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Introduction 

 
Sam Francis painted images with words as well as pigments. His 
writings, which took the form of aphorisms, poetry, dream memories, 
and prose, have been instrumental in the way his artistic outpourings 
have been viewed over the years. Evoking moods and emotional 
musings, they form the creative thread between his paintings and his 
thoughts about the soul, spirit, and art. It was Sam’s fate to live an 
artist’s life in all its complexities, mediating between divine inspiration 
and human existence. The straddling of these two realms often 
produced the friction that prompted Sam to create. Perhaps the guiding 
notion was the philosopher’s stone, echoed in his choice of establishing a 
press named after Lapis Philosophorum. The Lapis Press allowed Sam, 
with his love of writing and books, to discover a way to marry the word 
with the visual. 
 Most days it was not unusual to see Sam walking around the Litho 
Shop with a book under his arm. We all laughed, thinking that he was 
gaining knowledge through osmosis, imagining that he never read 
these books cover to cover. But somehow William Blake, Heraclitus, 
Hölderin, Jung, Nietzsche, and Bashō made their way into studio life. 
Even Hermes, the trickster, was pervasive in this environment as 
communicator, igniting a need to share the crossroads of ideas from 
different traditions and cultures. These influences contributed to 
opening up the psyche, resulting in the exploration of an archetypal 
world. Sam’s paintings and writings indicated this landscape of 
interiority, a cosmos within, beyond the beauty of color and gesture. At 
times it was a larger vision that could hold both the static and the fluid; 
at other times it became a stilled close-up of the microscopic within the 
human heart. 
 Throughout his writings, Sam used words that were associated 
with the elements and nature, linking the axiom of the Emerald Tablet: 





Yellow dust 
clear water

Poetry and prose poetry
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Pulsars Density 
   like eyes

 Star pulsar 
like her eyes.
 spinning off 
a signal 
 the magnetic knives
off & on

 William Blake’s stellar 
 body was as dense as 
 pure matter.

Pulses
 jets — green water

[…] — […]  — green
water source
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What she is for speaks out loud 
What she says drops into silence

She said to me
I am in the morning clouds
in the evening rain

I said
an emerald table hanging in sky
morning wind    flying rain

She said to me
I am leaving behind
my beauty for a thousand years

I said 
my soul is seeking her dream
leaf by leaf    drop by drop

She said to me
petal by petal
dropping wet between the clouds

I said 
the blue sky 
stirs cold in the water








