A Celebration of the Life and Art
of

Pauline Eaton, NWS
(née Pauline rogers Friedrich)
Born 03/20/1935 – Died 10/05/2021

When: Sunday, March 20, 2022
2:00 – 5:00 PM
Where: The FUSION FORUM, 700–708 1st St. NW, Albuquerque, NM 87102
What: The opening of the rst full art installation in the FUSION'S newly remodeled event facility.
Sixty-three of Pauline Eaton's major paintings (and eleven of other artists from the Eaton's art collection)
will be displayed on Permanent Loan to FUSION throughout March. This installation will be available to
the public also in the months of June, September, December, and January. All paintings are in transparent
watercolor: one is ten-feet tall; four others are ve foot; many are 46" x 36". Visiting at other days and
hours, please call the box of ce at 505 766-9412.
In preparation for the Celebration of the Life and Art of Pauline Eaton, you may wish to read the
following piece written with images of Pauline's art by her husband, Charles Eaton to his family.

• • •
I am capable of being thorough, but brevity is not a gift that I have regarding Pauline and her art.
If you do not have time to read the following text, please flip through the pages and look at the
paintings. My prediction is that, having done that, you may want to read on.
Charles Eaton December 20, 2021
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During the summer of 2021 in Michigan, Pauline shared with a number of people her belief that
she would not return to Big Bass Lake in 2022. Some found this hard to believe but, knowing
Pauline, most took her assessment seriously. It was a very good summer; very good indeed.
However, shortly after our return to Corrales on September 12th, she began a rapid decline. A
week or so later, our son Gregory phoned to say that he planned to bring his first daughter,
Debby, to visit Pauline in the week following Christmas––along with her children (two of our
great-grandchildren), Maya 14, and Chris, 11. When I shared this news with Pauline, she replied
that she was very happy that they were coming because they would be a good support for me––

but that she surely would not be here. When I relayed this to Gregory, he immediately arranged
a flight to bring him to Albuquerque on October 19th. As a gift to his mother, he wanted to play
for her the great Toccata from Charle-Marie Widor’s 5th Organ Symphony that, years ago, she
had requested him to play it at her memorial service. It was to be on the 19th of October that the
organist of St. John’s Cathedral would be able to find a half-hour in which Gregory could present
his mother with this gift.
In 1973, when Gregory, was 14, Pauline had asked him to learn the challenging Widor Toccata.
She said it sounded to her like angels leaping up the spiral stairway to Heaven––and that she
would like him to play it at some distant point as a musical salute to the memory of her life.
Within the year, Gregory had learned it by heart and has played it for his mother every time that
we have been together and near an available pipe organ. The plan for October 19th was to have
her immediate family enjoy the musical gift in the 30 minutes allotted at the Cathedral––and then
return to Corrales for general, convivial celebration.
Pauline would not make it to the 19th.
For a number of years, Pauline had suffered from chronic and often intractable pain from several
debilities––including an advancing spinal stenosis that rendered her unable to lift her head to
look forward. Her head dropped down to her chest and compromised both her breathing and
speaking. Her lower left rib would catch painfully on her hip bone. On Monday, October 4th, she
enjoyed a delightful pain-free day (aided by new medications provided by her physicians).
Later, at 11:00 p.m., she relaxed into sleep. The next morning (Tuesday, October 5th), at a
previously arranged visit by a Palliative Care/Hospice nurse to evaluate her condition and
options, the nurse sat by us as Pauline was sleeping, and discussed with me what possible steps
ahead might be taken. Then at 11:55 a.m., Pauline, age 86, stopped breathing and did not
awaken in this world.
Many things, of course, had to be quickly arranged. At first we thought that the event on the
19th could be transformed into a memorial service for all of her family and friends. Quickly
enough, we realized that the thirty minutes that could be granted by the Cathedral was in no way
adequate for a service in memoriam––nor would it be appropriate to invite a large group of
people––particularly in the midst of the pandemic. Therefore, some of our immediate family
from several states met at the Cathedral at the appointed hour on the 19th for the offering of the
musical gift to Pauline. Then we all went to the Fusion Theater to see and enjoy her paintings
there, and on to our home for refreshments and a viewing of nine paintings that had never before
been seen together. These nine paintings chronicled her transformation as an artist from 1983 to
1986 and beyond.
In the following days, I found occasion to introduce these paintings to friends and complete
strangers (a new neighbor never before met, a cleaning woman, etc.). To each of these I said:
“I want to introduce you to Pauline through her paintings and through my eyes and yours."
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The result has been appreciated by them and amazingly supportive to me. In her last days,
Pauline said: “I am not going to say goodby to my friends; they can see me any time they like."
Surrounded by her paintings, I can attest to the truth of that assurance.
At some time in July or August, we will have a graveside committal service not far from our
cottages on Big Bass Lake, MI.
At the following internet site, you will find a tribute to Pauline from her good friends, Hugh and
Ber Himwich––including very recent photos of her by Ber Himwich and poems by Hugh; my
grandfather, Charles Ryan Adams; and by Pauline reading one of her own poems
<https://padlet.com/hughlings/819rwtpmsg07dd4t>
Although I have not written a proper obituary, I have given you some idea of Pauline's last days.
Now I want you to indulge me as I write in more detail about Pauline, about various aspects of
her life, and particularly about the role of her art. I make this request of you quite simply
because sharing Pauline's art and talking with people about Pauline's life has been extremely
meaningful for me as I move from life with Pauline to experiencing daily life in this world
without her. Surely, it will also enrich your appreciation of this extraordinary person no matter
how well you already know her.

And there were Angels. . .
Here is something helpful in understanding who Pauline was. Once in a college class on Religion
the professor asked students if they believed in God, Pauline responded simply: “No. I don’t
believe in God––I know God”.
She had a seriously rich inner life in which primacy
was given to direct experiences of seeing and feeling
rather than theologizing or settling for orthodox
dogma.
One day she returned from downtown San Francisco
and went straight to her studio. I asked what she was
going to paint. She said: “I’m painting my angel."
"You mean you are painting an angel," I said. "No,"
she replied. "I am paining my angel––I saw her across
from me on Olvera Street.” She titled the painting
Angel Aware. I can almost hear the angel saying to
Pauline: “Did you see me just now? Do you recognize
me? Do you know who I am for you?”

Angel Aware 1986 22" x 15"

Notice that her hair is made of fibers––which seems to
be associated with the human in her paintings. Her
shoulder, however, consists of a wing––the identifier
of angels. Try looking steadily at her eyes: the righteye vortex that either reaches out for you or draws you
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in––or the wary, perhaps suspicious, lidded eye. Pauline said that she could return to the exact
square of concrete on which she stood as she recognize her angel. If I had been there, of course,
I would have seen nothing because you really can't peek into another persons "knowings" or
"visions" as she called them. Pauline would, at times, accuse me of considering her visions as
"Woo woo," which is not true. I always and still have a profound respect for her insights and
experiences. I do not fully understand them simply because I am differently abled.
Pauline painted many images of angels––most of them self-portraits such as Seraphic Flight
(below) which profoundly moves me. The face of the angel is Pauline’s own and looks steadily
into the viewer’s eyes. It is kind, caring, benign, and a face that I would like to gaze on in my last
hours of life.

Seraphic Flight

"Blessing"

4

At the one hour when she was perhaps at her most distressed physical and emotional state this
summer, she spoke with an extraordinary intensity and urgency. There was an urgency about her
voice as if she was determined to say everything that must be said–– but was afraid that she
couldn’t accomplish. She asked me to open my computer and write what she was about to say––
she had no intention that I would be able forget. This included repeating over and over “love,
love, love, love”, and then she repeated the same. Then she said this:
Elizabeth Barrett Browning. She tried, but couldn’t do it. It is ironic and she knew it. “How do I
love thee”— it is impossible to count. … Chuck, look at me. Am I shaking?––no––I am losing
my grip on life. I want to stay with you. …You––poor boy, are going to live a long time––and I
will bless you.
In 2019, Pauline had her career-final art
open-house. During this event, I found
packed away a piece of liturgical art that she
had mounted in San Anselmo. It consisted of
eight large panels of d'Arches watercolor
paper. It was ten feet tall and four feet
wide––suspended on a black cloth mesh
with velcro holding each panel in place. I
realized that it couldn't be preserved in that
manner, so I made a frame of aluminum
with clear plastic.
Dennis Gromelski and Jacqueline Reid, the
creators of Albuquerque's Fusion Theater
(the only Actors Equity theater in New
Mexico) had just finished installing gallery
lighting for an art venue in a large space that
had been part of a warehouse the theater had
purchased and renovated. Their dream was
that it should become an art venue for local
exhibits and events. I said: "Pauline would
like to give you a very large painting to
begin with." On Pentecost, 1989, the tenfoot watercolor had been suspended in the
chancel of the First Presbyterian Church of
San Anselmo, CA, on Pentecost. Today, it
joins 63 major works by Pauline on 185 feet
of wall space in two great 50' x 50' halls.
Her art is on Permanent Loan to FUSIAN,
and can be seen on 6 different months of
every year.
Phone (505) 766-9412 for dates & hours.
Pauline at FUSION FORUM 2021 with "Vine of Visions"
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In My Dreams I Danced With Picasso
In 1980, the Museum of Modern Art in NY had launched a massive Picasso exhibit. Pauline
attended several days. She would not forget Picasso's assertion that there were no boundaries in
his art and that "You can do anything!" In My Dreams I Danced With Picasso took two years to
complete. She describes it as a self-portrait showing her clumsy "gnarled feet and knobby
knees…but in my head, dancing with Picasso's freedom, I felt I could do anything!" Almost as
soon as Pauline returned from NYC, she made a 14" metal maquette. Later, I made a 4' version
for her of quarter–inch aluminum. Her ultimate vision was a statue forty feet high. Not able to do
that, she began working with surfboard foam-core, rice paper, and acrylic paint. She made the
four-foot figure within a month or so, but it was almost two years later that she was suddenly
inspired to pick up her brushes and paint. She finished in one very long night.

At the end of the transition from 1983 to 1986,
Pauline realized that the painful effort of starting a
new career in a new place provided the benefit of
gaining valuable experience, perspective, and
strength. But it wasn't easy. She felt the pain of
separation from long-term friends and colleagues,
and a feeling of guilt for making new friends. She
felt pulled from the ground. The consequence of
this was that she examined and painted her
feelings, situation, and possible tactics for moving
forward. She chronicled this period of transition in
the art that she produced during and beyond her
1983–86 journey. View From The Dark Glass
shows Pauline gazing from behind the bureau and
mirror made by her great-grandfather from a
Walnut tree under which his wife played as a
child. In the center and lower right are tools of her
art and a measuring stick. She drew dozen's of
upward gestures of fiber. Within them, she was
surprised to find that some were feathers. All of
her paintings with feathers come after this one.
View From The Dark Glass – 1984 40" x 30"

6

Artist Etude - III 1984 19"x29"

Peeking through her grandmother's mirror, Pauline reflects on how great artists (Rembrandt &
Rafael) dealt with their artistic and personal challenges and how they gained a place in the
history of art. In the upper left is an artist well known in her time for painting life-sized portraits
in the court of Louis XVI. Adelaide Labille-Guiard was the first woman to be a painter for the
Royal Family of France, to be admitted to the Royal Academy, and to be given artist's lodging at
the Louvre. Like many women artists of the past, she is known mostly by art historians. Pauline's
sketch of herself reveals only an incomplete picture of who she is either as a person or as an
artist. She is also asking whether or not she will be visible as an artist in her own right both now
and in the future.
Gaining courage from Van Gogh's
own series of self-examinations,
she decided to take as hard and
honest a look at her self as
possible. When our daughter saw
Artist at the Hub, she said:
"Mommy, when I look at this
painting, I feel like crying".
Friends were astonished and might
say: "Is there something we can
do? Any way that we can be of
help?" Pauline put it away
immediately and it didn't see light
until we moved to New Mexico. I
put it in my study with others of
her strongest paintings.
Artist at the Hub 1984 22" x 30"
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Personal Relay 1985 20" x 30"

From1985, Personal Relay was almost lost. Other than Pauline, no one saw this painting until I
discovered it in 2019. Pauline had written of it: "another dead-end piece…awesomely ugly!"
In Pauline's journal of Wednesday, June 5, 1985 she wrote:

A t of fear nailed me to my bed this morning. Personal Relay continues failure. Doubts stultify
me. I had to gure out, literally, how to get out of bed. Only when I thought of a necessary
letter to write, could I move.

On turning 50 on 03/20/1985, Pauline observed:

As I approached this milestone birthday, I came to see that the wrenching sensation of our
move was related not only to separation and loss of association, but also involved the larger
process of turning from what Carl Jung called the agenda of the morning of life to that of life's
afternoon. … I became aware that I had already completed the tasks of establishing myself and
reaching the goals of life's morning. Great weariness swept over me when I was forced to
regress and re-do these steps. … Jung had said:
When this purpose [of the morning has been attained…shall the extension of conquests
and the expansion of life go steadily on beyond the bound of all reason and sense?
Whoever carries over into the afternoon the agenda of the morning must pay for it with
damage to the soul.

By now, Pauline was aware that she was in a life-pivoting position that required caution, daring,
and awareness of the importance of every move. Behind the central figure in Personal Relay are
three runners from the agendaof the morning: the first has picked up the baton; the second is
getting into stride; the third is at top-speed, head lifted, exultant in the forward rush to cross the
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finish line as she had often done before [Pauline was known as a top competitor for awards in
national art competitions, and had her place in museum permanent collections]. Pauline herself
was a strong athlete with powerful shoulders––which we see in the main figure. Her legs are
anchored to the ground, her shoulders and arms slope down in the ready position for attack or
defense. And her face? Is she determined? Yes. Has "a great weariness" swept over her? Again,
yes. No wonder that, in thinking about this painting, she could barely force herself out of bed.
She referred to her transition in this period as the years in which she was "crawling to the Light."
In From the Fiber of my Being, the artist is seen actually painting her way to the light. She
repeatedly used the motif of emerging from a fiber basket into glorious light. In the large
Exultation Basket, the figure is almost being shot out and up to the light.

From the Fiber of my Being

20" x 30"

Exultation Basket 02/06/85 40"x30"

Pauline said: I specially enjoyed crossing the "fiber barrier" by having this painting accepted
and praised in Berkeley's Fiberworks show, Basket's '85. It was the only two-dimensional piece
in the show. I added bits of colored string with acrylic medium in order to qualify in the fiber
category. [Thin string is visible across the top of the pic if your computer screen is adequately
large.] Pauline often painted basket shapes, but in describing her Exultation Basket, she said
more specifically that an emerging self is rising out of a woven fiber vortex.
"Woven fiber vortex" also applies to the central work, Crawling to the Light, where a windtunnel vortex swirls about a figure which, with the exception of the face, consists completely of
fiber: no feathers, no wings, not even hair. The figure is enmeshed in and part of a physical,
earthy world. It is clearly a self-portrait.
Viewers of Pauline's paintings often remark on the amount of "energy" in them. There certainly
is energy, but there is more than that: there is a quiet, calm, fierce intensity and control over a
medium that resists domination, that talks back, that engages in what Pauline referred to as a
"conversation" with the absorbent paper, the paints, and the water. This still remains partially in
the arena of technique and skill, which are on display in this painting. If you were watching her
9

paint (or viewing her videos on
advanced watercolor technique) you
would notice that her face while
painting and her self-portrait in
Crawling to the Light are surprisingly
similar: the same confidence,
determination, confidence, and inner
core strength.
The method of painting the energy
fibers is fascinating to watch. First of
all, and a little unexpectedly, she starts
working at high speed. The paper is
already wetted on both sides. Next a
paint-filled brush is swept in a series of
rapid, bold, curving strokes. She then
reverses the brush, pressing the
wooden tip against the paper creating a
second line (without paint) in the
center of the first. Then, she repeats
this pattern of strokes in a new
direction––perhaps cutting directly
against the first set. The next step is
where extraordinary control is needed.
If you look at the light, fairly-wide
strokes toward the upper-right, you will
observe that single fibers (which at this
Crawling to the Light: An Artist In Transition 1985
point are above or under other fibers)
actually weave over and under them!
How can that be done? She lets the water evaporate slightly and then uses what she called her
"draw-and-mop" process. Filling the brush with clean water, she draws it over one line of an
intersection and then lifts the water out with a "mop" (a larger, clean brush). I cannot imagine the
time and patience it would take to do this on a large watercolor such as
I have already noted that Pauline had a rich inner life. Now, I would share some of the deeper
dimensions of that life even though I feel inadequate to the task because that which I will write
about is beyond words. Some of it is partially captured in Pauline's art, but there is no key, codebreaking Enigma Machine, or cypher at hand. It is probably best to begin with Pauline's own
words about specific life experiences.
In Crawling to the Light: An Artist in Transition, p.18, Pauline wrote of William Blake, the poet/
artist/mystic and how his wife, Kate, as she was about to walk into a room, became suddenly
convinced that she would meet her husband in the next moments. In Pauline's journal for
02/14/1985, she added parenthetically that:
(I, too had this certitude the day I met Charles in 1953. When my parents drove me to
Silver Bay, N.Y., for my summer job, I could hardly sit still in the car's back seat, for I knew
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that THAT DAY I would be meeting my life partner––again.) After a similar experience
[Kate's], William Blake then realized he had a fellow visionary who could live with his
intense spirit life.

Pauline said "life partner––again," because she recalled other lifetimes with the life-partner in the
role of sister/brother, married, etc. Often I was her amanuensis (literary and/or artistic
assistant)––which I still am and shall be as often as invited.

Pauline with me in 1953 at Silver Bay, NY, where she had the certitude of meeting her "life
partner." We built the CHALY (Can't Help Always Loving You) from strips of pine covered by old
canvas shower curtains. Regarding a tombstone, she said: "Anything is ne with me as long as
the rst line is CHALY"

Both of us were English majors and familiar with William Blake (1757–1827) who had visions
of ancient prophets, poets, philosophers, etc., and conversed with them as he strolled with them
in his garden. Pauline writes in her 1985 journal:
Eventually, when Kate [Blake's wife] found it annoying that these visitant spirits interrupted
or delayed meals, she gured out that she could invite them to dinner by setting places for
them, and meals could proceed. She found herself dining with the likes of Isaiah, Ezekiel,
and Rembrandt.
Lessons from the Blakes are:
to value my own visions as valid,
to continue cultivating the creativity of my marriage,
to trust my knowings and intuitiveness, and
not to allow lack of appreciation or immediate response to my latest track
to discourage me.
I also identify with Blake's intense belief that the spiritual and the manifest are totally
entwined. Much has been thrashed around about the split between the arts and religion in
the West since the Reformation. However, I think it is evident that the spirit-hunger built
into the human psyche has continued to feed the arts––recognized or not. William Blake
regularly encountered spirit persona. I know now that I would not be the healthy person I
have become without my own process of meditation which hinges on these three steps:
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THE PASSION OF PRAYER : Beneath the wings of prayer, our spirit often burns
with a cool and steady flame. 30" x40"

Clearly Pauline practiced a type of meditation that gave her access to visual images that she
could examine and express by the art of watercolor. Ezekiel Revelation (below) is extremely
dramatic. The inspiration may be from the prophet, but the image itself is 100% Pauline Eaton.
* * *
As I complete this diary of transition and coming into new wholeness as an artist, I am aware
of being caught up in the stream of those who seek visions––artists and prophets.
The apostle Peter, trying to explain the mass visions at Pentecost, quoted the prophet Joel:
I will pour out my Spirit upon all esh, and your sons and your daughters shall prophesy, and
your young men shall see visions, and your old men shall dreams dreams: yea, and my
menservants and my maidservants shall prophesy. And I will show wonders in the heaven
above and signs on he earth beneath, blood, and re, and vapor of smoke. (Acts, 2:17-19
One great prophet who clearly experienced the Light and the Fire, Ezekiel, reported seeing not
only the "wheel within a wheel," but declares that "wherever the spirit would go, they went,
and the wheels rose along with them; for the spirit of the living creatures was in the wheels."
And how is this spirit seen?
"In the midst of the living creatures there was something that looked like burning coals of re,
like torches moving to and fro among the living creatures; and the re was bright, and out of
the re went forth lightning. (Ezekiel 1:12–13)
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rst surrounding my self and loved ones with the white light of spirit, then integrating my
mind and body, and, nally, shedding negativity. This daily practice cleanses and renews
and centers me.

Ezekiel Revelation 1987 60x40 (Ezekiel 1:12-13)
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Pauline Eaton

Crawling To The Light: An Artist in Transition 1987 pp. 30-31
Only one who has a personal religion, a unique view of the universe, can be a true artist.
Friedrich Schlegel
My Credo revealed that I believe that:
the purpose of life is spiritual growth.
we are evolving souls.
we participate for the purpose of extending opportunities for growth in each other.
we MUST participate, because this is when we are most in God's image––that
of creator––that is why we, in turn, were created.
life is born again and again.
we are meant to evolve into pure love, that love is the
attractiveness and inter-relationship of ALL.
we are the indwelling of God in matter.
we are made up of energy particles and soul stuff in the same
patterns built in all that exists from the atom's core to
solar/stellar systems and beyond.
Joy is experienced in the creative act of birthing being, meaning, and order
out of non-being, meaninglessness, and chaos.
In this sense, we are all artists or called to be such. As an artist I believe my role is to continue
making connections and "real"-izing my place in the FABRIC OF ALL THAT IS. I attempt to paint this.

Trusting my intuition, I began paintings which combined images of basketry, the essence of my
belief of the light within each being, and the Biblical perspective of our being vessels of God.
When your eye is sound, your whole body is full of light…
If then your whole body is full of light,…it will be wholly
bright, as when a lamp with its rays gives you light.
Luke 11:34–6

I have been working on these re ections since
shortly after Pauline died.
Remembering Pauline through the lens of her art
and life has been a healing exploration for me and
I have made some very important and surprising
discoveries about Pauline and about myself in the
process.
I hope that in these pages you will experience
more of the deeper dimensions of her life than you
perhaps have known before, and that you will nd
your remembrance of her will become for you an
ornament to life, as she shall always be to mine.
Charles Adams Ea n 01/01/2022
Vessel of Insight 1986 30"x22"
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