LATE 1960S-1970S
In the fall of 1967, I entered graduate school. Two years
later I received my Master of Fine Arts degree from Virginia
Commonwealth University, formerly Richmond Professional
Institute. (RPI).
Chuck Renick was the head of the sculpture department.
Chuck and I met at The Village, a legendary cafe at the corner
of Harrison and Grace streets, in the heart of VCU. For my
graduate school entrance interview, we discussed, over a couple
of Richbrau beers, the arts program and our expectations. His
encouragement and philosophy of art solidified my confidence in
the direction of my work. This was the beginning of a long and
supportive alliance of like minds.
Iconic in its day, The Village was a second home and meeting
place for many creative souls. My brother Roland, a recent
graduate of RPI with a bright future in advertising, introduced
me to many artists and writers there who remained lifelong
friends: Bill Kendrick, William Fletcher Jones, Bill Amlong, Sam
Forrest, Warren Cook, and Tom Robbins. In those days before
social media and plastic money, Steve Dikos, the cafe owner,
would readily cash a personal check without question---for $5.00- to his loyal customers. That’s how a lot of us of got by day to
day-- one beer, one sailor sandwich, one painting at a time.
Photo Credit: Ed Steinberg
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The sculpture department gave me a studio space in a carriage
house in the alley behind Ed Steinberg’s drying cleaning business
on Harrison Street. My early friendship with Ed continues. He
was encouraging of my work and photographed for me. Back
then, before cell phones and the ubiquity of instant photography,
Ed provided a valuable service by ensuring professional quality
documentation of my work.
My studio space was comfortable and I felt inspired,
producing three large bronzes my first year based on a theme of
spheres and fantasy figures. The second year in this space I began
working with high-gloss lacquered finishes applied to welded steel
in a continuation and culmination of the bronze sphere series.
The painted steel pieces were well received. Two were included
in the Virginia Museum of Fine Arts Biennial Exhibition in
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Organic Geometry
Richmond, VA, 1968
Bronze
Photo Credit: Ed Steinberg

24

25

1969. Despite pressure to conform to stylistic trends, I was still
committed to working in bronze.
During this period Pace Memorial Church near VCU
commissioned me to create a sculpture, “Descending Dove,” for
the front of the church. I executed the work in aluminum and
had it anodized in a dark bronze color.
In 1971 the administrator of the National Cathedral in
Washington, DC approached me about producing a full-scale
gargoyle model for the cathedral, which was nearing completion.
I had complete freedom of theme for this sculpture, the only
restriction being the dimensions: 15 by 24 inches. I completed
the full-scale, wax model – “The Two-Tongued Monster” -during the summer. This was the first of three gargoyles I created
for the cathedral.

Sphere Series #1
Richmond, VA, 1969
Welded Steel
Photo Credit: Ron Jennings

Descending Dove
OK Foundry,
Richmond, VA, 1969
Anodized Cast Aluminum
Richmond, VA,
Pace Memorial United
Methodist Church
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Sphere Series #2
Richmond, VA, 1969
Welded Steel

Sphere Series #3
Richmond, VA, 1969
Welded Steel
Included in VMFA
Biennial Virginia Artist
Exhibition, 1969
Photo Credit: Ron Jennings
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Modeling gargoyle for
Washington National
Cathedral, 1976

Upon completion of the first gargoyle, the satisfied committee
asked me to consider producing two more based on given
themes, a challenge I accepted gladly. The directive for the
second commission: to honor the memory of an avid duck
hunter and card player. My challenge was to come up with an
idea that would fulfill the wishes of the donor while functioning
as a rainwater drainage port. After wrestling with possibilities,
I produced the “Card Playing Duck” full scale, in plaster. They
liked my concept, my style, my finished model. I based the third
sculpture on the theme of a barrister -- another donor-- which I
took to the extreme: a fierce hothead with exaggerated features
and an oversized wig. Finally, the project was complete.

Cardplaying Duck
Richmond, VA, 1971
Plaster Model

Two-Tongued Monster
Richmond, VA, 1971
Wax Model
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Barrister
Executed on-site, 1971
Limestone
Washington National Cathedral
Washington, DC
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The Helmet
Richmond, VA 1968
Bronze
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Marlboro Man
Richmond, VA, 1968
Bronze
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Establishing a home and studio in a tranquil setting became
a priority and my lifelong attraction to historic buildings
resurfaced. I realized this affinity could be traced to the mid1940s and family travels along the back roads of rural North
Carolina where we were always on the lookout for old and
abandoned houses, barns, and stores. For me these places held
mysterious spirits and visual reminders of people’s dreams,
hopes, and struggles. I could only imagine their happy times as
I stood amid the broken furniture, clothes, books, photos, and
letters scattered about the ruins. These abandoned places were
everywhere, dotting the countryside, reminders of the Great
Depression and resulting migration to the cities.
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When establishing a home of my own, I searched for a place
with evidence of a past life, something old, like those that had
captured my imagination as far back as I can recall.
Now living in Virginia, I continued, with my brother Roland
and his wife Linda, our family tradition of driving the back roads
in search of interesting historic ruins. On a summer drive in
1968, we spotted a special property that I knew I had to pursue.
Located in Aylett, in King William County, at the top of a steep
hill stood the 18th-century remains of a house in a state of
abandonment and ruin.
Known as Marlboro, it captured my heart and soul. Following
inquiries,I located the owners in Georgia. After months of

“Marlboro,” 18th C, Aylett, VA
Beginning of restoration
Photo Credit:
Arthur Sawyers, 1969
VMFA Collection
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Untitled
Aylett Art Foundry, 1979
Aylett, VA
Welded Steel
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writing—pleading—for them to sell, the owners agreed. Marlboro
became my home.
I set about restoring the house myself and, simultaneously,
building a studio. Eventually, I was able to live and work in
peace and tranquility on the eight-acre property for the next
45 years. Memories of those years are vivid and inspirational.
Aylett represented a period of growth in my artistic identity.
Insulated from outside influence, this special place allowed me
the opportunity to look inward and to follow my own instincts
regarding the way I wished to make art.
I renewed my interest in creating fantasy figurative bronzes
in my Aylett studio. These are aloof figures in their own world,
lost in secret thoughts. I look back in amazement at the number

Early studio, Aylett, VA, 1973
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Top Left:
Finishing the piece on
opposite page
Top Right:
Summer afternoon in
Aylett, VA
Artist/Friends
Chase Decker (Left)
Jewett Campbell (Right)

A casual afternoon in Aylett, VA, 1972 with friend and
artist Bill Amlong posing for a portrait
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of bronzes produced in my humble foundry at Marlboro. It was a
memorable time fueled by youth, energy, and determination.
During this same period, my appreciation of old buildings led
me to several purchases and subsequent renovations. Following
Hurricane Camille’s biblical flooding in 1969, many 19th century
buildings in low-lying areas of Richmond were heavily damaged
and left as muddy ruins. For years, they continued to deteriorate.
Owners were pleased to find anyone willing to take these
burdensome properties off their hands.
In 1970, I purchased 105 and 107 North 17th Street in
Shockoe Bottom’s historic Farmer’s Market. Ankle deep in
mud and trash, I could see the reality of a new in-town studio/
apartment. After several months of shoveling mud and debris out
of these brick storefronts, I was able to create a working studio
space. This meant dividing my time between my Richmond
studio, where I worked on waxes and paintings, and Aylett, where
I did my foundry work. This arrangement worked satisfactorily
for several years.
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Early Landscape Maquettes
Aylett Art Foundry, 1977
Aylett, VA
Bronze

Eventually, I sold the 17th street buildings to purchase a
larger building at 1717 East Franklin Street, also in the Farmer’s
Market. This building provided me with necessary space for large
paintings and a gallery to exhibit my work.
During the 1970s, I traveled and lived extensively abroad.
In the fall of 1973, I made my first trip to Europe with my
friend Tom Beale, former director of the U.S. Foreign Service, and
later, Ambassador to Jamaica under President Lyndon Johnson.
One summer afternoon over a glass of sherry at his home in West
Virginia, we mapped out a plan for a trip to Europe.

Aylett, VA studio
Tidewater Review- Daily
Press, 1969

We arrived in London and stayed a few days taking in the
museums and usual tour sights before flying to Madrid. The
Prado Museum in Madrid made a big impression on me, seeing so
many great works of art that up to that point in my life had only
been pictures in art books. We rented a car for a month and drove
south through Spain, taking in all the historic sites and museums
along the way, viewing the works of Goya and El Greco in their
original settings.
After several days of travel, we arrived in Praia da Luz,
Portugal, the southernmost point in the country. There we rented
a fisherman’s cottage, a perfect retreat that we used as a home
base for traveling to various points of interest in Portugal, which
included historic sites, small museums, Roman ruins, flea markets
and antique shops.
Often, during the early morning hours, I would walk alone
in the hills around our cottage to sketch, think, and observe
the picturesque scene of sheep herders on the harsh, rocky,
seashore landscape. After a week in Praia da Luz, we started our
long trip back to Luxembourg, stopping for a night in Lisbon to
visit the Gulbenkian Museum, with its impressive collection of
international art and interesting mid-century modern building.
We found time to visit a small island off the coast for seafood
dinner. The next day, traveling up the coast, we crossed the
border into the Basque Country into southern France, exchanging
currency for the fifth time. After a long and grueling day of
driving, we reached Luxembourg on schedule to make our return
flight to the U.S. I was determined to return and visit Italy in
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particular, to locate a foundry where I could cast my bronzes. The
following autumn I did so, traveling alone in search of a place
to live and work. I wanted to study techniques of bronze casting
from the masters.
My third trip to Europe took place in 1976. I was committed
to staying for at least three months. With a limited Italian
vocabulary and not knowing anyone in the industrial town of
Pistoia, I recall my first week as a time of unrelieved loneliness.
To make matters worse, I couldn’t locate the foundry that was
supposed to be there. After roaming the streets for a few days,
I met English-speaking Gianfranco Saracini on a bus. He
explained to me that the foundry had moved to another town,
about 20 miles away. He happened to know the owner Signor
Micheluzzi, and offered to drive me there and introduce me to
him.
On the way, we stopped at Gianfranco’s beautifully restored
17th century home, where I met Carla, his wife, and Paolo, his
young son. Carla was a warm and gracious lady, who insisted I
stay for lunch. Things began to look up. Gianfranco drove me to
the new Micheluzzi Fonderia D’Arte and introduced me to Signor
Micheluzzi, a large, imposing man with an even bigger heart. He
took us on a tour of the facility showing us every aspect of the
foundry operations. Back in his office, he asked if I was a sculptor
and how he might assist me. I explained that I was interested in
casting small bronzes but had hopes of returning at a later time
to produce some larger work. Before leaving he generously
offered me the use of a studio space in his old foundry in Pistoia
and said I could catch a ride with his foundry workers any time
I wanted to come back to consult about casting or just to spend
time observing. He handed me a key to the old foundry with
an invitation to use it as long as I required. Suddenly, I was in
business.
To put this in perspective, in one afternoon I met a lovely
family that took me into their home, and I met a generous,
wealthy man who gave me the use of his private property.
Through my acquaintance with Gianfranco, my social life
accelerated. I was invited to parties, studios and various events
that, most likely, would not have happened without his friendship
and hospitality. I no longer felt isolated, but accepted into a warm
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Plaster for a commissioned
bronze, 1984

community of supportive people who barely knew me.
Foundry key in hand, Gianfranco led me through a maze of
narrow alleys to the old foundry building in Pistoia, which I would
never have found on my own. The foundry had been left unused
for many months after the move to the new location and the
building took on the spirit of quiet, lonely abandonment.
With only two dust-covered windows at the far end of the
building, the dark foundry seemed vast and cave-like. It had
the feeling of a museum locked in a time capsule, waiting to be
rediscovered. Hundreds of old, well-modeled, life-size plaster
figures and their corresponding dust-blackened molds filled
several side rooms and corridors. I dared not disturb them for
a better look for underneath the layers of dust were the spirits of
artists, who over the centuries, had worked there.
I often wondered what might have become of that vast
collection of beautiful works in plaster and have thought many
times of returning to inquire. The modeling room was still used
on occasion by visiting artists. With no electricity, a large skylight
provided illumination and a good place for quiet contemplation
and work.
Every morning I would leave my room in a very old hotel and
walk down the endless alleys to the studio. En route, there was
always an opportunity for a coffee and a croissant. In the studio, I
did some drawings and worked on small wax maquettes for future
use. To my happy surprise, Gianfranco later cast in bronze a wax
sculpture I had given him and added it to his collection.
Occasionally, I’d take a break to study the many discarded oldworld plaster sculptures no longer needed after the bronzes were
completed. Near the front section of the building were stored
more contemporary plaster sculptures, some I recognized as the
work of Sorel Etrog, a well-known Canadian sculptor, and others
by Henry Moore, Barbara Hepworth, Marino Marini, and Jorio
Vivarelli.
At the end of my stay, I felt I’d accomplished my mission. I’d
accumulated more knowledge about casting, learned some Italian,
made new friends, and immersed myself in the living history of
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Rodin’s sculpture of Balzac outside of the Musée Rodin,
Paris, 1980

Photo Credit: Sylvia Peacock Grant
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Kanawha Landscape, VI
Pietrasanta, Italy, 1978
Bronze

foundry work. The hospitality and warmth of the Italians left a
lasting mark.

Commissioned for Dogham Farm,
Charles City Co., VA

After my stay in Pistoia, I was determined to secure a
commission for a large-scale bronze, a passion I’d held for
many years. This commission became a reality when I was
introduced in 1976 to Jack Blanton, then vice-president of the
Federal Reserve Bank in Richmond. In addition to his fiscal
responsibilities, Jack curated the new collection for the startlingly
modern bank, then under construction, and designed by Minoru
Yamasaki, architect for the original World Trade Center in New
York City.
A respected connoisseur of art and antiques, with an
impressive personal collection, Jack understood how a small
maquette could be enlarged to suit the new bank building. In the
spring of 1978 I had produced several maquettes based on river
landscapes that abstractly mimic the movement of rippling water
and river bank trees. Jack selected a bronze (page 35) whose
rolling contours contrast with the static linearity of the Federal
Reserve building and echo the energetic flow of the James River.
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A few days after the Federal Reserve Bank awarded me the
commission, I shared the exciting news with my friend Nell
Harrison, a patron of the arts whose family is deeply rooted in
Virginia history. To my surprise, she asked if I would have time
to produce a sculpture for the lawn of her 18th-century plantation
home, Dogham Farm, in Charles City County, Virginia. Together,
we walked the property, considered different locations, and agreed
upon a design appropriate for her chosen site.
Shortly after, I received yet another commission through
Ambassador Beale. He wanted a bronze sculpture for his newlyconstructed home in Martinsburg, West Virginia, designed by
David Childs. Childs is best known today as the architect for the
second design of the One World Trade Center in New York City.
How serendipitous to have my sculptures associated with both
architects of the World Trade Center, Yamasaki and Childs.
Honored with commissioned works for notable settings—
both historic and contemporary—I set off for Italy once more. I
decided to live and work in a town I’d visited the year before,
Pietrasanta, a place well known for its marble carving and bronze
casting facilities that attract sculptors from around the world.
In Pietrasanta, I rented a pleasant second-floor apartment
with a balcony overlooking a quaint street, just a short bicycle
ride away from the Mediterranean. The first floor housed a large
mosaic studio, which was an art education in itself. Almost daily,
I visited that studio—a perfect 19th-century stage set-- observing
the process. I became friends with the studio owner. Over
the months, I watched the progress the artisans made as they
assembled wall-size church murals with tweezers, carefully placing
quarter-inch, brightly colored or metallically shimmering mosaic
tiles.
My landlady assisted me in securing an unusual studio space
in her husband’s time-worn marble factory, where massive blocks
of marble were cut into slabs. My space was located in the far end
of the building with a window looking out on a field of discarded,
broken marble statues. The scene had a haunting resemblance to
an abandoned cemetery.
With no physical separation from the rest of the factory and
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Maquettes for larger bronzes, 1974
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Maquette for enlarged Kanawha Landscape VI

Art is a human activity consisting in this, that one man consciously, by
means of certain external signs, hands on to others feelings he has lived through,
and that others are infected by these feelings and also experience them. If one
does not feel deeply stirred in the presence of great pictures, great sculpture or
great music, he can be certain that he is living a vastly lower and more restricted
life than he could be living. The mechanical world is of our own making, but the
real world is one of deep emotional experience.
Leo Tolstoy, “What is Art,” 1896
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no ability to adequately communicate in a common language,
I felt intimidated when I first started to work on my plaster
enlargements. However, that subsided within a few days, after
I got to know the factory artisans. Some would stop by, touch
the plaster, smile or give a thumbs up. The friendliness of these
marble workers, who for generations, had been exposed to
different styles of sculpture, relaxed me. Even though they
seemed impressed by my ability to work plaster, it was obvious
that my abstract style amused them.
Using my small-scale bronze maquettes, which I had brought
with me from the U.S., I enlarged my finished plasters to the
exactness that the finished bronzes would duplicate. After several
weeks, the large-scale plasters were complete. At the end of my
last day at the studio, after four to five months, several workers
stopped by to see the finished work as I prepared for the next step.
A bottle of wine appeared and, as it was passed around, each man
made a toast. I’m not sure I fully understood their comments, but
I felt accepted.
The completed plasters were transported to the studio of a
master moldmaker who specialized in making exact, detailed and
complicated molds, for wax production. I have long regretted
that I didn’t ship the molds home, but they were large and,
therefore, costly to transport. The molds took much longer than
anticipated, and I was anxious to return home.
I sent the molds to the Foundria d’Arte Versiliese for the wax
copies and to complete the casting process. After two weeks the
wax copies were ready for my final inspection, texture change,
and signature.
By spring 1979 the bronze castings were completed and ready
for shipping. To speed the process as well as my departure, I
hired a professional to handle all the final shipping details, which
included documentation stamps, insurance, crating and ocean
freight to Newport News, Virginia.
Weeks passed.
Meanwhile, Jack Blanton arranged to have the first showing
of the new bronzes included in an exhibition at the Chrysler
Museum in Norfolk, Virginia along with works by David Smith,
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Alexander Calder, Louise Nevelson, and other important midcentury artists.

Kanawha Landscape, VI
Pietrasanta, Italy, 1978
Bronze

I vividly recall picking up the crates when they arrived at the
U.S. Customs Service in Newport News and driving directly to
the loading dock at the Chrysler Museum. There, with difficulty,
I disassembled the expertly made Italian crates while Walter
Chrysler, the museum’s benefactor, along with the museum’s
curator, watched in anticipation. My goal of producing large
bronzes in Italy was achieved. Here they were, exhibited in a
show alongside works by with major contemporary American
artists.

Chrysler Museum exhibition,
Norfolk, VA, 1979

After completing the large commissioned bronze sculptures in
Italy, I focused on simpler maquettes that could be enlarged by me
and my assistants in my studio in the U.S.
In the late 1970s after my experiences in Italy, I had time
for my work to evolve along the lines of a more hard-edged,
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geometrical look, which was well suited for enlargements. The
new direction of my work ignited a creative burst of energy.
From morning to night, I worked and worked. By fall of 1979, I
had cast over 20 new bronzes.
Exhausted, I knew it was time for a break and a vacation. My
future wife Sylvia and I made plans to travel to Mexico in August
for a four-month adventure. The trip was to be made in a twodoor, AMC Hornet, which I’d converted into a sleeper car after
removing the back seat and its framework and installing a thick
plywood platform slightly larger than a single bed. With a thick
piece of foam rubber, sheets, blankets, and pillows, it made a
great sleeping space for our 4,000-mile journey through Mexico,
Guatemala, and Belize.
That long adventure was one of my most enjoyable and
inspirational trips ever, with constant exposure to Mayan and
Aztec ruins and native art.
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Chrysler Museum
Exhibition, Norfolk, Va, 1978
included other works by David
Smith, Alexander Calder,
Lerise Wevelson, Mark Tobey,
and Richard Diebenkorn

During this trip - deep in the Sierra Madre mountains-- I
encountered a very skilled Zapotec Indian stone carver, who was
willing to make carved stone enlargements from my models.
This visit revived a vision and presented an opportunity to
combine stone and bronze, which I’d experimented with as early
as 1965. Many years passed while I was busy with commissions,
but I never forgot the location of the stone carver. The idea of
returning to his studio stuck with me for decades.
That trip to Mexico reinforced an attraction I’d developed to
the ancient forms of stelae and totems, which I’d first observed in
South America in my Peace Corps days. Upon returning to the
U.S., I delved into more large-scale pieces.
As the result of an exhibition in Richmond, Barbara and
William Wiltshire commissioned a large bronze for their new
home in Goochland, Virginia. (Years later, the Wiltshires donated
this sculpture to her alma mater, Wake Forest University in
Winston-Salem. It occupies a site on the campus just outside the
Charlotte and Philip Hanes Art Gallery).
The timing of the Wilshire commission, its proposed delivery
date, and the onset of winter made it impossible for me to cast the
bronze in my Aylett studio. While searching for a U.S. foundry
located in a more temperate climate, I discovered Frank Colson
of Colson Studios in Sarasota, Florida. His new ceramic shell
casting techniques intrigued me.
Little did I know that the person who had made Frank’s
casting techniques possible was Dominick Labino, an
internationally known scientist, inventor, and artist, who
specialized in glass work. Several of his inventions were used by
the National Aeronautics and Space Administration (NASA) to
insulate spacecraft against thermal shock upon re-entry into the
earth’s atmosphere. Interestingly, several years earlier I’d crossed
paths with Dominick when he and I were featured in a twoperson exhibition at the University of Richmond’s art gallery.
I recall a pleasant lunch with Dominick and his wife at
my studio in Aylett. We talked at length about my old-world
bronze casting techniques without discussing the possibilities of
incorporating his new invention for casting.
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I often wonder if this conversation might have inspired the
later development of ceramic shell bronze casting since all of
Dominick’s previous efforts were directed toward glass melting
furnaces, glass blowing, and glass compositions. At the close of
this wonderful afternoon, the Labinos purchased a small bronze
and invited me to their home and studio in Toledo, OH, a trip
regrettably never made.
With business to conduct at the Colson Studio and the allure
of spending the winter months working in a warm climate,
Sylvia and I left for Sarasota in late December 1979, enthusiastic
for what lay ahead. We arrived late on Christmas Eve and slept
in our sleeper car --with sunroof--under the John Ringling
Causeway Bridge. For us, it was a perfect Christmas setting,
surrounded by the Sarasota Bay with the moon and stars above
us. We were ready for new adventures, new friendships, and new
artistic directions.
The pleasant weather and lush tropical surroundings
invigorated us. I was ready to find a studio space and start
sculpting.
The following day, we secured a small, inexpensive apartment.
Then, Frank provided me with studio space in his foundry
building. The next four months was a time of intense studio
work, learning the new ceramic-shell casting techniques. It
differed greatly from my old world technique of investment
casting, which incorporated plaster, sand and clay and a long,
slow, de-waxing period.

Foundry crew, Colson Foundry, Sarasota, FL, 1979

The rescued house that became the center of the Sarasota
compound, 1982 “Fort Peacock”
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The work of Rubin Peacock lends a feeling of exciting serenity. His sculptures are
both controlled and adventuress, contained within a space that exudes energy. Rubin is
a master of texture, form, and patinas. His bronzes are simple yet complex. Monumental
in concept, they serve to challenge the mind.
Frank and I have had the pleasure of living with several of his pieces over the years.
We were drawn to Rubin’s work from the very beginning, enjoying its handsome subtlety.
One never grows tired of them, for the artist has endowed his work with great visual
durability. Visitors notice the bronzes, of course: but we notice them even more The
Peacock sculptures are like living with friends, or perhaps even like living with lovers.
They are beautiful and remarkable, bringing with them an element of surprise.
Diana Colson, Sarasota, FL
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Ceramic-shell casting rendered obsolete my previous methods
of casting, which I had painstakingly learned over a period of two
decades. While very different in time and process, both of these
methods are based on lost-wax casting.
My work - and the making of it - moved in new directions
after that first winter in Sarasota.
Ceramic-shell casting greatly reduced my production time,
while the castings became more precise with fewer technical
difficulties.
Through Frank and Diana Colson, I met many new friends,
including other artists and foundry workers. During that first
stay in Sarasota, I was drawn to an overgrown vacant lot, where
I would often go on studio breaks to enjoy sunshine and serenity.
On the concrete steps leading to a house long gone, I’d often have
my lunch. Remarkably, as we were about to return to Virginia,
a “For Sale” sign appeared. As it had become one of my favorite
spots, I wasted no time calling about the lot. Finding it affordable,
I snapped it up with the hope of someday building a winter
studio.
As luck would have it, the following year I spotted a house that
was either going to be moved or demolished to make way for a
hospital building. I bought the house and moved it to my newly
acquired lot.
In my third winter of working in Sarasota, I moved another
building to the property: a 1940s metal building, which had
once served as a military fire station at the local airport during
World War II. This building anchored my studio space. To it, I
made additions in every direction to accommodate a foundry and
mold making space. A friend and art force in Sarasota, Virginia
Hoffman, dubbed my enclosed compound with its high metal
fencing and iron gate “Fort Peacock.”
Usually, when returning to Virginia in the spring after a
winter in Sarasota, I brought with me a trailer full of new bronzes
to be finished at my Aylett studio. Pivoting from one location and
one process to another, the cycle of work continued year-round
for decades.
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