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I always wanted to be an artist, but I never expected to be a feminist. Growing 

up in Buffalo, New York, in a somnolent suburb bearing the name of a brand 

of kitchen appliance, I could hardly as a youngster have explained what either 

really meant. Yet in the process of becoming one. I also became the other. 

Kenmore was the suburb, a village just outside Buffalo. now inside the city's 

expanded perimeter. Still a tidy community of single-family houses and trimmed 

lawns, Kenmore has the good fortune to be a short ride from the Albright-Knox 

Art Gallery, a jewel-box-like contemporary museum that became my plavground 

the first time I was taken to see its wonders. 

And its wonders were many. On every visit, I was surrounded by the works 

ofLouise Nevelson. Marisol, Frieda Kahlo,Joan Mitchell. Louise Bourgeois, and 

others too numerous to list. I saw the first Eva Hesse retrospective when I was 

in high school. Hesse, and also Nevelson, showed me that nearly everything could 

be material to make art. Marisol's quirky humor, her playful sense of scale, showed 

me one's vision did not need to mimic the real world. Her A1c,ther and C/1ild

transposes the e::qlected: a super-size baby as tall as I am. with the mother a fraction 

of the baby's size, standing on her child's knee. Old friends bv now, I still visit 

them when I'm in Buffalo. Because of the inclusive nature of the Albright-Knox 

collection. it never occurred to me the art world was largely closed to ,,;omen. 

That is, until I tried to attend art school. During my admission interview at 

Buffalo State College, I was advised to consider art education or art and 

handed brochures about those programs on out. The 
don't have wr,�t,ev,·r 
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