class # 19
on the theme of 'Home’

Bald Cypress Home ™~



Concept: Home
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The Great Dismal Swamp is home to
at least 47 species of mammals, a
variety of bats, shrews, mice, voles,
southern bog lemmings, river otters,
beavers, raccoons, mink, white
tailed deer, black bears, and
bobcats; 27 species of fish, 182
species of aquatic/semi-aquatic
insects including 52 species of
butterflies, 43 species of
dragonflies, 41 species of skippers,
and 22 species of damselflies; 209
bird species, and 62 species of
reptiles and amphibians.
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OBSERVATION

How to interpret this scene?

» Choose a small portion to draw

« 2 or 3of the foreground trees

» The distant swamp and trees
behind them - atmosphere!

 Vary pencil type, stroke direction

Use blending and the harder pencil
leads (H, 2H, 4H) to render the soft
distant background and foliage.

Use the paper color (white or toned)
to do some of your work.
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Look for:

The patterns of light and dark.

A notan helps you decide on the
overall design of the scene.
Don't include details.

Remove extra objects or move
things around.

Does your composition have
good balance?

Sometimes, it can be helpful to
add in another VALUE, making a
2 or 3 color notan, which is a
VALUE STUDY.



| could see that these areas were going to get very busy...

S S,

| decided to zoom in and make the second layer of trees a lighter value, and make sure the reflections
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were a different length than the tree parts out of water, which simplifies the scene: stronger design. Rl 8 1/
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CONCEPT:

| like to say, “Draw on!" as a way to encourage you to take action and draw. The official meaning also applies:

draw on
phrasal verb of draw — Oxford Languages

1. use one's experience, talents, or skills as a resource. As in, "Sue has a lot of past experience to draw on."

You don’t need to have a concept to draw, but if there's a theme or idea you want to use for a drawing, look to your own life,
experience, and stories to find ways to bring that concept to life.

Objects and scenes can symbolize larger issues or stories. (Hourglass, watch, soap bubbles all symbolize the passage of time.)
Draw first for yourself and for your own expression and enjoyment.

If your intention is clear to you, there's a good chance it will be clear to many others.

And when in doubt, a good title for your artwork can sometimes help things along!

TECHNIOUE

You can now mix and match drawing techniques:

Linework - Hatching, lively linework, directional lines following the form, whatever you think suits the subject.
The drawing will be interesting if you use your pencils in interesting ways that help create convincing form.

Make both beveled pencil leads and pointed academic-style leads part of your drawing tools.

Don't be bashful about using the eraser! Or many types of eraser!

On white paper, let the white of the paper help you create contrast. No need to fill the whole paper in with marks.
On toned paper, use the midtones of the paper to do most of the work - only worry about the darks and highlights.



Now you will be able to take on other drawing media with
more confidence:

Pen and ink, Conte crayon, silverpoint, more charcoal...
learn their characteristics in the way you have learned to
use graphite.

Look at the work of other artists past and present - they
are all your teachers. See a technique that looks
interesting? Give it a try!

When you start drawing, take a breath and engage your
mind so you are thinking your way through the drawing.
You will make better decisions and your path forward will
be clearer = you will have more fun!

We are all with you. Just get that pencil in motion and...

DRAW ON!




Have You Ever Tried to Enter the Long Black Branches?
by Mary Oliver

Have you ever tried to enter the long black branches of other lives -- To set one's foot in the door of death, and be overcome
tried to imagine what the crisp fringes, full of honey, hanging with amazement!
from the branches of the young locust trees, in early morning,

is coming with its own heave and grace.

Meanwhile, once in a while, | have chanced, among the quick things,

feel like?
Do you think this world was only an entertainment for you?

Never to enter the sea and notice how the water divides
with perfect courtesy, to let you in!

Never to lie down on the grass, as though you were the grass!

Never to leap to the air as you open your wings over the
dark acorn of your heart!

No wonder we hear, in your mournful voice, the complaint
that something is missing from your life!

Who can open the door who does not reach for the latch?
Who can travel the miles who does not put one foot

in front of the other, all attentive to what presents itself
continually?

Who will behold the inner chamber who has not observed
with admiration, even with rapture, the outer stone?

Well, there is time left --
fields everywhere invite you into them.

And who will care, who will chide you if you wander away
from wherever you are, to look for your soul?

Quickly, then, get up, put on your coat, leave your desk!
To put one's foot into the door of the grass, which is

the mystery, which is death as well as life, and
not be afraid!

To sit down in front of the weeds, and imagine

god the ten-fingered, sailing out of his house of straw,
nodding this way and that way, to the flowers of the
present hour,

to the song falling out of the mockingbird's pink mouth,
to the tippets of the honeysuckle, that have opened

in the night

To sit down, like a weed among weeds, and rustle in the wind!
Listen, are you breathing just a little, and calling it a life?
While the soul, after all, is only a window,

and the opening of the window no more difficult
than the wakening from a little sleep.

Only last week | went out among the thorns and said
to the wild roses:
deny me not,
but suffer my devotion.
Then, all afternoon, | sat among them. Maybe

| even heard a curl or two of music, damp and rouge red,

hurrying from their stubby buds, from their delicate watery bodies.

For how long will you continue to listen to those dark shouters,
caution and prudence?
Fall in! Fall in!

A woman standing in the weeds.
A small boat flounders in the deep waves, and what's coming next

upon the immutable.
What more could one ask?

And | would touch the faces of the daises,
and | would bow down
to think about it.

That was then, which hasn't ended yet.

Now the sun begins to swing down. Under the peach-light,
| cross the fields and the dunes, | follow the ocean's edge.

| climb, | backtrack.
| float.
I ramble my way home.



Work, Sometimes
By Mary Oliver

| was sad all day, and why not. There | was, books piled
on both sides of the table, paper stacked up, words
falling off my tongue.

The robins had been a long time singing, and now it
was beginning to rain.

What are we sure of? Happiness isn’t a town on a map,
or an early arrival, or a job well done, but good work
ongoing. Which is not likely to be the trifling around
with a poem.

Then it began raining hard, and the flowers in the yard
were full of lively fragrance.

You have had days like this, no doubt. And wasn’t it
wonderful, finally, to leave the room? Ah, what a
moment!

As for myself, | swung the door open. And there was
the wordless, singing world. And I ran for my life.
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