Made with joy.
And enthusiasm.

References European “Zero Art”
(a counter to abstract expressionism).
Along with Duchamp and Dada.

Has a logo to suggest a corporate slick.
Has a jaunty logo to juxtapose austerity.

Appears aesthetically sparse.
But then it plays with the light.
And is easy to recognise.

Thematically, it can be summed up.
In three words:

He’s only written his name…
Signatures are a kind of branding, a unique logo, an identification
with, and of, the self. They are a self-portrait, revealing character
through shape and line.
They are a signal of our commitment. The infamous dotted line
awaits, the small print shrinks away from our gaze. Although in
contrast to the rise of biometrics, they are almost historically
quaint. It is the title of our tale...
As the artist’s signature, it is a fitting blast of ego to coincide with
our self-promotional times. Everyone has cause to write their
name, thus recreating the artwork in their own image. It is a child’s
mountain to conquer with an “I can”.
Artworks are made in coloured acrylic with textures sweeping
around the lines of the signature. These colours are then mostly
concealed beneath the white.

The Art you can’t even see...
Secrets conceal the artwork as well as being the artwork itself.
In a world where everything is a click away, here is something
you cannot see. What is behind the hinged canvas remains
sealed and suspended.
The unconscious mind hides us from ourselves. On a quantum
level, what is hidden only exists once it is observed. Therefore
it could be anything. It could be everything. Every child knows
the value of a good secret.
The seal is the contract between the artist and the audience
that remains intact or is broken. Current thinking postulates that
we understand what life is and who we are. Perhaps though,
the mystery is as rich as it ever was?
Canvases are layered in acrylic paint on top of collaged thickly
textured wall papers. The smaller canvas is hung from a hinge
and held by the paper seal. What is beneath is known only to
the artist.

It’s a slap in the face.
Handprint paintings are all about the ultimate human symbol:
the hand. The fingers and those super opposable thumbs that
service all the mischief.
The shape of the hand, like the silhouette of the human form is
deeply ingrained within us. It is a fundamental part of identity.
Like knowing something like the back of your hand.
They are with us all from dawn to dusk, doing good, doing bad,
doing indifference. They can be made by any child (or adult)
who carries the tools at the end of their arms. Is it a reaching out
or a pushing away? Not waving, but drowning...
Handprints are made and then surrounded in coloured acrylic
before being mostly concealed by white. Textures and swirling
shapes around the hands suggest fingerprints...

It’s the least I can do…
Right now, tired eyes (and minds) want it all simplified by the
populist providers… with the prefix of “i” chiming in with an
axiom of self-importance.
The dot is the most basic, unembellished mark it is possible
for a human to make. The dark sucker-punch between every
sentence. The pause for breath. The comma in disguise.
Is it a singularity on the cusp of a big bang? Is it a subatomic
particle, suitably magnified? Or is it a welcome (or perhaps
unwelcome) reminder of death that reminds us to live... Maybe
it is half of a Morse code, painfully unable to reveal its secrets.
The dot is the size of a penny coin. Coloured acrylics make
thickly textured layers that are mostly hidden beneath a layer
of white.
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