The Art of Drawing Nudes

The line glides along the back, comprehending its unevenness, trailing the curves without lingering and leaving them without haste, flowing onward to where a small violet shadow distinguishes itself, implying a subtle hollow, from there the motion wafts in yet another direction, a sublime section full of faintly glowing light united in the enclosed transparency of colour...

The lines and colours guide this view of the female form like a hand caressing a figure. They follow the fact of contour, discover the shadows produce by the subtle play of form, repeat the glow of breathing skin, make out the whirls of hair as if by touch. They sensitively coax the female form, that seemingly so familiar landscape, to reveal the multiplicity that it holds ready in hiding.

The figure is made open, but not laid bare. It is not merely presented – rather it is captured in that moment in which it speaks for itself from within. It is as if surprised: depicting a brief, fleeting glimpse of emotion – shy or confident, contemplative or distrustful. It is nothing more than an immediate capture of motion, a holding of breath, an inner moment of the soul exposed through the form to the outside world in the duration of a thought. In this way, normal activities like undressing, resting, or casually regarding the observer prove far more seductive than more deliberate poses. Certainly the pictures are erotic.

The figure lifts itself out of the formless background almost without detailed accessories. The fall of light models the form uniquely, tracing firm structures or soft, betraying a coolness of the skin or a taut muscle. The observer's attention is unerringly drawn to the artistic showplace of the naked body. The body is the uncontested property of the person – particularly of a woman. Her secret kingdom, her last retreat. Her nakedness reflects, without distortion, the inner world, the well-known space, wherein the feminine nature dreams and feels. Here she can wander free and unclothed without the chador she assumes in the company of strangers. Here she is fully a world to herself, and the pictures pull us fully into her sphere.

The earthy red chalk mirrors the movement of the skin warmly, almost nostalgically. Birch charcoal spreads itself darkly driven by mood, shading and distinguishing it clearly as it reacts to every movement. Chalk throws light on the emotions, softening them, bringing out the intermediate tones, multicoloured like life itself. As if the chalk were listening to the body's innermost state, what the body discloses is truly captured and instantly depicted by a thickening line, a swing that breaks off suddenly, a particular transition of colour... here where the contradictions meet the tension becomes visible.

It is the kind of tension that comes into view when a person shows herself naked, setting forth her vulnerability without escape. In the attitude of the model – in her entire being lies something awake, an attunement of the senses: the readiness, the quietest impression of building awareness streaming through he body – how it positions itself, dressed or undressed, if the body closes inward upon itself or opens wide to observation. Each emissary that the inner self puts forward, every impression, welcome or not, is captured, explored, and consciously experienced.

A nude drawing delivers all of the contradictions that unite within a single person. The broad range of tensions within the soul – its bright peaks and its shadowy recesses, its agitation and detachment – is not "boldly hidden" in some sort of "abstraction". It is depicted in its actual circumstance; palpable in the reality of the body. The pictures delight in this sensuality, in the eroticism that lies in insoluble contradiction – the unique secret of form.

