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Resume

Gabriel Liston makes pictures by combining a site sketch and a þ gure note. He does this with an eye to 
getting a better sense of each once they live together as a painting. On a smaller scale, he matches þ gures 
with sealed books, and landscapes with whatever is at hand.

Born in Texas in 1973, he was raised in Western Colorado, studied art there, in Denver, and in Portland, 
Oregon where he now mostly lives. He has a handful of siblings and children.

Gabriel Liston paints for a better nightӚs sleep.

Solo Exhibits

2008  We Will be rich for the rest of our lives - Colorado Mountain College.  Glenwood Springs, CO
2008   I force you to do nothing - SunnyӚs Bar.  Red Hook, NY
2007  Tearfully Remembering Familiar Things - NAAU, Portland, Oregon
2005  Dig my grave on the spot where it lands - NAAU, Portland, Oregon
2005 The Resurrectory ð Portland Art Center, Portland, Oregon (visual director)
2004 Formerly of the GPSðPCC Rock Creek Gallery, Portland, Oregon
2004 First Cairns ð Betty Feves Gallery, Pendleton, Oregon
2003 Some Clearing ð Woody Creek Store, Woody Creek, Colorado
2002 Slower Than Molasses in January ð PSWhat, Portland, Oregon
2001 Wick ð Metropolitan Art Studios, Portland, Oregon
2000 Accordion Pudica ð Wyly Community Art Center, Woody Creek, Colorado
2000 Slide Away: charcoal drawings - Berbati Restaurant, Portland, Oregon
1996 Landscape in memory: oil paintings - Caf® Sol, Portland, Oregon
1995 Avalon Caf®, Glenwood Springs, Colorado
1994 Ugly Noises: Winkler and Liston in concertina.  Center for the Arts, Glenwood Springs, Colorado

Selected Group Exhibits

2009 Town and Country: Oregon at 150 - Froelich Gallery, Portland, Oregon
2009 Store for a Month - Portland, Oregon
2008 Altered Book Project - University of Portland.  Portland, Oregon
2008 RE: - University of Northampton, UK
2007 Art Miami - Plus Gallery.  Miami, Florida
2007 New Disasters of War.  Mizel Center.  Denver, Colorado
2006 One Another.  Diesel Gallery.  Brooklyn, New York
2006 Boredom: I learned it by watching you.  Portland Art Center.  Portland, Oregon
2005 Vanishing Point ð Main Steet Gallery , Glenwood Springs, Colorado 
2004 Paciþ c Switchboard, Portland Oregon
2004 Freedom Frenzy ð Reading Frenzy, Portland, Oregon
2004 Clown ð Froelick Gallery, Portland, Oregon
2004 The Solitary Anchorite ð State of the Union ð Zeile Judish Gallery, Denver
2003 Sangre de Christo Art Center ð Pueblo, Colorado
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Statement, 2006

Ten years ago (at least at think it was ten years ago), I sat in the snow on a ridge; then by a creek; then 
in a cemetery, 
watching some surveying equipment as it tracked the path of 5-7 satellites in the sky above. 

A little over ten years ago I walked through a mine þ eld in the pines of Northern Nicaragua.

Twenty years ago, I dropped out of a 4-H Survival course; because I couldnӚt stand to watch any more 
þ lms about how I would go out into the woods and, through my own foolish self-conþ dence, wander down 
the wrong streambed, slowly succumbing to dehydration and hypothermia. And if I didnӚt get caught by 
hypothermia, then the Bomb would certainly arrive while I was separated from my family, so proper last 
goodbyes would be out of the question.

For a few years, all that would get me out of the house was bird watching.

I was never particularly comfortable writing. It took too long, required my brain to go along too slowly, and 
demanded gross generalizations that seemed inconsistent with the constantly shifting sense I had of things. 
Writing required absolute statements, and once I wrote something down, it seemed inaccurate. I have 
learned to accept inaccuracy in writing.

With painting, there is no need to know exactly what I am doing in advance, no concrete answers and 
gross 
generalizations, only some questions and conditions to respond to. In general, I respond to the actions of 
a place.  
I am not nearly so concerned with knowing exactly where I am; so much as IӚm interested in what my 
awareness 
of the place is and what visions it is informed by. When I paint and repaint a picture of a place or a child, 
I am 
re-showing myself what I may have seen. If it works, I can laugh.

A camera doesnӚt tell me where I am any more than a satellite does. It didnӚt walk here, I did. However, 
once IӚm here, I donӚt like to pretend there are no satellites ÿ oating above me or photographs have never 
shown me loss in some new and painful way. I donӚt pretend them away, but neither do I use them to walk 
or to see. No, I take that back, every once in awhile, I do like to pretend I am walking according to the rules 
of time and gravity, or seeing the accumulation of moments without the memory of a shutter-click.

I donӚt own a pair of binoculars anymore. I still have my bird book.

In Nicaragua, I began looking more carefully for the less than visible content of the landscape. 
I intend to return there someday and have another walk.

I still dislike scary movies.

I donӚt have anything in particular to say about working for engineers and surveyors.

  _REEYa_REEYa_REEYa  =66 WI Eroir} Wxviix TH\ =;658=66 WI Eroir} Wxviix TH\ =;658=66 WI Eroir} Wxviix TH\ =;658

503.231.8294 / naau@earthlink.net 503.231.8294 / naau@earthlink.net 503.231.8294 / naau@earthlink.net 
Thursday - Sunday: Noon - 6PM Thursday - Sunday: Noon - 6PM Thursday - Sunday: Noon - 6PM 
www.newamericanartunion.comwww.newamericanartunion.comwww.newamericanartunion.com



Kefvmip Pmwxsr

Statement, 2005

Dig My Grave on the Spot Where It Lands is a caption from the death of Robin Hood in Moby Books Il-
lustrated Classic EditionӚs The Merry Adventures of Robin Hood.   All of the book tiles in the show, a many 
year endeavor on my part, are wax sealed copies of Moby Books Illustrated Classic Editions.   About 4.25ó 
x 5.5ó in size, and covered with a wax medium that allows for the texture and shape of the book to show 
through as it is transformed by blue ink drawings on their covers, the tiles are sketches for a variety of ges-
tures and observations.   The bindings of the books have been renamed with the title each drawing.   This 
body of work in color and content was þ rst inspired by Delftware, blue glazed ceramics, particularly tiles, 
manufactured in, but not limited to the Netherlands that traditionally depicted children at traditional amuse-
ments such as hoops and tops.   In selecting my images, IӚll allow for the presence of expected activities 
such as standard gestures, but I am more interested in showing someone deeply engaged in their head 
with just a hint of external information as to what is happening imaginatively in that moment.   To catch an 
adult in this condition is rare; with children it seems to be somewhat more frequent.   So I draw children.

My current body of oil paintings are proposals for carins, piles of rocks or objects to mark a pathway or 
grave, or gestures both of which are attempts to record and understand the signiþ cance of a place.  Blur-
ring or avoiding erasing aspects of the þ gure or objects allow me to see scenes as a tentative notion where 
the landscape and þ gure merge and exist simultaneously in the present and the future.   This approach 
it is an excuse to engage the paint itself in a variety of ways; it is a means of preserving elements of the 
landscape in painted studied from real life and a means to imbue them with new imaginative qualities 
that reÿ ect new visualizations.  Before I die, I wish to have executed a substantial body of work where the 
imagery has been derived from directl observation and studies, but in the end rendered from my imagina-
tion. The oil paintings in this exhibit represents a portion of the last two yearsӚ efforts towards that goal.  In 
general, I respond to the actions of a place.  I am not nearly so concerned with knowing exactly where I am; 
so much as IӚm interested in what my awareness of the place is and what visions it is informed by. When I 
paint and repaint a picture of a place or a child, I am re-showing myself what I may have seen.  
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