




Letter From 
Randy West

Dear Annie,

Thank you for thinking of me for Posture.
When I looked at what the magazine highlights,
I wondered what I could contribute and what 
would be appropriate. I’m sending you three series,
On Our Way to Heaven, 1989, Flowers + Grass,1990
and I Never Promised You Anything, 2009.
The ideas behind these works seemed to make sense 
and, because I Never Promised You Anything was 
produced 20 years after the first two projects, I 
thought it might be good to look at where ideas
have resurfaced.

Of course, you can use whatever you want.

Flowers + Grass, 1990
Opus Gallery, Los Angeles
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On Our Way to Heaven was made shortly after I 
finished graduate school. It was a very hard time 
as we were dealing with the AIDS crisis. Many of 
my friends and lovers were no longer around. It 
was the mid 80s when I held my boyfriend in my 
arms as he was dying. He talked of going home to 
Illinois if he got better. I was only in my twenties; 
he was almost thirty. Just a few years later I found 
myself again watching another lover die. There 
was no question in my mind I would be next. 
Scary shit. Lots of panic. I suppose most of us were 
either attending or avoiding funerals.

LETTER FROM RANDY WEST

On Our Way to Heaven, 1989
Jan Kesner Gallery, Los Angeles

“r o l l  m e  o v e r  i n  t h e  c l o v e r
r o l l  m e  o v e r,  l a y  m e  d o w n

a n d  d o  i t  a g a i n

O h ,  t h i s  i s  # 7  a n d  w e’r e  o n  o u r  w a y  t o  h e a v e n

r o l l  m e  o v e r
l a y  m e  d o w n

a n d  d o  i t  a g a i n”
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“Ultimately, I want to make things
showing living as a process. 

 It helps me get through the days.” 
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On Our Way to Heaven, 1989
Jan Kesner Gallery, Los Angeles
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Flowers + Grass, 1990, 
Opus Gallery, Los Angeles

In 1989 I had found a partner that I continue to 
spend my time with. I’m including an image of 
Alan from the Flowers + Grass exhibition. 

Early in a relationship we seem to give all – 
enthusiasm and excitement – to that new 
person. During the Flowers + Grass installation, 
as we rolled out sod, I gave Alan some paper 
towels and a squirt bottle of water and asked 
him to clean the grass to make it greener. Boy, 
right now that sounds abusive but it needed 
cleaning and he was willing. I’m pretty sure he 
wouldn’t do that now. Well maybe he would. 

But as with any relationship promises shouldn’t 
be made or expected. Alan and I have a lot of 
fun and enjoy our life together. We got married 
last July and will celebrate our 26th year 
together this summer.
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Flowers + Grass, 1990
Opus Gallery, Los Angeles
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Prior to making this work I’d been planting 
roses in my garden. I loved the predictability 
of growing older and planning flower gardens 
(post mid-life crisis). After scanning the petals 
(how more cliché could I be) I had to turn 
them black because I thought they’d be more 
beautiful. I’m a hopeless romantic with a heavy 
dark side. The garden is really pretty but I’m 
not very good at keeping much alive. Flowers 
will last a few years and then I plant more. Alan 
says I choose to plant the more difficult roses. 
Oh, well. I can’t take it too seriously. I think you 
might have to be a teenager of the 70s and 
maybe someone who’s survived the 80s (and a 
multitude of relationships) to find some humor 
in the title. Someone younger might take it as 
anger, which couldn’t be further from the truth. 
A friend actually worried that Alan and I might 
be ending our relationship based on the title.

When I was just a teenager in the 1970s “I Never 
Promised You A Rose Garden” was a popular 
song. If I remember correctly I had a lime green 
GTO – my first car – where I’d listen to eight 
track tapes while driving around Indiana. I can 
still hear the clicking of the tape reversing from 
one direction to the other. Thirty or so years 
later Alan and I started creating silly titles for 
artwork – most of which I’ll never make. One, 
I Never Promised You Anything, suited a series 
of twelve prints of rose petals that mound 
and build into an almost black image. Twelve 
seemed important – a bouquet, a calendar year.
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Throughout the years of making art I’ve found 
my way to abstraction. I know this is because 
I want to distance myself from the real world. 
I can concentrate on formal qualities and the 
process of making a composition. I’m not sure I 
give a shit about what people think of my work 
these days (not entirely true). But ultimately 
I want to make things that show living as a 
process. It helps me get through the days.

This is probably too much information for you 
but I had to justify why these series made sense 
to me. As I say I am a romantic. And finally, after 
54 years of living, I’m beginning to have no 
apologies. Heaven forbid the next 20 have so 
much drama.

If you were looking for another series or topic 
we can discuss it.

Randy

I Never Promised You Anything, 2009


