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EYE WITNESS

Eye Witness is a project comprised of 
more than 50 objects culled from the studios of artists and
curators who have shown with Hampden Gallery over the past decades. The collected objects
speak to the material and conceptual inspirations of the artists. Collectively, the objects offer
viewers a peek into the private world of the artist’s studio.
Through their observation, viewers become eyewitnesses to the creative process. The collection
includes objects that have journeyed to the gallery from far and wide. Most of them are
irreplaceable. Their value measured in increments of human connectivity, memories, and
associations.
Some of the objects appear to have a direct connection to the artist’s work. Others suggest a
more obscure relationship. There are those that link the artist to a significant person, place or
time. There are others that appear to be functional. Then there are objects that seem to hold
their own kind of natural beauty. Some are plastic, some wood, others metal, glass or stone.
There are objects that are singular, and objects that have been mass produced.
It is our intention that these objects inspire wonder similar to that of the Wunder Kammer
(Cabinet of Curiosities) of the 18th Century.

Sally Curcio and Anne LaPrade Seuthe
Cocurators Eye Witness
2015
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Michele Basora

Jackie Boudreau

Candace BradburyCarlin

Carla Carpenter

It’s all about color.
the saturated blue of the pool ball,
It calls to me,
daring me to be inspired.

Donnabelle Casis

Eileen Claveloux
This is a Scaup Duck, carved for me by my dad. The bottom has an inscription in pencil:
LA Claveloux
Christmas 1985 Love Dad
My dad loved ducks. He was always fascinated by them and was a hunter for some years. I can
remember the tangle of decoys and line filling the trunk of his car. He carved this after he’d
stopped hunting. Having it reminds me of a hunting trip my brother and I went on with my dad. It
was very dark and bitter cold and quite wet. We caught nothing.
In 1987 my dad suffered a spinal cord injury, rendering him a very high level quadriplegic.
Having anything he made with hicapable hands became very precious. He lived for 11 more
years, unable to ever move those hands again.
This duck is alw2ays present wherever I live, a reminder of my very sweet dad. It feels so lovely
that he took the time and huge effort to make this just for me.

Jeanette Cole

Joyce Conlon

I started cutting out pictures of bras from lingerie ads because I thought the shapes were
interesting. When I placed the forms upside down I was amused to see they looked vaguely
bovine. Cutout shapes led to using actual bras as a stencil in a series of paintings. This
particular bra was found among the belongings of a deceased family member.

Jesse Connor

Found Object
Basement workshop
A man who stopped working
House for sale
Hand tools given away
From one hand to another
Pipes and conduits
Water/Heat/Blood/Metal
Pressure/Regulation/Flow
Heart

Amy Corey

While not technically a found object, the original skein of silk was so horribly tangled that it was
unworkable trash. I mailed it to a friend across the country who graciously untangled it. As a
member of Knot A Problem, she and other generous individuals invite hapless yarn lovers to
send their yarnpuzzles for them to solve. This remaining end of skein of silk, though useless
“trash,” I find the combination of colors, textures and memories both inspirational and
sentimental.

Alexia Cota

Damian Cote

This combination of a slave mask and a Styrofoam mannequin head has lived in my studio for
over 10 years.
The head has functioned as a base for removing excess paint from a brush, ever changing
beneath the mask.
The mask is a direct representation of me feeling cursed as an artist. Like being a slave it is
work that 
has
to be done and not something that seems optional.
No other place to be
No other purpose

Josiah Cuneo

Holly Curcio

Mariel Daniels

Enclosed in an olive jar is a block of rocky mud obtained from a bay in Trenton, Maine that
overlooks Blue Hill from E.B. White’s famous “Charlotte’s Web.” This is a place my mother
introduced to me as a kid, where she encouraged the use of nature as my muse for perusing
the creation of art. Though it started off with simple illustrations of tide pools and reflections of
storm clouds in the water, I started sculpting with the sludge, rocks, seaweed, and driftwood
brought to me by the water. During this time I was fortunate to meet nearby artists who also
used natural elements like wood and clay with utilitarian means. It motivated me to continue
thinking three dimensionally about the minerals in the chunks of mud and the process of wood
deterioration.
Over time I collected mud and driftwood from the beach and stored it on my back porch. The
driftwood ended up chewed and eaten by Toby, my dog, and molded under a fresh coat of bird
feces. I still had mud saved in containers and was able to purify it into a slip for my ceramic
forms. This jar of mud is a childhood memento to the challenge my mother and Maine presented
in thinking both more naturally and scientifically in the materials I utilize artistically.

Hanlyn Davies

My father was working as a furnaceman in an ALCOA aluminum factory, where he would smelt
and pour metals into molds to make aluminum ingots. Inevitably there would be spillage,
sometimes in interesting configurations, such as the figurine now on display in this exhibit. At
the end of his shift he brought it home, and identified it as being a “Mother and Child”. And
indeed it was. Until recognized and named it was just spillage, but now this found object had
been given meaning and context. I have referenced it in quite a number of my paintings and
drawings, and continue to appreciate it for my father’s perfect gesture of ‘adhocism’ in action.

Jim Doubleday

Bonaventure Druschel
Sunflowers have brought me such joy over the years especially when life challenges happen.
The one thing that could always make me happy and feel good instantly was looking at a
photograph of a sunflower and even better was being in a sunflower field with them.
My whole life I have been surrounded by flowers, trees, and gardens. For years my
grandparents were onion farmers in western Massachusetts. And, my love of sunflowers were a
gift from my Babchi (Polish for grandmother) Sophie.
When I was a little kid on a spring day, she took me outside to her flower garden and said,
“Bonnie, open your hand, I have a surprise for you.” And in my hand, she placed two seeds.
“You’re going to grow your own sunflowers,” she said. With a pointed finger, she poked a hole in
the soil, dropped in the seeds, added a little water from her dented aluminum watering can, then
covered the seeds with soil and poured a little more water on top. She reached into her apron
pocket, pulled out a popsicle stick then wrote my name on it with her sharpie pen. I bent down
and stuck it in the ground next to our new planting—I’ll never forget that moment.
From that day forward, every time I visited her, the first thing I did was run out to the garden to
check on my sunflower. As the weeks went by, I was amazed to see how tall it grew—it was
magical to me. Since then I have been visiting sunflower fields in the area where I live.
Sunflowers make me smile – it’s as simple as that.

Rita Edelman

I have a collection of nests. They fascinate me. They are fragile but stay intact even after a wind
has knocked them out of a tree. The workmanship is incredibly beautiful. I would be very happy
if some of my work could look like that "weaving"
A rock, a shell, and the grid: These kinds of things are a starting off place, the point of departure
for me. I don’t use these things to copy from. I seem to want to abstract something from the
object. This way of working is what is of interest to me.

Taiga Ermansons

Karen Evans

Oriole Farb Feshbach

From about 1995, for a few years, I loved the idea of natural elements in the sky being reflected
in water and such visual interactions and possibilities. Since I like to work with poetry, some of
the most influential lines for me would be from a Laurence Durrell poem: “The waters a moving
floor of stars” and from Derek Walcott’s poem “Omeros” “starfish reversing heaven.” I collected
objects such as seahorses and starfish from the ocean knowing there were constellations in the
sky so named.
I was thrilled to spot an armillary in the local flea market that I could use for Adrienne Rich’s
poem “Planetarium”: “a woman…among the Clocks and instruments.”

Deborah Garner
In 1990, while researching silk attire of the Burmese Court in Mandalay, I was introduced to two
charismatic brothers whose greatgrandfather had been the royal jester/comedian of King
Mindon’s Court in the 19th C.
They were carrying on the family trade as best they could, with a troupe of dancers, puppeteers,
and comedians under the watchful eye of the military junta.
Their stage name was the “Mustache Brothers” and Papa Lay, the elder brother, was very
active in Aung San Su Kyi’s election campaign. He ended up serving 7 yrs hard labor for
satirizing the rightlyfeared junta and was admired by comedians worldwide for his courage as
the news leaked out.
We all became friends over interest in cultural history and had yearly visits for over a decade,
with countless glasses of tea and performances in front of their home.
They presented these recently carved and painted puppet heads to me as a parting gift, quickly
sketching their trademark long moustaches on in ink for a laugh …
The original “wunder kammers” always featured a bit of cultural exotica from worldly travels and
I thought these might provoke that original curiosity in visitor to Eye Witness…
Personally, I smile at the human spirit of the makers of these objects, that refused to be puppets
of a brutal regime and are thankfully living under better conditions today.

David Gibson

Linda Griggs

The Rat Fink was given to me in 1983 by my boyfriend Mike Marer because I had included a Rat Fink in a
painting I had done of his dog. It stayed on top of my pencil sharpener from that point on at first for the
humor of it and, after he died, out of sentiment.
http://thebark.com/content/friskyseriesfamilydog

Allen Hansen
The string is used as a foil to the geometric shapes that I use in the diagrammatic paintings.
Spontaneous and random it represents the chaotic aspect as opposed to the logical aspect of the
diagramming process.Allowed to fall “ where it may” on the canvas, with some minor manipulation
for compositional purposes.

Laura Holland

Twice Discovered; Still Unknown; Definitely an Inspiration
I first discovered this object many years ago, in a bin with various discarded kitchen utensils in
my grandmother’s attic. A slant of sunlight picked up the gleam of its mother of pearl handle and
not fully tarnished silver prongs. It was much more enticing than the broken garlic press, tangled
cords, and twisted rotary blades that it nestled among. It maybe, perhaps, came from my
greatgrandmother’s set of silverware…No one knew for sure where it came from, and no one
had a clue what it was for. And fortunately, no one minded when I claimed it. The prongs were
deemed too dull to be dangerous. No one else had any use for it. And so, the mystery object
became mine.
My brother and I invented all sorts of games around this object, but primarily it settled into place
as a catapult for green grapes or watermelon seeds. We would place the grapes or seeds on
the two prongs, and then sharply squeeze the handles, which would uncoil the hinged metal
springs and send the seeds flying. Eventually we lost interest in grape shooting, but I still loved
the mystery object, and I took it with me as a talisman when I left home.
I rediscovered the mystery object a few years ago, when I was cleaning out and paring down my
possessions, to improve (that is, to enlarge) my studio workspace. I was delighted. It definitely
stays in my studio. Of course, I no longer use it to shoot watermelon seeds. But I love it as a
wellcrafted object made out of beautiful materials that serves no obvious practical purpose (a
description that also fits my current art work).

Alicia Hunsicker

Budge Hyde

Kathy Jacobs

Terry Jenoure

This wooden object and about twenty others like it came home with me from a flea market. I
know they have something to do with weaving, but that’s all I know. I immediately loved the
shape, color, age of the wood and its skeletal suggestion. Objects that I collect for the
mixedmedia figures I create “call me” when I see them. And, I have to fall madly in love with
them, otherwise I’ll never want to even pick them up to work with. In fact, over the years, I’ve
noticed that if I’m indifferent toward an object, then when I dig through my treasures to work with
it, my stomach turns and I’m eventually repulsed by it. I have absolutely no idea how I’ll use this
one, but whatever it is, I’ll know that it’s right because it called me by my name!!

Amy Johnquest

My father, who is 92, gifted me this most amazing object on May 24, 2015. There's a lot to this
box. It was sent to him (postmarked) May 1971 from a terrific guy (no longer with us) named
Glen Shears. He liked to draw the human form and in lieu of having figure drawing class
available, he would purchase Playboy magazines and reference the center folds. Knowing my
father liked playboys, he sent him his entire collection. For some reason Dad never opened this
package. It is bound with wire and beautifully yellowing tape. Glen’s lovely hand lettering
includes the modest declaration: "Education Materials.” All this along with the titillating mystery
of what lies within, and the many layers of meaning, make it an extraordinary piece. I often
contemplate what I will do with this object in the future. I’m leaning towards revealing it’s secrets
in a public performance and creating an installation piece with the contents. But I do love it just
as it is. Thanks Dad.

Sue Katz

I found these bedsprings while walking my dog on the Amherst College campus. I often find
things that I use in my mixed media and paint art work. I like old, worn, used objects with earthy
colors and textures.
I have often worked with the square as a primary shape denoting one element, one life, one
spirit. Then I thought of adding a circle as in Leonardo da Vinci's Vitruvian man where the figure
is within
the proportion of a square and a circle, another primary shape. Next comes extending these
shapes from 2D to 3D or to the cube and the sphere. A spring is the extension of a sphere, a
reaching out into space. For me this extension is also the attempt to connect as in a synaptic
connection, a junction between two nerve cells, or where several thoughts join to make up an
idea. A spring might also signify our need to touch others, to come together.

Liz Keithline

Chris Lamb Toubeau

Karen Loomis

Thomas Matsuda

This piece was discovered while making a sculpture at a residency at Franconia Sculpture Park,
Shafer, MN.

Sandra Matthews

I recently found this notebook, which was used by my father, Clifford Matthews, when he was a
prisoner of war on the island of Innoshima, Japan, from 19421945. The notebook itself is a
technical guide to photography, but I think it was used simply as a source of found paper, since
paper was scarce. My father’s writings and drawings remind me of the importance of the mind to
human survival.

.

Holly S. Murray
Sweet, poignant filled with memory, rusting with wonderful patina, the bird cage fell into my net
long ago. One of my oldest dearest friends Wilma Trepp had died and the bird cage was kicking
around her porch. I saw it one day after her death and was immediately drawn to it. We never
discussed it and I don’t think I ever even saw it before she died. She was an inveterate antique
collector and also was wonderful gardener. She inspired me in so many ways, told me
wonderful stories of her early life in the northern Maine. I often left her house with a
wheelbarrow filled with plant material. She had a singular aesthetic which I so admired. Her
husband gave me the cage that day I saw it…..
I have used the image of the Bluebird and the cage for some years in my art work. A cage is a
container but in my mind a cage can also inspire creativity within its confines. The Bluebird
represents freedom, sorrow, happiness simultaneously and stimulates all manner of visual play
for me. I want to fill the cage with tiny Bluebirds, maybe I will.

Chris Nelson

Starting as a child, I’ve always had a Wunderkammer of sorts. Unique objects of nature
collected while wandering around outdoors. This collection has been edited down many times,
mostly while preparing to move from one place to another. This rock, discovered in the Utah
desert, has survived several moves, therefore continually raising its importance to me.
It’s vessellike form is perhaps the main attraction. Reminding me of both my ceramic days and
obsession with tribal art. Being nonutilitarian also makes it appealing, becoming an object to
solely observe rather than use. The outer ribs or rings suggest layers and structure further
adding to its mystery and appeal. Finally, it appears to be two types of rock, one being the
actual vessel itself and the other what has filled it. This fuels the imagination even more,
suggesting it was once an object of use, created long ago.
Of course this is only a creation by nature, the original artist. An object that represents time and
place. A nugget created by heat and pressure in some odd and unique way.

Maggie Nowinski

Ben Ostiguy

I found the metal clip in the visitors parking lot here at UMass, and it touched me deeply. I know
that it is quite kitsch (and I would normally turn my nose up to it, but I think it reminds me of my
deceased grandfather, Aurele J. Cormier (19152006). I can hear his voice and feel his
presence every time I read it. While this piece has not directly inspired any of my art, the
serendipity of finding it, and the emotional response  visceral actually  I get from regarding it,
are emblematic of my creative process. Therefore, I offer this tchotchke that I rescued from a
gutter in a UMass parking lot.

Ethel Poindexter
“Bombs Away”

This Red Wax Bomb is an object that that I assembled with three other objects to make a work
of Art. This Red Wax Bomb was found in the trash at University of Oregon Art Department
where large amounts of refuse can be found after the students have left for the Term.

Trevor Richardson

In 1984, together with Michael Coblyn, I organized a national traveling exhibition entitled,
‘Contemporary American Collage:196085’. The curatorial premise underpinning the exhibition
was a celebration of the central role that the process of collage had come to play in American
art during the second half of the 20th C.
Among the artists featured in the show was the collagist Ray Johnson (192795), who was a
seminal figure in the history of NeoDada and early American Pop art. Johnson also staged and
participated in early performance art events as the founder of a farranging mail art network
known as – The New York Correspondence School .
A rather badly designed 48 page illustrated catalogue accompanied the exhibit, a copy of which
was sent to each participating artist. One was duly sent to Ray Johnson at his Sag Harbor
studio along with a form letter thanking him for participating in the project. I subsequently
received from him a small ‘collage’, comprised of torn fragments of the catalogue cover
enclosed within the envelope on display. I was never quite sure whether or not Ray’s willful
violation of the publication’s cover was a registration of his disgust at its ugly graphic design, or
a witty commentary on his own history as a collage and ‘mail artist’.

Tess Rock

Function. Connection. Inspiration.

Larimer Richards’ 
Untitled; 
Light bulb, moth
;
5”x2.5” in circumference

Mary Sherman
The artist Larimer Richards gave me this piece during a visit to his studio. Since then, it has sat
on a shelf balanced on a roll of electrical tape, between brushes, metal files, pliers and boxes of
tools. But, about the same time that the invitation for 
Eye Witness came in, I was looking at it
for some days and thinking that it reflected what I’m trying to say in my current piece. Hence, I
thought it was perfect for the show’s theme and sent it in.
I have been exploring the notion of painting as a frozen record of its making – in other words, as
an accumulation of actions over time, which is something that the ear is better suited to
detecting than the eye. To somewhat prove this point, I worked with the sound artist Florian
Grond to turn the surface of one of my paintings into sound to create my last piece 
Delay
http://transculturalexchange.org/marysherman/works/current/delay/vd.html
. 
Delay 
answers the
question: What if you could hear a painting? And, now I’m working with the composer Benoit
Granier to turn the sounds from the painting in 
Delay into a fugue. In the end, this new
piece—which will be a multimedia installation— is meant to suggest something in between the
senses, something trapped within a surface/skin/form that, despite all the ways it is presented –
like my continued quest to understand painting —remains forever beyond one’s grasp. Like any
love. Or, like Larimer’s moth and the alltoo poignant human condition, doomed to attempt what
is not possible, but, nonetheless, compelled to try.

Victor Signore
Back in 2005, I worked in the salvage department of a vintage reproduction lighting and
hardware company in Portland, Oregon. We sought out and acquired lighting, hardware and
architectural parts made during the periods between the late 1800's to the early 1960's. Part of
my job was to take the recently purchased relics and restore them as much to the original look
as possible. I was completely enthralled, surrounded by aisles of dusty doors, stately corbels,
chronologically categorized door escutcheons, vitrines of mint condition mortise lock sets and
large wooden catalog drawers teeming with sundry objects, such as the object you see before
you. I worked in a twostory wunderkammer!
When I first found this unassuming gem, I was not impressed. I had seen many old,
Victorian period door knobs with this type of pattern, but as I picked it up I was taken aback with
its surface; definitely not made of any kind of metal. The knob had a warm, almost chalky feel
to the touch. It looked like it could be made of Bakelite, (an early American plastic), but this
knob looked like it predated Bakelite. I decided to confer with my boss and we discovered
through a little detective work and research that it was from the late 1800's and the material was
called 
hemacite, 
a product of Yankee ingenuity and their need to recycle a vastly accumulated
material, blood. Yes, you read that right blood. Cow or pig blood to be exact. Hemacite was
developed in America during the 1870's by combining sawdust and blood and through hydraulic
pressure was cast into various objects, such as doorknobs, roller skate wheels and telephone
receivers. Health professionals at the time realized that the blood being dumped down the
drains of slaughterhouses into the public sewers was causing health issues. This discovery led
many slaughterhouses to begin to store the blood, which brings us back to this lovely, macabre
object you see here.
This object resonates true to much of the sculptural work that I do. I make molds of
mundane, utilitarian objects and cast the objects in different materials. I utilize the associations
and/or properties of the new material to recontextualize the object in order to raise questions
around established cultural associations and memories attached to objects. This beautiful, yet
morbid little object does exactly that.

Claudia Sperry

Sometimes you just have to play. The object I choose is an unfinished stack of watercolor
drawings. I make stacks of paper of different sizes when I am between shows. I just finished a
new body of work and saw the unfinished stack of drawing/watercolors and I got really pumped
to work on them again. That is why I choose them.

Kerry St. Laurent
My work has shifted and changed over time in terms of process, medium, scale, and aesthetic,
but an underlying interest in specific relationships and dichotomies have remained constant:
natural/manmade, intentional/accidental, and micro/macro.
This seashell captured my
attention long ago with its irregular broken edges contrasting its perfect spiral, and the broken
exterior providing a window into the otherwise unknown. Drawings of this shell transformed into
maps and inspired different levels of abstraction that would enter my work for years to come.
This object brings me joy with its shape, texture, and subtle color, and provides a very quiet yet
cosmic reminder of my connection to my surroundings.

Deborra StewartPettengill

These water chestnut seed pods were gathered at Bear Hill Pond in Harvard, MA during a visit
a number of years ago. The form has inspired drawings, paintings, sculpture and prints over the
course of several years. They have significant bearing on my current work as it relates to
organic form and natural design. By reflecting on shape, form, color, surface texture, rhythm and
balance, numerous ideas have crystallized.

Jenny Tibbetts

I used to live by the shore in Connecticut, where I spent about eight years walking along the
beach picking up bits of sea glass. I think I am attracted to shiny objects. This is just one of the
various containers of the stuff in my studio. I didn't know then that recycling would eventually
cause the supply to dry up. I sort of treasure the glass as a memory of times gone by.

George Wardlaw
Soon after moving from Louisiana State University to the State University of New York at New
Paltz, I bought a house that had an apple orchard across the street and one behind the house.
The owner of the orchard, a neighbor, invited me to pick up as many fallen apples as I wished.
That became my introduction and involvement with the apple.
At about that same time 195657, I had grown disenchanted with both my own paintings and
what I was seeing in the galleries in New York City. At that time, it seemed to me paintings were
getting larger and larger and emptier and emptier. After not painting for a short period, I awoke
one night with a vision of one apple painted in the center of a small canvas. I was so excited
with the idea of painting one single apple, I could hardly wait to get started. It proved to be my
reentry into painting. I did many small single apple paintings beginning in 1957 and ultimately
very large ones, also three dimensional ones, apple blossoms, apple limbs, all with many
shapes, colors and forms. I photographed the apple orchards for many years. I also researched
the history of apple growing, the diseases and other forms of decomposing. Ultimately the apple
trees and limbs gradually evolved into geometric shapes and flat color. I think 1970 was my last
year for using the apple as a subject.
For a long period of time, I was known as the apple painter, the apple man. The owner of the
Alan Stone Gallery in New York who represented my work during part of that time period liked
to refer to me as the "apple grower/farmer" from upstate New York and to my embarrassment
that ended up in print in Time magazine.
The story of the apple would not be complete without revealing my daily lunch always begins
with an apple.
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