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The weavings are full of choreographed marks that suggest the  
dancelike brush movements and all-over surface patterns of Abstract 
Expressionist painting. Then again, the textiles also seem to suggest  
that Jonsson’s gestural marks somehow appeared of their own volition, 
without direct intervention from the artist. 

Despite their abstractness, the weavings also strongly hint at landscapes. 
One looks like a telescopic view of cloud filaments torn apart by a sudden 
blast of wind. Another suggests wind-whipped waves viewed through a 
scrim of icy rain. A third suggests the snout of a glacier carving its way 
through two mountains. 

Jonsson’s palette is wintry; it consists of misty grays and whites, like the 
plumage of seabirds, or earth tones that tend toward rich, resonant blacks 
saturated through with undertones of dried blood, rust, algae and lichen. 

The tension between representation and abstraction is never resolved in 
Jonsson’s art. Her work leaves the eye and the mind suspended in a state 
of delicious curiosity, always seeking and finding something new. 

Jonsson’s drawings in ink on vellum, inspired by satellite photographs of 
galaxies, quasars and supernovas, are both cosmic and intimate. While it’s 
easy to see how Jonsson derived the images from their original sources, 
it’s also possible to imagine that her space-age drawings represent highly 
complex microorganisms, not exploding stars. They bring the universe 
down to size, expressing wonder and awe. 

The same is true of Jonsson’s small embroideries, at most a few inches 
square, in which she zooms in on the shapes of distant celestial bodies as 

if they were tiny organisms living 
on the surface of a pond. These 
works are sublime - and still small 
enough to hold in the palm of  
one’s hand. 

But it is the weavings that fuse 
opposing visual qualities with 
remarkable ease. They are both  
visually flat and suggestive of  
spatial depth. They meld the spon-
taneity of painting with the system-
atic logic of weaving. They seem to 
consist of surfaces on which liquid 
paint has been applied directly, and 
of surfaces in which marks and 
colors appear to emerge from the 
cloth itself through a kind  
of alchemy. 

Yet while the weavings oscillate 
between one type of visual com-
munication and another, Jonsson’s 
work possesses at bottom a simple, 
stark serenity, a lean and bracing 
minimalism. Seeing her art is like 
encountering a deep reservoir of 
meditative alertness. 

Although they feel effortless, Jons-
son’s latest pieces are actually the 
result of years of hard work. The 
artist has lived in Northeast Ohio 
since 1983. Originally interested 
in science, Jonsson moved here to 
pursue training as an architect at 
Kent State University. 

After two years, she enrolled at  
the Cleveland Institute of Art, 
where she majored in fiber for 

three years. She later returned to KSU to complete her bachelor of fine 
arts degree in 1991 and her master of fine arts degree in 1995. 

Jonsson’s technical process is elaborate: She begins by photographing 
landscapes during visits to Iceland and selecting images for further inves-
tigation. She then crops her photographs, enlarges the details and projects 
them onto sheets of paper, on which she makes a drawing - or cartoon - in 
preparation for a weaving. 

Jonsson then separately places strung sets of warp threads and weft 
threads atop the cartoon, paints the threads with fabric dye, and weaves 
the threads together to produce the final work. 

It’s fun to seek vestiges of the photographic origins of the weavings. These 
can be found in soft edges that suggest a fuzzy exposure, or perhaps a 
blur caused by the superimposition of two images painted on the warp and 
weft threads, which didn’t match entirely when they were woven together. 
It’s also exciting to seek signs of painterly processes in the weavings, such 
as drips and bleeds. They’re there, in a ghostly manner. 

Jonsson’s technique is an incredibly complex and demanding way to make 
art. But her art is far more than a showcase for skill. 

Fundamentally, Jonsson’s images distill something clear, sharp and 
profound about the landscapes that inspired them. They are marvelous, 
powerful, memorable and very much worth seeing. 

© 2005 The Plain Dealer. Used with permission.
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Love, unleashed
The lesson

of Schiavo’s life

C ountless news stories and broad-
cast hours have been dedicated to
the heartbreaking spectacle swirl-

ing around what is left of Terri Schiavo’s
life, but there is seldom any mention of
how she ended up in a vegetative state
in 1990.
Terr i Schiavo was a beaut i fu l

26-year-old woman slowly starving her-
self to death.
All these years later, her husband and

her parents continue to wage a legal
fight over, tragically enough, whether
she should be forced to eat. Friday, Mi-
chael Schiavo rejected a California
man’s offer of $1 million to walk away
and leave his wife’s care to her parents.
Lawyer Gary Fox represented Terri

and her husband in a successful medical
malpractice claim filed after she lapsed
into a coma. He recently described for
CNN what happened to her on the night
of the heart attack that left her virtually
lifeless.
“She grew up as a chubby, overweight

child, and over time, she coped with
that condition by developing this eating
disorder, bulimia,” Fox said.
That particular evening, Terri and Mi-

chael had eaten a large meal. Not long
after they finished, Michael heard a
thumping sound in the couple’s bath-
room. When he opened the door, he
found Terri lying on the floor.
“She had purged, apparently, or vom-

ited, binged, which is what bulimics do,”
Fox said.
She had forced herself to vomit for the

last time. An electrolytes imbalance
caused her heart to stop, and by the
time the rescue squad arrived, Schiavo
had suffered severe brain damage. Most
doctors say she is in a persistent vegeta-
tive state.
Michael Schiavo insists that his wife

never wanted to live like this. He wants
her feeding tube removed. Her parents,
Bob and Mary Schindler, say they still
see signs of the daughter they knew,
that she is still very much alive in an es-
sentially lifeless body. They want the
feeding tube to remain.
The tube has been removed twice and

then reinserted, once through an emer-
gency court order and once on the order
of Florida Gov. Jeb Bush.
There is so much grief to spread

around in this case, and it begins with
Terri Schiavo’s belief that her worth in
this world was measured by where the
needle landed on the scale.
You don’t have to go far to discover

someone with an eating disorder. If you
don’t have a family member who has
suffered from this devastating illness,
you know another family who does.
Whenever I mention anorexia or buli-
mia, chances are someone has a story to
tell that begins with my daughter . . .
our friend’s daughter . . . his niece . . .
my granddaughter. The National Eating
Disorders Association says that as many
as 10 million females and 1 million
males are fighting life-threatening eat-
ingdisorders that, left untreated, ravage
bones and major organs.
Its Web site is full of statistics that

ought to scare any parent of a girl. I’ll
give you just two: 51 percent of 9- and
10-year-old girls feel better about them-
selves if they are on a diet. In a recent
survey on a college campus, 91 percent
of the women surveyed said they had
tried to control their weight through di-
eting.
And why not? We are a culture that

cringes from news coverage of skeletal
humans starving in undeveloped coun-
tries while celebrating the emaciated
figures of pop culture. The latest issue of
The New York Times’ fashion magazine
featured models so excruciatingly thin
even their ears looked big. Us Weekly
magazine ran on a recent cover a teaser,
“Who’s Under 100 Pounds?” next to a
photo of “Hot & Petite: Kelly Ripa.”
I am the mother of a teenage girl, and

protecting her from the influence of this
culturally sanctioned misogyny is a full-
time job. Her whole life looms ahead of
her bigger than a low-rising moon, but
obsessing over her appearance could
stop her from even seeing it. So far, so
good. But college is just around the cor-
ner, and she’s already joking about the
“freshman 15,” the number of pounds
she heard the average girl gains in her
first year away.
No way, she insists, will that happen

to her.
I think of Terri Schiavo every time she

says that. And every time, I tell her why.

To reach this Plain Dealer columnist:
cschultz@plaind.com, 216-999-5087
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CharlesMorgan’s pug, Giovanni, has a fancy wardrobe that includes a $365 hooded, shearling leather coat designed by
Donald J. Pliner for the Friends of Baby Doll Pliner line.

Toby, an
11-month-
old Rott-
weiler,
gets amas-
sage from
Jeff Varga,
certified
massage
therapist
at Forever
Friends
Pet Center
&Hospital
in Grafton.

Owners dole out dough
to dote on their dogs, cats
Suzanne Hively
PlainDealerReporter

S
uellen Oswald lives in Medina and works in
downtown Cleveland, a trip she can make in
about 45 minutes.
However, she takes a 45-minute detour to

Grafton each morning to drop off 11-month-old Toby
for day care. He enjoys swimming four times a week,
massages, camaraderie and his own $22-a-day VIP
suite.
Toby is her baby, but he’s no kid. He’s a Rottweiler.

And the day care? Forever Friends Pet Center & Hospi-
tal provides the pampering at its Howl-a-Day Inn.
There’s probably not much howling from the pets

experiencing such indulgence. And their numbers are
growing: An increasing number of pet owners across
the nation don’t think twice, it seems, about driving
long distances for animal day care or spending hard-
earned cash to ensure their dogs and cats are clothed
and fed to befit royalty.
Take Giovanni, a 10-year-old pug owned by Charles

Morgan of Shaker Heights. He sports a $365 shearling
coat, a raincoat and an assortment of sweaters. The
portly pooch has a standing bimonthly appointment
for pedicure and luxury bath at Breeds Apart, a groom-
ing spa, at Shaker Square.

see PAMPER D5 SCOTTSHAW THEPLAINDEALER
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Wonderful weavings work magic Toned-down
‘Passion’ not
violence-free

Steven Litt
PlainDealerArtCritic

Absolutely smashing. That’s the best way to
describe the current exhibition of 26 weavings,
embroideries and drawings by Cleveland artist
Hildur Asgeirsdottir Jonsson at the Museum of
Contemporary Art Cleveland.
The show easily ranks as one of the finest by

any artist in Northeast Ohio in the past decade.
But Jonsson’s work is more than local in signifi-
cance. Her talent is large and deserves the
widest possible audience.

Inspired by the stark, primordial landscapes
of her native Iceland, Jonsson has created eight
large weavings in dyed silk, with austere imag-
ery that hovers between realism and abstrac-
tion. They form the unforgettable backbone of
the show.
On the one hand, the weavings suggest a rug-

ged world of icebergs, glaciers, leaden skies, rip-
pling waves and blackened, volcanic earth. At the
same time, they function beautifully as abstrac-
tions that bring to mind gestural paintings by
Jackson Pollock, BriceMarden and Cy Twombly.

see ART D5

David Briggs
PlainDealerReligionReporter

“The Passion Recut” is not “The Pas-
sion Lite.”
Viewers no longer see the nail going

through Christ’s hands as he is attached
to the cross. And the excruciating tor-
ture scene where Jesus is flogged nearly
to death by Roman soldiers is short-
ened.
But Mel Gibson’s less-bloody direc-

tor’s cut of his blockbuster film “The
Passion of the Christ” loses little of the
visceral emotional power of the earlier
release. This is still different from the
scores of other Jesus films in its un-
flinching portrayal of Christ’s last suffer-
ings in the context of torture and cruci-
f i x ion in a f i r s t - century Roman
province.
On the contrary: Taking out six gory

minutes removes the focus from what
some considered over-the-top, almost
desensitizing displays of violence.

see PASSION D5

REVIEW

Museum of
Contemporary
Art Cleveland
What: “Hildur Asgeirsdottir
Jonsson: Energy Forms,” a solo
show by a leading Cleveland
artist.
When: Through Sunday,
May 1.
Where:8501 Carnegie Ave.,
Cleveland.
Admission: $4 (suggested);
free on Fridays. Call
216-421-8671 or go to
www.mocacleveland.org.
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Hildur Asgeirsdottir Jonsson’s weaving, “Ice Breaking” (2004),
retains vestiges of the photographic image onwhich it is based.


