
Marcella Durand, The Prospect (image courtesy Delete Press)The cover of Marcella Durandâ€™s The Prospect (Delete Press, 2020) is a strange marriage of the pastoral and the apocalyptic. The 2010 photograph shows
the performer Kazu Nakamura, resplendent in white, his arms spread, in the middle of a Wordsworthian meadow. But this is no simple meadow: it is the North Mound of the Fresh Kills Landfill on Staten Island â€” officially
closed to new trash in 2001 and in the process of becoming a vast park. Behind Nakamuraâ€™s patch of pasture, beyond a band of dark foliage (and a billboard advertising â€œYOUR AD HEREâ€•), we can see a vista
of oil refinery buildings.The bookâ€™s title locates The Prospect, a single long poem in a variety of forms, in a lineage of English-language â€œprospect poemsâ€• dating back to the 18th century (by authors including
John Denham, Alexander Pope, James Thomson), as does its opening quotation from Raymond Williamsâ€™s The Country and the City: â€œ[â€¦] the view, the ordered proprietory repose, the prospect [â€¦]â€• Poets
wrote prospect poems to celebrate particular aristocratic estates, whose grounds had been carefully and masterfully curated to present sweeping, striking vistas.What such great 18th-century landscape architects as
Lancelot â€œCapabilityâ€• Brown and Humphry Repton sought to achieve in their â€œEnglish styleâ€• landscape gardening was a simulacrum of untamed nature, in contrast to the order and rigid geometrical parterres of
earlier masters like AndrÃ© Le NÃ´tre (who designed the gardens of Versailles). When the English nobleman looked out from his country house, he would see a varied but carefully composed â€œlandscapeâ€• (a word
that enters English specifically from the vocabulary of painting). But, as Durand points out, these creations are premised on a â€œprospectâ€• of economic dominance: â€œthe visual declaration of the view is mine.â€•
Looking out from â€œmanorial windows,â€• one sees â€œA line / of wilderness on the horizon. From which / poachers have been evicted.â€•The creation of the great landscape gardens of the 18th century was made
possible by the enclosure movement, whereby vast tracts once held in common were â€œenclosedâ€• and incorporated into private estates. The â€œpoacherâ€• â€” one who traps or hunts animals on private property,
one who scrounges for oneâ€™s living â€” is a product of the enclosure movement, a figure forced to the economic fringes, to the edges of legality and beyond, by encroaching development.The great romantic poet John
Clare, to whom Durand addresses several lyrics, was a victim of enclosure: â€œHis was the first recorded case of â€˜ecodepression.â€™â€• While Clareâ€™s poem â€œTo John Clareâ€• dwells on the homely details of
rural life, Durandâ€™s â€œTo Marcella Durandâ€• finds the poet at home in Manhattan, where her prospect includes the Brooklyn Bridge:a musician namedSonny Rollins practiced his saxophone on the bridgeagainst
the sound of subway, horns, traffic and wind,and from that made music, a little what it is liketo write poetry from the environment around me.Making a composition from a city of others.The English Romantics found peace
and spiritual renewal in the natural environment. Yet Durandâ€™s own urban environment is a source not of solace but of anxiety, where even the air whose pressure shapes us is shot through with invisible
contaminants:We strain against it; that amount of lead in the air;particulates, benzene, methane, nitrogen, carbondioxide, carbon dioxide, carbon dioxide, did wedo something about ozone, ozone warning
today.Durandâ€™s lines dwell repeatedly on greenhouse gasses: global warming, the great social disruptor of our own moment, is a result of the same greedy, proprietory impulse that was behind the consolidation of the
commons; global warming is the enclosure movement of our day.A â€œprospectâ€• is a view seen from a single perspective. This is not the only way to behold; Durand alludes to Markus Brunettiâ€™s
FACADESâ€”Grand Tour exhibition (2018), in which thousands of digital photos are stitched together to achieve â€œA flatness that allows a complete visual experience / in which one cornice does not take precedence
over another â€¦ that allows / justice of perception [â€¦].â€• Since the Renaissance, however, we have taken to seeing in single-point perspective â€” â€œSo the prospect begins with the viewer.â€• This subject-centered
vision has political and economic consequences:then it ended with the prospect and the viewerthe garden became the housing projectthe inhabitants became the poachersthe poachers needed to eatAnd with the
introduction of â€œpoachersâ€• comes the advent of â€œfencesâ€• and â€œwalls.â€•The title of Durandâ€™s book is fundamentally dual: both the â€œprospectâ€• in visual terms â€” whether one sees sweeping
meadows and a green line of trees or the Brooklyn Bridge â€” and the â€œprospectâ€• in terms of foreseeing:The prospect of what is about to happento us, as a species, what is happening nowâ€¦the prospect of who we
have been all alongdid we ever, have we never fit inlandscape, placewhen did we come herewhy this place and who we arein it, inside itThe prospect, as the climate scientists, Greta Thunberg, and so many other activists
have been telling us, is fairly grim. Durand is less interested in urging us to any particular course of action, such as green energy or veganism (that would make the poem a â€œpropectus,â€• I suppose), than in trying to
find some as-yet-undiscovered, even utopian, way of conceiving our place in nature:even I look at it as a place to find a deeper Ieven we frame itour hands cupped together in L shapessearching for an ideal perspectivea
place that is not actually here, or not yetThe â€œprospect poemâ€• is closely related to, perhaps even a subset of, the ancient genre of the pastoral, in which figures speak in a rural setting in order to implicitly critique the
social order as exemplified in the city. The Prospect isnâ€™t really a pastoral poem in the classic sense, for, as Durand shows us, the distinction between country and city has, over the past century, collapsed. The fires
now devastating the American West, as well as those that have devastated Australia and the Amazon, are not â€œnaturalâ€• events, but the outcome of environmental change driven by big business and the demands of
consumers in large conurbations.The Prospect, then, is perhaps a â€œpost-pastoralâ€• poem, addressing the human relationship to the natural world from a broad historical perspective. Now and again Durandâ€™s
mostly plainspoken verses become a bit too admonitory, as she takes on the voice of Al Gore or Bill Nye, but for the most part her meditations are admirably restrained and subtle: a single-point, subject-centered
perspective has been our speciesâ€™ undoing. Yet, hard-wired as we are, how are we to step outside that prospect? Like Kazu Nakamura on the bookâ€™s cover, we are dancing atop a pyramid of our own waste,
before a backdrop of our fossil fuel addiction. The only livable prospect is to reclaim some part of this devastation for a new garden.The ProspectÂ by Marcella Durand (2020) is published by Delete Press and is available
online and in bookstores.  Dan Walsh, Grotto (2010), acrylic on canvas, 55 x 55 inches (Â© Dan Walsh, courtesy Paula Cooper Gallery, New York)I met Dan Walsh on the North Fork of Eastern Long Island, where he now
lives and works. His studio is housed in a complex of single-story spaces designed more for commercial than creative production â€” and it is not as integrated with the outdoors as the location might suggest.Â  It makes
sense, then, that Walsh is not influenced by referents from the natural world, but rather by other art. His studio has a feeling of concentrated energy: a place where internal mechanisms, tools, and the process itself are the
guiding forces.Walshâ€™s work has long been based on a diagrammatic or grid matrix. It is a minimalist paradigm, but the paintings donâ€™t settle into a purist, regimented framework. He uses a pared-down vocabulary
of forms, like the lozenge or a fan-shaped brushstroke. The ways in which these shapes shift, rotate, and turn are playful and curious. There is an undercurrent of nervous energy, with subtle modulations to the grids that
make the paintings relatable and human, as if actively posing the question of how each mark and square will come together.Dan Walsh in his studio (2018) (photo by Jack Newton, Â© Dan Walsh, courtesy Paula Cooper
Gallery, New York)He makes his paintings in passes, allowing transparencies and layers of paint to build upon each other, and forms to develop and shift. During our visit, Walsh shows me several of his artist books.
Seeing each page in a deliberate sequence sheds more light into how his work functions. The process of turning each page focuses our perceptual energy, as if we have become a mirror for the artistâ€™s process. The
seductive complexity and depth of the paintings is communicated through time.Dan Walsh was born in Philadelphia in 1960. His work has been exhibited at P.S.1 Contemporary Art Center in Long Island City; the New
Museum, New York; the Centre National dâ€™Art Contemporain, Nice; the Speerstra Foundation, Lausanne; and the Kunstverein Medienturm, Graz. His prints and limited-edition books were the subject of a one-person
exhibition at the Cabinet des Estampes in Geneva, Switzerland. Walsh was included in the Ljubljana Biennial, Slovenia, the Lyon Biennial of Contemporary Art, France (both 2003), and the Whitney Biennial in Spring
2014. In 2016 he collaborated with his sister, Lexa Walsh, for a two-person exhibition entitled Both Sides Now at the Williams College Museum of Art. In 2019 Walsh was the subject of a one-person exhibition at the
Bonnefantenmuseum, Maastricht, Netherlands, co-organized by Jan van Eyck Academie, Maastricht. He is represented by Paula Cooper Gallery, New York, where he most recently had a solo exhibition in
January-February 2020.Dan Walsh, Roebling (2011), acrylic on canvas, 55 x 90 inches (Â© Dan Walsh, courtesy Paula Cooper Gallery, New York)Jennifer Samet: Where did you grow up? Did you make art as a child?
Were there formative experiences looking at art that you recall?Dan Walsh: I grew up in Haverford, Pennsylvania. I came from a massive family, with 14 siblings. It was very competitive and sporty. There wasnâ€™t a lot
of time for any kind of nurturing. I was just trying to keep up with everybody. But we had a lot of fun.I drew a lot when I was young, and I knew I was good at art. I took art classes in high school. We had an abandoned
garage on our property where I was always building and tinkering. I was into music and looking at record covers. I painted a large copy of the Yellow Submarine image on my wall. But it was not until I was 17 or 18 that I
started to really look at art. The Barnes Foundation in Merion was 15 minutes away. I went often. Thatâ€™s where I first learned about art.I went to New England College in southern New Hampshire to study forest
management. I wanted to be in nature. I was a terrible student, but I took art classes. The teachers were impressed with my work. They said they thought I should go to an art school, so the next year I worked on putting
together a portfolio. That is exactly what one needs â€“ someone to say you are good at something. I am really grateful to those teachers.Philadelphia College of Art (now University of the Arts) was a great experience for
me. Gerald Nichols and Larry Day were my biggest influences. Day was a classic old school painting teacher. Nichols pushed me to experiment. By my senior year, I was committed to painting. I was aware that I probably
wasnâ€™t going to make any money at it, so I thought I better get my Masters degree so I could teach. I went to Hunter College for my MFA.Dan Walsh, Expo I (2018), acrylic on canvas, 96 x 96 inches (photo by Steven
Probert, Â© Dan Walsh, courtesy Paula Cooper Gallery, New York)JS: Can you tell me about your experience there, and your early years in New York City?DW: Hunter was a good fit for me. The faculty was full of color
painters at the time, and I was making de Kooning- and Matisse-influenced all-over paintings, so I got some attention. Robert Swain was my thesis advisor. I didnâ€™t know there would be so much writing for our
seminars and thesis. That was a difficult but great thing for me: trying to articulate my thoughts. It was 1983 and â€™84, and Postmodernism had arrived. It was funny seeing the older faculty having to teach, or work in,
this new theory. They certainly tried. They gave us plenty of reading to do on the subject.I started doing construction jobs and working as a super while I was in school. I began to realize I had an aptitude for electrical
work. That went a long way; I was making some solid money and had control of my hours. I was able to work 4 days a week and paint the rest of the time. I was offered some teachi
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