So Much Depends

Visiting the studios of Michael Casey and Carrie Mae Smith, what struck me most was not simply the
paintings on the walls, but the numerous arrangements that existed beyond them. Everywhere | looked
were small, unplanned vignettes: books stacked, sculptural objects gathered on shelves, paint-stained
gloves hanging in a row, sketches pinned among notes and color studies — all the objects collected and
preserved for reasons both practical and mysterious. These incidental groupings possessed the
qualities of still lifes themselves. Though never intended as artworks, they revealed how deeply the
language of the genre had permeated each artist's daily environment. The studios felt less like places
where still lifes were made than places where still-life thinking was continually taking place. The habit of
noticing, arranging, collecting, and contemplating seemed to extend far beyond the canvas, shaping the
very environments in which the artists work.

This quality of attention is what the still life tradition has always asked of both painter and viewer. It
concerns itself with what remains close at hand: the contents of a cupboard, the produce of a garden, a
vessel passed from one generation to the next. Within these apparently narrow boundaries, artists have
continually found ways to explore larger questions about perception, beauty, time, and human
experience. The genre endures not despite its modesty but because of it.

The paintings in Offerings by Michael Casey and Carrie Mae Smith demonstrate the continuing vitality
of this tradition. Though separated by a generation and working from distinct artistic perspectives, both
painters are drawn to subjects rooted in daily life. Their works emerge from kitchens, gardens,
collections, and rituals that unfold beyond public view. Yet rather than documenting these worlds, they
transform them, revealing how painting can deepen our understanding of both the objects around us
and our relationship to them.

Each artist approaches the still life from a different historical and philosophical position. Casey's work
belongs to a modern lineage that treats the still life as an arena for painting itself, where form, color,
light, and spatial relationships become the primary means of discovery. Smith's work is shaped by an
awareness that objects carry social and cultural lives extending well beyond the studio — histories of
manufacture, collection, domestic labor, inheritance, and exchange — and that these histories are
inseparable from how an object looks and what it means. Their paintings move along different paths,
yet arrive at a shared conviction: that careful looking remains one of the most rewarding ways of
engaging with art and the world.

For Casey, observation serves as both subject and method. His paintings recall a tradition extending
from Chardin through Cézanne and Morandi — artists who found inexhaustible complexity in the
familiar. Working in oil, Casey constructs his compositions through subtle relationships of shape, color,
and weight. Space compresses and expands; objects settle into carefully calibrated arrangements; light
quietly organizes the composition. The resulting works possess a sense of balance that feels neither
imposed nor accidental. Rather than describing objects in exhaustive detail, Casey allows paint itself to
carry much of the experience, creating images that reward prolonged viewing.

What is striking, looking across Casey's paintings in this exhibition, is how dramatically his approach
varies from work to work. SPBM and Chief's Breakfast operate in a compressed, atmospheric tonal
world, while Pat's Potatoes and Bologna are almost fauvist in their color confidence — saturated



yellows, warm pinks and ochres pressing against one another with an almost declarative energy.
Boleslawiec Table is among the most spatially intricate of the group, its mugs and bowl animated by
dramatic blue shadows that spill across the tabletop. Caffe, by contrast, renders its moka pot in near-
monochrome, ghostly and still against a warm ground — a painting that sits closest in spirit to the
meditative quietude more often associated with Morandi himself. The range is significant: this is not a
painter working within a fixed style, but one who allows the subject to determine the pictorial
temperature.

Yet across this variety, certain qualities remain constant. Personal histories move quietly beneath the
surfaces of Casey's paintings. Family relationships, friendships, travel, and artistic influences all find
their way into the work, not through overt narrative but through association. In Chief's Breakfast, an egg
cup and egg cracker once belonging to the artist's father become the foundation for a meditation on
presence and absence. The painting never announces its emotional content; instead, affection
emerges through sustained engagement with the subject. Similarly, Bologna takes as its subject a meal
of cannellini beans and sausage inspired by annual visits to Italy and repeated pilgrimages to the
Museo Morandi. The work acknowledges an artistic inheritance while remaining rooted in lived
experience. Together, these paintings reveal Casey's ability to merge formal inquiry with personal
remembrance, allowing the language of painting to carry emotional weight without sentimentality.

Smith's paintings begin from a different place. Where Casey tends to compress space to emphasize the
interplay of forms, Smith allows objects to assert their individual presence while maintaining a sense of
compositional restraint. Her subjects frequently arrive carrying traces of their own histories — of
manufacture, collecting, cultivation, and exchange — and her paintings treat these histories as
inseparable from their visual character. Working in oil on canvas, panel, or aluminum, she combines
descriptive clarity with a sophisticated sensitivity to pattern, surface, and color. Decorative motifs,
reflective glazes, printed textiles, and seasonal blooms become opportunities to explore the visual
complexities of the material world. Her compositions possess an equilibrium between intimacy and
monumentality, granting subjects associated with everyday life an unexpected presence.

Smith references the work of William Nicholson, whose still lifes transformed ordinary objects through
clarity, restraint, and an acute sensitivity to light. Like Nicholson, she favors compositions that allow
subjects room to breathe, creating a sense of quiet concentration rather than theatrical display. Her
attention to nuanced shadow color, carefully considered relationships between forms, and the
expressive potential of negative space lends even the most familiar subjects a surprising presence.
Significance emerges not from rarity or symbolism, but from the depth of engagement brought to
seemingly modest things.

One of the most distinctive qualities of Smith's paintings is her interest in surfaces within surfaces — in
objects that are themselves already decorated, patterned, or ornamented. The blurred cobalt transfer-
print of Flow Blue china, the printed cherry motifs of a cotton tablecloth, the luster glaze of a ceramic
pitcher, the gold-rimmed border of a porcelain plate: in painting these things, Smith is representing one
kind of image-making within another. There is a quiet conceptual dimension to this layering, an
awareness that the painted surface is only the most recent in a series of surfaces, each carrying its
own history of making and use.

This is nowhere more apparent than in Cherries, Draped Tablecloth. Borrowed from a friend's collection
and once owned by her mother, the patterned cloth functions simultaneously as image and artifact. At
its large scale — sixty inches tall — it unfolds across the canvas as something closer to a landscape than
a domestic object: a topography of folds, shadows, and shifting ornament, animated by gravity into a



dynamic field. What is most striking about this painting is its compositional radicalism: there is
essentially no other object in it. The cloth is the painting. That Smith can sustain a work of this scale
and ambition on so singular a subject is a measure of how fully her formal and conceptual interests
have converged.

By contrast, Forsythia Branch on Linen turns toward a subject whose significance lies in its transience.
Gathered during the first days of spring after a long winter, the forsythia branch is placed in a simple
glass vessel, its yellow blossoms just beginning to open. But it is the fallen petals scattered across the
linen surface below — small, precise, quietly inevitable — that give the painting its undertow. Without
announcing itself as such, it functions as a gentle memento mori: a record of a moment already passing
at the instant of its painting. Viewed together, these two works reveal Smith's ability to move fluidly
between cultural inheritance and direct experience, finding equal richness in an heirloom textile and a
blossom destined to disappear within days.

Two further paintings speak most directly to the title Offerings. Casey's Garlic Basket #2 takes its
subject from directly above, a perspective that turns the oval basket and its densely arranged bulbs into
something closer to a reliquary than a kitchen vessel. The garlic bulbs, luminous in their papery whites
and pale lavenders against the woven ground, are painted with a delicacy that seems disproportionate
to so humble a subject, and it is precisely this disproportionality that gives the painting its quiet power.
Smith's Cherries in Scalloped Oval Dish arrives at a similar place by different means: six cherries, deep
and lacquered red against the cobalt interior of a scalloped dish, set against a warm neutral ground
with an economy and stillness that makes them feel genuinely precious. Both paintings record a
moment just after the act of gathering — the thing brought in from the garden, placed in a vessel, and
looked at before use. In this sense they are perhaps the two works in the exhibition that most literally
enact what an offering is: not an object contemplated in hindsight, but something in the very act of
being presented. It is worth noting too that both compositions use an oval vessel as their primary
framing device, yet the contrast between Casey's profusion — dozens of bulbs pressing against one
another in abundance — and Smith's spare six cherries with room to breathe around them encapsulates
something essential about the difference between these two painters: one drawn to accumulation and
density, the other to restraint and interval.

A revealing comparison can also be made between Smith's Arrangement with Creamer, Teacup and
Saucer on Stack of Dinner Plates (Flow Blue, Rose Pattern) and Casey's Boleslawiec Table. Both
paintings center on historic ceramic traditions and draw much of their visual energy from the
relationship between painted pattern and underlying form. Smith's painting depicts nineteenth-century
English Flow Blue china — transfer-printed earthenware prized for its characteristic blurred cobalt
decoration — while Casey's work features Bolestawiec pottery, the hand-stamped blue-and-white
ceramics produced for generations in southwestern Poland. Though separated by geography and
history, both traditions occupy an intriguing space between utility and ornament, transforming everyday
vessels into objects of visual pleasure.

Smith's arrangement is vertical and architectural, building upward through the stacked plates, cup,
saucer, and creamer. The eye moves deliberately through the composition, tracing a careful balance
between structure and ornament. Casey's painting is organized through diagonals, reflections, and
shifting intervals of space, its objects animated by dramatic blue shadows that bind them together
across the tabletop. Color functions differently in each work: in Smith's painting, the cobalt decoration is
absorbed into a harmonious orchestration of surface and form, while in Casey's the saturated blues
become active participants in the composition, generating rhythm, contrast, and movement. To see



these two works side by side is to discover how much possibility can exist within a shared vocabulary of
forms, and how decisively an artist's underlying convictions shape what that vocabulary can say.

Despite the contemplative tone of the exhibition, moments of wry humor surface throughout. In several
of Smith's paintings, the titles draw attention to elements that are almost playfully understated within
the composition itself. In Pussy Willows and Let's Cook it Right, Adelle Davis the vintage cookbook
occupies only a sliver of the picture plane; in Brie on Plate with Red Osier, the shrub appears so
discreetly at the edge of the composition that it might easily escape notice altogether. The wit lies in the
disproportion between title and image — in the way these peripheral details linger quietly at the edge of
the frame, acknowledged without being emphasized. Such gestures reveal Smith's awareness that
paintings are not simply records of what we see, but invitations to look again, often rewarding attention
with small acts of discovery.

This same quality of understated incongruity can operate at the center of a painting as well as its
margins. Napoleon on Gold Rimmed Plate bestows imperial weight — through its title, through the
ceremony of the gold-rimmed dish, through the full seriousness of oil on panel — onto a layered pastry
that seems quietly indifferent to the distinction. Smith never signals the disproportion; she simply paints
the thing with complete attention, and lets the gap between title, vessel, and subject settle into the
viewer's awareness slowly, like a remark delivered without a change of expression.

Casey's humor is similarly understated, though perhaps a touch more mischievous. In SPBM, a
shaving brush, razor, and hand mirror appear in a composition whose title initially reads as an
inscrutable abbreviation. Only later does the reader learn that the letters stand for "Stately, plump Buck
Mulligan" — the opening words of James Joyce's Ulysses. The shaving implements become a playful
visual echo of Buck Mulligan's famous mock-liturgical entrance, transforming an ordinary morning ritual
into a literary homage. Elsewhere, works such as Pat's Potatoes and Bologna find gentle comedy in the
elevation of modest meals to the status of painted subjects. There is something both affectionate and
faintly absurd about memorializing a student's supper of baked potatoes or devoting the full
seriousness of oil painting to a bowl of beans. Yet the wit never tips into a belly laugh. It reflects,
instead, a generous understanding that the seemingly insignificant moments of life are often the very
things most worthy of remembrance.

William Carlos Williams once staked everything on a red wheelbarrow glazed with rainwater — the
insistence, quiet and absolute, that meaning can concentrate itself entirely within an ordinary thing,
requiring nothing beyond the quality of attention brought to it. Having spent time in the studios of Casey
and Smith, | found myself thinking of that poem. The works gathered here make the same claim,
without announcement or justification, in every mark. They remind us that meaning often resides not in
extraordinary events but in the objects, rituals, and encounters that quietly accompany our lives — the
egg cup that belonged to a father, the tablecloth that belonged to a mother, the forsythia gathered on
the first warm morning of spring, the beans eaten in Bologna after an afternoon in front of Morandi's
bottles. These are things chosen, attended to, and preserved in paint not because they are rare or
important in any public sense, but because someone looked at them with care and found them worth
keeping. Through two distinct yet complementary approaches to the still-life tradition, Michael Casey
and Carrie Mae Smith reveal the enduring richness of the familiar. So much depends, their paintings
quietly insist, upon what has been close at hand all along.

Jayne Parker
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With Ammendments:

So Much Depends

Visiting the studios of Michael Casey and Carrie Mae Smith, what struck me most was not simply the
paintings on the walls, but the numerous arrangements that existed beyond them. Everywhere | looked
were small, unplanned vignettes: books stacked, sculptural objects gathered on shelves, paint-stained
gloves hanging in a row, sketches pinned among notes and color studies — all the objects collected and
preserved for reasons both practical and mysterious. These incidental groupings possessed the
qualities of still lifes themselves. Though never intended as artworks, they revealed how deeply the
language of the genre had permeated each artist's daily environment. The studios felt less like places
where still lifes were made than places where still-life thinking was continually taking place. The habit of
noticing, arranging, collecting, and contemplating seemed to extend far beyond the canvas, shaping the
very environments in which the artists work.

This quality of attention is what the still life tradition has always asked of both painter and viewer. It
concerns itself with what remains within reach: the contents of a cupboard, the produce of a garden, a
vessel passed from one generation to the next. Within these apparently narrow boundaries, artists have
continually found ways to explore larger questions about perception, beauty, time, and human
experience. The genre endures not despite its modesty but because of it.

The paintings in Offerings by Michael Casey and Carrie Mae Smith demonstrate the continuing vitality
of this tradition. Though separated by a generation and working from distinct artistic perspectives, both
painters are drawn to subjects rooted in daily life. Their works emerge from kitchens, gardens,
collections, and rituals that unfold beyond public view. Yet rather than documenting these worlds, they
transform them, revealing how painting can deepen our understanding of both the objects around us
and our relationship to them.

Each artist approaches the still life from a different historical and philosophical position. Casey's work
belongs to a modern lineage that treats the still life as an arena for painting itself, where form, color,
light, and spatial relationships become the primary means of discovery. Smith's work is shaped by an
awareness that objects carry social and cultural lives extending well beyond the studio — histories of
manufacture, collection, domestic labor, inheritance, and exchange — and that these histories are
inseparable from how an object looks and what it means. Their paintings move along different paths,
yet arrive at a shared conviction: that careful looking remains one of the most rewarding ways of
engaging with art and the world.

For Casey, observation serves as both subject and method. His paintings recall a tradition extending
from Chardin through Cézanne and Morandi — artists who found inexhaustible complexity in the
familiar. Working in oil, Casey constructs his compositions through subtle relationships of shape, color,
and weight. Space compresses and expands; objects settle into carefully calibrated arrangements; light
quietly organizes the composition. The resulting works possess a sense of balance that feels neither
imposed nor accidental. Rather than describing objects in exhaustive detail, Casey allows paint itself to
carry much of the experience, creating images that reward prolonged viewing.

What is striking, looking across Casey's paintings in this exhibition, is how dramatically his approach
varies from work to work. SPBM and Chief's Breakfast operate in a compressed, atmospheric tonal



world, while Pat's Potatoes and Bologna are almost fauvist in their color confidence — saturated
yellows, warm pinks and ochres pressing against one another with an almost declarative energy.
Boleslawiec Table is among the most spatially intricate of the group, its mugs and bowl animated by
dramatic blue shadows that spill across the tabletop. Caffe, by contrast, renders its moka pot in near-
monochrome, ghostly and still against a warm ground — a painting that sits closest in spirit to the
meditative quietude more often associated with Morandi himself. The range is significant: this is not a
painter working within a fixed style, but one who allows the subject to determine the pictorial
temperature.

Yet across this variety, certain qualities remain constant. Personal histories move quietly beneath the
surfaces of Casey's paintings. Family relationships, friendships, travel, and artistic influences all find
their way into the work, not through overt narrative but through association. In Chief's Breakfast, an egg
cup and egg cracker once belonging to the artist's father become the foundation for a meditation on
presence and absence. The painting never announces its emotional content; instead, affection
emerges through sustained engagement with the subject. Similarly, Bologna takes as its subject a meal
of cannellini beans and sausage inspired by annual visits to Italy and repeated pilgrimages to the
Museo Morandi. The work acknowledges an artistic inheritance while remaining rooted in lived
experience. Together, these paintings reveal Casey's ability to merge formal inquiry with personal
remembrance, allowing the language of painting to carry emotional weight without sentimentality.

Smith's paintings begin from a different place. Where Casey tends to compress space to emphasize the
interplay of forms, Smith allows objects to assert their individual presence while maintaining a sense of
compositional restraint. Her subjects frequently arrive carrying traces of their own histories — of
manufacture, collecting, cultivation, and exchange — and her paintings treat these histories as
inseparable from their visual character. Working in oil on canvas, panel, or aluminum, she combines
descriptive clarity with a sophisticated sensitivity to pattern, surface, and color. Decorative motifs,
reflective glazes, printed textiles, and seasonal blooms become opportunities to explore the visual
complexities of the material world. Her compositions possess an equilibrium between intimacy and
monumentality, granting subjects associated with everyday life an unexpected presence.

Smith references the work of William Nicholson, whose still lifes transformed ordinary objects through
clarity, restraint, and an acute sensitivity to light. Like Nicholson, she favors compositions that allow
subjects room to breathe, creating a sense of quiet concentration rather than theatrical display. Her
attention to nuanced shadow color, carefully considered relationships between forms, and the
expressive potential of negative space lends even the most familiar subjects a surprising presence.
Significance emerges not from rarity or symbolism, but from the depth of engagement brought to
seemingly modest things.

One of the most distinctive qualities of Smith's paintings is her interest in surfaces within surfaces — in
objects that are themselves already decorated, patterned, or ornamented. The blurred cobalt transfer-
print of Flow Blue china, the printed cherry motifs of a cotton tablecloth, the luster glaze of a ceramic
pitcher, the gold-rimmed border of a porcelain plate: in painting these things, Smith is representing one
kind of image-making within another. There is a quiet conceptual dimension to this layering, an
awareness that the painted surface is only the most recent in a series of surfaces, each carrying its
own history of making and use.

This is nowhere more apparent than in Cherries, Draped Tablecloth. Borrowed from a friend's collection
and once owned by her mother, the patterned cloth functions simultaneously as image and artifact. At
its large scale — sixty inches tall — it unfolds across the canvas as something closer to a landscape than



a domestic object: a topography of folds, shadows, and shifting ornament, animated by gravity into a
dynamic field. What is most striking about this painting is its compositional radicalism: there is
essentially no other object in it. The cloth is the painting. That Smith can sustain a work of this scale
and ambition on so singular a subject is a measure of how fully her formal and conceptual interests
have converged.

By contrast, Forsythia Branch on Linen turns toward a subject whose significance lies in its transience.
Gathered during the first days of spring after a long winter, the forsythia branch is placed in a simple
glass vessel, its yellow blossoms just beginning to open. But it is the fallen petals scattered across the
linen surface below — small, precise, quietly inevitable — that give the painting its undertow. Without
announcing itself as such, it functions as a gentle memento mori: a record of a moment already passing
at the instant of its painting. Viewed together, these two works reveal Smith's ability to move fluidly
between cultural inheritance and direct experience, finding equal richness in an heirloom textile and a
blossom destined to disappear within days.

Two further paintings speak most directly to the title Offerings. Casey's Garlic Basket #2 takes its
subject from directly above, a perspective that turns the oval basket and its densely arranged bulbs into
something closer to a reliquary than a kitchen vessel. The garlic bulbs, luminous in their papery whites
and pale lavenders against the woven ground, are painted with a delicacy that seems disproportionate
to so humble a subject, and it is precisely this disproportionality that gives the painting its quiet power.

Smith's Cherries in Scalloped Oval Dish arrives at a similar place by different means: six cherries, deep
and lacquered red against the cobalt interior of a scalloped dish, set against a warm neutral ground
with an economy and stillness that makes them feel genuinely precious. Both paintings record a
moment just after the act of gathering — the thing brought in from the garden, placed in a vessel, and
looked at before use. In this sense they are perhaps the two works in the exhibition that most literally
enact what an offering is: not an object contemplated in hindsight, but something in the very act of
being presented. It is worth noting too that both compositions use an oval vessel as their primary
framing device, yet the contrast between Casey's profusion — dozens of bulbs pressing against one
another in abundance — and Smith's spare six cherries with room to breathe around them encapsulates
something essential about the difference between these two painters: one drawn to accumulation and
density, the other to restraint and interval.

A revealing comparison can also be made between Smith's Arrangement with Creamer, Teacup and
Saucer on Stack of Dinner Plates (Flow Blue, Rose Pattern) and Casey's Boleslawiec Table. Both
paintings center on historic ceramic traditions and draw much of their visual energy from the
relationship between painted pattern and underlying form. Smith's painting depicts nineteenth-century
English Flow Blue china — transfer-printed earthenware prized for its characteristic blurred cobalt
decoration — while Casey's work features Bolestawiec pottery, the hand-stamped blue-and-white
ceramics produced for generations in southwestern Poland. Though separated by geography and
history, both traditions occupy an intriguing space between utility and ornament, transforming everyday
vessels into objects of visual pleasure.

Smith's arrangement is vertical and architectural, building upward through the stacked plates, cup,
saucer, and creamer. The eye moves deliberately through the composition, tracing a careful balance
between structure and ornament. Casey's painting is organized through diagonals, reflections, and
shifting intervals of space, its objects animated by dramatic blue shadows that bind them together
across the tabletop. Color functions differently in each work: in Smith's painting, the cobalt decoration is
absorbed into a harmonious orchestration of surface and form, while in Casey's the saturated blues



become active participants in the composition, generating rhythm, contrast, and movement. To see
these two works side by side is to discover how much possibility can exist within a shared vocabulary of
forms, and how decisively an artist's underlying convictions shape what that vocabulary can say.

Despite the contemplative tone of the exhibition, moments of wry humor surface throughout. In several
of Smith's paintings, the titles draw attention to elements that are almost playfully understated within
the composition itself. In Pussy Willows and Let's Cook it Right, Adelle Davis the vintage cookbook
occupies only a sliver of the picture plane; in Brie on Plate with Red Osier, the shrub appears so
discreetly at the edge of the composition that it might easily escape notice altogether. The wit lies in the
disproportion between title and image — in the way these peripheral details linger quietly at the edge of
the frame, acknowledged without being emphasized. Such gestures reveal Smith's awareness that
paintings are not simply records of what we see, but invitations to look again, often rewarding attention
with small acts of discovery.

This same quality of understated incongruity can operate at the center of a painting as well as its
margins. Napoleon on Gold Rimmed Plate bestows imperial weight — through its title, through the
ceremony of the gold-rimmed dish, through the full seriousness of oil on panel — onto a layered pastry
that seems quietly indifferent to the distinction. Smith never signals the disproportion; she simply paints
the thing with complete attention, and lets the gap between title, vessel, and subject settle into the
viewer's awareness slowly, like a remark delivered without a change of expression.

Casey's humor is similarly understated, though perhaps a touch more mischievous. In SPBM, a
shaving brush, razor, and hand mirror appear in a composition whose title initially reads as an
inscrutable abbreviation. Only later does the reader learn that the letters stand for "Stately, plump Buck
Mulligan" — the opening words of James Joyce's Ulysses. The shaving implements become a playful
visual echo of Buck Mulligan's famous mock-liturgical entrance, transforming an ordinary morning ritual
into a literary homage. Elsewhere, works such as Pat's Potatoes and Bologna find gentle comedy in the
elevation of modest meals to the status of painted subjects. There is something both affectionate and
faintly absurd about memorializing a student's supper of baked potatoes or devoting the full
seriousness of oil painting to a bowl of beans. Yet the wit never tips into a belly laugh. It reflects,
instead, a generous understanding that the seemingly insignificant moments of life are often the very
things most worthy of remembrance.

William Carlos Williams once staked everything on a red wheelbarrow glazed with rainwater — the quiet
assertion that meaning can concentrate itself entirely within a simple thing. Having spent time in the
studios of Casey and Smith, | found myself thinking of that poem. The works gathered here make the
same claim, without announcement or justification. They remind us that significance often resides not in
extraordinary events but in the objects, rituals, and encounters that accompany our lives — the egg cup
that belonged to a father, the tablecloth that belonged to a mother, the forsythia gathered on the first
warm morning of spring, the beans eaten in Bologna after an afternoon in front of Morandi's bottles.
These are things chosen, attended to, and preserved in paint not because they are rare or important in
any public sense, but because someone looked at them with care and found them worth remembering.
Through two distinct yet complementary approaches to the still-life tradition, Michael Casey and Carrie
Mae Smith reveal the enduring richness of the familiar. So much depends, their paintings seem to say,
upon what has been close at hand all along.

Jayne Parker
2026



