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desire
Desire	defines	the	core	of	a	human	being,	the	 

place	where	the	superficial	identity	and	easily	noticed	

social	characteristics	remain	irrelevant.	A	mysterious,	

universal,	primordial	force	drives	us	forward,	while	 

simultaneously	threatening	to	pull	us	back.

It’s the sentiment responsible for the continuance of human race, but  
also the one held accountable for its downfall. Ever-present and always 
turned to, that out-of-reach desire has been an obsession of artists for 
centuries, allowing them to step into the novel realms of aesthetic and 
conceptual achievement. Some of the greatest stories are led by desire, 
from “Jane Eyre” to “Lolita,” while the “Odalisques” of Ingres light up  
the imagination even now.

Today, desire is everything. We consume, we buy, we want – because  
we covet. We cry out for the better and the more, we wish for what we  
do not possess. The entire marketing industry is based on desire – selling 
us the dream. Striving to satisfy our thirst, we are often unaware of the 
consequences, sometimes pleasant, other times treacherous. Simplified 
and exposed, desire is a clear emotion. Accompanied by its sisters, love 
and lust, desire is coloured in either divine or devilish tones, while it  
blinds and consumes its victims. 

Relative in essence, desire changes over time. Objects of desire are as 
plentiful as are people on Earth, and they change as we grow and learn. 
Sometimes carnal, other times spiritual, all of them seek the same  
outcome – fulfillment. 

The seventh issue of ArtAscent presents 20 artworks and seven written 
pieces inspired by desire portraying the yearning feeling from various  
perspectives. The pages before you will invoke some of the deepest  
longings, some of the most secretive wants, taking you through the  
multilateral prism of cravings, leaving you with one question  
alone – What do you desire most?

By Ana Bambic Kostov

Foreword
7
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Gold Artist

Self-Portrait with Paul 

Archival inkjet print | 12 x 18” | $600

Jeanne Donegan
www.jeannedonegan.com
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Jeanne	Donegan	presents	two	coexisting,	inseparable	concepts	 
of gaze and power in a photographic series. While examining  
traditionally	imposed	gender	roles,	the	series	focuses	on	the	 

often disregarded notion of feminine desire. 

After combining portraits of men, the artist photographs 

in her bedroom with self-portraits. She approaches the 

idea from two levels: confronting male gaze with her 

camera and meeting the eye of the observer by placing 

herself before the lens. The photographs Donegan cre-

ates are lucid and effective, with all of their complexity 

concentrated in the intense, fixed stare of the portrayed 

subjects. Stylistically reduced, they are in focus, bathing 

in pastel shades of blue, insinuating the velvet emo-

tion of longing. Stripped down from all excess content, 

Donegan’s work evokes principles of the Arte Povera 

movement to a degree, since her body and behavior 

constitute artwork, just as the core of her artistic series  

is the energy of gaze she transmutes into visual images.

Jeanne Donegan, as the artist and woman, holds all 

the strings: she induces the moment of longing in her 

models and then captures it with her camera. In the 

discourse concerning the male and the female, the  

artist shifts the traditional roles and puts the power  

scale in balance. 

The theory behind Donegan’s photographs is closely 

related to the Lacanian theory of gaze, but it addresses 

the subject matter from another point of view, which can 

be found in work of Israeli artist and philosopher Bracha 

L. Ettinger. Her book “The Matrixial Gaze” examines the 

gaze theory of Jacques Lacan, approaching the concept 

from matrixial female logic. The same approach is found 

in Donegan’s body of work. 

Unlike Cindy Sherman, who investigates identity and 

femininity on a different plane, Jeanne Donegan does 

not disguise herself. Her persona is exposed, overt and 

strong. She challenges the historically dominant male, 

by opposing him with his female counterpart. By looking 

back at her male subjects through her camera, the artist 

“neutralizes” the phallic supremacy, emphasizing the 

power of the matrixial gaze she employs. 

“Self-Portrait in Bed” opens the dialogue with the  

author visually and unequivocally stating her point, 

while “Robert” is the representation of her idea of the 

male gaze. Although the coveting projects from his eyes 

openly, he is the objectified one. “Self-Portrait with Paul” 

crowns the artist’s role as the director of the situation 

where her superior position is underlined by the pres-

ence of hands caressing her neck as the sole sign of 

male character in the work. 

Jeanne Donegan is a fine arts photographer, presently 

attending MFA photography school at Columbia Col-

lege in Chicago, where she is based. She graduated 

from University of Connecticut in 2012, and she has won 

numerous awards for her art. She received a scholarship 

for the summer photography workshop at Anderson 

Ranch Arts Center in Colorado. Her work is devoted to 

representing issues related to sexual desire and the 

theory of female gaze. 

By Ana Bambic Kostov
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Jeanne Donegan

Robert 

Archival inkjet print | 12 x 18” | $600
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Self-Portrait in Bed

 Archival inkjet print | 24 x 16” | $800 
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It’s	easier	to	handle	desire	than	pain.	It’s	better	to	pursue	the	longing,	
even if it drives us mad. It gives one hope. And hope dies last. This ap-
pears	to	be	the	core	impulse	of	“Stewart,”	the	main	character	of	Brittany	

Smith’s	short	story	“Doors.”	He	is	an	ordinary	man	–	running	away	from	
the	hurtful	reality	of	losing	his	wife	–	guided	solely	by	the	overwhelming	
eagerness	to	find	her	again.	

Stewart Rumple is the collector of doors. Since the 

passing of his beloved Lee, “All [he] can bring himself 

to do is get those doors.” Doors are his way out. Doors 

are the symbol of his most hidden desires. To outsiders, 

he may seem strange at best. His hygienic habits are 

questionable – as is his social conduct – while he keeps 

alienating himself even from the closest family to avoid 

confronting reality. Doors that he purchases weekly are 

his reality of choice, the only thing he needs and cares 

about. They are his portals to happy places, to joyous 

moments of his life and his only means to support the 

hope, led by the devastating desire to get to Lee. 

Brittany Smith depicts escapism of an ordinary man, 

who finds a way to deal with the greatest loss of his life 

in what seems to be an odd hobby. Clearly and skillfully, 

she leads the reader through the story, gradually reveal-

ing the reasons behind the capricious behavior of the 

leading character. The sympathy for Stewart is amplified 

as we delve deeper into his life, while we are allowed  

to remain objective as the writer portrays realistic  

situations of his careless, irrational and self-neglecting 

practice. All this man cares about is the happiness he 

lost that he desperately seeks again, which is the univer-

sal element of the fiction to which everyone can relate. 

The story provokes profuse emotions within the reader, 

while the one feeling that causes the main character to 

completely transform his life is unnamed. Desire tells 

him to “keep going,” desire to be happy again, to find  

his true love, to feel whole. The imagination provides 

satisfaction of this unbearable wish for only a moment. 

Still, the losses he suffered are permanent – and so is 

the certainty that the desire will keep returning over  

and over again. 

Based in Toronto, Brittany Smith is a writer focused on 

long and short fiction. Her writing has been published in 

Canada and abroad. In 2011, she won the grand prize of 

the Little Bird Contest. In 2013, she was a semi-finalist in 

Indie Writers’ Deathmatch organized by Broken Pencil. 

The same year, she read her piece at the prestigious 

annual Eden Mills Writers’ Festival in Ontario. She is  

currently working as a Writing Coach at Firefly  

Creative Writing. 

By Ana Bambic Kostov
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Doors

Sometimes people stare at the old man pedaling 

a rusted red bicycle with a door lashed to it by 

bungee cords. Stewart doesn’t give a damn. 

He collects used doors. On Saturday mornings,  

he examines the newspaper and circles any 

promising garage sale listings. Then he maps  

out a route. The goal is to visit as many houses  

as possible without having to double back.  

He’s rigged his bicycle to carry the doors home. 

It started after Lee died. She’d never have put up 

with this kind of thing. Now no one cares what 

Stewart does with himself. 

“And look what’s happened, Lee-Lee,” he says 

aloud, his voice booming in the dim garage,  

“I’ve turned into an absolute nutter.”

The doors are stacked like dominoes in a line 

running from one end of the garage to the other. 

With today’s spoils, he’s going to have to start a 

second row. But it’s OK, because he sold the car. 

Or, more accurately, he left it parked out front 

and forgot to return it to the garage. Over time, 

leaves and debris from the overhanging ash tree 

dropped onto it, and several parking tickets col-

lected under the windshield wipers. One day, the 

thing got towed away. And Stewart didn’t bother 

to retrieve it from whichever impound lot it was 

taken to. It was fine by him; his bicycle left much 

more space in the garage for his doors. 
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Gold Artist

Brittany Smith   
www.brittanysmith.net
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It’s cool in here and smells of earth and rot. 

Sounds from the outside – a car passing, some 

kids kicking a soccer ball down the alleyway – are 

muffled. The doors are all a little different. There’s 

a wooden one with a rounded top that looks like 

it might have belonged in a church. A stately red 

one inlaid with six panes of glass, all smudged by 

someone’s fingerprints. There’s a white door with 

peeling paint that reminds Stewart of birch bark. 

And one that is the exact colour of an  

egg yolk. 

His daughter, Elizabeth, hates that her parents 

were so old fashioned. He sees her raise her eye-

brows when she takes in his smeary trousers and 

lint-covered sweaters. His clothes smell  

foul, because he rarely thinks to wash them,  

and he suspects that there are mice inhabiting 

the cupboards with Lee’s baking supplies he’s 

never cleaned out. He’s going to pot. Problem is 

– he’s never been a take-charge sort of man. He’s 

always been a bit complacent. Or, that’s not the 

word, is it? He’s always been a bit of a fool. A lone 

mosquito orbits him, buzzing. It lands on his thigh 

and he smacks it, leaving a little broken body and 

smear of blood on his leg. “Looks like you got me 

first,” he says. 

Doors (cont.)

Brittany Smith
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They all told him to meet someone new. Even 

Lee, before she went said, “Love, there’s no use 

moping around when I’m gone. You just work on 

finding somebody to take care of you.”

Two years have passed, and all Stewart can bring 

himself to do is get those doors. Sometimes he 

imagines each one opens onto a different reality.

Door one: He’s five years old and has just caught 

a small brown frog. He holds it cupped in his 

palms and can feel the quivering little life inside 

his grip. 

Door two: He’s 10 years old and sitting in the 

passenger seat of his father’s Buick Skylark. There 

is music on the radio: Johnny Burnett, “Train kept 

A Rollin.” His Dad’s long fingers are drumming on 

the leather steering wheel in time to the song.

Door three: Scotch burns a pathway down his 

throat and sets fire in his belly. He and his friends 

are on the basketball court outside the high 

school dance, drinking a bottle swiped from his 

folks’ liquor cabinet. The sky above them is huge 

and starless. 

Door Four. Five. Six. Seven.

Keep going. 

 

Stewart doesn’t care what everybody says.  

He won’t stop looking until he finds a door  

that leads back to her. 
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Instant Pork Chop Mix

Ceramics | 8 x 18 x 7” | $1,000 

Kazuma	Sambe
www.artkazuma.com
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You	are	what	you	eat,	says	the	known	phrase.	Led	by	the	idea	 
that	people	rarely	ingest	what	they	need,	but	they	rather	intake	
information	that	fits	their	craving.	Kazuma	Sambe	produced	a	series	

of ceramic sculptures depicting this intriguing and rather ugly truth. 

His strangely appealing works are metaphors of  

misrepresentation of what is offered and what is truly 

provided to people, but not only to the food industry. 

They are critiques of the consumerist culture, overflown 

by marketing, displaying pretty pictures in order to  

induce desire, but serving something completely  

different. The overstated, saturated expression of the 

artist derives from his theory that people perceive 

objective reality through filters that they unconsciously 

create in order to absorb them more comfortably. He 

deliberately strips the facts of all the embellishments 

and presents them for what they are – frightening,  

unattractive, outrageous piles of artificial, grotesque  

and distasteful matter. Nobody wants to know their 

canned fish is “too fresh” and their soda has whale flavor. 

In Sambe’s eyes, this is how facts really look and this is 

what we should all be able to see. 

Although he plays with cultural and prejudicial concepts 

of both western and eastern worlds, the artist does not 

exempt himself from the consumerist pool. He admits 

“[he eats] information,” but when he does “it is exagger-

ated and seasoned with [his] Japanese black humor, 

such as, island psychology, illusion of democracy,  

and self-tormenting.” 

The fusion of traditional artistic influences of two 

cultures he was shaped within are also visible through-

out the style of Kazuma. Japanese heritage can be 

read not only in his choice of technique, but also in the 

ornaments and overall aesthetics. Sea waves, dragons, 

soldiers and animals elicit traditional Ukiyo-E prints, 

while they also reminisce of the elements found in 

traditional Japanese porcelain decoration. His palette is 

deliberately crude, while the writings in English – Instant 

Pork Chop Mix, for example – follow trails of modernist 

and pop-art tradition, while mockingly alluding to the 

western advertising culture. The eclecticism of Kazuma’s 

ceramic pieces displays the postmodernist erasure of 

frontiers, portraying global tendencies and disapproving 

them simultaneously. Fascinated with the power of  

representation, the artist unveils the mysteries behind 

the pretty picture, distorting and amplifying whatever  

he may find to the extent of absurdity.

Kazuma Sambe attained his bachelor’s degree in 3D art 

from University of Arizona and completed the MFA pro-

gram at Arizona State University in ceramics. He has won 

numerous awards for his work in ceramics and exhibited 

his pieces in numerous group exhibitions. The year 2014 

brought his first solo show at Harry Wood Gallery at 

Arizona State University entitled “Whale Flavored Soda.” 

He lives and works in Tempe, Arizona.

By Ana Bambic Kostov

Whale Flavored Soda

Ceramics on wood | 24 x 30 x 10” | | $1,000  

NEXT SPREAD  

Too Fresh Canned Fish

Ceramics on wood | 25 x 31 x 12” | | $1,000  
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Bronze Artist

Jinsoo Song
www.jinsoosong.com

Object of Tertiary Contact (Luscious Ass)

Ceramic, paint, epoxy and flocking | 9 x 21 x 16” | $1,200
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The	abstract	sculpture	series	entitled	“Objects	of	Tertiary	Contact”	
by	Jinsoo	Song	symbolizes	the	artist’s	perpetual	state	of	desire	 
provoked	by	his	celibate	lifestyle.	The	convex	shapes	of	Song’s	

pieces	are	produced	using	ceramic	body	casts	of	the	artist’s	previous	 
series	of	works;	they	emulate	female	features	in	negative,	emphasizing	
their	absence.		

Consciously selecting a difficult path of celibacy for reli-

gious reasons, the Korean-born artist delves into artistic 

creation in order to channel and liberate himself of the 

constant longing that pummels his soul. Continuing the 

discourse he started with his “Lust is my enemy” series, 

the artist employs the same cast as the foundation for 

the novel artwork, but elevates it above the tactile level, 

rendering the surface with particular care to produce 

clear, voluptuous, sensual shapes. The allusive figures 

he creates tease and excite the observer suggesting  

the basic forms of female genitalia, keeping him in the 

constant state of yearning. The experience of the author 

is thus translated onto the viewer, as they are made 

equal on the emotional level. 

Refined, soft pink, curving areas evoke the intimate 

feminine features, standing in contrast with outer, 

concave sculpture parts, rendered as coarse shells of 

the inner plasticity. The two sides symbolize dual nature 

of the artist’s self, torn between desire and morality. 

The suggestive openings on sculptures emulate vulvar 

elements, inviting the observer to explore the eroticism 

they conceal, but denying him the complete access due 

to the physical rigidness of the material. 

Stating “one can never touch beyond the superficial,” 

Song materializes his personal philosophy insinuating 

that sexual activity does not bring the true fulfillment, 

despite the everlasting coveting. Desire is an obstacle 

manifested in the sculptural form, and as such it can be 

cast away. Objectification of the lustful feeling relieves 

the artist from it, allowing him to achieve the state of 

rapture by casting the truth about his inner struggles.  

Born in 1974 in Seoul, Korea, Jinsoo Song graduated in 

Studio Art from the University of Minnesota in 2004 and 

received an MFA in Ceramics from Arizona State Univer-

sity in 2007. Between 2001 and 2003, he was an artist in 

residence at the Archie Bray Foundation. His career is 

closely related to the academic profession while he cre-

ates ceramic sculptures, installations and video pieces. 

Currently, he is a Resident Artist at The Clay Studio of 

Philadelphia. He has been exhibiting throughout the U.S. 

since 1999 and he has received numerous awards for his 

work in clay. A number of notable collections possess 

his artwork, such as Arizona State University Art Muse-

um, Fine Arts Museum of San Francisco and San Angelo 

Museum of Fine Arts in San Angelo, Texas. 

By Ana Bambic Kostov
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Jinsoo Song

Ironclad OOTC (Luscious Loin) 

Ceramic, glaze and paint | 7 x 14 x 14” | $1,000 
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Object of Tertiary Contact (Luscious Loin) 

Ceramic, concrete, paint, epoxy and flocking | 17 x 14 x 7” | $1,200
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Chaotic Forms 21

Silver gelatin print made from arranged equilateral triangle collodion glass plate | 10 x 11.5” | $300

Brett	Henrikson
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Chaotic Forms 27

Silver gelatin print made from arranged equilateral triangle collodion glass plate | 10 x 11.5” | $300
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Distinguished Artist

Vincent Mattina
www.vincentmattina.com

Soft Construction

Digital art printed on glass | 16 x 20” | $250
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Distinguished Artist

Kathie Muir 

Desire

Many people associate the word “desire” with sex. 

For me, desire connotes a more global and fun-

damental type of passion. Desire is the antithesis 

of complacency and stagnation, the realization 

that there are ways to better oneself and grasp 

more of life’s offerings. The interest and invest-

ment in life come from a sense of anticipation. 

Looking forward to a goal gives one a purpose, a 

target for one’s efforts, a direction for the future. 

Desire is a striving that keeps one moving forward 

and makes the journey of life richer. Although 

getting married and having children are satisfying  

goals in themselves, part of the attraction is  

looking forward to shared experiences as a  

married couple and the enjoyment of watching 

your children develop. It is not just about the joy 

of the moment, but the hopes and dreams for  

the future. 

The anticipation of attainment makes one come 

alive and provides a focus and framework for 

life. It spurs one onward and adds variety to life. 

Some of the best advice I received came near the 

completion of my doctorate. While everyone told 

me how happy I would be to finish my degree, 

one professor told me that I would be depressed. 

Unexpectedly, he was right. After years of single- 

mindedly pursuing my goal, I suddenly had no 

immediate challenge. I am most alive when I 

have a goal. Desire represents the journey – not 

the accomplishment – for me. It is the mixture of 

anticipation and fear that motivates me: hope that 

I will achieve what I set out to do – combined with 

apprehension that I do not have the skill or intelli-

gence to succeed. Fulfilling one’s desire leaves a 

void. Until something replaces that desire, there is 

emptiness and lack of direction. George Bernard 

Shaw’s quote captured the duality and irony of 

desire: “There are two tragedies in life. The first 

is not to get your heart’s desire. The second is to 

get it.” 

Desire is closely allied with purpose, the reason 

for being. Desire is taking a risk, daring to try new 

things – the outcome of which is uncertain. It 

eliminates the monotony and routine of our  

daily existence. 

Desire also represents choice – selecting from 

the buffet of life. Whether it involves a career, a 

hobby or a relationship, the focus of one’s desire 

is a selection and in another sense a rejection.  

It is saying what is important to me and what 

takes a backseat. I will sacrifice lesser things for 

what I want, but I will not scrimp on the object  

of my desire.

People who possess desires of their own inspire 

me. They are motivated and engaged in the 

world. They don’t accept things as they are, but 

hope to affect a change that will improve their 

lives. In that sense, desire is sexy. This lust for  

life adds another dimension to a person and  

contributes an attractiveness and vibrancy that 

puts a spark of desire in others.



w
w

w
.A

rtA
sce

nt.co
m

2828

w
w

w
.A

rtA
sce

nt.co
m

Ar
tAscent

IN
TERN

ATIONAL CALL FOR A
RT

IS
TS

Distinguished Artist

Lover 

Inkjet print, framed | 17.7 x 26.5” | $300

Josephine Reyes
www.josephinereyes.com
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Distinguished Artist

Jillian Platt
www.jillianplatt.com

Desire 

Oil on canvas I 18 x 14” I $700
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Distinguished Artist

Tasty Buns
The man working at Tasty Buns is probably half her age. 

But something about the way he handles the apple frit-

ters tells Sheila that he knows his way around a woman. 

She’s never caught his name, and decides it is Andre. 

Every day, she watches Andre’s tanned arms and  

graceful hands moving, plucking the pastries from the 

shelf and deftly sliding them into white wax paper bags. 

Today, she is waiting in line. Ahead of her, are two  

grey-haired old biddies and a man with a gleaming bald 

patch. The man is wearing a corduroy blazer the colour 

of a golden retriever. The fabric of the jacket looks  

well-worn, like it would be soft to the touch. 

The ladies get a cinnamon bun to share. Andre uses 

metal tongs to place the bun on a small white plate. 

Then he puts a dab of butter on the top. The smear of 

butter starts to melt into the still-warm whirl of dough 

and cinnamon. Everything feels hushed. They’re all 

watching, mesmerized. The corduroy-wearing man 

clears his throat. Once the butter is dissolved, Andre 

slices the bun and places each half on its own plate. 

As he moves, Sheila imagines his bare chest beneath his 

t-shirt, smooth and chiseled. Maybe he will take her right 

there in the shop. She pictures her parted thighs dusted 

with icing sugar. Feels the cool, wooden cutting board 

beneath her bare bottom. Heat creeps up her neck. Her 

cheeks flush. 

The man ahead of her needs a cake. When Andre 

places the cake into the white box, one of the icing 

rosettes smears. She hears the man gasp. But Andre 

takes a knife with a rounded end and carefully lifts the 

damaged rosette into his hand. He cradles it in his palm 

like a baby bird and Sheila knows that her own husband, 

Harvey has never held anything as delicately as Andre  

is holding this blob of icing. 

Finally, it is her turn to order. Andre’s brown eyes search 

her face. 

“What do you need?” he asks. 

Sheila feels her throat fill up with things she can’t  

possibly order. 

“A second chance at my life,” she wants to say.  

“All those years back. Your arms around me.” 

“Two raspberry-filled,” she says instead. 

Sheila leaves Tasty Buns with her waxed paper bag.  

She walks to the park bench where she will sit  

and eat the donuts. Tomorrow, she’ll go back.  

And Andre will be there for her.

Brittany Smith   
www.brittanysmith.net
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Skyping in New Home 

 Archival inkjet print | 16 x 20“ | $200

Kanthy Peng
www.kanthyfoto.com



w
w

w
.A

rtA
sce

nt.co
m

3232

w
w

w
.A

rtA
sce

nt.co
m

Ar
tAscent

IN
TERN

ATIONAL CALL FOR A
RT

IS
TS

Distinguished Artist

In Search of an Honest Man (Homage to Diogenes of Sinope)

Paraffin wax, candle wick and candlestick  | 5.75 x 4 x 5.75” | NFS

Jeremy	Brooks
www.klai-body.com
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Stood Up

Paraffin wax, candle wick and candlestick | 3.5 x 3.5 x 6” | $150
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Hating Desire 

Alex Steiner

If only we could trust people, to reflect their Desires.   

People searching their eyes…  

For the person, they dreamed to be.  

If not for Desire...  

Desire is a mirror of loss.   

It was not the first time. Not the first time, I had awoken 

to a new reality. A reality I did not trust, for its desertion 

of the truth. A reality that left me trading myself for peo-

ple and the souls they could not fill. The prism of Desire 

that angles a soul. I hate this story. I hate it because it 

reminds me of a time in which I hated myself. A fleeting 

moment never abandoning my side. Measuring the  

beliefs that threw me from side to side, with abandon.  

A moment in time veiled by desire, masked with hate. 

Only, I have never hated anyone. I’ve only desired  

reflections to mirror the people standing before them. 

Hating the angles that fool my perceptions.  

Never bothering to triangulate my own coordinates.

 

But. This is not a story about hate. This is a story of 

loss. A loss, I once coloured with a hate that echoed 

from within. A hate I mistook for love’s enemy. Just as I 

mistook Desire’s rival for my disgust. Disgust for Desire’s 

ravenous pangs. Hungers that never quelled peoples’ 

needs, only overshadowed my own. So I buried my  

fading Desires deep beneath the hate I cheated them 

with. Undressing each layered facade with love’s  

feverish impatience.

  

Starving for mirrors to reveal the truth. The stain-glassed 

blur of my reality’s light, fogged every Desire I never 

dared dream. Desire feeds a hunger starved of truth. An 

emptiness begging to be filled, needs we could not see. 

Insidious amalgamations bleeding the misconceptions 

we once yearned for. Only for life to undress each day, 

revealing the naked soul looking back at us.   

 

A lifetime, angled by reflections that used our eyes to 

lie for us. So, I Desired nothing. I loathed Desire’s price. 

Shunned its insatiables. The needy hologrammed self- 

images, spending my Dad’s time. My Dad’s money.  

My Dad’s life. I trusted no one. I styled my Desires with 

the same indifference as the haute coutured people 

who decorated my life. Desire’s hunger mirroring the 

very gluttons, feeding my famine.  
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Dad asked me that day – the day that I overdosed.  

“How can you live your life…without considering your 

own family? How can you be so selfish?” I looked at my 

Dad, only to find myself looking back. Desire’s reflection 

mimicking my loss with acutely angled pain. My hate 

shining from beneath Dad’s hazeled eyes. “It’s easy 

Dad,” I said. “I act like you.” The most precisely angled 

mirror ever to invade my spectrum of light. Thirsty 

Desires crystalizing beneath the tears, glazing my Dad’s 

eyes. I desired his love. I Desired it; just as Dad Desired 

success. Enough success to quench the deserts of life 

that can parch a soul.    

Hate is transparent, mirroring visions that hold no trace 

of ourselves. Hate is the lie that introduces us to truths 

we had never wanted to know. Robbed of my Desires, 

contesting their myth. Blinded by a loss that delivered 

me from truth. I looked up to a love I hated almost  

as much as I desired it. Hate spreading the distance 

between the person I Desired to meet in the lonely  

moments and the stranger following in the shadows  

that delivered me from light.     

People mistake hate as being love’s opposition. The 

angles that triangulate our position. Triangulations of our 

reality, our needs and their distance from the soul that 

regards them. Angles triangulated by sharp incidences 

of loss. The steep desires they breed. And the person 

we meet looking back at us. Hate’s antithesis is indiffer-

ence. Reality – a mirror refracting angles. Angles that 

position our views. The reflection before me that day – 

my mirror. It angled my Dad’s vertical horizons fuelled  

by Desire – with perfect adjacency. The very Desire that 

fed my Dad’s life and soul. The Desire that feeds me. 

Still. Filling me in the hungry moments that still leave  

me starved.  

 

It was the first time. The first time I awoke to my reality.  

A reality I trust for its desertion of lies. A reality that 

teaches me never to trade myself for people and  

the souls they cannot fill. The prism of Desire angles  

a soul.   

If only we could trust people, to reflect their Desires.   

People searching their eyes…  

For the person, they dreamed to be.  

If not for Desire...  

Desire is a mirror of loss.   
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Torso No. 16

Earthenware and oil paint | 23 x 12 x 4.75”

Vijay	V.	Paniker	 
& Natalya Sturlis 
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Torso No. 17

Earthenware and oil paint | 22 x 17.5 x 6”
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Don’t Walk. Run! 

Oil on board | 10 x 8” | $645

Debra	Keirce
www.DebKArt.com



39

G

By

39Ar
tAscent

IN
TERN

ATIONAL CALL FOR A
RT

IS
TS

Distinguished Artist

Agata	Wiśniowska
www.agata-wisniowska.artistwebsites.com

Painted by Nature 

Photograph | 14 x 14‘’ | $500
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Kate W Henderson

Desire
Insistent. Inciting. Inimitably coercive. It defines you.  

Extorting your soul without regret. There is but one goal in its quest.  

Capturing that one thing you are stalking to the exclusion of everything else. Com-

mon sense abducted by addiction, rationalization claims your moral  

compass ensuring your tumble into the abyss of longing, need and desire.  

Desire, its own master, unrepentant in method, unflinching in purpose,  

indiscriminate infatuation, waltzing recklessly toward the glimmer of light  

teasing in its insouciance, spinning, twirling, weaving, dipping, cleaving,  

partnering desperately seeking a presumed fulfillment. 

And then it’s there, and for a few fleeting moments, you bathe in glory,  

nestling into succoring touch, wrapping its golden cloak around you,  

velvet liquid caressing your cheek as you suckle victory, then sated,  

you turn your head, subconscious curiosity niggling, and you spy it,  

the next, softly flirting, whispering promise, calling your name.

Thus desire, amalgam of want and need, marshals action, births desperation,  

a fierce mother-grovelling, stealing, whoring, staking all to ensure survival  

of her progeny, need over propriety, being reborn in cyclic repetition.  

Perpetual motion machines are said to be physically unviable,  

not so the human brain when defined as engine, driving sempiternal stimulation. 

Desire is conflagration, unsustainable intensity inevitably waning,  

ceding to ember and ash, quiet. But flammable, desire is an easily ignited spark.  

Waxing to a feverish burn. The phoenix rising. Then sinking. Again. Always.
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Lusine Varzhapetyan
www.lusinevarz.com

Vivian

Watercolour and stitching | 9.5 x 11.5” | $400
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Sara Richard
www.SaraRichard.com

Sun Oiran

Acrylic paint on paper | 11 x 17” | $750
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Nancy Sendell

Liminal Bloom

Digital photo printed on 100% silk, mounted and matted with archival acid free board | 18 x 24” | $195
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Jason Avera 
www.facebook.com/jason.avera.7

The Sun started out by cracking through my window.  

He was settling in and wanted to tell me about this girl  

I had never met who was on my mind. He started out 

with all the classic tales and stories, reasons for romance 

 that I’d obviously grown out of and tired of. True love, 

and faith, and fences and all those toasty horizontal 

things. Always sailing by and through me. 

My eyes refocused on the window glass, he noticed, 

then he went in for the kill. He started out with her  

Sun-bleached hair, he took great credit for this, and 

how it swam down past her neck, resting just below her 

shoulder. Crashing in curls like the waves on a coast.  

On down her brow to her brown eyes. Wet walnut  

diamonds. Past her rose milk cheeks and slick sailing 

lips. Her nose was the cherry. And on down her neck. 

Oh, that neck…down to her breasts. Rolling down to her 

tummy with her arms standing by. To the sweet crease 

in her elbow that leads in to her jeweled wrists floating 

next to her thighs. 

The Sun is relentless. He takes me on down to her legs 

and the small behind her knee. And the curve of her calf. 

He knows this is my favourite and how it will bend me. 

She says goodbye at her ankles and leaves you a treat. 

Her pretty little toes that sparkle in light with diamonds 

at her feet. 

Enough! That’s it! That’s all you had to say. You know I’m 

a sucker for girls and the way that they play. But by then 

he’s gone, content on his bedside, resting in the good 

work he’s done this day. 
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Anita Wexler
www.anitawexler.com

I Love You
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Leah	Korbin
www.flickr.com/photos/leerah/sets

Playboy Monstre 6 

Acrylic, paper collage, pen and ink on cardboard | 8 x 11 x 3” | $800
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The Embraced

Cararra marble, purpleheart wood and black walnut wood | 22 x 15 x 56” | $21,000

Vincent King
www.kingsculpture.com
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A baby’s life begins in pain,

Erasing thoughts of whence it came.

No words or memories thus retained,

Except desire to live again!

Desire that tired of books it wrote,

Reborn with gifts in different boats.

For you to sail and write about,

In episodes as it denotes.

Desire authors every book,

In words of waves and flowing brooks.

With hidden eyes in every nook,

To guide your choice of pawn or rook.

There is no life of happenstance;

Desire decides both horse and lance.

You are its eyes, affixed in trance,

To think it’s you that leads the dance!

The leader is your greater soul,

That needs to feel what life unfolds.

From its desires, you fill the scrolls,

With lines of stories yet untold.

When body tires, you go to bed,

Until your book is fully read.

Relived, examined, A to Zed,

Then to wake, all memories shed.

A baby’s life begins in pain…

Desire

Robert	Mercer	
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Splendorous Pastimes 

Acrylic on canvas board | 12 x 12” | $500

Roopa Dudley



w
w

w
.A

rtA
sce

nt.co
m

5050

w
w

w
.A

rtA
sce

nt.co
m

Love Lost 

Photograph | 18 x 12” | $320 framed
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Hank	Keneally
www.5acrearts.com/HankKeneally
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Dream Dance

 Photograph | 18 x 12” | $320 framed
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I am a professional contemporary painter  
who	specializes	in	realistic	miniature	fine	art.	

A space for  
miniature fine art

My studio works for me, because I have everything 

easily accessible. I sit at my canvas where I have my 

close-range binoculars, lighted magnifier, still life space 

for when I paint from life, an iPad holder for when I paint 

from photos, my drawers of oil and acrylic paints, task 

and spot lighting, as well as a north light window. All are 

just a reach away. 

Granted, I need to take two steps to reach the  

computer, printer, library, shipping, framing and  

photography spaces. But, it’s good exercise. 

 

Visit www.DebKArt.com.

By Debra Keirce, MAA, MPSGS, HS,  

Art Renewal Center Living Artist

Studio Spotlight
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Prints,	photographs	and	sculpture	that	are	part	of	a	limited-edition	
pose	particular	problems	for	the	investor	in	art	that	 
set	them	apart	from	unique	works.	

The fact that an object of art is unique is of critical 

importance in determining its monetary value. When 

purchasing an art work, the collector will consider the 

price of similar pieces by the same artist or works from 

the same period and determine whether the asking 

price is fair and reasonable. Inevitably, there will be 

some uncertainty.

With the acquisition of prints, photographs or sculptures 

that are part of an edition of multiples, this uncertainty 

is reduced. In some cases, not all of the impressions of 

a contemporary print will be absolutely identical. The 

price for each print in an edition will, however, be within 

a fairly narrow range. Differences in the price of individ-

ual sequentially numbered impressions of a print arise 

from visible variations in quality of reproduction of the 

printing plate or major and minor differences in ink co-

lour or density. Because of changes in printing technolo-

gy and paper and ink manufacturing, the value of differ-

ent impressions in contemporary lithographic or giclée 

editions is not as variable as it is with etchings, woodcuts 

and engravings. Determining the value of contemporary 

prints is less complex than for singular works of art. One 

simply checks the auction records or visits a dealer to 

see what the current price is for other impressions of the 

same print. The same applies to editions of contempo-

rary photographs and sculpture.

Because prints and photographs can be consistently 

reproduced with ease these days, the numbering of im-

pressions in a limited series is of less consequence than 

it once was. For instance, print numbered “one” in an 

edition of 50 is unlikely to be worth much more than im-

pression number 50. The value of a print or photograph 

is, however, dependent on the number of impressions 

printed in any edition. Generally, the smaller the edition, 

the more likely a print will appreciate in value. This fact 

is reflected in the popular advertising slogan of “limited 

edition” used in the marketing of everything from cars 

to porcelain. Of course one must be cautious that an 

edition is not limited to as many as can be sold. Ethical 

artists can be trusted to adhere to the implicit promise 

of destroying the plate or digital file when the stated  

limit of the edition has been printed.

Sculptures also are often produced in an edition. There 

might be variables in the finishing of the surface from one 

impression to another. This will affect the value or desir- 

ability of a particular piece over another. In the work of 

deceased sculptors, a premium is added to the price for 

pieces that were cast or fabricated during the artist’s lifetime. 

Collecting multiples  
as an investment

Art Investor Tips



55

For example, casts made of Rodin sculptures after his 

death have a much lower value than those that were 

produced under his watch. The same applies to pho-

tographs that are styled vintage, meaning they were 

printed during the artist’s lifetime, as opposed to those 

posthumously printed from his or her photographic 

negatives. It is not certain what the market will make of 

digital art printed after an artist’s death, but generally, 

a work of art is more valuable – in other words in more 

demand – when its authenticity is confirmed by the 

handwritten signature of the artist. 

For those collectors who are concerned with the in-

vestment value of art, collecting prints, photographs or 

sculptures produced in multiples has certain advantag-

es. The price of acquisition of each piece will usually be 

much less than that of a unique work of art. This allows 

the less well-off collector to enter the market, but one 

should be aware of the fact that the capital appreciation 

of a work created in multiple impressions will not neces-

sarily increase at the same rate as a unique work of art.

Another advantage of collecting prints and photo-

graphs is that they are easily stored and simple to 

transport. This reduces the cost of managing and  

disposing of an investment in art in these media.  

Finally, collecting prints, drawings and sculptures  

that exist as multiples allows the investor to spread  

risk of capital appreciation over the work of several 

artists with minimal cost. 

Collecting prints and photographs or sculpture created 

in a limited edition can be rewarding in terms of in-

vestment, but as with all acquisitions of art, risk can be 

reduced if one has broad understanding of the market. 

By Alan McNairn

Pictured above:

Lost | Air | Lift (frames excluded)  

by Stephanie Anne Clark www.stephanieanneclark.com
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The roster of talented South American artists includes 

Cekis, Horate, Grin, Saile, Fisek, Tombo, Dasic, Pohyo, 

Jekse and many more. Valparaiso is considered the 

cultural and graffiti capital of Chile. 

For tourist information on the area, visit the official travel 

website of Chile at www.chile.travel.

Beautiful street art
Art Destinations

Bright,	intricate	and	often	political,	graffiti	drawings	outfit	the	streets	
of	Valparaiso,	Chile.	Scribbled,	scratched,	sprayed	or	painted	on	 
the	walls,	streets,	alleyways	and	staircases	of	this	dynamic	city,	 

colourful street art serves as a channel for city regeneration and  
beautification,	creative	expression	and	political	commentary.	
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http://chile.travel/en/donde-ir/valparaiso-2
http://chile.travel/en/donde-ir/valparaiso-2
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View more conversations and meet the artists 

on the ArtAscent Facebook page.  
www.facebook.com/ArtAscent    
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All	the	senses	evoked,	
all	the	differing	thoughts,	

the warmth and coolness...
chosen art pieces are an 
extension of the owner’s 
existence,	personality	and	

soul.	–	Rosemary

	As	an	artist	who	specializes	in	miniature	fine	
art	paintings,	my	collectors	often	display	art	on	
stands	set	on	tables	and	in	the	small	spaces	they	
interact	with	daily.	I	love	that	a	touch	of	beauty	
awaits them each time they reach for that TV  

remote	or	magazine.	–	Debra	

The art in a home IS 
the resident’s quality of 
life.	Personified	through	

the interpretations it 
carries.	–	Alex

I love to 
look	at	my	artwork	

on	the	walls,	to	follow	
colours and lines. It is 

relaxing.	–	Lyn

Art anchors a space and 
brings	some	life	to	it.	It	adds	 

character and personality to a 
home and a focal point to ponder. It 
can transport you to another place 
and	help	you	relax.	–	Carolyn

Artists	Talk

How does art in  
the home impact 
quality of life?

Art can inspire 
creative solutions and 
eureka	moments.	It	can	
take	the	viewer	to	a	

whole new world of pos-
sibilities,	give	refuge	to	
wounded	spirits,	bestow	
hope to those in despair 

and provide solace to 
grieving	hearts.	–	Roopa



20-30 artists and 3-7 writers will be selected for 
publication in the ArtAscent magazine, website and social media.

Artist profiles will be written for 4 selected applicants.

Calling all writers, poets 
and 2D/3D artists, 
including painters, 

photographers, digital 
artists, installation artists, 
ceramic artists, jewelry 

artists, sculptors and more.

This call theme is “Hidden” 
What aspects of the unseen or 

unknown can you reveal? 
Show us in your art and/or 

writing and you may be 
published in the next ArtAscent 

magazine. Apply from $10.
www.ArtAscent.com
Applications:

ApplyuntilJune 30

Hidden

CALL FOR ARTISTS
AND WRITERS



Prepared by MagCloud for jillian platt. Get more at artascent.magcloud.com.


