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It has been a while since I last stepped foot
in a museum. Before the pandemic hit American
shores, I usually visited multiple every year. My
parents were very insistent on me going into them
even before I developed an interest in the arts. For
me as a child, they represented somewhere I could
learn that wasn’t within the confines of a classroom,
with desks that hurt my back and homework that I
just seemed unable to get on top of.

The last trip I can remember was for an art
history course. We had managed to get into the
Philadelphia Museum of Art and were browsing the
modern art wing. I remember looking at the art
presented and thinking about how I could see my
own work displayed there.

However, the art museums in Philadelphia
were often the only ones that I would visit before
COVID-19. I have never left the American continent
ever, my mother does not like flying, and every
chance I anticipate to get out into the world seems
to fall through. High school trip to Paris? My
parents were hesitant to send me due to the price
tag, then the Bataclan attacks happened several
months before the first down payment, and it
solidified their stance on me not going. Trip to
Japan with another art school? Too expensive, and
even if I had paid, by the time its expected date
arrived, it would be canceled due to the pandemic.
While what’s in the United States is a lot, compared



with the artwork outside of the continent, I’ve barely
dipped my toes into what the art world has to offer.

Maxfield Parrish, Air Castles

In contrast, the woman I spoke with, Lynne,
has been all across the world. Whenever I called
her, I found myself amazed at the places that she
had been, especially the times she spent teaching
in England. One call, towards the end of our
scheduled calls, I asked about her favorite artist.



Her answer was quick and immediate, “Cezanne”. I
knew of him, of course. A few of my paintings were
hung at my grandparent’s house in Syracuse, and I
had seen The Card Players in one of the
meandering halls in the Barnes Museum on my
many trips there. She talked to me about seeing his
work at many different museums across the world,
then we got into a discussion about museums that
we had been to. I told her about my trips to the Met
in New York, how the first time it was fine, but the
second time, we had forgotten to buy tickets, so I
spent most of my time there in the gift shop. Both of
us laughed.

Then the topic changed to what my favorite
artist was. I had an answer prepared, it was the
artist whose work I had first seen at the
Pennsylvania Academy of the Arts a few years ago
both when I went with my grandparents to see an
exhibit, and when I had studied there as a young
high schooler. However, I couldn’t remember his
name at the time, but after the call, I finally
remembered it, Maxfield Parrish. Parrish had a sort
of illustrative style that captivated me when I had
first seen it (in the gift shop of the museum,
surprisingly), and after mentioning my enjoyment of
his work, I ended up with a copy of Air Castles. The
print hangs above the foot of my bed. Oftentimes,
it's one of the first things I see when I wake up.



Speaking with Lynne I found myself drawn
to her stories about visiting museums in Europe
and working overseas much like I used to be drawn
to stories told by my grandparents. It also helped
that during that time, I had recently gotten into
contact with a relative of mine who lives in England,
and had begun to miss my grandparents, who I
hadn’t seen in some time due to the pandemic.
Talking about artwork, our experiences both
creating work and seeing work made the initial
anxiety of meeting a new person dissipates, and I
began to look forward to calling her and talking to
her at the end of my week. I hope that once this
pandemic is over, I finally can visit the museums
that we discussed in those calls.


