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Inngangur Blek sem & bladi dregur fram frumlegar synir og

imyndir vekur dvallt furdu og adddun. Barbara
Westman, bandariskur teiknari, hefur fyrir I16ngu markad sér rymi i lista-
sogunni fyrir persénulegan stil og myndefni, par sem oftar en ekki er fjallad
um lifid og tilveruna i Boston.

A0 pessu sinni er er pad [sland sem vekur henni hugljiomun og skopun-
argafu. Hin malar landid i vatnslit af fingrum fram, hraunio, snj6inn, sjéinn
og vedrid.

Pad er okkur mikill heidur ad fa taekifeeri til ad syna verk Barbiru West-
man hér a Kjarvalsstédum og fa ad nj6ta peirrar évenjulegur synar a landid
sem i peim birtist.

Fo reword Original visions and images created by ink on

paper always engender our wonder and admira-
tion. US illustrator Barbara Westman has long established a special place for
herself in the history of art with her personal style and subjects, which more
often than not depict life in Boston.

On this occasion, however, it is Iceland which arouses her inspiration
and creativity. She paints the land in improvized watercolours: lava, snow,
the sea and the weather.

It is a great honour to have this opportunity to show Barbara Westman’s
works here at Kjarvalsstadir, and to see the different vision of Iceland which
they present.

Formadur menningarmdlanefndar Reykjavikur/Chair, Cultural Committee of the Cily af Reykjavik
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Arthur C. Danto

Barbara Westman ﬂg regl ur Barbara Westman gaf mér tvaer
. 5 gjafir fyrstu manudina eftir ad
listarinnar vid kynntumst, og hvor pessara

gjafa l¥sti sinni hlid 4 henni sem
listamanni. Fyrri gjifin var bk med teikningum fra Boston og Cambridge og textum
hennar um stadina og f61kid 4 teikningunum. Hin sidari var bjort vatnslitamynd fra
Tuileries-gdrounum med silfrudum tridm og svolitlum prihyrningi af bldgraum himni
sem hiin hafdi af nokkurri sérvisku komid fyrir efst i vinstra horninu, og ekki morgu
&dru. [ bddum verkum var hiin ad bregdast vid einstokum stédum og augnablikum.
Pott teikningarnar fra Boston séu fullar af félki og byggingum en Parisarmyndin
kyrrlat og naestum afstrakt var augljost ad petta voru verk sama listamanns, pvi ad i
peim er sama lifsgladin, sama virding fyrir vidfangsefninu, sami myndrani kjarkur-
inn og frd hvorutveggja verkinu stafar dkvedid drlasti.

Boston-bokin — ein af fimm bokum sem hin gaf dt 4 attunda aratugnum — hafdi gert
hana ad allra eftirleeti i borginni. Veggspjold med myndum iir bokinni voru til synis i
budargluggum vidsvegar { Boston og Cambridge og allir dttu eintak. Barbara naut
amdta hylli { Boston og besti kastarinn { Red Sox-lidinu i hafnabolta, og pad alit
borgarbiia ad peir vazru merkilegt folk i merkilegri borg var ordid heilagur sannleikur
i hverju einasta hverfi. Fyrir framan myndir hennar 6skudu peir sjalfum sér til ham-
ingju med ad vera hluti af peirri verdld sem han hjdlpadi peim ad sja, betri og bjartari
verdld en peirri sem peir ella hefdu talid sig byggja. Eg uppgiitvadi ad Barbara hafai
skapad myndrana godsogn um Boston, ekki 6svipada hinni sidferdilegu godsdgn um
jolin sem Charles Dickens bjé lesendum sinum. Hiin hafdi skapad Bostonborg imynd-
unaraflsins, og af pvi ad dsynd pessarar imyndunarborgar var nakvam eftirmynd
peirrar Bostonborgar sem menn pekktu potti hinum fjolmérgu adddendum Barbéru
imyndunarborgin vera til i raun og veru. Petta hefdi verid chugsandi ef hin hefdi
ekki sjalf triad godsign sinni. Verdldin sem hin faerdi samborgurum sinum var
hennar eigin verild. | raun voru teikningarnar sjalfur hugur hennar, likamnadur i
hlutveruleikanum.

New York er allt annarskonar sjonrant fyrirbrigdi en Boston og i byrjun leitadi Barb-
ara peirra stada i borg skyjakljifanna sem folu { sér svipada mannlega ndttiru og
Boston. Fyrstu forsidumyndirnar hennar fyrir New Yorker voru ad pessu leyti mjig
dpekkar Boston-teikningunum, énnum kafid félk @ morkudunum a Niundu breidgotu
og i bakgrunni byggingarnar fra midri nitjandu 6ld sem enn standa i ttjédrum Man-
hattan. Pessar teikningar féllu vel ad godsdgninni sem New Yorker skapadi lesendum a
storveldisskeidi sinu; peir skilgreindu sig sem New York-biia med pvi ad lifa sig inn i
péd syn sem listamenn bladsins framreiddu viku eftir viku a forsidu bladsins. 5u
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einlaega mannid sem Barbara umvefur allt sem hin teiknar er einkar skyr { tveimur
frabaerum barnabékum par sem borgin gegnir fremur hlutverki persénu en bakgrunns,
Med pvi ad flytja sig inn i hids og steekka figlirurnar nddi hin pé ad lokum best ad
bregdast vid dhrifum hins nyja umhverfis { New York. Hiin hof nytt skeid 4 New
Yorker-ferli sinum med teikningu af tveimur stilkum i préongum pilsum og med
skaerraudan varalit ad borda pitsu. New Yorker-teikningar hennar padan { fra faerdu
borgarblium fjdrmikla frdsogn af eigin lifnadarhdttum, frastgn sem ndlgadist raun-
veruleikann en var full kimni og samudar. Hin endurappgéitvadi borgina, ekki sidur
4 eigin vegum en fyrir dhorfendur sina, og fann par med leid til ad lifa [ stérborg sem
d stundum getur verid harla fjarleeg og kaldranaleg,.

Pad var heillandi verkefni fyrir listamann ad vinna hjd New Yorker i pd daga; ekki
margir listamenn hafa pau forréttindi ad sjd verk sin fjolféldud § hundrudum pusunda
eintaka d bladstlustédum dtum alla pd borg sem timaritid samtengdist. 5a hlid &
personu hennar sem bjarta vatnslitamyndin fré Tuileries-gGrounum synir var Gvirk
petta timabil, en pad var { pd 4tt sem Barbara stefndi pegar henni fannst New Yorker
ekki lengur rétti vettvangurinn fyrir myndsyn sina. Pad vildi svo til ad vid férum ad
ferdast talsvert einmitt pd og kynntumst heillandi vertld af straeetum og fliGtum, brim
og késtulum, gotuhornum og lystigérdum. Barbara brdst tafarlaust vid pessum
nyjungum og vann dur peim med meira fridlsradi en hinn préngi rammi forsiduteikn-
ingarinnar leyfir. Nyju myndirnar baru med sér bla frelsis og hugarhagdar og paer
geisludu af pvi myndrana pori sem fékk hana til ad koma allri sjénraenni upplifun
Tuileries-gardanna fyrir { einu myndhorni. Hiin setti hunda og fugla og vegfarendur
inn i myndirnar, streetisvagna og reidhjol, born og elskendur, fjéllistamenn og bretta-
kappa, hvadeina sem hin sd eda imyvndadi sér. Vinur hennar kynnti hana nylega fyrir
dkunnugum med pessum ordum: , Petta er Barbara Westman. Huin fer ekki eftir

neinum reglum.”

Pessi ord gerdu mér skyndilega ljgst hvad vidhorf min til lista hlytu ad hafa proskast
vid ad biia med henni. Listheimur New York-borgar er regluverild par sem allir segja
tllum hvad sé haegt ad gera og hvad ekki sé haegt ad gera, hvad sé list og hvad ekki.
En i raun og veru eru ekki til neinar reglur, pvi ad verdld okkar niatimamanna er
fjolraed verdld par sem allt er leyfilegt ef menn hafa listraent hugrekki til ad feera sér
bad i nyt. Eitt er ad fast vid forsidur eda myndskreytingar par sem listamadurinn er
bundinn ytri krifum bladsterdar og prentverks. Ad méla heiminn er annad. Lista-
monnum er ekki 6llum jafnvel lagid ad leggja paer forsendur til grundvallar storfum
sinum ad listin eigi sér ekki lengur nein landameeri, pvi ad jafnvel listamenn parfnast
dkvedins dryggis og vilja hafa fast land undir fStum. Barbara malar i peirri vissu ad
listin sjalf sé eins takmarkalaus og auda bladid sem hin beitir & verkfarum sinum. Eg
bekki engan sem mdlar med jafnmiklu fjéri og jafn-dreynslulaust. Hver annar gaeti
hafa skapad verkin & pessari syningu?!



Barbara Westman

iISLANDSFERPIN vard mér mikil og dgnvekjandi reynsla, Mér fannst Island vera
tifrastadur og vona ad myndirnar minar séu landinu sambodnar. Reyndar hef ég bara
sé0 litinn hluta af landinu, sveedin i kringum Keflavik og Reykjavik, en pad sem ég sa
var magnad og 4 nasstu drum vonast ég svo sannarlega til ad geta farid vidar um
landid og til Vestmannaeyja.

Eg fékk held ég hugljémun & leidinni til Reykjavikur. Eg hef um @evina ferdast um
fjslmiirg lond og teiknad i 6llum peim ferdalégum en pessi bilferd fra Keflavik til
Revkjavikur klukkan half sj¢ um morgun hafdi 4 mig djip dhrif. Regnid helltist yfir
okkur og allt umkring, en bilstjérinn sem var um attraett 1ét sér hvergi bregda og 6k
rolegur dleidis. Petta var einsog ad vera um bord { skipi.

Vid eigum aldrei eftiv ad gleyma fegurd landslagsins, pessa hridstruga tunglslendis. ba
verdur ad muna ad vid vorum nykomin frda New York, skyjakljifunum, mannmergd-
inni og allri ljdsadyréinni. Og allt { einu erum vid komin i petta larétta, tridlausa
landslag f ljgsaskiptunum.

Klukkan var half sjé og pad var dimmt, og gridarlegur himinn yfir @fnu laglendi med
griothélum hvarvetna. Dimman var ur logum af purpura griu, grapurpura, og djip-
dikku skargraenu. Hvert pokubeltid af éidru, lagar Gldur hverfa i fjarlaegar fjallshlidar
til haegri og strokar af hvitu vatni skjotast hér og par til himins dr goshverunum.
Sama sagan d vinstri hiind, hraunpakid og mosavaxid laglendi, en handan vid pad
hafid, og fiskiporp 4 strondinni eda stakt sjomannshiis einhverstadar & nesi. Dimmt,
dimmt, og fallegir litir, mjig dularfullt, og vid triadum ekki okkar eigin augum!

Eg skrifadi ekkert hjd mér og tok engar myndir med vélinni i pessari ferd, bara notadi
augun. Mdlverk Emils Nolde fra strénd Nordursjdvarins komu upp { hugann, og lika
verk Rothkos vegna viddanna i himninum. Einnig ®&tingar Rembrandts, og ég uppgdétvadi
skyndilega ad hverju ég hafdi verid ad leita drion saman { verkum minum. Pad blasti nd-
kveemlega hér vid augum minum — sjéndeildarhringurinn — landslagsdstridan var
voknud { mér 4 ny, Sjonbaugurinn var feikilega magnadur. Eg fér aftur til New York
eftir fimm daga a [slandi og miladi sextan malverk & halfum pridja sélarhring. Minn-
ingarnar streymdu fra mér og ég var eiginlega hissa a pvi ad vera ad segja sannleik-
ann. Og ég var svo pakkldt! Og ég hélt dfram ad mila og hér er drangurinn. ,Petta er
bara byrjunin, ha?” einsog Gunnar Kvaran mundi segja.



Pessi langa lina i fijarleegd med einstaka fiskiporpi, hisi, skyi, goshver — stdrir pollar
og vatnsflikar — rigningin sem steyptist yvfir okkur i bilnum og bilstjérinn trausti ad
aka gegnum petta alltsaman; — petta var dhrifamikil stund.

Pessi stéri himinn — , Himinninn skiptir mig miklu mali,” sagdi ég vid sjalfa mig. Eg
er svolitid kunnug hafinu vegna pess ad pabbi dtti litinn fiskibat og vid forum marg-
oft & sjginn ttifyrir Rockport i Massachusetts.

Einusinni lentum vid i mjélkurhvitri blindpoku og urdum mjog hraedd. Vid sigldum
eftir bestu getu ad landi i litilli vik ndlaegt Gloucester. Pegar vid vorum ad binda
bitinn vid bryggju heyrdum vid hropad og kallad a porhigblsku og vid &ptum d moti
til mannanna 1t i pbykknid. Petta reyndist vera togari med bilada ratsji og peir voru
ad skella & klettunum en rétt nadu ad setja hart i bak pegar peir heyrou i okkur. Vid
vorum audvitad hetjur dagsins.

Rammarnir utanum myndirnar urdu til rétt einsog gluggarnir i lestunum, flugvél-
unum og gistihisunum sem ég er sifellt ad méla dtum og horfa dtum. Eg vona ad pid
njotid myndanna og ad ég eigi eftir ad mdla margar i vidbot.



Grani baturinn/The Green boat, 1996
vatnslitir & pappir/watercolours on paper



Purpuralitu fjéllin/ The Purple Mountains, 1996
vatnslitir i pappir/watercolours on paper
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Rokkur/Twilight, 1996
vatnslitir & pappir /watercolours on paper
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Pang/Seaweed, 1996
vatnslitir & pappir/watercolours on paper

12



Sunnudagssiddegi/Sunday Afternoon, 1996
vatnslitir 4 pappir/watercolours on paper



Fjoll i fjarska I/Distant Mountains I, 1996
vatnslitir 4 pappir/watercolours on paper
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Batur sekkur l/The Sinking Boatl, 199 6
vatnslitir & pappir /walercolours on paper
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Porp/Village, 1996
vatnslitir & pappir/watercolours on paper



Arthur C. Danto

Barbara Westman and the In the first months of our ac-
I'ules ﬂf al't quaintance, Barbara Westman

gave me two gifts, each of which

disclosed a different aspect of her
artistic personality. The first was a book, with drawings of Boston and Cambridge,
and a text she had written about the sites and persons her drawings showed. The
second was a luminous watercolor done in the Jardins des Tuileries, in which a triangle
of grey-blue sky could be seen through a stand of silvery trees, placed eccentrically in
the upper left corner, but very little else. Both works were responses to specific places
-and moments, and though the Boston drawings were dense with people and archi-
tectures while the Paris one was quiet and almost abstract, one could see how the
same person might have done both, for each exhibited the same exuberance, the same
affection toward what she drew, the same visual daring, and a certain wide generos-

ity.

The Boston book — one out of five that she published through the Seventies — had
made her a cult figure in that city. Posters, taken from the books, were displayed in
shop windows all over Cambridge and Boston, and everyone owned copies of the
books. Barbara was as celebrated as a star pitcher for the Boston Red Sox, and the
personification of everything everyone wanted to believe was true of the place in
which they lived. Looking at her drawings, they congratulated themselves for being
part of the world she helped them see — a brighter better world by far than the one
they would otherwise have imagined themselves as occupying, What I came to
realize was that Barbara had created a visual myth of Boston, something like the
moral myth of Christmas which Charles Dickens had created for his readers. She had
created a Boston of the imagination which, because it was visually exact, was per-
ceived as real and lived as real by her legions of grateful admirers. It would have been
impossible had she not believed that myth herself. The world she gave them was her
own. In truth, her drawings were her mind, given an external embodiment.

New York is of a very different visual substance than Boston, and at first Barbara
sought out parts of the great towering city in which something like the human scale
of Boston was present: her first covers for The New Yorker were in this respect very
like the Boston drawings, filled with busy people in markets along Ninth Avenue
against the mid-nineteenth century buildings one still finds along the edges of Man-
hattan. These fit with the myth which The New Yorker in its great period created for its
readers, who were defined as New Yorkers by internalizing the vision its great cover
artists created, week after week. Some of the affectionate humanity with which
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Barbara infuses what she draws comes through with a particular vividness in two
marvelous books for children, in which the city is less background than character. But
in the end, she was best able to respond to New York by moving indoors and by
enlarging her figures. She began a new era for The New Yorker with a drawing of two
young women, with flaming scarlet lipstick and tight skirts, eating pizza. Her draw-
ings from that point on until she and the magazine parted ways presented New
Yorkers with a bright picture of their lives, not altogether dissonant with real life, but
enhanced by humor and sympathy. She re-invented the city, as much for herself as for
her audience, finding a way to exist in a metropolis which can be pretty forbidding
and inhospitable.

Being a New Yorker artist in those days was an addictive vocation, and one
which very few artists have the privilege of experiencing, seeing their work repro-
duced in hundreds of thousands of copies, piled high on newsstands throughout the
city that magazine then celebrated. The side of her personality which the luminous
watercolor of the Tuileries exemplified lay dormant through this period, and it was to
this that Barbara Westman reverted when she no longer saw the magazine as an
appropriate vehicle for her vision. It happened that we began to travel a great deal
just then, and there was a world of marvelous streets and rivers, bridges and castles,
street corners and gardens, to which she could respond with immediacy, and in
formats unconstrained by the severe requirements of the magazine cover. These new
drawings expressed a sense of liberation and release, and the kind of graphic daring
with which she crowded the entire visual interest of a view of the Tuileries into a
corner of the sheet. And she populated her pictures with dogs and birds and passersby,
buses and bicycles, children and lovers, acrobats and skate-boarders, whatever she
saw or invented. A friend recently introduced her to someone by saying, “This is
Barbara Westman. She doesn't play by any rules”.

That remark all at once made clear to me how much my own views on art had to have
been inspired by living with her. The art world of New York is a rule-driven world, in
which everyone tells everyone else what they can and cannot do, what is art and
what isn't. But there really are no rules, for we now live in a pluralistic world, in
which everything, really, is permitted, if only we have the artistic courage to take
advantage of it. Drawing covers or illustrations is one thing, since there one is limited
by the mechanical demands of page size and print, painting the world is another. Not
everyone is able, as an artist, to function in the understanding that art has become a
concept of total openness, for even artists can require a sense of certitude and secu-
rity. Barbara paints in the knowledge that art itself has become as open as the blank
sheet of paper she works on. | know of no one who paints with her spontaneity and
glee. What other spirit could have made the pictures in this show!
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Barbara Westman

GOING to Iceland was for me a very intense, awesome experience. To me it seemed a
very magical place and I hope my pictures do it justice. I have really only seen a little
bit of Iceland in and around the Keflavik and Reykjavik area but what I saw was very
powerful, and in years to come 1 certainly hope to see more of Iceland, and the Vest-
mannaeyjar as well.

The road to Reykjavik was the inspiration | believe because though in my life I'd
traveled much through many countries and drawn in all of them, that 6:30 a.m. drive
along the road from Keflavik to Reykjavik was a truly profound experience. The rain
was pouring over and around us, and our 80-year-old driver just guided us in such a
strong manner on our way. It was like being in a boat.

We will never forget in our lives the beauty of the landscape, the barren, lunar landscape.
You must realize we'd just come from New York City which is full of skyscrapers,
million upon millions of people, and lights, lots of lights! And suddenly we have
arrived on this horizontal, treeless landscape in the dark.

At 6:30 a.m. it was dark, there was an enormous sky and the land was very low and
lumpy with cairns growing up everywhere. The dark was layers of purples, greys,
grey-purples, dark, dark, emerald greens. Layers of fog, low hills going up into the
mountains in the far distance to the right and with wisps of white water shooting up
into the sky here and there from the geysers. To the left was the same, low, lava-
covered, moss-covered landscape but the sea was beyond and there was a fishing
village on the coast or a single fisher house on a point of land somewhere. Dark, dark,
and beautiful colors, very mysterious, and we couldn’t believe our eyes!

I took no notes or photographs with a camera on that ride, just took notes with my
eyes, The paintings of Emil Nolde done near the North Sea came to mind, and the
paintings of Rothko came to mind because of the great expanses of sky. The etchings
of Rembrandt also came to mind, and I suddenly realized what | had been searching for in
nty work for many years. It was right there in front of me — The horizon — my passion for
landscape was re-kindled. The horizon line was so strong. I went back to New York City,
after five days in Iceland and painted some sixteen paintings in two and a half days.
These memories just poured out of me and | was rather astonished to tell the truth.
And 1 was so grateful! And 1 kept painting and here is the result. "It is just the begin-
ning, eh?", as Gunnar Kvaran would say.
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That long line off in the distance with an occasional fishing village, house, cloud,
little mountain or geyser — big puddles and flashes of water — rain spraying over us
in the car and the man driving so strong through it all was a very intense time.

— “The sky are very important to me,” | said to myself, I know a little bit about the
sea because my father had a small fishing boat and many, many times we went out to
sea off Rockport, Massachusetts.

One time we were caught in milk-bottle fog and were very frightened. We made our
way as best we could into a small bay near Gloucester. As we were tying up we heard
voices yelling in Portuguese and we screamed and yelled at the men whom we could
not see. They were men on a fishing trawler and they had lost their radar and, just in
time, they put on their reverse or they would have stove up on the rocks. We were
heroes of course,

The frames around the pictures became clear to me as train, plane, or pension and

hotel windows [ am always drawing and looking out of. | hope you will enjoy look-
ing at the paintings and that 1 will do many more in years to come.

20



Barbara Westman
Faedd i Boston, U.5.A.

Barbara Westman stundadi nam i listaségu vid Goucher College

en for sidan i listnam fyrst i Mahlschule Die Form i Pyskalandi og sidar vid
Listahaskolann i Boston.

Barbara Westman hefur haldid fjolda einkasyninga i Bandarikjunum og
Evréopu og 4 drunum 1983 til 1992 teiknadi hin reglulega forsidumynd ,New
Yorker Magazine®”.

Verk Barboru Westman er ad finna i m. a. Listasafni Boston, Bokasafni Boston,
Atheanaeum safninu i Boston, Busch-Reisingeer safninu i Cambridge og
Peabody safninu i Harvard.

Gefinn hefurverid ut fjoldi boka med teikningum og textum eftir Barboru
Westman baedi fyrir born og fullordna.
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Barbara Westman
Born in Boston, U.5.A.

Barbara Westman studied History of Art at Goucher College, then studied Fine Art,
first at Malschule Die Form in Germany, and later at the Boston Academy.

Barbara Westman has held a large number of solo exhibitions in the USA and Europe
and regulary illustrated covers for New Yorker Magazine from 1983 to 1992.

Public collections of Barbara Westman's works include Boston Art Museum, Boston
Library, the Boston Atheanaeum, the Busch-Reisingeer Museum in Cambridge and
the Peabody Museum, Harvard.

Barbara Westman has published several books of drawings and texts, for both chil-
dren and adults.
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@ Kjarvalsstadir, The Reykjavik Municipal Art Museum, 1997
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