
Gendered Pictures, Generational Visions
by Laura Levitt

[T]he discourse of mimicry is constructed around an
ambivalence; in order to be effective, mimicry must
continually produce its slippage, its excess, its
difference.
                                               --Homi Bhabha

excess: n 1. the state of exceeding what is normal or
sufficient. 2. An amount or quantity beyond what is
normal or sufficient; a surplus. 3. The amount or
degree by which one quantity exceeds another. 4
Intemperance; overindulgence. 5. A behavior or an
action that exceeds proper or lawful bounds.
                                               --American Heritage
Dictionary

I came to family images, family pictures as I completed my
book, Jews and Feminism: The Ambivalent Search for
Home1. At that time, I found myself using this snapshot of my
grandmother to describe my own ambivalent embrace of the
promises of American citizenship. I used this picture to
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illustrate my family's often exaggerated claims to American
culture and the State. I felt that, in its excess, this photograph
also said something about our insecurity and fears that we
were not quite American enough. Because I saw all of these
desires expressed in my grandmother's patriotism, her literal,
albeit fragile, embrace of the Dome of the Capital in
Washington, D.C., I used this photograph as the frontispiece
in my book.

Now as I return to this image years later, I want to shift my
focus. Here I want to think some more about how this same
image has been framed and reframed, not only by me, but by
some of the other places where this image resides. In order to
do this I return to the home where I grew up in Dover,
Delaware, the two story colonial my parents bought in 1966,
as we left Long Island, and where my parents have lived ever
since. In this place, this photograph not only continues to
speak to that same exaggerated set of desires to claim
America that I write about in my book, it is also a part of
another narrative. As I will demonstrate, the placement of this
image of my grandmother on a particular wall within a specific
room in this house situates this photograph in a different kind
of excessive economy of family pictures. It is this more
peculiar, more intimate and indeed more idiosyncratic legacy
and its Jewishness that I want to explore in this brief essay.

At stake in this essay is how the visual legacy I grew up with
was both Jewish and gendered. I want to address how our
family pictures, including this photograph of my grandmother,
are part of a larger visual field which includes my father's and
brother's paintings and drawings. I am interested in what story
these pictures tell in the narrative of our Jewishness.

I began these reflections as part of my presentation at the
Rennert Women in Judaism Forum at Barnard.2 At that time, I
puzzled over these other family pictures, my father's and my
brother's paintings and drawings, and came to few tentative
conclusions. I knew that my father and my brother shared a
gendered legacy of picture-making in our family but saw only
this masculine enactment. What troubled me then were not so
much the similarities between their pictures but the different
roles their works played in the intimate economy of our family.
I took for granted the sheer excess of my father's images and
their display.

It was not until Irena Klepfisz and Susan Shapiro, friends and
colleagues who attended the forum, came up to me after my
presentation and expressed how strange and creepy they
found the walls of my family's home, covered with my father's
images, that I was able to begin to unravel some of my own
habits of seeing enough to notice other things.3
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Laura Levitt, "Gendered Pictures, Generational Visions," page 2

The room where this
photograph hangs, blown up
and framed, is what was once
my brother's bedroom, an
aspect of this space that I will
return to at the end of this
essay. For a long time now
this room has functioned as an
office. It is also a place where
many of my father's prized first
editions are kept, and where
he composes his numerous
editorials for the local
newspapers. In addition to this, it is the place where my
mother's computer resides. It is the office space where,
together, my parents do their bills, and it is at this computer
that my mother types up my father's handwritten editorials
among the many other things she writes. In this respect this is
her space. It is where she works.

Even so, this room remains in certain respects my brother's
bedroom. It is where he stays when he visits our parents. One
of the two studio beds he had while growing up remains a part
of the room and, although the original pine furniture has been
replaced by a shelving unit, there is still a chest of drawers, a
reminder that it was once a bedroom. Although these objects,
furniture and technology mark this room in complicated ways,
blurring the notion that the space is the exclusive domain of
any single member of the family, I am most interested in the
various pictures that mark this blurred space.

Focusing on the pictures that
adorn the walls and surfaces of
this one room tells a different
story about my grandmother.
Here her photograph is only one
element in a larger, more
complicated tableau. The array
of pictures in this room is itself
emblematic of the house as a
whole where most of the walls
and hallways and surfaces share
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the kind of excessive display.
The difference is that in this room there is an overt connection
between various other kinds of pictures and family
photographs.

Given this, in what follows,
I want to explore more fully
what is here. This room is
the space that not only
connects me to the
photograph of my
grandmother and some of
its preoccupations but is
the space in which the link
between family
photographs and other
images become most
apparent. The close proximity of these photographs, collages,
paintings and drawings makes explicit the preoccupations that
animate all of these family pictures.

Like all of the other rooms in my parent's house, these walls
are densely covered. There are virtually no blank spaces. It
would not be an exaggeration to call these walls excessive,
exceeding what is normal or sufficient. What interests me is
what this excess can tell us about the people who live and
work in this room. This former bedroom is the room where old
family photographs are most fully on display. Framed images
inhabit every surface in the room. Family pictures fill the entire
top of the prominent shelving unit as well as many of its
shelves.4

In addition to this, two late
1970s era collages of family
photographs hang on one of
the walls. High school
graduation portraits sited
within generations of family
are at the heart of these
collages assembled by my
mother. In the first of these



collages the largest images
are graduation portraits of my
brother and me. The second
one focuses on my maternal grandmother's graduation
portrait. Both collections include baby pictures of our parents,
images of most of our grandparents, other close relatives, my
mother's brother and his family and then snapshots of my
immediate family and our dogs circa 1979.

On another wall there
are framed images from
my first cousin's bat
mitzvah and other
framed images of the
children of close family
friends who have
become a part of my
family's greater chosen
family. Although the
photograph of my
grandmother resides in this room, it is not really situated
inside these familial displays.

Her picture takes its place above the computer alongside
other explicitly patriotic images. It is part of a wall unit that
includes a nearly unreadable photograph of my parents at Bill
Clinton's first inaugural ball in 1992.5 This is the Washington
display, the space where the nation is literally brought home.
Here the capitol and the president become a part of the
family.

Alongside all of these
framed photographs is a
series of large paintings
done by my father that
claim the most space on
the walls of this room
as, in fact, his paintings
claim the most space
throughout my parents'
house. For me these are
the family pictures I
know best. My father's art works, especially his faces, are the



pictures I most associate with my family and with the places I
call home.
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Laura Levitt, "Gendered Pictures, Generational Visions," page 3 

My Father's Faces

     

My father's face is at the center of his art work. The vast
majority of his paintings and drawings are of men who look
just like him. These faces are extensions of my father - silent
figures who signify my father's presence in a space. For many
years family and friends simply referred to these works as
"Irvings." We all wanted "Irvs", pieces of him to carry with us
and display wherever we were living.6 But mostly these "Irvs"
were Irv's: these reiterations of self, physical assertions of self
are his way of claiming his place in the world.

More than the photographs, these
are the family pictures that colored
and shaped my growing up from a
very early age. Hundreds of these
faces, virtually all self-portraits of
my father, are repeated over and
over again.7 They are not only on
display on the walls of this house,
they are also up on the walls in my
parents' beach house, in my home
and in my friends' homes. In fact, I
have never lived anywhere without
at least a few of these images on
my walls. I cannot call a place home without a few of these
faces on display.

When I left for college in
the late 1970's, I took
them with me. I hung
them in my dorm rooms
and carried them with me
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to the various places I
was to live after college.
In every apartment I have
ever lived in and in the
house where I now live, I

continue to share space with these familiar faces. They are in
my study not far from where I sit and write at my own
computer. They are some of the first images I see when I
return home everyday. These faces also don the walls of my
small office at Temple.

For me, these are comforting images, comforting in their
excess, in their ongoing production. They are my father's
presence, and, in their excess, they also express his longing
for a place, a home that is his, mirroring to him acceptance,
love and even admiration. And in my family this ritual is
constantly re-enacted with each new painting, framing,
hanging, although it should also be noted that not all of his
pictures are framed before they go up on the wall.
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Gender: Production and Display

In the family I grew up in, making paintings and drawings is a
masculine enactment.8 Levitt men are artists; they paint and
they draw. These practices are a regular part of their
everyday lives. This is not a regular part of what Levitt women
do. We are not the makers of images. Our drawings are
crude, unworthy of display, public or private. Our role in the
economy of these visual arts9 is as viewers. We are the
primary supporters of these homeworks. We operate behind
the scenes. We put the paintings on the walls; we share them
with others. Those who know my mother and me would find
this behind-the-scenes role out of character. In nearly all other
ways, each of us likes to take center stage. Here our
relationship to these art works is to ensure their place center
stage. Over the years, I now notice, my mother and I have
each come to make possible the public display of not only the
visual works of Levitt men, but the works of a broad range of
artists, both women and men.10

My mother and I play out a gendered relationship to the
visual, both at home and in public. For us making home is
making a place for pictures. Our role is to support people who
make works of art. My mother has become, literally, a patron
of the visual arts in Delaware, while I write about family
pictures and photographs of American Jews. Among many
other things, she has served on the Delaware State Arts
Council and been its vice-chair. She has chaired the
Governor's Awards for the Arts and also been the force
behind a five-year initiative to open up the diversity of artistic
production in Delaware through "A Collage of Cultures: Many
Visions, One Community" (1995-2000). She was the Project
Coordinator for "Collage," as an initiative of the Dover Art
League where she continues to serve on the board, currently
as president. In this capacity she wrote annual grants, put
together five publications, mounted each exhibition, arranged
other cultural events around each show and literally collected
artists from across the state to participate in each of these
programs. I have been working with filmmakers,
photographers, collage and conceptual artists not only on this
project but in my role as director of the Jewish Studies
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Program at Temple. The role of admirer and supporter of the
arts is a feminine enactment in my family.

Within the economy of my immediate family, this gendered
labor of artistic promotion and display has been especially
crucial for my mother because my father is constantly
producing new works that require her attention. He paints and
paints while she buys frames and finds new places to display
each of these new creations.

By contrast, neither my brother nor I engage in these
gendered activities on a daily basis. We do these things on
occasion as occasioned. Although I write about photography
and have both taught and written about next generation art
about the Holocaust,11 I do not do these things with nearly the
zeal of my mother. I am a less behind-the-scenes person than
she is. In my work the art is always addressed, as in this
essay, within the context of my own larger project. It has been
a part of my efforts to explain various aspects of
contemporary Jewish identity.

Producing art and promoting it is part of what my brother and I
learned about masculinity and femininity growing up in this
household. For me, as a girl, this meant appreciating but not
producing pictures. For my brother, this meant acquiring a
whole set of skills and practices for painting and drawing that
were to become a normal and natural part of his adult life.
Despite these clear messages about producing art, the
meaning and import of this work was a bit more complicated.
The legacy my brother inherited was about making art. It was
not about display. And, despite the clarity of the lessons we
each learned about our gender roles in relation to picture-
making, my brother and I did not inherit the fervor, the excess
that marks our parents' engagement with these practices. My
brother does not produce the sheer quantity of pictures that
my father does. He does not paint or draw everyday, nor are
the vast majority of his pictures self-portraits. And, although I
am an enthusiastic supporter of my father's art and engaged
in critical readings of other kinds of images in my own work, I
am not my mother; the walls of my house are relatively bare.
What is the desire that my parents are so driven to express in
this particular way? And why do I resist it?
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Some Background: A Generation

One of the most striking aspects of many of my parents'
passions, their love of books, the "Great Books," their
commitment to cultural institutions and the arts, their love of
learning is that it is something they produce together. There is
no precedent for these kinds of commitments in either my
father's or my mother's family of origin. Although my mother's
parents went to college, they were not educated in the liberal
arts. They were pharmacists. My father is the only one of his
siblings to go to college, and neither of his parents had more
than the equivalent of a high school education. For my
parents, the children of immigrants, all of these enactments,
the kinds of things I write about at great length in the first
chapters of my book, are all more or less conscious efforts at
self-creation, a part of the American Jewish identity my
parents gave to me and to my brother.

The role of my father's art in all of this is what is new here. It
is a peculiar element in the larger tale I tried to tell in my book.
Although the kinds of excesses expressed by both of my
parents in engaging in the production and display of these
images echoes the other excesses I describe as Jewish,
there is something about this particular element in my family's
story that is different. To get at this I want to trace briefly
some of the elements of my father's childhood in order to
illuminate his pivotal role in this particular legacy.

My father's father was an immigrant tailor who came to this
country as a young adult with few skills and little education.
He was not an artist. No one in my father's family made
pictures. This activity was uniquely my father's. As a child he
made cartoons. He had a serial for the neighborhood kids
about a character named Onion whose head was,
appropriately, an onion. He later went on to illustrate his high
school year book. Straight out of high school in 1944, he went
into the army, an eighteen year old recruit. Eventually shipped
off to Europe, my father sent home cartoons along with his
letters. The impulse to draw was always there, growing
stronger over the years.

Although my father always made pictures, his childhood was
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difficult and, without going into great detail, I want to argue
that the precariousness of this past also came to shape the
content and form of his picture making. It also helps explain
the excess that continues to mark its production. My father's
family struggled during the Depression. His mother died when
he was still a young child. The family eventually lost their
home. Their living situation became increasingly precarious. If
not for the support of their extended family, especially the
siblings of my grandfather's second wife Mary, the immediate
family might not have been able to stay together during the
most difficult of these times. What is striking is that through all
of this, my father kept drawing, although the images were
rarely displayed.

For most of my father's life these images were housed in
boxes. Like the family, they moved around. After leaving
home, he relied on Mary and her siblings to make sure that
his possessions were kept safe. The vast majority of my
father's pictures, along with his other possessions, remained
in Mary's care. She collected and held on to these things for
the many years my father spent in the army and then, care of
the GI Bill, attending various colleges and universities in and
around New York State, from 1944 until he actually completed
a degree and married my mother in 1958.12 Mary's youngest
sister Paula, a young woman my father's age, showed me her
stash of his illustrated letters, cherished possessions she has
kept for over fifty years.

Few of these early images were ever displayed or framed
except when he placed a painting up on the wall of a bedroom
that was his. Only after marrying my mother did these images
came into their now familiar prominence. My mother insisted
that he was an artist, that his pictures should be framed and
on display.

Writing about these things is not easy. I feel protective, and
yet this story and its urgency have shaped me. It has colored
the way I see the world and most especially how I have come
to understand family pictures.

The interplay between making art and its appreciation is a
crucial element in my parents' relationship. These highly
gendered roles are a part of a more intimate contract between
them. It also marks their literal vision of home. My mother is
the person who most appreciates my father as an artist. As
long as he continues to paint and draw, she makes sure that
his works are properly appreciated. She is his patron even as
she enables him in some sense to externalize a certain
acceptance of his own efforts. Together they are the main
audience for these works.



      

Entering into this intimate dance as an infant, the first child of
this union, I had to find a place in this narrative. And so did
my brother. Mirroring the gender roles of our parents, we
played our parts. For us these practices were natural and
normal; I have only just begun to unravel what all of this
means to me, how this was neither natural nor normal.

Although initially my brother and I
simply added additional support
to my mother's efforts at
appreciating my father's art, as
my brother got older, he too
began to draw and paint. Unlike
our father, he did not do this as a
child. He began making pictures
as an adult after leaving home.
And, although my brother's
pictures, his cartoons and
drawings and many of his
paintings look a lot like my
father's, they are quite different.
For those unfamiliar with the
intricate grammar of my father's
work and now my brother's work,

it might seem difficult to differentiate between the two. But we
all know the difference. Members of the extended family,
those pictured on the walls of the small room that was my
brother's bedroom, also know the difference. Part of being in
this family, even our family of choice, is a certain
connoisseurship.13

The things that
generated my father's art
and its successful
integration into the
family, the affection and
pleasure his images still
evoke in us does not
translate across a
generation. Although my
brother has come to



produce his own faces,
his own images, they have a different place in all of our lives.
Although they are admired, they do not take up the same
psychic or physical space that my father's works have come
to inhabit. Each of us experience my brother's art as less
homey. His faces are stranger, more distorted, less
comforting. They are not images any of us want to live with on
a daily basis, not even my brother. They do not seem to need
such daily attention. They are most at home in exhibition
spaces, ephemeral shows in public places.

      

Like my father, my brother is not a formally trained artist. He
does not make his living from his art. But he has shown his
works in public by now for over ten years. It was not until quite
late in my father's life that he began to show his work in
public. In this case, I am interested in the distinctions between
my brother's and my father's relationships to their art as a way
of learning something different about issues of identity and
home, the subject that has been at the heart of my own work.
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Laura Levitt, "Gendered Pictures, Generational Visions," page 6 

Seeing My Brother's Vision, Seeing Myself

Perhaps my brother's place in the world is less unsettled than
my father's once was. He need not experience the everyday
reminder that my father's images on the walls of his house
provide for him. My brother's security is not about constant
reassurance. He lives alone. My brother has no pact, no
contract with a partner who insists on such display, and I am
not his audience either. As long as his images get out
occasionally, he is comfortable.

For my father the
excess itself is
reassuring. It is what
marks a space as
home. Such self-
imagining serves
increasingly as his
signature. It also
functions as a familial
mark - the family

picture as a group sign as in these cards and notes. Although
sharing a familiar iconography and created in a similar
fashion, my brother's art does not produce the same effects or
comfort for him or for any of us.

      

At first I thought that my own discomfort with my brother's art
was because of some of the disturbing distortions at the heart
of so many of his works. I thought that my brother's pictures
were odd precisely because they did not produce the same
effects my father's works produce not only on me but my
entire family. None of us rushed to cover our walls with these
images, not even my mother. This was the unsettled
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conclusion I reached in the presentation I gave at Barnard. It
was only after Susan Shapiro and Irena Klepfisz expressed
their discomfort, not so much with my brother's images, but
with all of my father's faces, that I began to reconsider my
own perceptions.14 Susan told me she found my father's
proliferation of faces uncanny, a particularly charged and
disturbing response from Susan who has done so much work
on the Jewish uncanny.15 As I began to see, these are also
unhomey images, familiar but also strange. Although I still find
my father's faces comforting, I am clearer about the oddness
of my perceptions.

I hesitate to offer a psychological explanation for the excess
that is my father's art and my mother's efforts at display. It
seems a bit too simplistic. Instead, I want to argue that like so
much of what I have written about my family, Jewishness and
home, the excess around these self-portraits that are and are
not overtly self-portraits and their display is another symptom
of a larger, less peculiar project, the efforts of so many
American Jews to feel at home.16 For my parents these
efforts at self display and, in my mother's case, the promotion
of my father as artist have helped them feel not only safe and
comfortable but accomplished, educated and cultured as
Americans. In other words, these efforts remind them that
they are exceptional and for this reason acceptable.17

As I have argued in my book, there is always already
something unsettling about these efforts at self creation that
keep producing this kind of excess. These kinds of
performances are not so different from my grandmother's
ambivalent embrace of this country as her home. In the room
where that photograph now resides, that ambivalence, my
parents' vision of the exception and my grandmother's
immigrant longings touch. Although I cannot say for sure that
my father and mother remain unsettled, the labor of artistic
production in its excess, and the excess expressed in the
display of these images all suggest such a reading. And it is
in this respect that I read this whole project, the production
and display of these images, as Jewish.

As I see it, this is a generational Jewishness. Like my own
arguments about home in my book, my brother's paintings
and drawings have also found other, less stable homes. Their
place in the world is multiple and shifting. Moreover, they do
not need always to be on display. As I thought again about
my brother's art after my presentation at Barnard, I began to
make other connections.

Reading Svetlana Boym's The Future of Nostalgia, I was
struck by her notion of "diaspora intimacy" and connected it to
my brother's art and its display.18 It seems to me that my



brother's strange and strained figures have made peace with
the world on other terms. Although they are estranged, they
are okay with this. They seem to operate in a different
economy, closer to what Boym describes in terms of the
pleasure and surprise of diaspora intimacy, those moments
when strangers meet and share a certain kind of knowing
recognition, in some sense, the sharing of estrangement
itself. For my brother there is in these public displays a certain
recognition that although "The illusion of complete belonging
has been shattered.... one discovers that there is still a lot to
share. The foreign backdrop, the memory of past losses and
recognition of transience do not obscure the shock of
intimacy, but rather heighten the pleasure and intensity of
surprise"(255).

Although my brother is not an immigrant and has not
experienced the kinds of losses Boym writes about, his work
expresses a certain playful recognition of transience and
heightened appreciation for the surprise of any connection.
When my brother's works were last on display in the reading
room of the Wilmington Public Library, he spoke to me about
what it meant
for him to be
able to go there
in the dead of
winter and see
the homeless
men who gather
there look at his
paintings. He
enjoyed
overhearing conversations between these men about his own
strange characters, the figures who populate his art works.
And, although the show was up for only a few weeks, these
interactions made the whole exhibition that much more
meaningful in a world where none of us is ever fully at
home.19
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Some Tentative Conclusions

Returning to my grandmother's photograph, I am struck by
both the connections and the differences that separate my
grandmother from my mother and those that separate me
from both my mother and my grandmother. Although there is
much we share, like my father and his father, and my brother
and his father and grandfather, there are generational
differences that mark our notions of self and home. For our
grandparents, just being able to claim American citizenship
was a challenge. For our parents who were more comfortable
claiming this country as their home, the challenge has been to
prove to themselves and others the worthiness of their
belonging as cultured and educated Jews. As this essay has
suggested, this is a project they continue to engage in on a
daily basis.

For my brother and me, there is a kind of exhaustion that
marks our response to our parents' labor intensive efforts to
become a part of American culture or to fully feel at home. As
the inheritors of these legacies, home has become that much
more elusive. My brother and I have come to appreciate that
productivity or excessive effort, trying too hard, cannot make
up for the ways in which our family has never quite fit into the
dominant culture of this country. We long for other ways of
being in the world, something less excessive, and we have
each consciously attempted to enact this less cluttered way of
being in our everyday lives. Given this, in our different and all
too gendered ways, we have each come to accept that
nothing is permanent, and that in and of itself offers a kind of
comfort. Like my brother's exhibitions and my writing, we can
make places for ourselves and share them with others only
for a time, and that can be enough.20 For me, this is a Jewish
enactment, a way of claiming a different, more contingent
Jewish identity.21 Mine is a kind of distorted immigrant legacy.
I no longer need to assume that my place in the world, my
home or my identity will ever be secure.

Seeing all these family pictures through the lenses of both
gender and generation has enabled me to begin to see that
as much as my mother and I have identified with that
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photograph of my grandmother, her ambivalent embrace is
not really ours.
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Notes

I want to thank Ruth Ost for reading this essay and for having come
home with me and seen all the faces in all of their glory. I also want to
thank all of those who came in and out of the Temple Honors office as
I was editing this journal for helping me with all of my technical
questions about the unfamiliar computers and programs I was using.

1. Laura Levitt, Jews and Feminism: The Ambivalent Search for Home
(New York: Routledge, 1997).

2. "Changing Focus: Family Photograph and Jewish American
Identity," panel discussion, The Rennert Women in Judaism Forum,
Barnard College, New York, New York, January 31, 2001.

3. I thank Irena Klepfisz and Susan Shapiro for sharing their responses
with me at Barnard. Here as in many other ways their insights remain
crucial to my thinking.

4. The books tell a different important tale, but that is another story.
For some account of that story, the story of the Great Books, see my
introduction to Jews and Feminism, especially 7-10.

5. I thank my brother, David Levitt, for reminding me of how
indecipherable this image is. Phone conversation, June 19, 2002.

6. My father's paintings were always a symbol of the intimacy and
affection of the greater Levitt family including the generations of
students who came to my parents' home to study "Great Books."
These students carried precious "Irvs" with them to college. My father's
work has been exhibited at numerous colleges and universities over
the years, mostly in the dorm rooms of these and other students.

7. Although my father has at various times painted or drawn other
kinds of images - landscapes, a few still-lives - the vast majority of his
works are male faces, some full-body images, but mostly faces. There
are very few female images since these are so much self-portraits.

8. I began to think about these issues in terms of gender for the
presentation I did at Barnard in January of 2001. Marianne Hirsch's
original presentation was about gender and family photographs, and it
was her talk and the e-mail discussions we had prior to that event that
led me to consider these issues in my own family. Marianne's talk was
about how her parents had each responded differently to donating
family photographs to the archives of United States Holocaust
Memorial Museum in Washington, D.C. I thank Marianne for sharing a
copy of that talk with me. Marianne Hirsch, unpublished presentation
manuscript, January 2001.
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9. I do need to note that this is a discussion about visual art, painting
and drawing and not artistic production in three dimensions. Work with
clay or sculpture is different. It is a practice my brother and I have both
done and our pieces are on display in my parents' house, but these
are minor works. They do not take up the kind of physical or psychic
space that the paintings and drawings do. They were also produced
outside of the confines of this home. They are high school and college
creations.

10. It should be noted that this is not all any of us do. We do more than
these neatly scripted gendered roles. Nevertheless this is a site where
gender differences have been most pronounced. Although we all work
with words, the production of visual images is a uniquely masculine
enactment in my immediate family. For an example of my promotion of
the arts in my own work and writing see Laura Levitt, "Photographing
American Jews: Identifying American Jewish Life," in Mapping Jewish
Identities, Laurence Silberstein ed., (New York: NYU Press, 2000), 65-
96. This special issue is another example of this move to writing about
visual culture in my own work.

11. Shelley Hornstein, Laurence Silberstein and Laura Levitt, ed.,
Sighting the Holocaust: Contemporary Visions (New York: NYU,
forthcoming).

12. It should be noted, as I suggested earlier, paintings and drawings
were not my father's only prized possessions. There were also short
stories, plays and poems that he had written, and books, lots of books,
the beginning of a life-long collection of first and rare editions of mostly
twentieth-century American literature. These are some of the books on
the shelving unit described earlier in this essay.

13. This was especially evident at the first joint show they did in the
early 1990s in Dover, Delaware. At this event, Julie Locke, then a very
young child, was able to tell other guests at the opening which pictures
were done by which artist. Even she knew. My father and brother are
scheduled to do another joint show scheduled for March 2003, at the
Delaware Theater Company in Wilmington, Delaware.

14. "Changing Focus: Family Photography and Jewish American
Identity," panel discussion, The Rennert Women in Judaism Forum,
Barnard College, New York, New York, January 31, 2001.

15. See for example, Susan Shapiro, "The Uncanny Jew: A Brief
History of an Image," Judaism, 46.1(Winter, 1997). Susan has been
working for quite some time on a book on this topic and she has been
kind enough to share chapters of that manuscript with me. We have
been discussing the "uncanny" for years and it was her work that
inspired my reading of the uncanny in the first chapter of Jews and
Feminism.

16. See my reading of the interiors of Larry Sultan's parents' homes for
another, and somewhat different, example of the aesthetics of excess
in "Picturing American Jews." I also want to note that for my parents
these activities have not lessened over the years. They have actually
increased. My father's latest creations are miniature images. The
production as well as display of these more recent works has only
become livelier. As my brother suggested to me, these little images



have numerous advantages for my parents. Because they take up less
space, they are easy to add to already crowded walls. They are also
easier to make more quickly, allowing my father to increase his
production. It should also be noted that for my parents being prolific is
itself a virtue. Again, I thank my brother for encouraging me to consider
these things. Telephone conversation with David Levitt, June 29, 2002.

17. For an excellent account of this kind of Jewishness performed in
terms of exceptionalness, see Adrienne Rich, "Split at the Root: An
Essay on Jewish Identity (1982)," Blood, Bread, and Poetry: Selected
Prose 1979-1985, (New York: W.W. Norton, 1986), 100-123.

18. Svetlana Boym, The Future of Nostalgia (New York: Basic Books,
2001).

19. In discussing this remembered conversation with my brother, he
was less convinced of this reading. In fact, he considered this original
discussion more an attempt on his part to relate something about his
work to me in terms that I would find familiar. He explained that it may
have been an effort on his part to help me better appreciate his show.
Even if that was the case, it worked. It continues to speak to me. And,
as he pointed out, this is not what most interests him in producing and
displaying his art work. That is a story only he can tell. What I have
suggested here is a partial explanation, something we share as
siblings having grown up in our parents' home. Telephone
conversation with David Levitt, June 29, 2002.

20. Oddly, the Internet has offered me and my brother a less contained
place to do our most recent creative work. For me this can be seen in
this entire special issue of S&F Online while for my brother the Internet
has enabled him to create an entire Oracle program. For more on this
see http://www.thedivinator.com.

21. For my brother these efforts are not identified as overtly or
exclusively Jewish. These are not characterizations that he would use
to describe his pictures.
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