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FOREWORD

In the spring of 2014 I drove from Little Rock to Jones-
boro, AR to view the Disparate Acts exhibition at the 
Bradbury gallery on the campus of Arkansas State Uni-
versity. I was very excited; here were three artists whose 
work I had long admired showing together. I thought the 
title was apt. How could you combine artwork seemingly 
so different in purpose and execution? But I was amazed 
at how these disparate artworks actually complemented 
each other. I realized that these artists, Warren Criswell, 
David Bailin and Sammy Peters, were all telling the same 
tale of human existence with shadows, lines and color. 
A tale that is sometimes confusing and fragmentary but 
beautiful nonetheless. Disparate Acts Redux is your chance 
to see the story for yourself. 

Colin N. Thompson
Art Administrator
Butler  Center for  Arkansas Studies
Litt le Rock,  AR

Top:  Bailin, Drift (detail) • 2013, charcoal, oil, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 
72½ x 61 inches  

Middle:  Criswell, Cut to Black (detail) • 2007, oil on canvas, 18 x 24 inches 

Lower:  Peters, Determined: necessary; relation (detail) • 2013, oil and mixed 
media on canvas,  60 x 72 inches 

Text and images © 2015 by David Bailin, Warren Criswell and Sammy Peters
Foreword © 2015 Colin Thompson
Essay © 2015 Leslie Peacock
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A RT A ND PIZZA

I think the “Art Lunch” was going on before my bus 
broke down in Arkansas and before David moved 
here as the Museum School director at the Arkansas 
Arts Center in Little Rock. Sammy, Pat McFarlin, Dan 
Morris and Kathy Holder were some of the original 
lunchers. Dan, the art critic for the old Arkansas 
Gazette, used to throw parties for local artists—“art 
safaris,” he called them—and it was at one of these 
in 1986 that I met the others. Since David and I were 
invited to the weekly (now fortnightly) lunches, we’ve 
met at a lot of different places, but since the late ‘90s 
we seem to have gotten stuck at Damgoode Pies on 
Kavanaugh in Little Rock. The food is cheap and good, 
and the upstairs dining room is small and quiet, perfect 
for running our mouths. I wanted to call this show 
“Three Damgoode Artists,” but I was overridden.

Many other artists have come and gone over the years, 
but somehow the three of us have stuck it out. It’s a 
chance to celebrate our creative discoveries or bitch 
about our frustrations, mostly the latter, to others who 
have experienced the same thing and are in a position 
to either agree or set us straight. For instance, when 
I’m creatively dead in the water, muse not singing, 
no image in sight, and I say, “I think I’ve painted my 
last painting,” it’s encouraging to hear Sammy reply, 
“Warren, how many times have you told me that?” 

Also, like most artists, we tend to hole up in our studios 
and stew in our own juices, and our lunches force us 
out into the company of other artists. I’m the most 
introverted and antisocial of our group, but there’s 
a little of that in the other two as well. At one of our 
meetings I was talking about how a work of art, like a 
quantum particle, doesn’t really exist unless it’s seen by 
someone (you can hear my recording of this conversa-
tion in the barroom scene of my movie, “Moments”), 
and David said, “That’s the only reason I meet with you 
guys, because, you know, I’m being observed, therefore I 
exist.” It was a joke, but there is some value in being able 
to confess your sins to fellow victims of a fatal attraction.

This is possible because we all three take each others’ 
work seriously and probably have a deeper under-
standing of it than anybody else in the world. We’re 
like junkies who understand perfectly the others’ 
addiction. We sympathize but know we’re not going 
to be able kick it. I think it’s important to have this 
kind of relationship. We can manage it because our 
work is so dissimilar—so disparate—that we’re not 
in competition with each other, which is probably 
why we’ve been able to stay friends for so long. So 
let me try to look at some of those differences - and 
then some similarities that I discovered recently.

David’s images come from narratives. He has been 
inspired by the Torah, Kafka, the Holocaust, Buster 
Keaton’s movies, the novels of José Saramago and 
old newspaper clippings. Lately, he has related these 
narratives to memories of his old job as a bookkeeper, 
which he presents like scenes in a play. In the 1970s it 
was well known in academia that painting was dead, 

Warren Criswell 
February 2014
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so David switched to theater, working with the avant-
garde playwright and director, Richard Foreman in 
New York. The result was The Abreaction Theater, 
which David and the composer Geoffrey King estab-
lished in 1979. Though he later backslid into visual art 
(as I did, from a similar experience, having spent ive 
years on the road as a writer), his work has remained 
theatrical. I have written elsewhere that a drawing 
by David, having survived many trials and scrub-
bings—which are often visible as pentimenti, traces 
of erased marks—is really the last scene of the play. 

But that’s not quite right. Yes, it’s like one frame from 
the storyboard of a play, but not the last one. Back 
in the early ‘90s David had a bad habit of breaking 
into exhibitions after his work was installed and 
continuing to work on them. As I wrote at the time, 
“One minute David is busily rubbing out and redrawing, 

the next he’s being strong-armed out of the place.” 
Because his drawings are never really inished, 
the play is never really over. It’s just arrested.

It’s just this instant of being caught in the act of 
becoming that gives his drawings their uncomfort-
ably familiar feeling. A reviewer of one of his plays, 
“Disparate Acts,”—which we decided was the logical 
title for this exhibition—wrote that its “structure 
of abrupt, isolated scenes has been chosen in part 
to dramatize those unexpected, leeting moments 
of sudden realization which occur in daily life.” 
Those words describe his drawings as well.

So, though David’s drawings have no resolution, they are 
nevertheless images inspired by narratives, while mine 
are just the opposite: narratives inspired by images. I’ve 
used the word “ambushed” for a long time to describe 
how this happens. I can be driving down the highway, 
walking in the city or in the woods, watching a movie, 
stepping into my kitchen or bathroom, when suddenly 
what I’m looking at jumps out at me and takes over my 
brain. It’s usually something I’ve seen thousands of times 
before but not as a painting until that moment. Maybe 
it was the light, or the darkness, external or internal, 
some experience that day, something that has made me 
see this thing in a new way. This can also happen in my 
head, while reading a book or listening to music, but it’s 
still an image, not an idea in the intellectual sense. But 
from this image a narrative inevitably emerges, even 
when I don’t want it to. I may understand it immedi-
ately or not at all, but I think what I saw is somehow 
linked to some story lurking in my unconscious. I take 
this image to be a revealed truth and feel compelled Bailin Studio • 2014
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to make it visible, no matter how weird or twisted or 
self-incriminating it may look. This revealed image, 
however, what I call the “virtual image,” only exists at 
that irst moment of ambush, and the inal painting, 
print or sculpture may undergo as many transforma-
tions as David’s drawings or Sammy’s paintings. But 
when I try to do it the other way around, create an image 
from an idea, like David does, my attempt usually fails.

Another difference between David’s work and that of 
the other two of us is the art materials we use. Years 
ago I wrote this about David’s dislike of art materials: 
“He has a horror of my practice of making my own 
paint. David is as appalled by my grinding slab as some 
people are by spiders.” Although he painted when he 
irst got to Little Rock, he soon abandoned it and got 
rid of everything but a huge roll of surplus milk carton 
paper and a stick of charcoal. Inspired evidently by black 
and white movies, he stripped the sets of his plays at 
the Abreaction Theater of all color, and now he did the 
same to his drawings, denouncing color as a contami-

nant, and only occasionally dipping a brush into his 
cup of coffee for a warm wash or two—the same cup 
that sat on his desk in New York while he cooked the 
books. Lately, however, he’s been experimenting with 
paint, the occasional, abstract stroke of color inter-
acting with the terriied or puzzled character in his 
dramas.  “Ride, boldly ride . . . if you seek for Eldorado!” 

In contrast, turning my back on my Modernist  past, 
I was inspired by the Old Masters, researched their 
techniques and materials, and became an alchemist 
of paint, reining my own linseed oil, making my own 
ink from tree bark, galls and iron sulfate, grinding my 
own pigments in a medium of oil and beeswax as Titian 
is thought to have done, and discovering all kinds 
of amazing secrets about the relativity of color from 
Rembrandt and Josef Albers. Like Sammy but unlike 
David, I enjoyed the physicality, the manual labor, of 
stretching canvases and pushing paint around on them. 
There’s so much pleasure in glazing and scumbling 
that they should be added to the Seven Deadly Sins.

Criswell Studio • 2015
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But while Sammy and I both get off on the joys of 
paint, Sammy’s  creative approach to his work is 
different from both David’s and mine. He doesn’t 
start with either a narrative or an image. These may 
appear later, after what looks like several geological 
epochs of volcanic upheavals and continental drift, 
but in the beginning he just needs to be present in his 
studio. There’s a table covered with paint cans, tubes, 
brushes and deadly solvents, the sound of trafic on 
Asher, maybe some blues on the radio, and a blank 
canvas on the wall. Sammy is standing there, not so 
much like God before creating the heavens and the 
earth as the football player he used to be, crouched 
behind the scrimmage line, waiting for the snap.

But I get carried away. Actually, I have no idea how 
Sammy starts a painting or what’s going on in his 
head. I only know it’s not a story of anything or an 
image of something, as is the case with David and 
me. I should insert here that both David and I have 
beneitted over the years from Sammy’s technical 
knowledge. He owned Ace Signs, which he inherited 
from his dad, and knows all kinds of stuff about paints 
and inks, canvas and paper, and every now and then 
David or I have to call him with an “art emergency!” 
As for those deadly solvents I mentioned, things like 
xylene, I think he gets away with it because his studio 
is a large warehouse with a high ceiling, so the fumes 
must rise up there and kill only the spiders around the 
skylights, sparing the human below. If David or I used 
it in our smaller studios we’d be dead in a month. 

Anyway, the irst thing I feel when I look at Sammy’s 
paintings is their existential presence. In a review of 

his show at the Arkansas Arts Center in 1994 I wrote 
that each painting “is a corporeal existent, a physical, 
thought-numbing presence, before it’s anything 
else.” I described how countless layers, which I like to 
think of as geological strata, of thick, waxy, translu-
cent or opaque paint have been brushed or troweled 
on, gouged or drawn through, dripped on, glazed 
over and scraped off, and how rectangular forms 
and bits of cloth play a kind of mischievous melody 
over a ground bass of colors without names. “Such 
presence,” I wrote, “is an emotional perception, an 
experience more of the senses than of the mind.” 

But, I added, “It’s a function of the intellect to protect us 
from that kind of thing—to create a space between the 
self and a phenomenon which threatens to absorb it. If 

Peters Studio • 2015
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you are able to take that creative step backward from the 
existential—almost breathing—presence of these works, 
it’s just that emerging and submerging of form that 
begins to give them a conceptual dimension, a ‘content.’”

So here is where the similarities in our work begin to 
bite into the differences. Because even though a painting 
by Sammy is obviously not a narrative picture, I think 
it tells a story anyway. Stories are our primary means 
of imposing order on a chaotic world. Art, religion and 
science all grew out of stories, and stories take place in 
time. Time came into my work after a trip to New York 
with Sammy in 2005, during which I saw an animation 
by William Kentridge at the Metropolitan Museum. 
Before that I had thought of animation as Mickey 
Mouse and Quickdraw McGraw, but now I imagined my 
own drawings coming to life. It took years of Franken-
steinian experiments, most of which failed, to make 
this happen, and I won’t go into the ugly details. My 
point here is that about a year ago I realized that I 
wasn’t the only artist in our group who had—maybe 
unconsciously—pushed into the fourth dimension.

Some of David’s drawings, especially the ones with 
pentimenti, the remains of earlier scenes in his dramas, 
whether from the Torah or the ofice, are almost anima-
tions in themselves. You see them happening in time 
as well as space. One of my favorite drawings of his is 
one you will never see because he destroyed it. I call it 
“Ghosts,” because all the igures had been rubbed out, 
only the ghosts remained. Even the room was starting 
to fade. Similarly, my favorite paintings of Sammy’s 
are those in which almost everything has been lost in 
time—but not quite lost. Objects have been stuck on, 

then painted over with bright colors, themselves now 
only faintly visible though layers of mud. Ancient strata 
are exposed by excavation. Sometimes, in the same 
painting, you’re looking at different rates of change: 
very fast movement—the splatters and drips—and the 
static strata of impasto paint. The occasional rendering 
of what appears to be a 3-dimensional object somehow 
does not look discordant  there in Flatland, but seems 
perfectly at home. So there’s all this painting and pasting 
and scraping, and in the end you have a very complex 
integration of time and space. And sometimes, as in 
David’s “Ghosts,” everything that went before almost 
disappears, leaving only incomprehensible traces. 
Traces of what? An extinct civilization, a former life, 
youth? When I discovered that bringing my images 
to life also brought them to death—because now they 
had an end as well as a beginning—I thought this 
was unique to animation, but maybe the same can be 
said for a painting or drawing that incorporates time 
in its attempt to outlive its time-bound creator.  

Maybe all our drawings, paintings and movies are just 
acts in the defunct Abreaction Theater. “Abreaction,” 
you know, is the psychoanalytic term for the vivid return 
of painful memories. But it also means catharsis, and 
all artists know that feeling when their work magically 
unfolds before them. That’s why we’re hooked on art 
instead of following the sensible advice of our parents.

But while munching our pizzas at Damgoode Pies, 
we don’t talk about such enigmatic things. We just 
listen to each others’ troubles or pleasures, failures 
or successes, and are consoled by this convivial 
proof or our existence. We talk, therefore we are.
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The following timeline juxtaposes the works of Bailin, 
Criswell and Peters over a period of 29 years, from 1986 to 
2015. All three are consistent stylistically over time: Bailin, 
inspired by Kafkaesque absurdities, even those found in 
the Old Testament, continues to work on paper, primarily 
in charcoal, often in monumental style, with occasional 
touches of oil, pastels and coffee. Criswell, though he has 
made a felicitous detour into animation (not included in this 
show, sadly), is inspired by myth and archetype, inserting 
himself, often leshily, into crepuscular scenes of ill fate. 
The expressionist Peters has not departed his complex, 
over-painted style and hot palette, making narratives told in 
color, shape, texture, scumbling, composition. 

After 30 years of talking about art—and Buster Keaton 
and Heinrich von Kleist and phenomenology—once over 
pizza and now over healthier “old man fare”—and sharing 
fears over the “pit” they inhabit when the muse takes a 
break, have the three, consciously or not, picked up on one 
another’s thematic or stylistic shorthand? The three surely 
have directly inluenced one another’s work in reductive 
ways: The “sombreros” in one of Peters’ paintings disap-
peared after Criswell commented on them; Bailin says he’s 
rubbed out Criswellian images that have crept in to his 
work. 

It is easy to ind commonalities in two out of three. Penti-

menti are central to Bailin’s and Peters’ work. Peters and 
Criswell share a mode of working in that each of their works 
has a beginning, middle and end—fully realized works. But 
Bailin has been known to bring charcoal to an exhibition to 
make a change or two to a work hanging on the wall. 

There are similarities of tone. Bailin and Criswell share 
a kind of wry humor. Bailin’s scenarios often suggest the 
notion that we think we know what we are doing. Criswell’s 
humor is often direct, such as in his clever takeoff on 
Manet’s “Dejeuner sur l’Herbe” in his “Judgment,” where 
he plays the role of the Grand Inquisitor. Devoid of content, 
much of Peters’ work, it seems to me, is expressive of joy, 
humor’s cousin. 

But what about the ways marks are made? What does it 
mean that Bailin’s “Against the Day” has a large cloud 
obscuring a man’s destination in the same way Criswell’s 
roads veer off into a distance (“Die gluckliche Hand”)? Or 
that “Against the Day” employs Peters’ signature parallel 
lines? Is the central blue in Peters’ “Determined: necessary; 
relation” his obscuring cloud? These may be stylistic and 
compositional coincidences, or common techniques to 
portray the unknown or veil the known. But it’s surely no 
coincidence that 30 years of conversation have helped them 
distill a world view so that Bailin is more Bailin, Criswell 
more Criswell, Peters more Peters. 

That makes their acts disparate (or abreactive—Bailin’s 
mantra), though achieved through intimacy. No matter what 
the three are chewing over during their now fortnightly 
talks—how many of us are thinking about Kleist’s poetry 
over lunch?—we are left with Bailin’s beautiful, sensuous 
charcoal lines, Criswell’s rich, complex allegories and Peters’ 
proof that abstraction lives. We can get caught up in color 
and line and texture and ind them as engrossing as any of 
the esoterica our three painters regularly ingest.

A COMMON HISTORY
1986 – 2015

Leslie N. Peacock 
Arts Writer and Managing Editor, Arkansas Times

July 2015
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The Navigator • 1987, pastel on paper,
30 x 40 inches • Arkansas Arts Center Foundation

The Open Road • 1988, oil and pastel on paper, 
33 x 45 inches • Arkansas Arts Center Foundation

Eternal Vow • 1987, oil stick & charcoal on canvas, 
60 x 108 inches

Ancient Dreams • 1988, oil stick & charcoal on 
canvas, 70 x 70 inches

Unexamined Stereotypes • 1987, oil and mixed 
media on canvas, 48 x 60 inches

Pylon Fugue with Green • 1988, oil and mixed 
media on canvas, 90 x 136 inches

1 9 8 8 - 1 9 8 9

David Bailin

Sammy Peters

1 9 8 6 - 1 9 8 7

Warren Criswell
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Fountain [Spanish Lady] • 1990, oil on paper, 
62 x 54 inches • Private collection

Old King • 1993, oil on paper with exhibition label, 
30 x 40 inches • Private collection

Meteor Showers • 1994, oil & charcoal on paper, 
72 x 72 inches • Private collection

The Question • 1990, oil on linen, 36 x 43 inches • 
Private collection 

The Judgment • 1993, oil on panel, 44 x 49 inches • 
Private collection 

A Woman Dragging a Man • 1994, oil on panel,
39 x 48 inches

Untitled No. 22 on a theme of Mussorgsky • 
1991, oil and mixed media on canvas, 48 x 60 inches

Emergence: affect; admission • 1993, oil and 
mixed media on canvas, 96 x 96 inches

Absence: redeeming; impulse • 1995, oil and 
mixed media on canvas, 50 x 38 inches

1 9 9 0 - 1 9 9 1 1 9 9 2 - 1 9 9 3 1 9 9 4 - 1 9 9 5
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Breath [Expulsion] • 1996, charcoal & coffee on 
paper, 96 x 168 inches

Salome • 1996, oil on panel, 57 x 36 inches
 • Private collection

Fragment: shattered; imposter • 1997, oil and 
mixed media on canvas on board, 69 x 90 inches

Absurd: distraction; remembered • 1998, oil and 
mixed media on canvas on board, 38 x 50 inches

1 9 9 8 - 1 9 9 91 9 9 6 - 1 9 9 7

Column • 1999, charcoal & coffee on paper, 
72 x 80 inches

The Red Cloud • 1998, oil on panel, 
36 x 48 inches • Private Collection

David Bailin

Sammy Peters

Warren Criswell
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Vision • 2000, charcoal & coffee on paper, 
72 x 89 inches

Narcissus • 2002, charcoal & coffee on prepared 
paper, 24 x 30 inches

Contract • 2004, charcoal, gesso & coffee on paper, 
96 x 96 inches • Private Collection

Still Life with Keys • 2000, oil on hardwood, 
24 x 12 inches • Private Collection

Flash Flood • 2002, oil on linen, 36 x 48 inches 
• Private collection

Departure of the Muse • 2005,  oil on linen, 
39 x 26 inches

Current: relative; conception • 2001, oil and 
mixed media on canvas, 84 x 120 inches

Melancholy: thoughtful; constraint • 2003,  oil 
and mixed media on canvas on board, 72 x 72 inches

Universal: apparent; experience No. 2 • 2005,
oil and mixed media on canvas, 48 x 48 inches

2 0 0 0 - 2 0 0 1 2 0 0 2 - 2 0 0 3 2 0 0 4 - 2 0 0 5
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2 0 0 8 - 2 0 0 92 0 0 6 - 2 0 0 7

Question: articulated; experience • 2007, oil and 
mixed media on canvas, 48 x 60 inches

Contained: articulated; impulse • 2009,  oil and 
mixed media on canvas, 36 x 60 inches

Search • 2006, charcoal & coffee on prepared paper, 
48 x 51½ inches

String • 2009, charcoal & coffee on prepared paper, 
52½ x 54 inches

The Punishment • 2007, oil on canvas, 
48 x 36 inches • Private collection

Die glückliche Hand • 2008, oil on canvas,
30 x 40 inches

David Bailin

Sammy Peters

Warren Criswell
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2 0 1 0 - 2 0 1 1 2 0 1 2 - 2 0 1 3 2 0 1 4 - 2 0 1 5

Dignified: prophetic; metaphor • 2011,  oil and 
mixed media on canvas, 90 x 136 inches

Journey: projecting; space • 2014,  oil and mixed 
media on canvas, 60 x 48 inches

Determined: necessary; relation • 2012,  oil and 
mixed media on canvas, 60 x 72 inches,

Legacy • 2010, charcoal & coffee on prepared paper, 
52 x 53½ inches • Private collection

Against the Day • 2014, charcoal, oil, pastel & cof-
fee on prepared paper, 78 x 83 inches

Fly • 2012, charcoal & coffee on prepared paper, 
52½ x 54 inches • Private collection

Pentesilea (Love is a Dog Bite) • 2011, oil on 
canvas, 36 x 48 inches

Conjunction • 2012, watercolor on paper, 
30 x 23 inches

Two Transients • 2015, linocut, image 7 x 10 inches
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This is the irst of David’s recent drawings to be invaded by color—with frightening results for the leading character. 
When I irst saw it I thought the accountant, in attempting to escape from the conines of the ofice, had found 
himself in a natural world even more terrifying! But now I see the fading remains of papers scattered in the 
foreground, so maybe the building itself has been bombed and dumped its contents in the road, forcing our guy out 
into the open. A charcoal vortex, reminiscent of the labyrinth from his 1999 “Moses and Aaron,” pursues the victim. 
Change is both traumatic and cathartic, the dichotomy that fuels David’s work and gives his drawings their power. 

PAPERS

2013

charcoal, pastel and coffee on 
prepared paper 

72½ x 83 inches

Warren Criswell
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Bailin’s new works feel less speciically narrative and more atmospheric. 
Bailin has talked about how essential mark making is to his process, and 
this approach is certainly evident in his drawings. The drawings in “Dreams 
and Disasters” are ephemeral and dreamlike, as the show’s title sug-
gests, and the igures and settings emerge out of Bailin’s marks—marks of 
abstraction, gesture, texture, and motion—as if surfacing within one’s con-
sciousness out of white noise. . . . His works skirt the edge of abstraction and 
approach drawing as text, and as theater, rich in surface and movement.

— Christopher Michno, art ltd, 2014

Bailin often draws the moment of when the surreal breaks in on human 
routine, and he realistically sets these terrors in the suburban neighbor-
hood that abuts his own, a place of ‘60s-style ranch houses and split-levels 
ornamented by trafic circles that feel both alien and whimsical. . . . Bailin 
renders the outlandish with a laconic equanimity. . . . the characters caught 
up in these episodes seem to accept that there must be an explanation, even 
if their little human minds cannot generate one. . . . They are lowing toward 
something they cannot understand. They are resigned, yet awake to what-
ever’s out there. They are human.

— Philip Martin, Arkansas Democrat Gazette, 2014

David Bailin’s fascination with the momentary circumstance of the person 
deines his drawing practice, which is born of a desire to wrestle with and 
tell a story. In each thematic series Bailin develops, this narrative functions 
as an allegorical testimony of the effects of familial, cultural, and political 
histories on perception and impetus. Responding to a Russian Jewish ances-
try and contemporary American politics, Bailin shoulders a self-described 
paranoia and questioning, juxtaposed with a passion for a personal vision of 
justness.
 — Tracee Robertson, Marking a Course, 2014

Bailin draws scenes involving a single character . . . caught in a moment of 
quiet desperation, absurd futility or comic disorder. . . . What transpires in 
this scene is a redeinition of multiple dimensions: the physical environment 
erases itself, and along with it, the assurance of the known dissolves, be-
comes provisional. Bailin . . . draws with such clarity and vigor, in charcoal 
on paper toned a warm brown with coffee, that these tableaux open out 
marvelously, like timeless parables, toward greater universality.
  — Leah Ollman, Los Angeles Times, 2012

DAV I D  BA I L I N

“The Studio is not my friend. Stacks of papers, 
newspaper clippings, sketches, and notes, walls 
outlined by paint where paper had been stapled, 
tables and chairs covered with layers of charcoal, 
pastel and dust, and a labyrinth of boxes and tools 
to sort through. In open sketchbooks I discover ink 
spots covering sketches and slow, meandering and 
meaningless lines drawn over thumbnails as evi-
dence I had fallen asleep and where, without miss-
ing a beat, unconsciously, I continued to hack out a 
beginning. To begin the work means deciphering its 
beginnings. I wonder if I only think I make progress 
on a drawing but in fact I am only trying to ind its 
beginnings.” 

— David Bailin

David Bailin is an artist working primarily in drawing. 
BailinStudio.com features Bailin’s current drawings as 
well as archived work in painting, writing, theater and 
performance. He received artist fellowships from the 
National Endowment for the Arts, the Arkansas Arts 
Council and the Mid-America/NEA Fellowship Program. 
His works can be seen in public and private collections 
throughout the country, has received critical reviews 
in ARTnews, the Los Angeles Times, the LA Weekly, the 
Oxford American Magazine, art Ltd and other prestigious 
periodicals and was the subject of a documentary en-
titled “Charcoal Lines” in 2008.  

Bailin is currently represented by Koplin del Rio Gal-
lery, Culver City, CA and Boswell-Mourot Fine Arts, Little 
Rock, AR.
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Raincoat • 2013, charcoal, oil, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 84 x 95 inches
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Yellow Lines • 2013, charcoal, oil, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 73 x 83 inches
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Push • 2013, charcoal, oil, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 78 x 81 inches
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Cloud • 2015, charcoal, oil, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 78½ x 75 inches
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Slippage • 2014, charcoal, oil, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 78 x 83 inches 
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Pillow • 2015, charcoal, oil, pastel and coffee on prepared paper, 54 x 79 inches
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ELDORADO

2013
oil on canvas 
30 x 40 inches

Ride, boldly ride, indeed! Warren is an autodidact who insists on inding his own way, often against my advice.  The 
meeting on the road may be symbolic of the encounters the artist has with the images that ambush him—and with 
himself. To what or where does Warren the shade point? The Warren on his stork may be assumed to be the seeker, 
but seeking what or whom on this post-apocalyptic highway? Wasn’t it the search for Eldorado that got us here in 
the irst place? The fun part is that answers are not required to enjoy Warren’s work. The slices of life—sometimes 
raw—depicted in his paintings are worthy of our contemplation, and as with all great works, the images stay with us 
long after our encounter with them.

Sa mmy Peters
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“I was a loner as a kid, an only child, one of those 
people who grow up to be serial killers, bank robbers 
or artists. I wasn’t interested in killing but tried 
robbery, stole a watch in the third grade but got 
caught and took up art. They haven’t caught me at 
that yet.” 

— Warren Criswell

Born in West Palm Beach, Florida in 1936, Warren 
Criswell has lived in Arkansas since his bus broke down 
here in 1978. Primarily a self-taught painter, Criswell is 
also a printmaker, sculptor and animator. He has had 41 
solo exhibitions in the United States and one in Taiwan. 
His work has been included in group exhibitions in New 
York, Atlanta, Washington, DC, Arkansas, Virginia, North 
Carolina, Germany and Taiwan, and is represented in the 
permanent collections of many institutions, including 
The Arkansas Arts Center, Capital Arts Center, Taipei, 
and The Morris Museum of Art, Augusta, GA, as well as 
in private and corporate collections in the United States, 
Europe and Asia. In 1996 he was awarded a fellowship 
grant for painting and works on paper by the Mid-Amer-
ica Arts Alliance and the National Endowment for the 
Arts, and in 2003 an Individual Artist Fellowship Grant 
for painting and drawing by the Arkansas Arts Council. 

Criswell is currently represented by Cantrell Gallery in 
Little Rock and on the web at WarrenCriswell.com.

WA R R E N  C R I S W E L L

When entering the next room in the gallery, be prepared to confront the 
dark world of the talented and obsessive Warren Criswell. A leering portrait 
of the artist emblazoned on a Chinese scroll looms in the foreground, alert-
ing viewers that something very different lies ahead. . . 

— Kirk Montgomery, “Monkey Business,” 
Arkansas Democrat-Gazette, 2013

It would be wrong to suggest Criswell is one of the few artists who can blast 
through the critical ilter and speak directly to an audience; all good artists 
do that. It’s just that with Criswell no one needs to be told what he’s seeing, 
no one need feel intimidated by the details of the process. Criswell’s process 
is invisible—only technicians look at his stuff and see brushstrokes and the 
brightening effects of lead white pigment. The rest of us see faces and en-
nui, the sad soft play of shadows in a desperate room at 4 a.m., a thousand 
anxious details caught in the interrogative lashlight of the irst-person 
beholder. Often we see Criswell himself, satirized, caught doing something 
disturbing or in dificult straits. Who else could the igure rising by the 
roadside, swaddled in the Sunday edition of the Arkansas Gazette, caught 
in the beam of an onrushing headlight be but Criswell himself, the artist as 
smashable icon?

— Philip Martin, “The Artists Secrets,” 
Arkansas Democrat Gazette, 2014

Warren Criswell’s painting—and his drawing and printmaking no less - 
troubles the waters of contemporary artistic discourse. Criswell’s work 
proposes that an entirely backward-looking stylistic approach can act as 
a vehicle for entirely timely thoughts and sensations. . . . While Criswell’s 
subject matter brims with the passions and disturbances of early 21st cen-
tury life, it does not place itself at a dissonant, ironic angle to his entirely 
realist manner or technique. Rather, that manner, so thoroughly rooted in 
the late 19th century, and that technique, based on examples from the 16th 
(late Titian) and 17th (Rembrandt in particular), proves its durability and 
suppleness in Criswell’s hands, serving as a graceful and powerful vehicle 
for the artist’s sweeping narrative focus.
 — Peter Frank, “Warren Criswell, Anxious Realist,”

Catalog essay 2003
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Go Ask Alice • 2013, oil on canvas, 30 x 40 inches
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The Moon and Six Cents • 2013, watercolor, 30 x 22 inches 
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It Took 4 Vultures • 2015, watercolor, 30 x 23 inches
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A Man Following a Woman in Dark Woods • 2014, oil on canvas, 30 x 40 inches
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As the Crow Flies • 2015, oil on canvas, 40 x 30 inches
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The Secret Sharer • 2014, oil on canvas & panel, 34 x 26 inches
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Peters’ paint pushing is perfect. This is neither hyperbole nor mere alliteration. It is not something that can be 
substantiated with scientiic proof; one only has to immerse oneself into his subtle surface displacements, his lush 
rich color palette, his painted strokes of ladders and swirls, his placement of striped fabric collages to know that it’s 
perfect. In fact, Peters’ painting is the most aesthetically satisfying and beautiful work I know. It rewards the viewer 
time and time again, not because it tells a story but because it breaks the painterly structure into open-ended visual 
possibilities for the viewer.  

Impulse: 
Significant; 
Origin

2013
oil and mixed media on canvas
52 x 68 inches

David Bailin
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“I have a painting entitled ‘Tell no story’ ca. 1991. 
In 1990 I was coming to grips with my dissatisfac-
tion with the then current work and as a result 
started experimenting with states of mind used in 
my work from the 1960’s. At that time I was paint-
ing alla prima, completing the painting in one ses-
sion before the paint dries. I let the brush go ahead 
of thought, and the resultant sense of ‘narrative’ 
in my work was acquired from that which has no 
story in the strictest sense but is discovered by our 
human need to ind the patterns or the naming of 
objects in nature. Like a lion in the stars or a bunny 
in the clouds.” 

— Sammy Peters

During the ifties, Peters was encouraged in art by his 
artist father and introduced to abstract expressionism by 
his high school teacher. Since then, Peters has pursued 
his painting career in Arkansas, gaining renown through 
solo and group exhibitions in major art centers such as 
New York, Atlanta, Santa Fe, Houston and Los Angeles. 
He has earned awards in competitive exhibitions and 
received fellowships from the M-AAA/NEA, MacDowell 
Colony, Vermont Studio Center, and VSC Press. His work 
is represented in private and public collections from 
Little Rock to London.

Peters is represented by LewAllen Contemporary, Santa 
Fe, NM; Stremmel Gallery, Reno, NE; Greg Thompson 
Fine Art, N. Little Rock, AR; Jay Etkin Gallery, Memphis, 
TN; Mason Fine Art, Atlanta, GA. His work can be seen at  
SammyPeters.com.

Peters’ paintings function on a high psycho-philosophical plane: they carry 
a powerful emotional charge, and emotion for him is a way of discovering 
and experiencing Being as such as well as one’s own being in particular. 
They are abstract allegories of emotional conlict, articulated by an em-
battled painterliness, through which an anxious sense of being is expressed.

— Donald Kuspit, author and critic

Resulting from unsettled relationships, the facture in Peters’ new work is se-
ductive but not slick, alluring but not pandering. Its appeal resides as much 
in its promise of deeper perceptual challenges as in its indication of partial 
(but only partial) resolution.

— Peter Frank, art writer and critic

Another example in Peters’ work of this kind of dialectic is the apparent 
contradiction between the messy, open, deliberately uninished condition 
of his paintings and the lawless, almost Raphaelesque precision of their 
composition. Yet both observations are “true.” Every random splatter seems 
to belong just there and nowhere else.
 — Warren Criswell, Author, painter and sculptor

Marks shoot out and pass over . . . and under . . . like ireworks . . . but silent
. . . a hearing of color. Loud, strident . . . some mufled echoes. “They” are like 
saints. Hovering behind the shoulder and scrutinizing the palette . . . Goya, 
Rembrandt, a young De Kooning . . . all hearing the tales of the caves . . . and 
sharing wisdom and the unknowable.
  — John Slorp, Painter, educator and poet

His painting, grounded in abstract expressionism, the avant-garde style 
of his adolescence, has evolved into a deeply felt dialogue of integrity and 
experimentation. The paintings are moody and emotional, expressed with 
muted colors, strong brushwork, accident, collage elements and a iercely-
wrought, beautiful inish.
 — Townsend Wolfe, Director of the Arkansas Arts Center

Ruth Pasquine, former curator of the Arkansas Arts Center

S A M M Y  P E T E R S
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Ceasing: decoded; allegory • 2015, oil and mixed media on canvas, 48 x 60 inches
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Emergence: shadow; memory • 2015, oil and mixed media on canvas, 60 x 48 inches
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Determined: necessary; relation • 2013, oil and mixed media on canvas,  60 x 72 inches
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Momentary: accessible; appearance • 2012, oil and mixed media on canvas, 72 x 60 inches
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Essence: inseparable; illusion • 2015, oil and mixed media on canvas, 72 x 60 inches
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Difference: tangled; reconciliation • 2013, oil and mixed media on canvas, 72 x 60 inches
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ENDNOTE

This catalog is published in connection with the exhibitions 
Disparate Acts Redux (14 August - 3 October 2015 )
Butler Center of Arkansas Studies, Little Rock, AR

Disparate Acts (13 March - 16 April 2014)
Arkansas State University, Jonesboro, AR

Special thanks to Colin Thompson, Leslie Peacock, Les Christensen, 
Janet Criswell and to our galleries, patrons and collectors.

David Bailin
[BailinStudio.com]

See pages 14−21

Warren Criswell
[WarrenCriswell.com]

See pages 22−29

Sammy Peters
[SammyPeters.com]

See pages 30−37





SUUM • CUIQUE •  VENENUM

Artists are solitary beings, wrapped up in their own obses-
sions. That the three of us have been meeting for lunch for 
nearly thirty years without doing serious damage (physical-
ly or aesthetically) to each other is remarkable.  During that 
time, our work has evolved, changed focus, and acquired new 
media and techniques but has remained a central part of our 
lives, both individually and collectively. This exhibition is the 
result of those years of companionship and long hours of dis-
course. Though our creations remain uniquely our own, yet 
within each piece a small part of the others must be hiding.


