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My mother’s family is from Iran. As far as I’ve been told, in 1905 my mother’s 
grandparents and parents walked from Bushehr, on the Persian Gulf, to Jerusalem; 
then in Palestine. She and I were both born there. No explanation for the family’s 
departure from Iran was ever provided to me. Although my mother used to say that 
she grew up in Jerusalem speaking Hebrew and Farsi and Arabic and Kurdish, in 
my time all I heard from her was Hebrew. In fact, my mother very successfully 
distanced herself from her Persian-ness in almost every respect.  She plunged into 
my father’s family’s German-ness and remained there for the rest of her life. That I 
was half Persian was a faint idea with no specific manifestation in my life. I was 6 
when we left Israel and came to the States, where neither my Persian- nor German-
ness had much significance.

In 1970 I first went to Turkey and became fascinated by the arts and architecture I 
encountered there.  This fascination only grew over time and expanded from an 
interest in material culture to learning Turkish music and dance, and the language.  
But as similar as Turkish and Persian cultures are, they are quite distinct one from 
the other and I still had a Persian itch to scratch. 

Ironically, the onset of Covid provided me with the opportunity to explore my 
Persian heritage. I began to study Farsi with an on-line teacher as well as to 
practice the language with an Iranian graduate student here in Providence. Thanks 
to my teacher, I began to understand various aspects of Persian culture that I not 
known much about, including Classical Persian poetry by Rumi and Omar 
Khayyam.  

At the tender age of 69, I felt I had been given a chance to scratch the itch that had 
been with me since the age of 19. One way of dealing with that itch has been 
making art that reflects what I feel are the essentials of Persian aesthetics (actually, 
the aesthetics of many Islamic cultures): geometricity; balance; harmony, rhythm; 
flow; color play. These are the elements that drew me to Ottoman/Turkish design 
back in 1970 and which have continued to draw me to Middle Eastern/East 
Mediterranean cultures ever since. 



The pieces in this exhibit are called “Persianesque” for a reason. They are not 
intended to imitate traditional or Classical Persian art.  My pieces do not have the 
epistemological, numerological, or philosophical underpinnings of much Islamic 
art. Rather, they are one expression of (re-) discovering the lost half of my personal 
history.  I am scratching my itch one brushstroke at a time. 


