sportswriters reminisce about baseball's pastoral beginnings. 

Mother baseball. I enjoy speculating about its bloody beginnings as 
a fertility rite. Funny that with all the verbiage about the sport no one 
mentions the obvious structural relationship between a baseball stadium and 
a womb: in design,a stadium is both a circle and a "Y," two notorious 
female symbols. The curved and sloping shape of the stands is like a plush 
endometrium in which we fans cozy up to watch a lone batter square off 
against the universe. In the bowels of the mother, her reassuring presence 
presides over our humble attempts to reconcile the desire to live forever with 
hard, brutal facts. 

But I do not worship at the altar of the Great Goddess. Unlike some 
feminists, I don't write wommin for women just to get rid of "men," and 
I'm not a member of a coven. The remarkable likeness that a baseball 
stadium bears to a womb means little in and of itself. But 50,000 people 
sitting in a monolithic uterus is an interesting notion to contemplate. I 
especially like to think about that when announcers describe players' bats as 
fast, corked, dead, quiet, live, or as loaded barrels -- and pitches as high 
hard ones. 

* 
I went to my first game two years ago, at Yankee stadium. I hiked 

up the concrete ramps that encircle the stands and as I came out into the 
open, I saw a beautiful canyon of green, summer green, and light, the way 
it is at dusk, filling the basin of that space. And it was as if I'd just 
discovered a secret, but a secret that everyone else knew and took for 
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