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novel-cum-exhibition, explains his art-making process this way: 
“I put…these collages…together as grounds, the surface you paint on,” 
before laying the abstract designs on top: “I need some grit, something 
������������������������������������������������������������������
Baker’s project as a whole, a collage-like, multimedia narrative that uses 
������������������������������������������������������������������������������
story emerge like pieces in a puzzle: chapter headings line the gallery 
walls (“Part i: The Fractured Century”), and scribbled notes and studies 
sketch out forms fully realized in paintings across the room. As a 
writer, artist, graphic designer, and art critic, R.C. Baker is a 
polymath, and his current project is a testament to the richness 
of overlapping artistic modes.

In its present installation, “…and Nixon’s coming” lives in two places, 
Baker’s in-progress novel draft (available for perusal and purchase at 
���������������������������������������������������������������������������
��������������������������������������������������������������������������
in the story’s gaps, linking motifs from work to work, and from text to 
image. At the center of the narrative is Kirby Holland, to whom all the 
work in the show (made by Baker over the last few decades) is attributed. 
Written in the novel in a jaunty third-person, Holland seems more stock 
�������������������������������������������������������������������������
and paintings—intimations of an inner personality and a set of working 
artistic concerns—that we really catch a believable glimpse of him.

That glimpse plunges us into a cultural and art historical tangle: in 
Holland’s oeuvre are references to Eakins, Hopper, comic books, 
Abstract Expressionism, war, and nuclear disaster. These references are 
constantly edited into new combinations and overlaps. Nothing is ever 
�������������������������������������������������������������������������
accretion of drafts, collage layers, galley pages, reworked storyboards—
runs throughout. A few pieces are executed directly on printing-press 
�������������������������������������������������������������������������
colored contours, lending high painterly abstraction the printed oomph 
of a comic book splat. It’s the visual slag of American history, and the 
manipulations and rewrites to which we subject it, that forms the real 
subject of the exhibition.

This reworking is not just an aesthetic project; the pithy (if dizzyingly 
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