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FOREWORD

I have never thought much about the role memory plays 
in the preservation and continuity of one’s identity. As an 
artist who witnessed the waning of my father’s personhood 
through the dissolution of his memory, I wrestled with how 
to convey the devastating personal and human experience 
of memory loss without relying on visual clichés.

The final image in my drawings is largely the result of the 
pentimenti that moved the narrative along but did not 
resolve it. Sometimes, instead, the layers of earlier draw-
ings overpower the last, like quicksand under a surface of 
marks and erasures.

Those unresolved drawings, with stratum of partially ren-
dered scenes and gestures, were the visual and technical 
cues for the Erasing series. The frustration of trying to de-
fine what was unformed yet intimated by what appeared 
earlier—the back-and-forth process of drawing in and eras-
ing out, having an idea or image revealing itself one minute 
only to fall back into obscurity the next—mimicked what I 
saw happen to my father in his heroic effort to recognize 
his own narrative in the moment.

This series is the result of my final collaboration with my 
father. 

As with his memories, only the ghosts are left.

David Bailin
Litt le Rock,  AR 
November 22, 2017

Foreword, Endnotes and images © 2017 by David Bailin
Essay by Ellis Widner, 2017 © Arkansas Democrat-Gazette

Essay © 2017 Leslie Peacock

Father & Artist • 1955

Front Cover: 
Party • 2017, charcoal, colored-pencil, pastel and coffee on paper, 81 x 83 inches 



3

I N T O  T H E  V O I D

If, as Luis Bunuel said, “memory is what makes our lives,” 
Alzheimer’s disease unmakes them.

Little Rock artist David Bailin sees this unmaking firsthand 
in the life of his father, who was diagnosed with Alzheim-
er’s in 2013.

“Memory gives us continuity within life,” Bailin says. “How 
do we keep a grasp on who we are as a person when we lose 
that continuity in bits and pieces…then who are we?”

The question hangs in the air, as the artist sits quietly at 
the breakfast table in his west Little Rock home. One of his 
daughter’s dogs, which he’s taking care of, nudges him, 
wanting some attention. He strokes the dog’s head, takes a 
deep breath and continues.

“I was fascinated by what my father must be going through, 
trying to figure out who he is with a memory that only lasts 
maybe 10 to 15 minutes. I wanted to understand it, to in-
vestigate this.”

In his artist statement about his current drawing series, 
“The Erasing,” Bailin, 62, writes: “As an artist who wit-
nessed the waning of my father’s personhood through the 
dissolution of his memory, I wrestled with how to convey 

this devastating personal and human experience.”

The answer to that question is revealed in the creative pro-
cess of the artworks of “The Erasing”: draw, erase part of 
the drawing, repeat, repeat, repeat.

Lamp, a 79-by-84-inch charcoal, pastel and coffee draw-
ing on prepared paper, reveals a heart-wrenching scene. 
Through his father’s eyes, we see fragments of different 
memories of people and places commingle, try to inter-
sect, then compete for attention in a near chaotic, frantic 
cacophony. He tries to remember a life’s story, but it is 
slipping away, scattering like autumn leaves in the wind, 
blown out of reach. There seems to be no way to collect the 
thoughts into a coherence; they fragment, dissipate or go 
crosswire to one another. The viewer is left empty, alone, 
bereft.

Erased.

❖

A native of Sioux Falls, S.D., Bailin grew up one of three chil-
dren in a traditional Jewish family. His father, Marvin, was 

Ellis Widner 
Sunday Style Editor, Arkansas Democrat-Gazette
May 7, 2017

You have to begin to lose your memory, if only in bits and 
pieces, to realize that memory is what makes our lives. 

– Luis Buñuel, Spanish filmmaker 

Lamp (detail); complete work, page 24
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a lawyer; his mother, Janet, a speech therapist who grew up 
in Queens, N.Y. “She was very artistic-minded,” Bailin says. 
His parents were supportive of their son’s artistic talent.

“I had a very happy childhood. I wanted to be a famous 
Jewish artist. The only Jewish artist I knew about then was 
Marc Chagall and I thought his work wasn’t that interest-
ing. I find that funny to be thinking about now.”

After college, Bailin spent a decade in New York, starting 
in the late ’70s. He became a performance artist and writ-
er who also produced and directed his creations. “I didn’t 
pursue painting then because the art scene was all about 
conceptual art and there was no room for stories [narrative 
art]. So I turned to theater.”

While working in theater, he met his wife, Amy Stewart. 
She finished law school while he worked as a part-time 
bookkeeper and resumed making art.

The couple moved to Little Rock in 1986 when she accepted 
a clerk’s position with U.S. District Judge G. Thomas Eisele.

Stewart is a lawyer with the Rose Law Firm. She and Bailin 

have been married 34 years and are the parents of five 
daughters ranging in age from 23 to 29, including a set of 
twins.

“My requirement for moving was that there had to be a 
Popeye’s chicken outlet,” he says. “There was one in Little 
Rock and that sealed the deal.”

Bailin, who had applied for a bookkeeping job at the Ar-
kansas Arts Center, was hired by the late executive director 
Townsend Wolfe to be the director of the museum school. 
Bailin stayed for a decade and then began teaching univer-
sity drawing and art appreciation classes.

❖

Over the past nearly three decades, Bailin’s work has 
evolved and shifted. His experience of working in an of-
fice cubicle in New York inspired the “C Series”; the angst 
of suburbia dominates “Dreams and Disasters”; a series of 
satirical skull paintings became “The Last” (including one 
titled The Last Artist); and, starting in 2015, “The Erasing.”

Bailin’s work feels drawn from the dreams and disappoint-

Family • 1960 The Last Artist (detail) • 2014 • charcoal and coffee on canvas • 11 x 14 inches
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ments of Everyman, one often battered by unnamed forces, 
from the searing and unsettling Slippage and other works 
in “Dreams and Disasters” to biblical-inspired works and 
others that reflect and amplify personal and cultural my-
thology and fears. “C Series” rivets with its unblinking look 
at a paranoid corporate life. But closer inspection of Bailin’s 
work reveals occasional absurdity and humor amid tilted 
skylines and swirling energy. The use of coffee (a wry refer-
ence to office culture) also adds a warmth to his drawings, 
which contrasts with the grittiness of the works’ surfaces.

The idea for an Alzheimer’s series began with a discussion 
of a collaborative multimedia performance with sculptor 
Holly Laws over lunch in 2014 at the University of Central 
Arkansas, where they both teach.

“Her father was also going through this,” Bailin says. “We 
were going to record our fathers talking about their lives 
and use that as the basis of my drawings for the project.” 
The ambitious project is still under discussion, but their 
initial conversation got Bailin thinking about ways to draw 
the memories, and set him on his new path.

“In thinking about my father’s situation, I began to inves-
tigate my own history and discovered photographs I had 
taken of drawings I had destroyed. I began to realize how 
powerful it was to draw, then erase part of it. Then draw 
over it and erase some more.”

Through this process of drawing and erasing, he layered 
scenes from his family’s life, mirroring his father’s memo-
ries as fragmented by Alzheimer’s. That was the beginning 
of “The Erasing.”

Bailin had found a way to understand what his father was 
going through.

❖

“How do you render the kind of frenetic process my father 
goes through, that anyone with this disease goes through?”

To illustrate his point, Bailin strides into his studio, in the 
home’s converted two-car garage. The studio is spacious, 
but unlike many artists’ studios, it has no windows. Bailin 
likes it that way. A chair near the door was a favorite rest-
ing place for his late dog, a black Labrador retriever named 

Slippage (detail) • 2014 • charcoal, oil, pastel and coffee on prepared paper 
 • 83 x 78 inches

Den (detail) • second erased drawing in Red Tie; complete work, page 26
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Kafka. Two walls hold works in progress, two pieces that 
are each about 7 feet wide. Tables and shelves hold an as-
sortment of supplies and tools—pieces of charcoal, brushes, 
a well-worn sock covered in charcoal, a jar of coffee, pas-
tels, colored pencils and a clay tool and stencils used to add 
texture and patterns. On one shelf are NASA model kits, yet 
to be opened.

“It’s like this drawing on the wall,” he says, pointing to an 
elegant work he calls The Three Graces. It depicts his moth-
er, grandmother and aunt, and it radiates familial love. It is 
the foundation for the next work in “The Erasing.”

“I love that drawing,” Bailin says, his arms crossed. “I would 
love to have it.” But it too will be at least partially erased. 
One can sense some pain and maybe even dread in his voice 
as he ponders that inevitability. Walking over to another 
work in progress, he picks up a rag and wipes across part of 
the image, blurring the lines between two drawings.

“By erasing parts of a drawing, it puts me into the frus-
tration and anxiety my father must be going through. It 
wouldn’t work if I draw something I didn’t care about and 

then erase it. I wouldn’t feel anything. I’m not drawing 
from a third-person perspective; I’m in it as a method ac-
tor. While I’m drawing and erasing and drawing again, I’m 
feeling it as the person who is experiencing it. I’m in that 
drawing when I’m working.”

The Three Graces and other drawings won’t be complete-
ly lost—Bailin photographs each step in the creation of a 
work.

Family photographs spark his father’s memory, Bailin says. 
“They are models for my work, the basis of moments that 
do return.

“The process usually goes from seeing a photo of my 
mother or father, the place we lived, family, maybe their 
friends. Each drawing produces another reference; I’ll 
make a sketch, but a residual memory comes in. In Lamp, 
for example, there is a diagram of the house where I lived 
growing up that’s there as a reference. The marks I make in 
the drawing are similar to the memory process; marks can 
represent inside or outside of objects, be a tonal reference, 
background or foreground.

The Three Graces (detail) • erased drawing in World’s Fair; 
complete work, page 16

Studio • 2017
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“Every step there is a decision…what is my father seeing? 
He sees stuff, but may not recognize what it means or his 
position in it. I begin with The Three Graces as a set point. 
I don’t know the effect of the erasing until I do it. There is 
a reaction to the drawing that will move it forward. I pho-
tograph the drawings at each stage of the process so I can 
let them go.

“The next drawing determines a lot about what will be kept. 
I’m working with lines and flat areas, so a lot of stuff will 
come through as a result. If I need to articulate a shoulder, 
anything behind it will fade or disappear. The real impact 
comes in the next drawing. Change is the result of the next 
information.”

What happens if he makes a mistake?

“If I have an ‘oops’ moment, just as my father goes back to a 
point over and over, I can go back and redraw. This is add-
ing to the memory or the depth of the feeling; it mirrors 
randomness of the disease itself.”

At first glance, one might think Bailin’s work is abstract art.

“Everything in these works has a realistic basis. I have to 
conceptualize everything in my head—the theme, an image 
idea or point-of-view and the method and techniques for 
expressing that theme—before I start. Once I have that in 
my head, I can proceed.”

Bailin says creating the work, at its best, is a struggle.

“My father is losing something that has real meaning to 
him; I have to do it this way. I don’t want the drawing to 
come as an easy thing, I want it to fight me…is it saying 
what I want it to say, is it evolving in a way that confronts 
me?”

And when it’s done?

“There is a catharsis,” he says. “I can see it when it’s fin-
ished…when it says what I think it needs to say. There is an 
equilibrium between what is drawn and what is left; what 
is implicit and what is implied.”

❖

A sense of melancholy lingers in the finished art.

Lamp (detail); complete work, page 24 505 (detail); complete work, page 17
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While the subject and its autobiographical nature lend a 
certain gravitas, Bailin says there is a bit of levity in each 
work.

“There’s something really joyous about this series as well. 
As I draw, I’m remembering. I had a wonderful childhood, 
these photos reinforce that and the drawings are created 
from the memories.

“What is sad is my father no longer has those memories.”

In creating this body of work, Bailin says he has a renewed 
appreciation for his father.

“He’s a fundamentally good, gentle person. In his demen-
tia, he remembers people. He says hello. I can see him as an 
individual persona and his real character is really lovely.”

Bailin hasn’t decided whether he will show any of “The 
Erasing” art to his father, who lives in an assisted living 
facility in Des Moines, Iowa, near Bailin’s brother. Their 
mother died in 1996. He visits with his father by telephone, 
usually daily, and travels to Iowa about once a month for 
several days. During their visits, they look at photographs 

and talk.

“When he is lucid, he knows he’s lost something. And when 
he’s not, why confuse him?”

Has working on the drawings raised his fears of the disease?

“My grandmother on mother’s side of the family also had 
Alzheimer’s,” Bailin says. “Maybe my grandfather on my 
father’s side, too. So, yeah, it haunts me.

“But how can I best express my own anxiety about it?” The 
answer may come in the final drawing of “The Erasing.”

“I have a very clear idea of what the final piece of this se-
ries will be,” Bailin says. “It will have been erased to the 
point there’s almost nothing there…just the bare elements 
of something, not even a recognizable image.”

Bailin’s friends and fellow artists Sammy Peters and War-
ren Criswell have had long conversations about “The Eras-
ing” and its ending.

“I’m afraid of this one…Sammy and Warren and I have talk-
ed about this being the disappearing artist. I’m in this se-

Halloween (detail); complete work, page 20 Artist’s Grandparents: Lillian & Samuel Gellman and Huldah and 
Solomon Bailin • 1967
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ries conceptually and physically. My work [over the years] 
as it goes from the constricted cubicle series to outdoors 
to the brain to the mind is basically removing myself from 
the art. I am also viewing my own artistic death with this 
series.

“It’s terrifying for me.”

❖

POSTSCRIPT

A drawing of Marvin Bailin sitting at his desk was on the 
wall of the studio when David Bailin’s cell phone rang. His 
father, the inspiration for “The Erasing” series, had died on 
May 11, the day “The Erasing” exhibition collectors’ only 
opening was taking place at Boswell Mourot Fine Art in 
Little Rock.

“The coincidence was a shocker,” David Bailin says. “You’re 
never prepared for anything like that.”

After a period of mourning, he started working again…and 
found himself face-to-face with the drawing of his father, 
which was the beginning of what was to be a new piece in 

College Student (detail)] • second erased drawing in Forgotten; 
complete work, page 12

Young Associate Attorney (detail) • erased drawing in Forgotten; 
complete workpage 12

“The Erasing” series.

“I was confronted with that image of him when he was so 
vital. I decided to start playing with the work as though 
he were still around. I placed his house and us in it, sort of 
developed it. ”

But something was missing.

“I wanted to replicate some of our talks; his responses to 
the photographs. But without him there and talking to him 
every day, I felt I was doing a pastiche, it didn’t have the 
connection I felt the work needed. I felt as though I was go-
ing through a technique, like a still life painting.

“I thought a lot about what artists did when they lose their 
subject.

“How does an artist work in the void?”

Bailin considered ending “The Erasing.”

“I had this desire to do this drawing, but no subject mat-
ter.”

But just as Marvin Bailin’s memories gave birth to “The 



10

Erasing.” David Bailin’s own memories made it possible to 
move forward.

“It was very healing, once I realized I could turn to my own 
memories. That opened things up.”

Bailin was able to finish the drawing, adding an image of his 
father in college and one of him sitting on the couch with a 
dear friend of his.

His father’s illness also sparked Bailin to do research on 
brain science, specifically how we process visual material 
and how it relates to the artistic process…the idea that a 
mark or symbol can be “read” by the brain as a specific ob-
ject.

How has this changed Bailin’s approach to art?

“Good Question. The work has been getting denser–more 
abstract. I am less concerned with trying to match the 
process of my dad’s Alzheimer’s with my drawing process 
than piling on all the thoughts, feelings and memories all 
at once. I suppose, unintentionally, it is a kind of ‘artistic’ 
burial–a Kaddish.”

Forgotten (detail); complete work, page 12 Marvin K Bailin • 2010

While Bailin says he doesn’t know where “The Erasing” is 
heading, he thinks there is more to come.

He also has a new perspective on his father’s life and his 
own.

“My father gave me an incredible amount before he died; 
I’ve got a wonderful foundation to do more. I owe him quite 
a bit; my feelings never changed through this, I just got to 
know him more personally and as a real friend, not just as 
my father. We joked around and I got to enjoy him being 
him. It put my own life in context, too. We’re here a very 
short time. When we leave, we leave absolutely. The things 
that tie us together are shared experiences. Without those, 
what do you have? 

“I don’t think my art would have progressed if I hadn’t 
started this series; it pushed me in a direction out of what 
was a kind of intellectually-based work. The characters 
may be me, but I am seeing myself from a distance.”

Would he do anything differently?

“I am comfortable with all of it—where my art is, where I’m 
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The essay and interview written by Ellis Widner originally appeared in 
the Arkansas Democrat-Gazette on May 7, 2017. 
Used with permission. © Arkansas Democrat-Gazette.

The Postscript was written for this catalog by Ellis Widner in November, 
2017.

going with it and with me as a person. I’m doing what I’m 
supposed to do. With my father’s death…I’ve gotten to the 
point I might want to be at a different place in my career, 
but I have made these choices. 

“I’m doing this work and this is who I am. Whatever I pro-
duce in the studio is who I am.

“It was a great gift he gave me.”

Self-Portrait at 62 (detail) • 2017, charcoal, pastel, acrylic, oil and coffee on 
paper, 52 x 31½ Inches [Private Collection • AR]
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Forgotten • 2017, charcoal, colored pencil, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 82 x 84 inches
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Bouquet • 2017, charcoal, colored pencil, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 83 x 83 inches
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Ghost • 2017, charcoal, acrylic, colored pencil, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 79 x 83 inches
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Party • 2017, charcoal, colored pencil, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 81 x 83 inches
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World’s Fair • 2017, charcoal, colored pencil, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 81 x 83 inches
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505 • 2017, charcoal, colored pencil, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 81 x 83 inches
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Cup • 2017, charcoal, colored pencil, acrylic, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 72 x 73 inches
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Passover • 2017, charcoal, colored pencil, acrylic, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 72 x 107 inches
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Halloween • 2016, charcoal, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 78½ x 81½ inches
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Lake • 2016, charcoal, oil, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 79 x 85 inches
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New House • 2016, charcoal, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 72 x 80 inches
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Raking Leaves • 2016, charcoal, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 72 x 79 inches
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Lamp • 2016, charcoal, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 79 x 84 inches [Private Collection, NC] 
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Sofa • 2016, charcoal, oil, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 79 x 84 inches [Private Collection, NC] 
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Red Tie • 2015, charcoal, oil, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 72 x 84 inches
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Pillow • 2015, charcoal, oil, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 54 x 79 inches
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Study David Bailin’s most recent large-scale charcoals, and 
their ghostlike images will slowly resolve into recognizable 
things: A person, a building, a car, a curtain. Candles, for 
Passover. Yet, like the mind’s struggle to fill in a memory, 
the shapes have a fleeting quality. You can’t fully grab onto 
them. 

In seeing Bailin’s “The Erasing” series, you partially experi-
ence Bailin’s father’s affliction: Alzheimer’s Disease. Bailin 
has investigated his father’s loss of memory with shuffled, 
double-exposed drawings of family obscured by erasures 
and over-painting and scribbles.

Bailin’s deft drawings on huge pieces of milk-carton paper 
are some of the most cerebral, and most beautiful, artworks 
being created in Arkansas. He’s drawn inspiration from the 
Bible, the Holocaust, even the banal, and he’s addressed 
alienation, purposelessness and other unhappy conditions, 
with his seductive charcoal line. 

In recent years, Bailin’s increasing use of pentimenti— 
under-drawing that survives through layers of paint or 
incomplete erasure—has revealed the steps taken toward 
the finished work (though Bailin says his work is never 
really finished. He once pulled a piece of charcoal from 
his pocket during an interview with this writer to make a 
mark on his winning drawing in the Arkansas Arts Center’s 

Delta Exhibition—as it hung on the wall in the gallery). 
Now, however, the pentimenti have overtaken the drawing 
process; it is in the erasing that Bailin tells his story.

As the series began to take shape—or lose shape, as the 
case may be—Bailin confided that he was distressed that 
he was erasing more than he was drawing. He feared he 
was working backward into nothingness. But as his father’s 
illness worsened, Bailin connected his manner of drawing 
to an actualization of what was happening in his father’s 
life.

As Bailin’s father’s memory began to diminish, Bailin spent 
time with his father poring over family photographs. Bailin 
began to work from the photographs, drawing them and 
erasing them, “to release myself from” the memories. In 
the process, he said, “I became my father.”

Bailin isn’t trying to depict the world through his father’s 
eyes, but rather experience how the stories of family and 
family events—the trip to the lake, the Passover meal, a 
grandparent’s house—are stoked and lost again. As he and 
his father looked at the photographs, “One story would 

THE UNDULATION OF 
MEMORY
Leslie N. Peacock 
Arts Writer and Managing Editor, Arkansas Times
May 25, 2017

Artist and Father • 2015
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release another,” Bailin said, history jumbled, a push-pull 
series of recollections.

And so 505, the title a reference to the address of the house 
where his father grew up, began with a photograph of the 
men of the Bailin family, including the artist as a boy, that 
Bailin drew and erased. Atop the erasure are hatch marks 
and arcs and a sketch of the floorplan of the house as Bailin 
remembers it, scratched out in places and marked “wrong.” 

In Passover, one can make out a man in a suit and tie with 
family seated around a table, Passover candles lit. But there 
are also a house, an open window, the wheels of a car, red 
marks making a horizontal path across the picture plane, a 
slash of color here and there. As in 505, the picture plane 
is a muddle, with no sharp focus in any one part; the work 
shares that quality with abstraction, becoming on one level 
a combination of shape, line and color devoid of content. 

In Lake, the barest image of a man and boy underlie dark 
charcoal marks that one might read as shoreline. The marks 
and strokes and patterns that ripple across the surface of 
Lake, and the other drawings in “The Erasings” hold the 

faded images to the paper, like a net.

Red Tie, an early work in “The Erasing” series, is a segue 
from Bailin’s office everyman “C Series,” surreal, sharply 
drawn narratives of futility. In it, a man lies on a desk in a 
room with tall windows, but in the center of the drawing 
is a figure in a red tie, the only spot of color in the work. A 
barely visible foot, that of a running girl, is, Bailin says, a 
nod to the running girl in Rembrandt’s “The Night Watch,” 
Seurat’s “Sunday Afternoon on a Grand Jette,” and de 
Chirico’s “The Mystery and Melancholy of a Street.” Bailin 
likes to say that while other artists shed their influences, 
he likes to invite them in, and by the time he’s finished “it’s 
a party.” 

Van Gogh comes to the party in Cup. Bailin’s mother drank 
coffee every morning; in the photograph that is the basis for 
the drawing she is knitting while Bailin and his sister play. 
“As I was drawing this, I remembered the cup in the Arts 
Center’s Van Gogh drawing called ‘Man with Spade,’ ” that 
features a delicately drawn cup beside the heavy sketch of 
a man. Bailin said his own fascination with that cup was a 

Red Tie (detail); complete work, page 26 Patriarchs (detail) • erased drawing for 505; complete work, page 17
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reflection of how his father would “come to obsess on an 
object or an image.” Unlike the rest of the chaotic drawing, 
Bailin’s mother’s face is well defined. Asked about that, the 
artist said perhaps he could not bring himself to erase her 
image (she died in the mid-1990s). He used a fixative on the 
portion of the drawing in which her face appears.

In World’s Fair, the only unlayered segment among other-
wise faded figures is a sketch of man on a horse, a reference 
to a needlepoint pillow Bailin’s mother stitched. It could be 
read as a horse on a merry-go-round, and that’s OK with 
Bailin. That is the nature of perception, and perception is 
altered with memory. In the end, as Bailin writes in the 
forward to this catalog, “Only the ghosts are left.”

On May 11, just as Bailin was preparing for an exhibition in 
Little Rock, Marvin Bailin died. To this writer, Bailin wrote 
of his shock at his father’s death. “I don’t know what will 
become of the series now. I wasn’t finished exploring the 
idea, but it was so close to my father’s experience that it 
seems it will lose something if I continue. I wasn’t ready 
for the drawing to disappear. How ironic. Are we ever 
prepared?”

“Now,” Bailin wrote, the “inevitable ending of this series is 
a completely erased drawing. Nothing left.”

Bailin’s not there yet. 

World’s Fair (detail); complete work, page 16

This feature by Leslie Peacock originally appeared in the Arkansas Times 
on May 25, 2017, and was revised for this catalog in November, 2017. 
© Leslie N. Peacock 

Marvin K. Bailin • May 2017
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Arkansas State University, Jonesboro, AR 2014
University of Northern Texas, Denton, TX 2014
LA Municipal Art Gallery, Los Angeles, CA 2013
Prographica Gallery, Seattle, WA 2013
Bellevue College, Bellevue, WA 2013
Koplin Del Rio Gallery, Culver City, CA 2012
Prographica Gallery, Seattle, WA 2012
The Arkansas Arts Center, Little Rock, AR 2012
Prographica Gallery, Seattle, WA 2011
Jenkins Johnson Gallery, San Francisco, CA 2009
Davidson Galleries, Seattle, WA 2009
The Arkansas Arts Center, Little Rock, AR 2007
Klaudia Marr Gallery, Santa Fe, NM 2007
Mobile Museum of Art, Mobile, AL 2007

Awards & Fellowships
Museum Art Educator of the Year, AAE 1994
NEA Visual Arts Fellowship in Painting 1989
Arkansas Arts Council Fellowship in Painting 1989
Mid-America Arts Alliance/NEA Fellowship in Painting 1988
Grand Award, Delta Exhibition, Arkansas Arts Center, Little 
Rock, AR 2014, 1998, 1988

Catalogs

Public & Institutional Collections
Allen, McCain & Mahony, P.C., Atlanta, GA
Verizon, Little Rock, AR
Arkansas Arts Center Foundation Collection, Little Rock, AR
Bingham, Dana, and Gould Law Offices, Boston, MA
Hendrix College Permanent Colleciton, Conway, AR
Hot Springs Convention Center, Hot Springs, AR
Klutznick  Nationial Jewish Museum, Washington, D. C.
Mitchell Law Firm, Little Rock, AR
Palmer & Dodge Law Firm, Boston, MA
Seafarers & International House, NYC, NY
Stephens, Inc., Little Rock, AR
Total System Services, Columbus, GA
ValueAct Capital, Boston, MA

2017 • The Erasing
Essays by Ellis Widner and Leslie Peacock
2015 • Disparate Acts Redux: Bailin, Criswell, Peters
Introduction by Leslie Peacock; Essay by Warren Criswell
2013 • Large Drawings 2011–2013
Introduction by Philip Martin
2010 • Paper Trails
Introduction by Ruth Pasquine; Quoted material by Leah Ollman 
and Peter Frank
2008 • Washington’s Profile
Essay by Leah Ollman
2000 • Prophets, Parables, Paradoxes
Preface by Townsend Wolfe; Essays by Ruth Pasquine and 
Warren Criswell
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ENDNOTE

This catalog is published in connection with the exhibition 
THE ERASING [11 December 2017–26 January 2018] at the
University of Arkansas–Fort Smith, Fort Smith, Arkansas.

Special thanks to Ellis Widner, Leslie Peacock, Don Lee, Kimberly 
Clark, Sammy Peters, Patsy Bailin, Sarah Bailin, Amy Stewart, 
Kyle Boswell of Boswell Mourot Gallery (Little Rock, AR), and 
especially to Eleana Del Rio of Koplin Del Rio Gallery (Seattle, 
WA), with whom I have been affliated for 15 years.

THE ERASING is lovingly dedicated to my father, Marvin Klein 
Bailin [1924–2017] and my mother, Janet Helene Gellman Bailin 
[1930–1996].




