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There is an ongoing conversation, not a monologue, discoursing
inside the head of Mr. Pettibon. It's one reason why he's so quiet. He's
trying to listen to both sides so he can add his two cents into the din
but often he doesn't need to because his fractious mind is doing all
the talking. There's a zombie-like quality in most of the people | know
but it's strongest in Raymond, He takes so long to anawer a question
you think you should repeat it. But you don't. He heard you and he's
thinking, and this pace reminds me of Middle Western American intel-
lectuals, a nothing fast, think before you speak people. To be around
Raymond is to be reminded of life and death. A human Ave Maria.

Raymond shut the streetfacing windows 8o the trucks barrelling
down Falcon Street were less audible. After much searching on the
floor he lifted up the live end of an extension cord and handed it to me.
| plugged in the Optimus warhorse, its last mission, and away we went.

BW Most kids who are making comics when they enter a fine art grad

school are encouraged to stop it right away or risk getting the backs

of thelr hands slapped... like if you, Raymond, enrolled in a high-end LA
art school today they'd forcibly plead with you to throw away all your
supplies and start working with fancier gear, more serious mediums, and
quit the caricatures and simple renderings, even though art heavy-
weights like Guston, Rosenquist, Lichtenstein and Ad Relnhardt all played
with comics. | ask you, good man, why the hostility toward comics?

RP There is no reason based on actual work. But it comes from both
sides. Cartoonists’ take on museums and gallery art is that it's pure
elltism, as if it's some kind of conspiratorial thing against them. Well,
Lichtensteln - all he did was steal from Jack Kirby and puffed up the
drawings Into paintings and made them presentable to the high-
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class New York collectors and museum people and made a killing. It

comes down to turf wars. As a teenager | know my own work was very

awkward and clumsy and, like everyone else, | didn't know where |

was going. In art school lots of times they want to take the awkward

kid and remake you into an art marine. I'm not against art schou|

but it's basically a soclalization process which is not about learning

or continuing to learn and prepare and hone your skills and extend

them. It's not the kind of environment that encourages anyone to do

something unusual. They want to force kids who came to art school,

who learned to draw like Jack Kirby, to start over, as If drawing like

Jack Kirby was embarrassing to an art programme,

BW Tell me about your first initiation into comics? Who you were reading

and what were the earliest effects it had on you?

RP | wasn't really into comics as a kid, | looked down at them because

they were considered beneath consideration. | only considered

them later. The style of my work owes a lot to comics, obviously, The
medium itself allows for o much and is capable of so much.
BW There's a chatty quality to your drawings, multiple voices conversing
with each other, and yet you've always chosen to work on singlé panals.
Your work seems like a project built for multiple panels, but they remain
in one condensed frame. The subjective floating figure with multi-channel
commentary boxing him or herin...
RP Sometimes those work, sometimes they do sort of explode.
Sometimes | cut them up, making material out of them for future use.
There is a point physically when you run out of room. You've seen how
at the bottoms, the letters get smaller and smaller. As | write | realize
| have only so much room. You can barely see, barely read what I'm
writing. Sometimes it gets too involved for the panel, for the drawing.
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eye contact is rare so you find
ourself getting used to not
aving it and when it happens
it’s almost too much to bear

When it goes on and on like that | have to make a video, a comic book,
a sequential art version of It or a collage,

BW What do you think about the all-male line-up for the upcoming comics
show at the UCLA Hammer Museum and MoCA? No women. No Linda
Barry for example.

RF Linda Barry Is one of my favourites. | think she's the best right
now. The reason | like her is she's working in comics or cartoons

and she doesn't give away anything. You couldn’t do the equiva-

lent without the image or without the text. There doesn’t have to

be an allowance or excuses made for her work, she's just brilliant.
Speaking of the one-panel narrative like you were before about

my work, what she's able to do with that is amazing... within that
economy of means she’s able to describe so much... which Is Impor-
tant when you're doing comics or anything in print, jhurnlllim or
interviews or anything where you're given constraints. But with the
broads In general - you're asking me, someone who uses the term
‘broads’ [laughing], to weigh in on this - | don't think it's an oversight,
either wilfully or not, on a gender basls, because you're working with
history. | think it goes all the way back to ‘The Yellow Kid', or even
further. Cartooning has always been mostly the boys in the class,

BW Do you want to shoot some hoops?

[P Yeah, you want to play basketball? We can play at The Backyard.

S0 we get in my car and drive across a remarkable bridge and head
toward Hermosa Beach where Raymond grew up. As we approached
The Backyard, he asked if | could pull over immediately, Raymond saw
a car he recognized parked in front of a bar, and said that he could
drum up some competition. | lifted my foot in the air and showed

him my flipflops, indicating bad idea. He said it would only take a

minute, so | parked and followed him in, where we found a solitary
man hunkered over a clear drink in a small glass with a pale green
bandana tied around his head -~ an old childhood friend of Ray's, Ray
ordered a double shot of tequila and the barmald said that it would
cost one million dollars. He paid with a fifty and took a sip. His friend
told me that he was recovering from the death of both his parents
earlier this year, He also said that Ray was the sweetest, most gener-
ous man alive. Ray left a $42 tip.

The Backyard was not a public hoop as | imagined, but the
backyard of Raymond's childhood home, where he still lives, with his
mom sleeping upstairs, and a man with a glass eye and an overgrown
Mohawk assembling a kite, who seemed to be living in a narrow
nook beside the garage, with a girlfriend who came and went, There
were 11 basketballs in the yard, some orange, some brown with
white scuffs, two purple, one silver, one absolutely perfect NBA
leatherette model, all vold of air, Raymond pumped air into one or
two but the needle got stuck and air began to leak out, Eventually
we were shooting baskets, bouncing the balls on crab-grassy earth.
| mantioned that the clear plastic cover on the backboard could be
removed if he wanted, that it was kind of peeling and buckling in
places. He said he hadn't noticed, then grabbed a ladder and climbed
up three steps. Before he made his way to the fourth precarious step
he sald, to the ground, and to me, this next one requires trust. So |
held onto the ladder with both hands so he could reach the upper laft
tip of the clear plastic sheet at the top of the backboard, 12 feet high.
Raymond appears to be a couple inches over six feet tall and, if you're
wondering, he has a silky jump shot reminiscent of former LA Laker
Jamal Wilkes, a graceful behind-the-head high archer that leaves his
fingertips like an answered dream. o
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