Jim Potterton Faintings from the E_clge of the Sea Artist’'s Statement

The cdgc of the sea is an cmotiona“y chargccl territory. J¢ Provokcs an immediate
response that often catches me off guard. f:requently, l’m 5urPrised. “What’s the
ocean up to toclag?” is my question when | first arrive at the shoreline. T here is very
little else in my clay that get me to say "\Wow” like the first sight, smell, and sound of

the sea.

So then what's it like to Pusi‘i Paint around on a canvas inspircd by this Powcri:ul
emotional reaction? At first blush an empty canvas (no matter how largc or small)
seems as vast as the sea, full of exciting Possibilitics, yet scary. [How soon will | find
mysclic out of my ciePth, ﬁailing about in a small Panic’? ]:rcc]ucntlg | start bgjust clog
Paddling around aimlcsslg with some big brush strokes until somctl'iing starts to
emerge from the semi fluid mess. Color choices at this Point are simple. J'm usua”gjust
making contrasting marks with oPPosing shades. Often it’s the thick and thin lagers of
paint that rule.

|t's about that time | bcgin to come to my senses. E_arlg on tl‘)ings get tactile as my
icingcrs bcgin to notice smooth, rough, bumpg, coarse, grainy and mushg. Jll Plag awhile
with my hands, Palette knife and the eclge of the brush handle. [t's from this stew that
the major si’:aPcs begin to emerge and | start to feel the basic tensions that will

Provisiona”g organize what | want to say.

At this Point the Pacing starts; up close and then, steps away. All the time |'m seeing
what is there and climinating comPcting marks. |'m trying to kcep out of the way of the
strong, organica”y suggestive  parts of the painting that usua“y show bg happg
accident. |'m Fincling subtle ways to bringjust enough Praisc to these sweet regions of
the image. Mg aim at the end is to do as little as Possiblc so the Painting sPcaks loud
and clear about somcthing both you and ] know is true about how things sometimes

are.

The vast ma_jorit}j of these Paintings were complctcd cluring the past year. Thcg were
insPired by a morning | spent Painting in the mist at the ec]ge of a cliff. Most were
Paintccl entircly in my studio in Santa Cruz.



